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THE YOUTUBER

Pete has nothing to do during his time in quarantine, so he decides to start a little YouTube channel. It’s just an innocent little movie reviewing platform. But Pete’s microphone is broken, so he pays five bucks to have someone online record his script for him. He doesn’t expect to get a female recording. But he doesn’t think much of it and uses the voice recording anyway.

His video takes off. People want more videos. So Pete makes a few more videos. After a few weeks, he finds himself actually making some money with his new gig. It’s going great, until the website demonetizes his content because he isn’t using footage he owns. To make matters worse, his female voice artist is no longer in business.

Now, if he wants to keep making money, he’ll have to figure out how to do the voice, and he’ll have to film himself talking so that he’ll have something to show his growing fanbase.


CHAPTER I

It was just supposed to be one little movie review video. I was never planning on turning making videos into a career—or even a pastime. I just woke up one day and decided to put a video up on YouTube. I’m not even sure what motivated me to do it, to be honest… Maybe it was the boredom of the lockdown. I’d spent the past six months playing video games and watching movies and I felt like it was time to spend a few hours doing something different.

I wrote a short five-minute script. I edited together a video, which took a few hours. Then I went to record myself reading the script so I could put the whole thing together. But when I listened back to my recording, I realized my computer’s internal microphone was broken. The sound quality was horrible, and I knew nobody would be able to endure even a minute of the crackling voice.

It seemed like a waste to just scrap the whole project over the one little technical difficulty. I could have ordered a new microphone online, but I knew I would lose interest in the review video by the time the mic arrived. I could have called up friends and asked to borrow their gaming microphones, but I didn’t want to have to explain what I was doing to my friends. I wasn’t planning on sharing my review video with all of my buddies. I didn’t want them to think that I was trying to be some famous ‘YouTuber’. I was just making a video because I had nothing better to do, and I hadn’t seen a decent review of one of my favorite horror movies: a flick called The Black Order, which I believed was tragically unknown and underrated.

I looked around my house for an old microphone. I thought about snagging my sister’s laptop from her bedroom, so I could record the audio on that, but I didn’t know her password and I didn’t want to text her and try to explain why I needed into her personal laptop.

I was almost ready to quit when I saw an ad for Fiverr, a website for paying for simple services from normal people. Maybe Google had been paying close attention when I searched multiple variations of ‘how to fix a broken microphone’ and ‘how to properly record voice’. Now, the Fiverr ad was showing me a girl in front of a microphone. I clicked the ad and looked through some of the listings. ‘Five minutes of audio recording for five dollars,’ was one of the results. It was a picture of a fox holding a microphone.

I didn’t look much further than the ad. I had my dad’s credit card info on my computer, so I used it to buy a five-minute recording. I attached the script when it asked me to attach it, and then I loaded up League of Legends and played a few games. I thought it would take a few days for the guy to finish the recording, so I was surprised when my phone dinged and I saw the e-mail: ‘Your recording is ready for download’. I smiled and quickly downloaded it and put it into my video editing software. I pressed play to hear how it naturally synced up with my recording, and then I was taken aback slightly when I heard the female voice.

It was a gentle, sexy kind of voice: smooth and jazzy, but recorded perfectly. The audio was so clear and crisp, free of pops and hums. The girl obviously owned a very nice microphone.

I sat for a moment, wondering whether or not to use the recording. I paid for it (well, my dad paid for it). It was good quality. It’s not like I was trying to become a famous YouTuber… I just wanted to put out a review for a movie I liked. It’s not like anyone knew who I was, and it’s not like anyone was going to think that I was trying to be a girl because I was using a female voice. So I decided to use it. I exported the video and uploaded it to a new YouTube channel. I refreshed it a few times, expecting the views to start counting upwards. But they remained at 1 and stayed there for the rest of the night.

I did a bit of searching online, looking up articles on how to promote new videos, but the tips weren’t terrible useful. All the articles suggested sharing the video with my friends, but I didn’t really want my friends thinking I wanted to be a movie reviewer, because I didn’t. I didn’t want to pay for an ad because I didn’t care that much.

So I decided to simply leave it. I chalked it up as a flopped experiment. It was fun making the video: something different during a boring time of nothingness. I went back to playing games and after a few days, I forgot about the video and the channel entirely.

It was eight months later when I rediscovered my own video.

The country was going back into quarantine as the second wave of the virus flared up. “Here we go again,” I said, rolling my eyes as I looked at the news article about the lousy virus. I’d started a part-time job at a restaurant, but now that restaurant was closing its doors until further notice. And the university that I’d been accepted to was now telling me that classes were being cancelled until further notice. My dad was going out of town for six weeks for work, and my mom was working at the hospital—now working fourteen-hour shifts, seven days a week. My sister decided to move in with her older boyfriend, who lived in an apartment across town. It was something my parents wouldn’t have approved of, but they were too busy to even notice her gone.

It would have been a dream had I been thirteen. But now, having the whole house to myself for at least six weeks, was a nightmare. I had nothing to do. I didn’t want to play more video games. I didn’t want to sit around watching hours and hours of movies. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do—but I knew it didn’t involve letting my brain rot while I consumed mindless entertainment for weeks.

But that was my reality, so I decided to go with it. I went to start my second round of quarantine with a viewing of my favorite film: The Black Order. I put the disc into the DVD player and then my screen fizzled. I tried wiping the disk and turning it on again, but the film just skipped. The disc was scratched and worn. I’d watched the film too many times.

“Damn,” I said. I didn’t have the heart to toss it into the trash, even though it was useless. It was my favorite movie and I’d held that disc many, many times.

But it was the year 2021. I was sure that I could just find the film online. So I searched for the film on Google. The top result was a link to buy the digital version of the film. I was about to click it when I noticed the second result: a YouTube review of the film. It wasn’t just any YouTube review; it was my YouTube review—and it had 120,000 views and 1,315 comments.

I paused for a moment and stared at the screen. I looked down at the channel name and saw that I had 918 subscribers. The comments were all positive. People were so happy with my review. “This is the review that made me discover the best movie ever made,” said one poster. I caught myself smiling. Maybe that little video wasn’t such a giant waste of time after all.

I re-watched my own review, and found myself once again taken aback by the female narration. I forgot how smooth and jazzy and sexy it was. And then I read through some of the comments that were low on the list. ‘You sound hot,’ was written by a few different people. ‘Show your boobs in your next review,’ was surprisingly written twice.

But mostly, the reviews were positive and people were thanking me for turning them onto the film. ‘When is your next review coming out?’ asked one poster, and his question was upvoted over one-hundred times.

I felt a tingling in my body. It seemed like the universe was giving me a handout: something to do during the terribly boring lockdown. My mind was quickly buzzing with different ideas: movies I could review. Or maybe I could even review some games—or books, or just share some of my esoteric ideas in a sort of rant.

But I still had that broken microphone.

To start, I decided to do another simple five-minute review of a lesser-known horror movie. It seemed like the most appropriate follow-up, and the best way to determine if there really was a point in pursuing this YouTube opportunity as anything more than a one-off.

I wrote the script, slapped together a video using clips from the movie and some behind the scenes footage I found online. Then I faced a familiar conundrum: how was I going to record my voice? I thought for a while. My dad’s laptop was downstairs, and he didn’t have a password. It was a newer computer, but the microphone wasn’t going to be as amazing as the one the girl used for my last video. And would people be weirded out if I was suddenly a male voice?

I wasn’t looking to go around pretending to be a woman, but I decided to be consistent. That same girl was still selling her services for five bucks on Fiverr, so I went there and ordered another script-reading, and she did the work in less than an hour. By that night, I had my second video online. And this time, that view count really was ticking up every time I refreshed the video. My new subscribers were watching the video. And when I checked my channel in the morning, I had ten new subscribers, fifteen new comments, and over a thousand new views on both of my videos.

I felt strangely proud of myself, even though I still felt like I hadn’t done much. Maybe my take on the lesser-known films had some real merit. Maybe my ideas had value. Maybe there was more to my life than just sitting around watching movies and playing video games.

A friend sent me a text message, asking if I wanted to play a round of League of Legends with him. I decided to hop on. We got schooled within the first few minutes, and it was completely my fault. I wasn’t able to focus. My mind was just swirling with ideas for my next video.

“What the hell is wrong with you? How did you miss all those kills?” my friend asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I’m just off my game,” I said.

“You know what your problem is?” he said.

“What’s that?”

“You need a mic,” he said. “It’s impossible to play with you when you type everything out. If you just had a mic, we could coordinate our moves better. Come pick up my old mic. I just got a new one.”

“I’m fine, thanks,” I said. “I’m going to get my laptop mic fixed one of these days.”

“Just come get mine. It’s way better than your laptop mic.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Later this week, or something.”

He didn’t want to play with me again. He was worried I was going to drag his score down. So he told me he was signing off and then I saw him join another game in his profile status. I wasn’t offended. In fact, I was happy for the opportunity to go and make another video: another review of another indie horror film.

I put a lot of work into this one, even tracking down footage of shooting locations and some rare behind-the-scenes pictures. I edited it all together with fancier graphics and titles, and then I paid the same girl to record my script.

The video did great. In twenty-four hours, it got three-thousand views. I hardly slept, I was so intrigued by the view counter, ticking up, along with my subscriber count. I was eagerly waiting for my subscriber count to reach 1,000. It meant nothing, but for some reason I had to see it happen. I sat there until 3:45 AM, when the number finally changed from 999 to 1,000. I bit down on my lip and smiled. I felt like I’d accomplished something, even though it seemed like something very small.

I went to sleep with a smile on my face, and then I woke up to my phone dinging. I had an e-mail from YouTube. “Congratulations on 1,000 subscribers,” it said. I remembered the thrill of watching the milestone happen in real-time. “Now that you have 1,000 subscribers, you are eligible to monetize your content.”

I paused for a moment and stared at the screen. Monetize? As in, money? My lips parted and my eyes glazed over. The opportunity seemed so great. I spent the next three hours looking up articles about how much money YouTubers make, and I was astonished to find out that many make a lot of money. Sure, with 1,000 subscribers I was only going to make five or ten bucks per video, but I knew my channel would grow. I knew that I was going to get more and more views with each upload. I knew that ten bucks per video would quickly become twenty bucks per video—and soon, I would be making a few hundred bucks per video.

And making videos seemed like the coolest job ever. It was so much better than cleaning toilets at a restaurant. And it even seemed so much better than working in a hospital, like my mom, or inspecting oil rigs in the ocean, like my dad. This was a job I could do anywhere in the world. I could travel and still make money. And, in a way, I had complete control over how much I earned. If I wanted to earn a lot, I could work harder. If I was okay with a smaller income, I could relax and live life to the fullest.

I felt like I’d stumbled upon the greatest opportunity ever.

But I was still getting those comments: ‘You sound like a babe,” said one poster. ‘Show yourself in your next video.’ ‘Are you single?’ ‘Start an OnlyFans and I’ll subscribe.’ I couldn’t help but wonder if people were just subscribing because they assumed I was a hot girl. I found myself wondering what would happen if I uploaded a video with my real voice—or a view showing my face. Would all of my subscribers drop me? Would everyone come down on me for pretending to be a girl?

It didn’t matter; what I was doing was working for me—and that’s all that mattered. I knew that I could grow by doing the same exact thing that I was doing. So I went ahead and provided YouTube with my personal information, monetizing my account. Then I started work on another video: another review with carefully edited clips from another indie horror film.

The day flew by quickly. I was in front of the computer screen for sixteen hours before I uploaded the video to YouTube. It was starting to turn into hard work, but I knew the work would pay off. I knew that I was going to be making good money in no time. I woke up the next morning to my first $5.00. And then the next morning, my account had a balance of $15.00. I was up to 1,220 subscribers. All of my videos were being viewed and discovered. My reviews were being shared on various websites, and the growth seemed inevitable.

By the end of that week, I had $45.00 waiting to be deposited into my bank account. I was getting about eighty new subscribers each day and about four hundred new views. My numbers were trending up quickly. And then my scheme came to a crashing stop.

The girl who did my recordings removed her account from Fiverr. She was no longer in business.


CHAPTER II

I don’t know where she went. I was devastated to see her gone. I tried emailing the address that sent me my recording files, but I never received a response. I already had a script ready to be recorded, but I couldn’t just get a new person to record it for me without raising a few eyebrows.

I tried to find her, but she was gone. Maybe she wasn’t making good enough money, spending so much time recording scripts for five bucks. Maybe she moved onto bigger and better things. Hopefully she was okay. But now I was stuck. I had thirteen-hundred subscribers waiting for a new video and I had nothing to give to them. The comments were already starting to come in: ‘When’s the next video?’ ‘I need to know what to watch tonight!’ ‘Where did my sexy movie princess go?’

I bit down on my tongue. I looked at the money in my account: fifty bucks, which was so close to being thousands of dollars. I had so much momentum. I had been doing so, so well. But now I was stuck. I didn’t know what to do. I found another female voice-over artist to record my script. She wasn’t as cheap: fifteen dollars, and her mic quality wasn’t quite as good. Her voice was also a bit squeaky. I put her recording onto my video file, but it just wasn’t right. I couldn’t even listen through the five minutes without feeling a dozen mixed emotions.

So I didn’t use the recording. I didn’t upload that video. I laughed and shook my head as I tried to listen to it again. ‘I could do a better job than this,” I said to myself. And then I paused. Could I do a better job? Could I do a reasonable female impersonation? I laughed nervously as I thought about it, but maybe it wasn’t such an unrealistic idea. There was money on the table, after all. And the thought of saving five or fifteen bucks with each video was enticing. I knew I couldn’t keep using my dad’s credit card—it was a matter of time before he noticed the charges.

And whenever I slapped together my older videos, I would find myself doing quiet impersonations of my usual girl, jokingly mimicking her voice as she read my script in a sexy tone.

I messaged my friend. “Do you still have that mic?” I asked.

“If you want it, come get it,” he replied. I went to his house to pick up the gaming microphone. It wasn’t quite as clear and crisp as the mic that the girl was using, but it was a billion-times better than my laptop mic. “Want to play a few games?” he asked me as he handed me the microphone.

“Maybe tomorrow,” I said. “I have to do some chores for my parents tonight.”

“Well now that you have a decent mic, you better not suck,” he said. I could see his computer screen behind him. He was in the middle of the game. “Alright, well I’ll talk to you tomorrow them.” He closed the door on me, and I probably should have been offended, but instead I was filled with a tingling hope. The whole walk home, I practiced my feminine voice, preparing to record the voiceover for my next video, so I could keep that momentum going.

And it took a while—it took all night—to record that five-minute script. Getting that sexy, feminine inflection just right was difficult. Getting that feminine tone was hard, and keeping it consistent for five minutes was insanely difficult. I could do the voice in pieces, but my voice kept cracking from the strain. I was almost whispering as I spoke, but at least it sounded girly when I played it back. I gave myself a tiny bit of help by changing the pitch of my voice a tiny bit in the voice recording software. I sounded way more girly with the tone pitched up half a semi-tone. I knew I would get better with practice, but at least I had something I could use now—something that was much better than what I paid fifteen bucks for on Fiverr.

I put the recording onto the video and I quickly uploaded it to YouTube. I sat nervously as I watched the views tick up, a handful at a time. I was trembling slightly, rocking back and forth. I could feel a lump in my throat as I awaited the first comment. All of the muscles in my arms and legs were tense. I had no idea how people were going to react. I must have watched my own video thirty times, trying to decide if I really sounded like a girl.

I was starting to feel nervous. The comments weren’t coming in. Were people put off so badly by my voice that they weren’t even sticking around to finish the video? Was I about to see my subscriber count fall drastically? Was my run as a career YouTuber over almost as quickly as it had begun?

Then the first comment dropped. ‘Great review, as always,’ it said.

The next comment was similar. ‘Can’t wait to check this movie out. Thanks for the recommendation!’

And it was a whole hour before someone mentioned my voice. ‘New mic? Great video. Looking forward to the next one.’

I took a deep breath and let out a long sigh of relief. My little YouTuber aspirations could carry on. I sat for another couple of hours, reading the comments as they came in. And then I began to wonder if I should have just recorded myself with my normal male voice. Maybe I should I switched to being a man online before my brand got too big. Maybe I would alienate some of my founding base, but at least I could move forward more honestly.

But I quickly pushed those thoughts away. I was doing something that was working. My subscriber count was quickly ticking up, now at 1,688. I was getting more views, more likes, and more comments—and, of course, more money. And now I had no overhead—I didn’t have to pay anyone one Fiverr to record my scripts for me.

So the next morning, I started on a new video. I had it out by the end of the day. One again, it took a few hours to get the five-minute recording done perfectly and convincingly, but I made it happen, and the views came in quickly. Now I was closing in on two-thousand subscribers. I was making about $20.00 per day. Doing some quick math, I figured that I could have a decent income with YouTube by the time the second wave of the pandemic was over.

I was giddy. I wanted to tell my friends about my success, but I couldn’t because of that female narration. My success and my new career would have to remain a secret until I could figure out a way to transition into just being myself in my videos.

Maybe I should have taken the opportunity to be myself before my brand got too big. Maybe a few awkward comments and a few dozen unsubscribes were better than a few thousand later on.

But that was a problem for another time. For now, I was enjoying my success and working hard to build my brand. I even decided to use some of my new money to advertise my account. I made a few Google ads and I started a Twitter account and a Facebook page. It wasn’t long before I started to build a small following on the various social media websites.

I got a message from a subscriber the next day. “Hey! I’m a big fan of your channel. I make logos for a living and I was wondering if I could make a logo for you, for free. Let me know. Here’s my website.” He linked me to his site, and he was very talented. It seemed like the perfect next step for my brand and my channel.

“What kind of logo were you thinking?” I asked.

He replied an hour later. “Maybe a girl in front of a film reel,” he said. “What do you think?” He sent over a draft of his design idea. It was really well done. It looked like a professional logo that you would see on a profile with 1,000,000 subscribers. But it was a logo of a girl, with blonde hair. Accepting the logo seemed like doubling down on impersonating a girl. But maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe part of my success was the fact that I was pretending to be a girl. It seemed like most of my fans were men—and maybe they all had a mental image of a sexy blonde chick, reviewing movies that were mostly popular with men. Maybe I was providing a sort of male fantasy to my subscribers. Maybe it was wise to continue the façade.

So I continued the façade. My brand grew bigger over the next two weeks. I was now three weeks into taking YouTube seriously as a profession. I was making about $60.00 per day, which was close to what I was making cleaning restaurant bathrooms. I could still feel the warm tingle of that pristine, golden opportunity—and then YouTube took it all away without any warning.

‘Your videos have been demonetized,’ said an e-mail from the automated servers of the biggest video platform on the internet. I was shocked into silence. I stared at the screen and felt my skin tingling all over—now cold, with fear. What happened? Why did YouTube cut me off?


CHAPTER III

My channel stayed up and my videos remained online, still collecting views. My channel was still gaining a couple of subscribers every hour. But now, someone else was making money off of my videos. Someone had filed a complaint against my channel, and YouTube decided that I had been profiting off of the work of others: the creators of the movies I was reviewing. Apparently, you can’t legally use clips from movies in a review. Apparently, I didn’t know the first thing about copyright laws.

I scrambled and tried to figure out a way to get my videos monetized again, but apparently all I could do was make a counter-complaint, and if I was going to make a counter-complaint, then I had to provide evidence proving that I owned all the material in all of my videos. Of course I didn’t. Of course I didn’t own those clips from The Black Order, or the Siberian Purge. I didn’t own the music that I’d been using in the background and I didn’t own the behind-the-scenes pictures that I used to break up the videos. The only thing I did own was my own voice recordings.

So what could I do? I still had my subscribers. I still had a few dozen videos bringing in new subscribers every hour. But what was the point in making new videos if they weren’t going to make any money? It was a lot of work making videos. I was putting in more than fifty hours each week, crafting videos for that website. And I couldn’t put that much time into a hobby that had no real benefit to me. It was pointless.

I paced around my house, feeling dumb, feeling like I wasted my time. I had almost a thousand dollars to show for the little scheme, so it wasn’t a complete waste. But it seemed like such a great opportunity flushed down the toilet.

My friend messaged me. “Want to play some League?” he asked. “I know you’re probably going to say no like you always do, but I’m bored and have no one else to play with.”

And I had nothing else to do, so I played with him. My first few games were rough. I kept thinking about that dead YouTube experiment. It was hard not to think about it, but I knew I had to move on. After a couple of hours, I started to relax a bit. I convinced myself to pretend like it never happened. It wasn’t income that existed a month earlier, after all.

The game had a new character available to buy. There were also some fancy skins that could be purchased for a separate price. And normally, I would avoid spending real money in the game—but now I had some spare cash. I didn’t think twice before spending the cash on the character and the skins. “Whoa,” my friend said. “Aren’t you worried your dad is going to get pissed at you for using his credit card?”

I laughed. “I’m not using his credit card,” I said.

“I thought you were out of work,” he said.

“I am,” I said. “But I have some money.”

“From what?” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. “I got a cheque from my last week of work. They forgot to give it to me before I guess.”

We started playing another game. Now, I was doing a bit better. I had my focus back and I felt like that YouTube fad was starting to fade into the distance. I got a bit of money out of it—it wasn’t a complete loss.

Midway through the game, my friend started telling me about a sale that was happening on a computer parts website. They were selling new graphics cards for a quarter of the usual price. “I wish I had some money. I would buy one of those cards so fast.”

I looked at the site. It was a great deal. “Maybe I’ll buy one,” I said with a grin. It was nice having some expendable cash.

“With what money?” he said.

“I have a bit of money,” I said. So I ordered a new graphics card.

“Okay, loser,” he said. “Fess up. Are you selling drugs or something? I won’t tell anyone.”

“I’m not selling drugs,” I said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue.

“So what? Where are you getting this money from?”

I took a deep breath. I really wanted to tell him. I hadn’t told anyone, and it seemed like such a great story. I hated not being able to share my accomplishment with anyone. I hated having a secret achievement, even though it was already over and behind me. “So I started a YouTube channel a few months ago…” And I told him. I told him everything. I even told him about the girly voice. He was beside himself, laughing so hard, after I proved to him that I had mastered the feminine voice.

“You can’t be serious!” he said. Then he laughed some more. “You’ve been pretending to be a chick on YouTube? And they’re paying you for it?”

“Well, they were. Now they’ve stopped. I broke some rules, I guess. I can’t make videos anymore.”

“They won’t let you?” he asked. I could hear my own videos now playing in the background. He was watching my reviews. I felt myself turning red with embarrassment. But I didn’t feel too embarrassed. I had some good money to show for it, after all.

“They’ll let me. They just won’t let me monetize them,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m showing clips from the movies. I guess you can’t do that.”

“So what are you supposed to show?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess just me talking to the camera. That’s what the other reviewers do.”

“So do that,” he said, as if it was so obvious and simple.

“I’d love to,” I said. “But everyone thinks I’m a girl. So there isn’t much I can do.”

My friend was silent for a long moment. I felt embarrassed, knowing that he now knew about my little female façade. But I could tell that he was secretly a bit jealous. He liked money and seemed to understand that I just did it for the money. “Should we play a new game?” I asked.

“Wait,” he said. “So you can do the voice, right?”

“What voice?” I said.

“The girl voice. You said you did the girl voice in your last few videos. It sounds legit to me.”

“Yeah. I guess so,” I said.

“Do it now,” he said.

I rolled my eyes and felt my cheeks turning red. “I don’t want to do it now,” I said.

“Just do it, loser,” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. A part of me wanted to prove to him that it was really me in the videos, but another part of me wanted to just put the whole thing behind me. I took a deep breath. “This is me doing a girl voice. It’s actually not that hard to do once you figure out how to soften your pallet and relax your vocal cords.”

He started laughing, as expected. I shook my head and looked at the time. “Are we going to play another game or not?” I said.

“So wait,” he said, still laughing as if I’d just told the funniest joke he’d ever heard. “So if you can do the voice, then all you really need is to pull off the look. Then we can just film you talking about the movies and you won’t be breaking any rules—right? Then we can monetize your videos again.”

I was silent for a moment while I thought about what he was suggesting. “I’m not dressing up like a chick,” I said. “And then you send the videos to everyone at school—no way.”

He started laughing again. “Well I wouldn’t do that, because I would be getting half.”

“Half?” I said sharply. “Why the hell would I give you half?”

“Because I would be the producer,” he said. “I’ll help you get dressed up and I’ll make sure you look convincing for your fans.”

“That’s not worth half,” I said.

“Forty percent,” he said.

“Maybe twenty-five,” I said.

“Deal,” he said suddenly. “I’ll go and grab my dad’s camera and I’ll head over to your place. You have a wig over there?”

“A wig?” I said. “We’re not actually doing this.”

“Yes, we are,” he said. “I want to buy all the new League skins too—so we’re doing it. We’re going to be rich. Do you have any idea how much money people on YouTube make? Well, of course you know—you’re one of them. Look—even since we started talking, you’ve gained two subscribers. We’re going to be rich. Do you have a wig or not?”

“I don’t have a wig. Why would I have a wig?” I said.

“It’s fine,” he said. “My sisters have tons of wigs. I just need to dig through the Halloween stuff in the basement. I’ll bring a few options.”

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Whatever. Just—start working on your makeup. I’ll be there in like thirty minutes.”

He suddenly went offline. My heart skipped a beat. I stared at myself in the reflection of my computer screen. Were we really going to do this? Was anyone in the world actually going to buy me as a woman?


CHAPTER IV

He didn’t even knock, he just let himself into my house. “Hey Pete! Where are you?” he called out.

“I’m here,” I said, calling him into my bedroom. He stepped in and then stopped suddenly at the sight of me. His eyes narrowed.

“What the hell?” he said.

“What?”

“Why aren’t you dressed up. I thought we were going to film this thing,” he said.

“What thing? We don’t have a set. We don’t have a script. I don’t know how to put on makeup. I don’t have makeup. And honestly, I would probably look completely idiotic in makeup.”

He rolled his eyes and sighed. “I can’t believe you’re only going to pay me twenty-five percent. We should do seventy-thirty. What do you think?”

“Lars,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I don’t think we should do this at all. This is embarrassing. Why don’t you get dressed up and learn to do the voice?”

“Because you’re small and feminine,” he said.

“What the hell did you just say?” I said, narrowing my eyes. I could feel my face turning red.

“What? It’s not a bad thing,” he said. “I mean—not now. Now your small figure is going to make us both rich. Now you need makeup. Surely there’s some makeup in your sister’s room.”

My heart skipped a beat and my skin tingled. “I don’t even know how to put on makeup,” I said.

“It’s easy,” he said.

“Have you ever done it?” I asked. I felt awkward about the whole thing; even talking about it made me horribly uncomfortable. There was no way I could stand in front of a camera and talk like a girl for five straight minutes.

“No, but I have three sisters,” he said. “I’ve seen them do it. It’s not rocket science. The eyeliner goes around the eyes. The lip gloss goes on the lips. The blush goes on the cheeks. Everything’s labeled. Nine-year-old girls can do their own makeup, Pete. Grow up.”

I sighed. Then he zipped off to my sister’s room. My skin turned cold. My sister was with her boyfriend on the other side of town, but there was still a chance she could show up at the house at any moment. She’d popped in a few times over the past couple of weeks, picking up the odd outfit.

“You can’t just go through my sister’s stuff, Lars!” I called out.

“Pete, you’re being a nag. Just relax and let’s make some money together.” He suddenly came back with a box of various makeup supplies. “See? Your sister has everything. This will be easy. Now start working on your makeup and I’ll get our set figured out. I’m thinking we’ll film down in your living room. It’s nice down there. I can move some lamps around and make a nice lighting setup. You know I watched the behind-the-scenes documentary on that Batman DVD you gave me. The guy said that the secret to production value is good lighting.”

“No kidding…” I said, looking at the box of makeup.

“Don’t take too long. We have videos to make!” he said, and then he darted down to my living room.

I stared at the box for a long while. I felt so stupid and so vulnerable. But how could I say no to the payout? I was already dreading returning to my restaurant job. Just that morning, I got an e-mail from my boss saying that they would be opening doors in exactly one month. So in one month, I would be back in that restaurant, cleaning the toilet every thirty minutes. I would be back on my hands and knees, scraping God-knows-what out from between the floor tiles.

So I started putting on the makeup. I started with the most straight-forward supplies. Mascara went on first. I brushed it gently on my eyelashes, making them thicker and darker. Then I picked up the eyeliner pen. I stared at it for a moment before leaning close to my mirror. I took a deep breath in and drew careful lines around my eyes. Lars was right: it was all more-or-less straight forward. Sure, there was an art to it and it was something I would get better at with practice—but I’d seen my sister do it and I’d seen girls wearing makeup before, so I basically knew what it was supposed to look like.

I brushed on some pink shadow on my eyelids. Then I put a bit of pink blush on my cheeks. I could see myself transforming quickly. It was weird and uncomfortable, but I kept the thought of that money in my mind. Every time I started to feel embarrassed, I remembered my restaurant job. If I could pass as a girl, then I could keep this YouTube gig going. If I could keep the YouTube gig going, I could live a life that I’d never even dreamed of before. I’d always assumed that I was doomed to work crappy jobs until I was on my deathbed. I always assumed that I would be poor and just scraping by, with no free time. But this was perfect. If I could simply talk to a camera for five minutes—and get good enough at it that I hardly had to do any editing—I could be looking at a four-hour work day. I could be looking at having more free time and more money than I knew what to do with. I could live wherever I wanted to live. I could do whatever I wanted to do—

“Are you almost done up there?” Lars called out.

I blinked a few times. My eyelashes felt heavy. My eyes looked bigger than ever before. “Give me a minute,” I called out. I took a deep breath. I could have done better. Maybe a little less eyeliner and a little more shadow. And I needed to figure out contouring, so I could make my nose look a bit smaller. But I did look kind of feminine. I actually looked kind of cute in a weird way.

But I wasn’t sure I was properly convincing. There were going to be comments: ‘Are you a guy?’ I could already see them in my mind. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea. What if someone recognized me? What if that same someone told my parents that I was putting on my sister’s makeup and posting myself online for thousands of people to see?

My heart was pounding fast now. I tried hard to calm myself down. I remembered that money. “I can do this,” I whispered. Then I grabbed the long blonde wig that Lars left on my bed—one of four wigs. The other three were brown and my natural hair was brown. I wanted to look as different as possible, so I went with the blonde. With the wig on my head, I actually looked like a girl—at least I looked more like a girl.

“What’s taking so long?” Lars said from the doorway. I turned to him. I felt my skin turn cold as his gaze found my body.

“You’re not even dressed?” he said.

“Dressed in what?” I said.

“Something from your sister’s closet. My God—I’m definitely taking at least a thirty percent cut for this.” He groaned as he stomped over to my sister’s bedroom. I was surprised by his motivation. I’d never seen him care about anything besides video games before—but now he was putting himself to work. He was determined to make this work, and I couldn’t blame him. The potential money was good.

He came back with a tiny white dress and a bra and some panties. “Put this on, and quickly shave your legs,” he said.

“Shave my legs?” I said.

“Yes,” he said. “You can’t have hairy legs, idiot.” He rolled his eyes and went off to get everything ready for me. He ran the tub and grabbed some shaving cream and then he set my sister’s razor on the edge of the tub. I squeezed myself into that tight dress, wearing that bra. It took a minute to adjust the bra before it looked somewhat realistic.

Lars went back down to the living room while I shaved my legs. I felt so stupid, stripping away my leg hair, leaving my legs smooth. I didn’t like what I was seeing. And with the summer coming up, how was I going to hide my legs? Would my hair grow back quickly? Or was I going to have to keep it shaved if this YouTube thing worked out?

“Can’t I just put on some socks?” I called out.

He poked his head into the bathroom. “I mean—sure—but you’ve already shaved one leg,” he said with a laugh. “You look hot, by the way. This is going to be great. I think you should straighten your hair though.”

I stared into his eyes. I didn’t appreciate him calling me ‘hot’, even though it was in both of our best interests for me to be ‘hot’. So I kept going. I shaved my legs and then I decided to quickly shave my armpits, just to make sure my whole body was properly convincing. The more convincing I made myself, the less likely it was that I would be recognized by some friend. If my brand really was going to keep growing, it was probably inevitable that someone I knew would find the videos.

I could feel sweat forming on the back of my neck. I knew that camera was down there. I knew Lars was expecting me to perform. I knew he would be disappointed if I didn’t come through—and I would be disappointed too. I didn’t want to go back to that restaurant job. “Ready yet, or what?” he called out.

“Coming,” I said.

I took one last look in the mirror. I looked… weird. I looked like a girl, but I wasn’t a girl. I didn’t recognize myself, but I was still me. It just didn’t seem right. I looked down at the slight bulge between. My legs. I reached down into my panties and stuffed my cock low, until the bulge was gone.

Then I went downstairs. “Good to go?” he said.

“Sure,” I said. “Just—if my bulge shows up, tell me so we can cut.” I fixed it again. I was going to need to come up with a better way to keep that bulge down.

He laughed. “Okay. So I thought you would stand there, hold up the DVD you want to talk about, and then just talk. I have the lighting just right.”

I stared at him for a long moment. “Well? Aren’t you going to stand in the spot?” he said.

“What movie am I even talking about? Do you have a script?”

“No. I thought you had a script,” he said.

I closed my eyes and sighed. It took me hours to write a script—but now I was all dolled up. “This is a disaster,” I said.

“It’s fine. We’re set up. Just… What was the last movie you saw?”

“I don’t know. The Red Survivor, I think,” I said.

“Okay. I’ll just hit record and you can talk about it. Just talk for like, fifteen minutes, and we’ll edit it down. I took an editing class last year for three credits.”

My heart fluttered.

“Well? Step onto your mark. Let’s do this.”

I hesitated, and then I stepped on the mark. Around me were lamps without lampshades. They were bright, making me squint for a moment. He pressed record on the camera without warning me. “What are you doing?” I said.

“Use your girl voice,” he hushed.

I cleared my throat. Even if we weren’t going to upload this part, I didn’t want to be recorded as a girl using my male voice. I didn’t need him having any proof of my identity, just in case he decided to use it against me one day.

“Talk about The Red Survivor,” he whispered.

“Okay, uh…” I looked into the camera lens. “So, uh, the last movie I saw was The Red Survivor,” I was speaking softly and with that girly pitch, but I suddenly felt extremely self-conscious about every little part of my body.

“Do it over again,” he whispered. “Take a breath. Relax. Just talk about the movie.”

I stood frozen for a moment before taking his advice, taking in a deep breath of air and then letting it out slowly. I closed my eyes for a moment. I thought about that money. I thought about that growing subscriber count. I thought about eating in that restaurant while some other poor fool scrubbed the toilets. All I had to do was relax. What did I have to lose? I bit down on the edge of my tongue and then I opened my eyes. I made a small smirk, feeling the gloss rubbing on my lips. “Hey everyone,” I said with a fluttering of my eyelashes. “Welcome back to my channel. Today, I want to talk about the new film, The Red Survivor.” And suddenly, I felt like I was in my element. I was harnessing some sort of confidence that I didn’t know I had.

Maybe it was the disguise. Maybe it was just the fact that I knew nobody was ever going to recognize me, so I really had nothing to lose. I spoke clearly and quickly. I must have gone on for twenty minutes, talking about the themes of the film and the characters, and even the lighting and the sound design. “This was a really cool flick, and I think you should all check it out—especially if you like a good action movie.” I stared right into the camera lens with that smile on my face. I felt strangely high, like I was filled with a powerful, positive energy. Something seemed to have clicked inside of me, just for that short period that I was in front of that camera. Then Lars yelled “Cut!” and suddenly, that vulnerability came rushing back. I took a deep breath and looked down at my dress, making sure I still looked okay, and that there was no bulge sticking out.”

“That was perfect,” he said. “You’re a natural.”

“It was okay?” I asked softly. Now, it was hard forcing my real voice to come out again.

“It was better than okay,” he said. “It was perfect. You were like a movie encyclopedia. I’d watch that.”

“But was I… convincing enough?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” he asked as he checked the camera to make sure the file recorded properly.

“I mean, did I look and sound like a girl?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “Totally. You’re hot. Guys will love it.”

I suddenly felt myself blushing. It was a weird compliment. It wasn’t even a compliment, but I still found myself tingling and embarrassed. I bit down on my lip and giggled, then I looked away. I felt so weird and unlike myself.

“Let’s get this thing chopped up so we can make some money. Remember, I’m in for thirty percent.”

“Fine,” I said. We went to my room. He plugged his SD card into my laptop and then he quickly started editing. He didn’t look like he knew what he was doing, so I slipped in and took his spot. “Let me do it.” I started making cuts, taking out the parts where I went off on unnecessary tangents.

We cut in some pictures of the movie poster, which we made sure we could use copyright-free. We even found a bit of editorial-use stock footage on a website. We had to pay a few bucks for it—but you have to spend money to make money.

We polished up some titles and we got it cut down to about eight minutes. We watched it over together one last time. And even though we’d been staring at it for six hours, it still felt strange to watch myself as a woman, talking like a woman and looking like a woman. I really did look like a woman. I really believed that I was going to fool everyone. “Ready to post it?” he asked.

“I guess so,” I said. And it wasn’t until we were uploading the video to YouTube that I realized I was still dressed up like a girl. We got so carried away editing that I forgot I was in a wig and a dress. “I should, uh, get changed while that’s uploading.”

He looked at me. He looked down my body, making me feel strangely uncomfortable. “Well wait,” he said. “While we have the lights set up, and the camera, and you’re all dressed up—why don’t we film tomorrow’s episode?”

“You want to make another video?” I said.

“Sure. Just put on a different outfit and let’s film another one. We could film, like, seven in a day and then edit them all in a day. Two days of work each week, and we’ll release a new video every day.”

I nodded my head slowly. The money signs flashed in my eyes, but I still felt horribly vulnerable.

“I’ll grab you a new outfit,” he said. He zipped off to my sister’s room, leaving me in my bedroom, watching as that video slowly uploaded to YouTube.


CHAPTER V

Our first video went live while we were taping the next one. We spent an hour in the living room, coming up with talking points and recording the whole episode. I felt weird in the outfit: a short plaid skirt and a white blouse. It was something I’d never seen my sister wear—and it was something I didn’t like to think of her wearing because it was sexy.

But it fit me pretty well. Now, I was wearing long white stockings, which looked pretty cute as well. I thought that the outfit was a bit too cute and sexy, but Lars seemed to think that was better for the brand. “I looked at your analytics. It’s mostly men. This is what they want.” He even walked up to me and tugged my skirt up from the waist, making it even shorter. “Now let’s take that last part again. Try to put your feet closer together and keep your legs straight. It looks cuter that way.”

It was weird having him call me ‘sexy’ and ‘cute’ all night, but I knew he was right. I knew the fanbase would grow faster if I was more attractive.

“What is that noise?” he asked after we finished the last take of our second episode.

“What noise?” I said.

“That dinging. Or am I going crazy?” he said.

Then I focused and heard it. “It sounds like my phone.”

“It’s dinging like crazy,” he said. So we went up to my room and saw that I had almost one hundred notifications, all from YouTube. The first video was live and racking in the views, likes, and comments. My subscriber count was on the rise. “Holy shit,” Lars said, looking at the analytics on my computer screen. “You’ve almost got a thousand views already! How much money is that?”

“Like ten bucks,” I said. It wasn’t too impressive. My videos usually got about a thousand views in the first twelve hours.

“Nice!” he said, more excited than I was expecting. “That’s almost pizza!” He refreshed the page and that number went up by another fifty views. He looked back at me. “We’re going to be rich, beautiful.”

I felt myself blushing. I wanted to tell him to stop complimenting me, but I didn’t want to make him awkward and uncomfortable.

We filmed two more shows that night. It was 3:30 AM when Lars finally looked at me and said, “You look exhausted.”

“I am exhausted,” I said, hardly able to keep my eyes open. Now, I was wearing some baby doll costume, which Lars insisted would be a big hit, based off the positive (and somewhat creepy) comments on the first video we published together.

“Get some sleep,” he said. “I’ll keep editing for a bit. Then I’ll clean up.” He was energized—probably because he kept drinking cup after cup of coffee. I had no problem with him taking the reins. I needed to sleep, and he needed to earn his thirty percent if he was really going to be taking a cut.

So I went to my room. I looked in the mirror and thought about washing my face—but it seemed like so much work. I figured I could just do it in the morning, so I fell onto my bed and I closed my eyes. I fell asleep almost instantly. The first thing I did when I woke up was reach for my phone. I opened the YouTube app and checked my overnight stats. I was thrilled to see so many new subscribers—and more comments than I could read. There was money once again in my account—about seventy dollars, which I had to share with Lars. But I wasn’t so thrilled to see that Lars went ahead and uploaded all of the videos we filmed, even though I thought we agreed we were going to space them out over a week.

I groaned and sat up. Then I looked over and saw him in my bedroom. I nearly screamed as he took a sip from his coffee. Now, stubble was covering his cheeks, as if he’d been there for three days. “Good morning,” he said with a smile. “You’ve been asleep for almost twelve hours.”

“What time is it?” I said, rubbing my eyes.

“It’s 2:00 PM,” he said.

“How long have you been here?” I asked.

“I’ve been working all night,” he said.

I rubbed my eyes again. “D—Doing what?”

“I fixed up your Facebook and your Twitter. I got you on TikTok. That’s where all the kids are. It took me a few hours to make some content using the clips you shot. I thought that could be where we post all of your bad cuts—funny stuff, you know, for the fans.” He took another sip from his coffee. “I’ve also been replying to messages and fan mail, running some free ads on smaller blogs—just trying to improve your SEO.”

“Why do you know how to do this stuff?” I asked.

“I’m figuring it out as I go,” he said.

“Why? This is a lot of work for… what—like twenty bucks?”

“It’s twenty bucks now,” he said. “But it’s growing fast. Soon it will be a lot more, and soon it will be a lot less work.”

“Maybe,” I said. “But you’ve never applied yourself to anything before, so why this?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I apply myself to lots of things. Just because you don’t see me do it, doesn’t mean I don’t do it.”

“Sure…” I said. I stood up and eyed his coffee. It was steaming.

“There’s a fresh pot downstairs,” he said, turning back to the computer screen. He had about twenty different tabs open and he was working on all of them. It was actually quite impressive. I had a feeling he was going to ask for a bigger cut soon. And maybe it was deserved. He was doing all the work—at least for now. We had the biggest growth overnight, and it was probably mostly his doing. Maybe we made a pretty good team. Maybe I wouldn’t care if he took fifty percent when we were making a million dollars per year—or more.

I smiled and poured some coffee. Then I turned around and let out a deep sigh of relief. I felt good. I felt invigorated. Then I looked in the mirror and nearly spat out my coffee when I saw myself. I’d forgotten that I’d gone to sleep in makeup and a ditsy outfit and a wig. Now, my heart was pounding ferociously. I thought for a quick moment that I’d been caught by my sister—because I actually looked a little bit like my sister.

I took a deep breath and forced myself to relax. Then I went back upstairs. Lars was still working away. “I think I’m going to take a shower,” I said.

“No,” he said, turning around suddenly. “We need content, so we need to film. Let’s do two episodes, then you can shower.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“We have to keep posting. That’s how the algorithm works. You need momentum. It won’t be forever. It’s just while we get the brand going. Let’s go down to the studio.” Now, he was calling my living room ‘the studio’. We went down together.

“What’s a good movie?” he said.

“I don’t know. I can’t think straight right now.”

“Okay, fine,” he said. “That’s fine. We’ll just start with a message to the fans. Just thank everyone for being subscribed, and tell them about all the content we’re going to be doing.”

“What content?” I said.

“Just speak. Make stuff up. It doesn’t matter. We just need a new release to get more channel views. We’re on the charts and we need to stay on the charts. We need to stay relevant. I’m pressing record. Now talk.”

I quickly fixed my hair with my fingers, and I pulled down my skirt a tiny bit, worried my panties bulge was showing between my legs. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I felt myself getting back into that feminine headspace: that aura of confidence that carried me through all of the videos we filmed the night before. Then I opened my eyes and started speaking. “Hey YouTube! Thanks for checking in on my channel! We have so much great content coming your way, but right now, I just want to thank everyone on helping me reach ten thousand subscribers. I’m so happy to have you all here!” I kept talking, feeling strangely in my element. I found it easy to be bubbly and feminine. It was easy to be cute and fun. I kind of liked talking to the camera, and I loved that I was being paid to do it.

We finished the little five-minute thank you video, and then Lars grabbed a tight dress from my sister’s bedroom for the next video. “Put this on,” he said.

I started changing. “What are we talking about now?” I asked.

“I don’t know. You haven’t done a video on League. Talk about that.”

“A video game?” I said. “But I only do movie reviews.” I looked into his eyes and paused.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Time to branch out. People don’t care about what you’re reviewing. They just care about you. It doesn’t even have to be a review. Just talk about your favorite characters, and how you like to play. We’ll record you playing a bit and we can cut it all together. I looked into it—you can legally use game footage. They won’t demonetize you for that.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” he said.

I had to get him to help me zip up the dress. It was tight, but it looked good. I did a little spin in front of the mirror before stepping in front of the camera. “Okay. Let’s do it,” I said.

“You look hot,” he said before hitting record. I felt myself blushing again, though I had no idea why. I cleared my throat, bit down on my tongue, and then I started talking. The words flowed out of me effortlessly. I talked about the game for twenty minutes, and then we went up to my room. I played a game while Lars recorded me. He kept telling me that I looked hot, trying to keep my confidence high, but I was starting to think he actually meant it and he wasn’t just messing around.

“Let’s do your closing segment on your bed,” he said. “Lay down in a sort of Venus pose, and thank everyone for tuning in.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Yeah. It’d be hot,” he said. “Remember, your audience is mostly men.”

“Alright,” I said, taking a deep breath. So we filming my closing monologue on the bed. It felt a bit awkward, especially in that short, tight dress, but he was right: the audience was going to love it. I did my best to sound seductive and sexy, and I think it worked. Even Lars was red in the face.

“Okay, now I need to shower,” I said. “Help me out of this dress.”

He came up behind me and grabbed the zipper. He gave it a tug, but it wasn’t moving easily. “Breathe in,” he said. So I breathed in. He took a step closer to me to get better leverage. He pulled up, and then I felt his cock press up against my tush. It felt like he was hard. I froze.

“Lars?” I said.

“What?” he said.

“Do you have a boner?” I said.

He paused. Then he stepped back suddenly. “Sorry,” he said. “I was just—I was thinking about a girl.”

“Don’t lie to me,” I said, looking back at him. His face was dark red.

“What?” he said, laughing nervously. “You look hot in the wig and the dress. I told you yesterday, you have a chick’s body.”

“Just help me out of this dress,” I said, looking away from him quickly. I took a deep breath and shook my head. He pressed his erection against me again as he got my zipper down. But then he didn’t step away. Now, his hands were on my sides and I could feel the tickle of his warm breath on the back of my neck.

“Lars?” I said.

He didn’t answer. I felt his hands move gently up my body. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He gently pushed me forward, until I had to plant my hands down on my mattress. “Lars…” I said.

“Just relax,” he said. Then he pulled my dress down my legs, leaving me in just the bra and panties. His hands caressed my naked body. He let out a slight groan. Was he fondling me? Was he just kidding around or was this serious? “Lars, I don’t like this,” I said.

“Shh,” he said. “Just—Just be a woman for a minute.”

Then his fingers slipped underneath my panties and he gently tugged down.

“Lars,” I said. I kept telling him to stop, but I wasn’t stopping him. I wasn’t even trying to physically stop him from groping me. I was frozen, unable to move—and maybe it was because I liked it. I kind of liked that I was turning him on. It was a nice validation that the hard work was paying off. All of the work that I was putting into looking feminine was working. But maybe it was working too well.

But he had big, strong hands and a muscular body. I felt so small and weak in his presence. I could smell his musk and feel his damp, sweaty skin. I heard his zipper go down, and then I felt the bulge of his erection, now masked only by that thin layer of white cotton. I moaned and bit down on my bottom lip. Did I secretly want him to fuck me?

“Oh God,” I groaned. His hands pulled my butt cheeks apart, spreading my asshole open. I felt the tip of his thumb gliding over that hole. I took a slow breath. “We shouldn’t do this,” I whispered. “It’s wrong.”

“No one will know,” he said. Then I felt something warm and throbbing slide up between my butt cheeks. I gasped loudly. It was his cock. He was really going to fuck me. His hands slid up and down my torso. He pulled off my bra, leaving me completely naked. He grabbed my chest as if I had breasts and he squeezed. I moaned again. His fingers stimulated my nipples. “Oh God,” I groaned. I felt so vulnerable and so humiliated, but I wanted him so bad. I wanted him to dominate me and I wanted him to make me orgasm like a horny slut.

“Just fuck me then,” I said.

I heard him spit into his hand and then I looked back and watched as he spread that saliva up and down his throbbing erection.

“Oh God,” I said again, biting hard on my tongue. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I couldn’t believe what I was allowing to happen. What was wrong with me? Had I lost my mind? I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs and tried desperately to muster up some sensibility, but none came. I felt his wet, warm tip press up between my butt cheeks. I heard him groan. I could smell that tinge of musk on his body, now twenty-four hours since he’d showered and slept.

He probably wasn’t thinking straight, operating on no sleep and unhealthy amounts of caffeine—but what was my excuse? I slept. I had no reason to be acting so unpredictably. Yet there I was, unclenching my butthole so that he could push his cock into me… And now, he was pushing his cock into me.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I felt his tip stretching my hole. I kept clenching hard, but it didn’t seem to stop him. He was holding me firmly with both of his hands: pinning me down as he crammed his cock down into my asshole. I groaned and rolled my head from side to side. Why was I taking it? Why did I want it so badly?

“You’re so fucking hot,” he muttered as his tip finally penetrated my rim, pushing into my body. I gasped, and then I felt my cheeks turning red. I felt my lips curling into a slight smile and I remembered why I was doing it. He softened me with those compliments. All of those little remarks—from him and from my YouTube followers—were chipping away at my masculine identity. Now, I had no idea what my identity was. If I was so successful as a woman, maybe I was supposed to be a woman. What had I ever accomplished as a man? When had I ever received a genuine compliment as a man? Did all women have it this easy, or was I just really good at being a woman?

He pushed deeper and I gasped louder. His fingertips sunk into the softness of my hips. I moaned and he groaned. I felt the veins on his shaft throbbing. I felt his thick tip swelling, as if it wasn’t done getting bigger from arousal. He pushed deeper and deeper, and I felt that long, hard snake pushing into my body.

It was gone: my anal virginity was gone. My virginity in general was gone. I’d never had sex with a woman before, and now I was having sex with a man. My innocence was no longer. And did this mean that I was gay? If my only sexual experience was with a man, what did that mean about me?

It made no sense in my swirling mind. I’d always been attracted to women. I’d exclusively been attracted to women. Every crush I’d ever had was on a girl—yet now I was melting as I felt his hard muscles pressing against my skin. His big, strong hands were making me quiver. I felt like I was about to have an orgasm and he hadn’t even touched my cock.

I could still feel myself stretching. I could still feel those veins throbbing—and I could feel every inch, from my rim all the way down into my gut. I could feel the way his cock curved slightly to the left (probably from him using his right hand to masturbate every day) and I could feel the ridge of his tip, pushing deeper still.

I clutched the bed sheets on my bed and I moaned loudly. Then the thrusting started. It wasn’t even a minute before my body went limp and the moans became completely uncontrollable. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling as if I was having a seizure. And it wasn’t very long before my own cock was rock hard and pressed firmly against that mattress. Every time he pumped into me my cock rubbed against that mattress, bringing me closer to my own orgasm.

But those horrifying thoughts were still in my head. I was still terrified of what would happen once the act was done. Would I be able to look him in the eye? Was this going to be the end of our working relationship—and our friendship? Was he going to want to date after this, or was this just an impulse thing for him?

He pumped harder and faster. His cock pushed deeper and deeper until it couldn’t go any deeper. He had ten inches in me, and now his pelvis was slapping against my ass with every penetration. I could feel my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I managed to reach a hand back as he leaned over me. I put my fingers on his warm, sweaty muscles and I gently felt all of his hard ridges. I felt a drop of sweat fall onto my back from his forehead. Now he was thrusting slowly—but hard—really hard. Each pound made me gasp and inch forward across the bed.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

I thought I was about to come. I could feel a tingling in the tip of my cock, and a pulsing euphoria deep inside of my body. And maybe I would have come had he not suddenly pulled his big cock out from my body, leaving me with a gaping back door. He clutched his cock firmly and began to spray my back with his thick warm substance. My eyes widened and my lips parted. His cumshot was seemingly endless. It must have gone on for a full thirty seconds. My back was covered with his goo and beads of his sweat.

I tried to clench my asshole closed, but I was too stretched out. I had a feeling it would be a good hour before I was able to even walk properly.

The room was suddenly silent, and with that silence came a terrible awkwardness. I could hear him catching his breath, and I could feel the sensations returning to my extremities. The act was over but the consequences were just beginning.

“You should probably get cleaned up now,” he said in a quiet voice.

“Yeah. Okay,” I said. I slipped off of my bed and then I looked into his eyes for a brief moment. I had to look away quickly as a pulse of awkward terror rushed through me. I’d just had sex with my best friend—and my new business partner. Now, I was covered in his cum and I was still painted with my sister’s makeup. My head was filled with frightening thoughts and they were only seemingly become worse as I lingered in that room, so I quickly darted off to the bathroom and I closed the door firmly behind me.

Maybe the worst part of it all was that a small part of me was wishing he would come into that bathroom to fuck me again.


CHAPTER VI

When I was done my shower, Lars was gone. He didn’t leave me a message or anything, so I assumed that the awkwardness got to him and he went home. I had no idea what was going to happen next with Lars, though I at least felt confident that he wasn’t about to go around town telling all of his friends about my secret feminine persona on YouTube. He now had too much to lose, so I was certain his mouth would remain shut.

And I didn’t technically need him anymore. If he wanted to be out of our deal, I could manage on my own. I just needed to get my hands on a camera. Unless Lars decided not to come back for his camera, which he left in my living room. And he left those wigs in my bedroom. I had everything I needed for now.

So while he was gone, I decided to film another show for the YouTube channel.

I had nothing else to do, after all. I couldn’t keep my mind straight enough to play a video game or to focus on a film. I didn’t have any chores that needed done, and the house had never been quieter. So I grabbed that box of makeup and I started dolling myself up.

This time, there was a strange serenity as I carefully painted my face with the various makeup supplies. I didn’t feel any pressure from anyone. I could work at my own pace, and I didn’t have to worry about anyone walking in on me. I wasn’t even worried about my sister, seeing as she’d just posted pictures of her and her boyfriend at a ski resort on Facebook. She was four-hundred miles away, on a road trip—so I truly did have that house all to myself.

I spent two hours in front of the mirror, carefully lining eyeliner around my eyes, brushing on just the right amount of pink eyeshadow, just the right amount of blush, and a perfect smearing of shiny lip gloss. I got that wig onto my head and then I spent a good forty minutes straightening it and making it look perfectly convincing. Then I was off to my sister’s closet. I pulled open the doors and stared at the endless options: years of acquisitions. There were so many cute dresses, pretty skirts, adorable rompers, leggings, short-shorts, overalls, sweaters, cardigans, accessories, shoes, heels, boots—anything I could ever want was in that closet.

My chest swelled and I could feel hearts floating above my head. I reached forward and ran my fingers through the soft fabrics: cottons, satins, laces. I pulled down a shimmering green dress and I swear a whimper escaped my lips. I’d never felt so drawn to anything before—and it was something that had always been in my house. This was an addiction that was growing fast and uncontrollably. Now, I didn’t want to go downstairs to shoot a video. I just wanted to spend the whole day in that bedroom, trying on clothes.

So that’s what I ended up doing. I tried on dress after dress and romper after romper. I ended up finding my sister’s old bra—the one that she used before her breasts developed (she was a late bloomer). It had silicone inserts that she made my mom buy for her. They were something like four hundred bucks, but she begged enough that my mom caved. They were the most realistic that they made at the time, and now they were on my chest, giving me real-looking breasts, making me wish that I had real breasts of my own.

I started thinking about the options: I could take hormones, or I could get some small implants: breasts that I could hide easily with a tight band. My parents and friends would never find out… unless I wanted them to. I didn’t want much—just A-cups, or maybe some cute B-cups.

I shook my head suddenly, expelling those thoughts from my mind. I was getting carried away. It was bad enough that I was playing dress up in my sister’s bedroom at the age of eighteen. I couldn’t let myself fantasize about making permanent body changes.

I kept trying on outfits, and I was quickly discovering little ways to make myself look more and more feminine. I found the tight corset that my sister wore to squeeze into her slutty prom dress. It gave me the perfect figure, even though I thought that my figure was already pretty good to begin with.

I put a cute floral trad-dress on and then I did a little spin. I walked over to the mirror and then I screamed. I grabbed at my heart when I saw the man standing behind me, in the doorway of my sister’s bedroom. I spun around quickly as he started laughing.

“What’s the matter with you?” he said, clutching his extra-large Tim Hortons coffee. He took a sip.

“Lars, what are you doing here?” I said, feeling my pounding heart with the palm of my hand.

“I’m clocking in for work,” he said. “Why are you so shocked?”

“You—You left,” I said.

“Yeah. I went to sleep for a couple of hours. I took a shower and ate some breakfast. Why? Where did you think I went?”

“I thought you went home.”

“I did go home,” he said with another sip of his coffee.

“But I thought you were going to stay there.”

“Why would I stay there? We have work to do? Our numbers are looking good. We have a lot of work to do if we’re going to continue growing.”

“I didn’t know that we were going to keep working today,” I said.

His eyes narrowed. Then his gaze moved down my body and back up to my face. “So why are you all dolled up then?” he said.

I suddenly felt myself turning red. It was a good question. He caught me indulging in my new little fetish. Was it a fetish? Or was it something more?

“Right,” I said. “Well, I was going to film a show on my own. I don’t think we both need to be here every time we film. That could get complicated.” I forced a smile, but I knew that my face was dark red and giving me away.

He laughed. “I want to be here—as a producer—to oversee the content that’s going into our channel. Did you see that we’ve passed one-hundred dollars?”

I paused for a moment. “Since yesterday?” I said.

He nodded his head. “And the growth isn’t slowing down. I told you, beautiful: we’re going to be rich.” He had a big toothy grin now. He winked at me. It seemed like he’d forgotten completely about our romp earlier. It was as if he erased the awkwardness and embarrassment from his mind. He was acting like nothing was different, and maybe that was for the best.

It was nice having his help. He didn’t seem to mind doing the tedious social media tasks, or the mindless work that went into editing each video. I liked doing a bit of editing too, but Lars could zone out of the world for hours as he sorted through take after take after take. It was impressive in a lot of ways.

That night, we filmed four new videos: a film review, two game discussions, and a general rant about life. Lars was right, it didn’t seem to matter what I talked about. People were watching my videos regardless of what I had to say. They just liked me, and maybe they liked what I had to say about the world. It was a fun ride, and our numbers were rising fast. By the end of that week, we climbed to making over two-hundred dollars per day. We were getting about eighty new subscribers each day, and now our channel was starting to appear in search results for all the different games and movies that I talked about in the videos.

I felt rich, even though I was only making a quarter of what my dad made. I had no idea what to do with all the money that was coming in. Even Lars, with his thirty percent, or sixty bucks per day, was acting like The Wolf of Wallstreet. He went out and bought himself a custom suit, which he started wearing every time we filmed. He liked looking professional behind the camera—and I have to admit that he looked kind of sexy in that suit.

We ended up fucking again. It took us both by surprise, but this time I was the one who made the move. He was editing at my desk. I spun his chair around and dropped down to my knees. I unzipped his fly and I clutched his cock in my fist. I slowly pumped until he was hard, then I started sucking. He leaned his head back and groaned. I bobbed my head on this thick ten-incher. I felt every throbbing vein over and over with my plump, glossy lips. I used my hand to massage his swelling ball sack. My plan was to suck him off, but he wanted more than that. He reached down and pulled me up as if I weighed nothing. He plopped me down on his lap and then he tore away my panties from under my skirt, making me gasp. Then he crammed his saliva-slicked erection into my asshole, making me scream.

And he surprised me when he grabbed my erection with his fist and began to slide his hand up and down, staring into my eyes. I was more than just a girl to him, and I wasn’t sure how that made me feel—or how I was supposed to feel. But in the moment, I liked it.

I bounced on his lap while he tugged on my cock. This time, I came first. I sprayed his chest with a powerful blast of cum, and he seemed to like it. He liked it enough that he came seconds later, deep inside of my ass. I gasped when I felt the gushing inside of me: my deep cavity filling with his hot substance.

When he was done, I stood up and let his cum drain out of me, falling onto his bare lap. I watched a big glob of his own cum ooze down his cock and dribble across his ball sack. We looked each other in the eye and then we went on with what we were doing, once again as if nothing had happened.

And the videos continued to do better and better.

It was a Monday morning when Lars finally decided to go home for a long break. “I’ll see you in a couple of days,” he said. His eyes were heavy. I got the house tidied up and took a long rest of my own, expecting to get back to work after a day or two of rest. We had eight videos filmed, edited, and ready to be released. I was still addicted to watching my YouTube analytics, but I was starting to get used to the excitement of the growing numbers.

I fell asleep and was out for almost twelve hours. Then I woke up to the sound of footsteps. I could hear people downstairs: multiple people. I could hear voices: a girl voice and a boy voice.

I sat up quickly, focusing hard on the distant voices. I recognized one: my sister. The other was less clear.

I stood up and nearly left my bedroom, and then I looked in the mirror and saw that I was wearing her lingerie. I’d been sleeping in it for a few days. The soft satin felt so good to sleep in—so much better than any cotton t-shirt that I owned.

I took the little slip off and changed into some proper male clothes. The jeans felt weird on my body, and so did the t-shirt. I could remember the last time I was properly dressed up as a male. I took a moment to make sure I could still do the male voice before heading downstairs.

My sister was in the kitchen with her boyfriend. “It’s not a big deal, babe. We’ll figure it out,” her boyfriend said.

“I just can’t believe you didn’t tell me. Why didn’t you fucking tell me?” she said.

Then they both noticed me standing on the stairs. “Hey Pete,” my sister said.

“What’s going on? I thought you guys were skiing,” I said. I started thinking about her bedroom. Was everything where it was supposed to be? Would she be able to tell that I’d been going through her things?

“Dumbass Ben here got fired two weeks ago and decided not to tell me,” my sister said.

“I thought I was going to find another job. It just never came up.”

“It never came up? Are you fucking serious?” My sister shook her head. “Well, he didn’t just get fired, but he also forgot to pay his rent for the past three months, so we got back from the ski trip and all our shit was in the hallway. We’ve been evicted. So we’re living here now, I guess.” She rolled her eyes.

“It’s fine. I’ll find a new job and get a new apartment,” he said.

“With what reference, Ben?”

I watched the couple as they bickered. “You’ll both be living here?” I said.

“That’s right,” my sister said, rolling her eyes again.

My heart fluttered in my chest. How was I going to film with them in the house? Where was I going to get makeup and clothes?

It got worse. Later that day, my mom called. She was being forced to take a month off from work. Apparently, she fell asleep twice during operations and she was lucky she wasn’t being fired. And this was all happening days before my dad was due to return home.

“Did you get a new camera?” Ben asked, eyeing the camera on the tripod in the living room.

“Oh, that?” I said. My heart started racing. “That’s Lars’s camera. He was filming some scene for some short film for school.” I forced a smile.

“Oh. Neat,” Ben said. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead. The couple went back to arguing, so I ran up to my sister’s bedroom, just to make sure it was clean and the way that she left it. It looked okay, but I was still horrified. How was I going to continue my YouTube scheme? Was I going to have to move out? I had a decent chunk of money from the past couple weeks, but I didn’t have enough to get an apartment and survive on my own—not quite yet.

I slipped into my bedroom and I closed the door. I sent Lars a text message. “My sister came home. She’s going to be living here now with her boyfriend.”

“Shit,” Lars replied. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” I said.

It was a few minutes before he sent another message. “You have to tell her what you’ve been doing.”

“What? Why?” I said. “Let’s just film at your house. We can clean up your bedroom and make it into a decent set.”

“No,” he said. “My sisters are all home. My mom doesn’t work. She only leaves the house to go to church. She would kill me if she found out about the channel.”

“So let’s rent a place,” I said.

“And wear what? Put on what makeup? Now we’re looking at thousands of dollars in overhead. We’re looking at startup costs. We don’t have that kind of money. We don’t even have credit.”

He was right. My plan was complex and costly, but at least it was a plan—a better plan that telling my sister everything so that she would let me wear her clothes and her makeup. But that’s what Lars seemed to think was the best plan of action. “Just tell her. She’ll understand.”

“What about my parents? They’ll be home now too.”

“Tell them too,” he said. “At least your parents won’t kick you out for it.”

“You’re nuts,” I said.

I waited for him to send me a real plan, but he didn’t. It was later that night when he sent me a message saying, “I think it’s best for everyone if you just come out. You especially.”

I was angry with him. He was putting everything on me. He was making this my problem—and my problem alone. But he was going to be without a paycheque soon too. We had a week before we had no content to post, and then it would probably be another week before we went from making two-hundred bucks per day to zilch.

I thought he was bluffing, so I did nothing on that next day. I just sat around and watched movies while my sister and her boyfriend floated around the house, arguing. My mom came home and slept for close to twenty hours. Then she started floating around too, going in and out of rooms, cleaning. She kept coming into my room without knocking, and I didn’t want to tell her not to because I didn’t want her suspecting anything. So I just let her drift in and out a few times each day.

Then my dad came home the next day. He was off for a month, and his plan was to watch every sports game on TV, and to leave the house as little as humanly possible.

“Have you told them yet?” Lars asked in a message.

“I’m not telling them,” I said. “We need another plan.”

I started working on my own plan. I scouted some makeup supplies online, and a few cute outfits. But cute clothes weren’t cheap, and neither was makeup. I knew I could take the outfit to the outskirts of the city, get dolled up in a forest, and film in a pretty meadow. Then I could clean myself up in a creek or something. It would take exponentially longer to film each video, and then I would have to edit in the dead of the night, while everyone was sleeping and minding their own business. There was still a chance I would get caught.

And it sucked that I had to go sneaking around, as if I was committing some crime. It sucked that I would have to act like some sort of degenerate, as if I was producing some weird, gross pornography. I was just making innocent YouTube videos. Why did I have to act like a scared little church mouse?

What other choice did I have?

I needed to wait a week before I could buy the outfits and the makeup. I didn’t yet have enough money in my account, and I didn’t have a credit card. Then, it would take a week to ship, meaning I would have to make a video very fast to keep our daily video momentum going. It wasn’t the end of the world if we missed a couple of days… but was I really going to travel to the edge of town every day to film a video? Was I going to stay awake all night to edit each video? Where was I going to stash all of my outfits and my makeup, with my mom cruising in and out of my bedroom every day?

Maybe Lars was right. Maybe I did need to fess up.


CHAPTER VII

I wanted to use our money to buy the clothes and makeup, but Lars didn’t agree entirely. “I don’t mind you spending some of our money to make money. But I don’t think we need to spend all of our cash on clothes that we already have access to.”

“But we don’t have access,” I replied. “That’s not our stuff. It’s my sister’s stuff, and there’s no way I can get into her room to get it without her noticing it gone.”

“You can just ask her to borrow it,” he replied.

I shook my head. He wasn’t budging on his idea of me telling them about what I was up to.

But I could wait another week before my seventy-percent covered the cost of the clothes and the makeup. Sure, it would mean putting the channel on pause for a week, but at least it was a plan.

The day came a week later. We uploaded that last recorded video, and now we had nothing to put out. I spent my time the next day trying to market the channel, but the views were already starting to dip. That momentum was waning. And the next day was even worse. Views were down by 25%. I still hadn’t placed the clothing order, as I was waiting for YouTube to transfer the money to my PayPal account. I had stupidly assumed it would be an instant process, but because my account was new, they were now telling me it could take 10-12 business days. I couldn’t wait that long, but I had no other choice.

The next day, our views were down by another 25%. “You need to come clean so we can get another video up,” Lars said to me in a message.

“Why don’t you put on the wig and the makeup?” I said.

“Because you look good and I would look silly,” he said, not getting what I was saying to him.

I was getting frustrated with him. I was frustrated with the whole situation. I kept reading the comments: “No new video? What’s going on?” “Is this channel dead?” I couldn’t believe how quickly people were jumping ship. Some of them were worried about me. “Are you okay? Do you need anything?” asked one fan.

“Just working on the next video!” I replied awkwardly. But now I was starting to worry that the channel was dead.

But it wasn’t the channel I found myself mourning over. I wanted to feel the tight embrace of a dress so badly. I wanted to feel the soft flowy feeling of a cute skirt. I wanted to feel that mascara heaviness on my eyelashes. I wanted to look cute. I wanted to feel sexy. I wanted to be a woman.

I didn’t feel right as a man. I felt strangely insecure. I felt small and weak. I felt like I didn’t meet some sort of standard—and I felt like I didn’t want to meet that standard. All of the advice online said to hit the gym, but I didn’t want to hit the gym. I didn’t want to pack muscle onto my shoulders. I liked being petite and cute. I liked being slender and curvy. My sister kept telling me to get a haircut, but I wanted my hair to grow long, so I could cut some cute bangs, or maybe some long fringes.

It was a Friday night. My sister was all dolled up, but she wasn’t going out. Ben forgot to make the reservation and then he went to meet up with some friends so they could watch a hockey game. My sister was furious, but she looked good, with her hair tied up into a braided bun. I wanted to ask her how she did her hair like that, but I knew I couldn’t ask such a question.

I stared at her from across the room while she steamed. “I’m going to dump him. I’m so sick of him,” she muttered under her breath. “He’s such a lousy piece of work. I don’t know why I ever liked him.”

“I like your hair,” I said.

Then she looked at me slowly. Her eyes narrowed. “What?” she said.

“Your hair. I like it.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Oh. Well… Thank you,” she said with a smile.

“Your makeup looks good too,” I said. My heart was pounding, but I didn’t know why.

“Thanks, bro,” she said. “That means a lot.” She kept staring at me. It was a moment before she looked away. “I was supposed to be at a fancy restaurant.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s not your fault. I think he didn’t make the reservation on purpose. He knew he couldn’t afford it, so he pretended like he forgot.”

“Maybe,” I said. Then the room became silent. I cleared my throat. “I like your dress.”

She looked at me again. “What do you want?” she said with narrowed eyes.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You want money or something? Want me to buy alcohol for you and your friends?”

“No,” I said.

She stared at me for another long moment before looking away. I bit hard on my tongue. I was able to tell Lars about my YouTube scheme. Why couldn’t I tell my own sister? Sure, now there were more details, like the makeup and the wig and the outfits. This wasn’t just confessing to doing a voice—but it still shouldn’t have felt like such a big deal. I took a deep breath in. “While you were gone, I started a YouTube channel,” I said. I could already feel the weight lifting off of my shoulders.

She looked at me, and I told her about what I did. I told her about the person I hired on Fiverr, and then I told her about doing the voice myself. I watched as her eyes became wider and wider. She didn’t believe me until I did the voice. Then I confessed to wearing her clothes. “I needed to make new content, and I couldn’t use film footage, so I filmed myself.”

She laughed almost non-stop until I showed her one of the videos. Then she suddenly stopped. “Wait. That’s you!?” she said. “Are you kidding me? You’re like… hot.”

I felt myself blushing. “I was just doing it for the money,” I said. I showed her the earnings. And that weight continued to lift from my shoulders. But there was still one big confession I had to make.

“Look dude, if you want to borrow my clothes, feel free. Money is money. I wish I could make decent money without having to go to my dead-end job.”

“Thanks,” I said softly. I still have to tell my mother and my father, but I felt like it was going to be easy. So far, everyone understood and nobody had anything bad to say. Sure, there was some laughter, but I could handle a bit of laughter.

“There’s one other thing,” I said.

“What is it?” my sister asked.

Then my mother walked into the room. “What are you guys talking about?” she asked with an oblivious smile on her face.

I looked at my mom and then I looked at my sister. My stomach turned, but I had to say it. “I want to be a woman,” I said. The room fell silent. Eyes were wide and lips were parted.

“A—A what?” my mom said. My sister showed my mom the picture of me on the laptop screen.

“That’s Pete,” my sister said.

Now they were both staring at me. “It’s how I’m comfortable,” I said. I’d never been more terrified in my life. But somehow, I felt so free and so relaxed. I felt like I had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

“O—Okay,” my mom said. She looked shocked, but she didn’t look horrified. She didn’t look offended or upset. She just looked surprised. And I was probably just as surprised. It wasn’t something I knew about myself just a month earlier.

“So I need to film another video,” I said. “You really don’t mind if I grab something from your closet?” I said to my sister. My heart was still pounding with horror, but I was proud of myself.

“Go ahead,” she said. Then she looked at my mom as I hopped up to my feet. I went up to her room and then I nearly fell to my knees, overwhelmed by feelings of joy and excitement—and still a bit of terror. I was entering into an uncharted territory. I had no idea what to expect, but I was excited to find out what was waiting for me.

I sent Lars a message. “I did it. I told them,” I said.

“I’m proud of you,” he replied. “Want me to come over?”

“I’ll shoot this one myself. I’ll send it to you to watch before I upload it though.”

“Sounds good.”

I didn’t review a new movie or a new game—or an old movie or an old game. I didn’t review anything. Instead, I looked into the camera lens and I came clean to everyone. I wasn’t going to lie anymore. Now, everyone would know my truth.

THE END


SURVIVING

Harmon has been alone for sixteen months, since the outbreak started, hiding like a mouse in a desolate city. Dangerous creatures who were once human prowl the streets during the day, and it seems like it’s only a matter of time before they sniff Harmon out.

He is convinced that he’s the last surviving human, and then, during a late-night search for food, a truck roars by. He spends a few nights tracking that truck down, and then he finds it, along with a compound full of survivors. They have large walls and food and heavily-armed guards. It seems like a gift from the heavens, until the guards tell Harmon to turn around. They don’t need more men. They only want young, fertile women capable of creating the next generation.

Devastated, Harmon retreats to an apartment building a few miles away. He keeps an eye on that compound from high up on the building’s fifteenth floor. He’s got enough food to last him a few weeks, and that should be enough time to make a convincing transformation. 


CHAPTER I

I hadn’t seen another human in almost sixteen months. Twelve months after the outbreak, I came to the conclusion that I was the only human left, and I gave up hope on finding other people.

I holed up in a large mansion on the outskirts of the city. I kept quiet so the creatures wouldn’t find me. I passed the time by playing chess against myself. I was starting to get pretty good at chess—at least when I was playing against myself. I had no idea if I was actually any good.

But after a few months in that mansion, which once belonged to a wealthy man who wrote a terribly boring autobiography (I read one of the many copies scattered through his house), I started running out of food. The neighboring houses were also running out of food, and walking many blocks every week to find canned food was starting to become risky.

It turns out, super wealthy people don’t tend to own many canned goods.

It was fourteen months after the outbreak when I had a close encounter with the creatures. I left that desolate gated community to raid a grocery store. The store smelled awful, with old meat rotting away on the once-chilled shelves, and vegetables reduced nearly to compost, swarming with bugs. The canned goods section was empty: already picked over by the early survivors of the outbreak. I did manage to find a few cans on the floor in the back room. They were expired, but I needed whatever I could get.

As I was about to leave the store, I heard the grunting. I froze for a moment as I saw the shadow of a figure coming towards the door. I managed to snap to life right at the perfect moment, darting behind the service counter, underneath the lottery tickets.

I heard them come in: at least five of them. I heard their big snouts snorting as they tried to sniff me out. They probably would have found me in seconds had it not been for all of the awful smells in that grocery store, confusing their powerful noses. I curled myself into a tight ball. I had my rifle with me, but I knew I stood no chance against a full pack of creatures. My magazine only held ten rounds, and it took more than two shots to take one of the things down.

So I just squished myself into the tightest possible ball. I closed my eyes and I prayed. And for a moment, I wished that they would find me, so this horrible excuse for a life could come to an end.

It didn’t seem like there was much worth living for. I spent every day in hiding. There had been days that I literally sat around and counted the seconds, because there was nothing else to do. Sure, I had lots of books at my disposal, but reading seemed strangely pointless. There were no people around to share a book’s ideas with. I was alone—just waiting to die. And maybe I was better of dying sooner rather than later.

The creatures came close to me, sniffing around that desk. I slowly turned my rifle onto myself. I would use it to shoot myself before I bothered wasting all of my ammunition on them. If I ran out of ammo and didn’t kill them all, then I was certainly doomed. The gunshots would alert more of the horrible things, and being eaten by the infected monsters was a horrible way to go. When the outbreak first started, I witnessed many horrible deaths.

Like coyotes, the creatures ate their victims alive, starting from the crotch and asshole. They like to savor their victims, sometimes taking more than an hour to finish the job. Apparently, you bleed out very slowly from your crotch.

I pressed my thumb against my rifle’s safety. I took a deep breath. I could disengage the safety and fire a shot into my brain in a matter of milliseconds.

At least four of the things were on the other side of the counter. I bit hard on my tongue and thought about shooting—even if they weren’t going to find me. I was sick of eating expired beans and canned corn. The thought of eating another tin of Spam made my stomach churn. And food wasn’t the only problem. Water wasn’t running anymore. Purification plants were obviously turned off, so purifying water was a nightmare—and finding water was tough at times. There had been many nights that I drank out of toilets, gagging the whole time. And for what? So I could live to see another day of horrible solitude?

I flicked off the safety. I decided it was time. I was going to do it.

Then, the creatures pattered away, being alerted by a howl from outside. My hands were trembling and my palms were slicked with sweat. I slowly lowered the rifle and stood up, peering around the store. It seemed like a miracle that I was still alive. Those things rarely missed a beat. I’d never been so close to one—let alone five—in my life.

And I couldn’t help but wonder why God was sparing me. What did I do to deserve this life? Was this hell? Did I do something horrible in my lifetime and now I was being punished?

I didn’t have the courage to kill myself. So I stuffed my few cans into my pockets and I started back towards that mansion in that gated community, which had been my home for many months.

And when I woke up the next morning, already out of food and hungry, I decided it was time to find a new home: time to start a long journey to an untapped area, so I could survive that hell for another few months.

I started hiking in the night, after spending a good ten minutes spreading mud all over my body to hide my smell from the creatures. The creatures had a terrific sense of smell, and I think the only reason I survived the outbreak early on was because I had been going through a bit of a hygiene fad—not wearing any deodorant and not using any soaps while my body ‘detoxified’. I read on some website that detoxifying your body completely every few years is supposed to prevent cancer. That probably wasn’t true, though it did end up saving my life—for better or worse.

Slicked with mud, I walked for many miles in the darkness. I stuck to alleyways when possible, and I crossed roads quickly. I made the occasional stop to try to find cans of food in houses.

I hated going into houses. I hated finding dead bodies; it was a sight that I just never got used to. The sight of a dead child would bring me to tears every time. I wasn’t cut out for post-apocalyptic living apparently.

After going through about ten houses, and finding about eight dead bodies, I found a jar of pickles. I ate the whole jar on the spot, and then hiked for another few hours with a terrible stomach ache. The vinegar wasn’t agreeing with my empty stomach.

I found a battery-powered scale in one house, so I decided to weigh myself. I’d lost nearly forty pounds and now weighed less than my petite ex-girlfriend, who I broke up with one month before the outbreak started. Sometimes I wondered what happened to her—if she was one of the lucky ones who died quickly, or if she was one of the unfortunate ones who groaned in agony for hours as creatures nibbled her alive, piece by piece.

The possibility of her being alive didn’t occur to me. I knew that she was dead, along with every member of my family and every friend I’d ever made—and every person I’d ever seen with my eyes.

On that dark, lonely night, as my stomach ached from the burn of pickle brine, I came upon a house with a large intact window. I pressed my face against the window to see what was inside. To my amazement, the counter was covered in canned goods. I paused as I scanned the amazing haul. It was too much to carry with me, and it was too precious to leave behind, so I decided it was the perfect place to make my home for the next few months. I could make that food last at least a month, and the neighboring houses appeared to be untouched.

So I went in through the back door of the home. The door was broken and swaying on rusty hinges. There was a dead man, half-eaten, in the mud room. There was a dead woman on the bed in the master bedroom. I carefully pulled both carcasses out into the back yard, and I nearly threw up from the horrible smell. The bodies were almost completely decomposed—but not completely.

I spent the next forty minutes trying to make the smell go away: using water and paper towels to scrub up the goop from the floors, and hauling the bedsheets and mattress out into the yard where the bodies were.

Then, I started the process of boarding up the windows. I used whatever I could find. I carried around my own hammer and a pouch full of nails, so I put those to use. The sun was starting to come up by the time I’d secured every window and doorway.

The house was far from ideal. My mansion had been tucked away in a sparse, gated community. This house was just feet away from the street, and there was hardly five feet between the house and the neighboring houses. It seemed like prime hunting grounds for the creatures, but I had to take what I could get.

I was just about to crawl into the home’s guest bed when I heard something—something I hadn’t heard in at least a year: the hum of an engine.

I sat up. My heart started racing. I jumped out of the bed and ran down to the back door. I had the door screwed shut. I always screwed the back door shut in every home I hid in, so I had to use my screwdriver to remove the screw. By the time I got the door open, the car was already far down the road, driving into the sunrise.

I ran into the road and waved my arms. It was a large truck with a canopy on the back, and sheets of steel welded to the sides. I could see multiple heads in the vehicle, and I could see boxes of what appeared to be food inside of that canopy. I wanted to scream at them, but I was already being foolish by waving my arms in the street.

They turned the corner and zoomed off. They didn’t notice me.

My heart was pounding. There were other people in the world! I wasn’t the only one still alive. And by the looks of it, they were doing okay. They had a group and they had a truck full of supplies. But how were they driving? Starting up a car was suicide: the creatures could track the smell of the burned gas, and the noise alerted every creature within five miles.

Now, I could hear the creatures howling, so I ran back into my home. I used my screwdriver to replace the screws in the door and then I went back up to the guest bed. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I was exhausted from a long day of hiking, but I couldn’t sleep. I wasn’t alone. Maybe there was still hope after all.

So I spent the next week preparing for a long hike. I packed my bags with as much food and water as I could hold, and then I went on a long journey to find those people. I slept during the days and I hiked at night, searching everywhere for signs of life.

And I started to find signs: footprints on dusty floors, fingerprints on dusty cabinets. I was finding houses that had been freshly raided.

I was able to use the creatures to my advantage. I would hide in houses and listen carefully as creatures sniffed their way down the roads. I knew that they were following the smell of gasoline, which lingered in the air for days—at least for the creatures. I quietly followed the creatures’ footprints at night, and started to realize that the creatures were mostly travelling west.

I felt crazy, following the creatures that I’d spent sixteen months avoiding. Following them went against my better judgement, but I was desperate for a better life. I couldn’t keep living in houses with dead bodies as friends. If I wasn’t going to take my own life, then I needed to find something better.

And it was after a long day of hiking that I heard a distant series of gunshots. Then I heard the pained howl of a creature.

I approached the sound carefully. It took a long time; the gunshots came from miles away. It was another hour of hiking before I heard more gunshots. This time they were closer, and followed by more pained howling.

I was on the edge of the city, in the industrial area, which was mostly populated with warehouses and factories. It was late at night and I was tired, but I wasn’t ready to pack it in for the night. My heart was pounding with excitement. I was about to see people for the first time in almost a year and a half. I wanted to see people so badly. I wanted to hold another human. I wanted to talk with another human. I wanted to play chess with someone who wasn’t myself!

So I kept approaching. I heard more gunshots. Then I heard a voice: “This way!” I couldn’t remember the last time I heard a voice. Actually, I could: the scream of a young woman being torn apart by a pack of creatures. She was the last survivor in my group, aside from myself. She had gone into a gas station to grab some snack bars, and the creatures were inside waiting for her. I thought about going in to save her, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to kill the whole pack with the ammunition that I had. So I just hid across the street and listened to her die as she screamed out my name.

Now, I was feeling a bit more hopeful than that horrible day. Now, I could hear someone calling out—and were they calling out to me? I peered around the corner and saw a man standing up on a tall tower. He was holding a long rifle and waving down the road. “Hurry!” he yelled.

Then he lifted up his rifle and fired a shot. A creature screamed. I turned and looked down the road and saw a woman with two kids. They were all dressed in stripped rags. Their faces were covered in dirt. The large gate opened suddenly and two men stepped out, armed with rifles. They dropped down to their knees and started firing at the creatures that were trying to pick off the woman and her kids. Bang! Bang! Bang! In the span of a minute, they killed off at least ten of the horrible creatures. Then one of the men grabbed the fatherless family and pulled them into the large compound. They quickly closed the gates and rattled a few more shots off at the monsters. The monsters retreated.

The woman dropped to her knees and started crying hysterically. “You’re okay now,” the man said. It was hard to hear him from so far away, but luckily, he was raising his voice to be heard over her crying. 

“It took us so long to find you,” the woman wept.

“You’re safe now,” the man said. The man looked clean: not smeared with mud like the woman, her children—or like me. His clothes looked new and neat. His gear looked professional. The compound was impressive, with tall towers every thirty feet, all adorned with armed guards. They had flood lights pointed in every direction. There were large enforced buildings speckled within the gates, and I could see armed men pacing around, waiting anxiously for the creatures to attack again.

A few minutes later, that familiar truck pulled up to the gate, still covered in steel panels. They opened the gate to let the truck in, then a group of men helped to unpack the canopy. They had food and jugs of water and blankets and other supplies.

I needed to be in that compound. I needed to be part of their little civilization. So I tried to get the attention of one of the guards. I waved my arms from my little hiding place. I thought about running up to the gate, but I was afraid of being mistaken for a creature. After sixteen months of brutal survival, I wasn’t about to be shot dead at the gate of my saving grace.

The man wasn’t looking down at me. But I wasn’t ready to give up. So I tried a gentle whistle. I knew it was insane, and I was possibly about to attract many of those monsters—but I had to try. I whistled and then I whistled a little bit louder.

Finally, his gaze began to wander. I could see his eyes narrowing. He heard me—not he just needed to see me. I kept waving my arms. Finally, he spotted me. He lifted up his rifle instinctively. I winced and turned bracing myself for what was possibly going to be a reactionary shot to the chest. But he didn’t shoot. Instead, he turned his spotlight onto me, blinding me.

“Hey, Sarge?!” he called out. “We’ve got another one here!”

I walked forward, feeling dangerous and somehow safe at the same time, knowing that there were now a dozen armed men with their attention on me.

“Let me in!” I hushed, using my hand to block the light from blinding me.

The gate opened. I decided to dash. Luckily, no creatures followed me, but I did have to hop over a few dead ones to make it to the gate—and I wasn’t entirely sure they were fully dead. I swear I saw one move as I went to leap over it. Maybe it was going to use its final bit of energy to pull me down and press its claws into my body.

A man grabbed my arm and pulled me violently. I gasped and fell down to my knees. Then there were three guns aimed at my head. “W—What’s going on?” I said. “I’m not a creature. I’m human. I’m not infected!”

“Who are you here with?” they asked.

“Nobody. I’m alone. Why?” I looked up and saw the faces of the men. They all had beards: something I still couldn’t grow, even after going sixteen months without a shave. I only had a few little hairs on my upper lip. Beards had never been in my family’s genes.

“How’d you find us?” one man asked.

“I followed the creatures here,” I said. “I—I’ve been trying to find people for sixteen months.”

“No wife? No kids?” said a man with a very deep voice. He was taller than the others, and his gun was bigger. I could tell that he was the head honcho.

“Just me. I came alone. I’ve been alone since the start.”

There was a long silence as the men stared down at me, still aiming their guns at me. Then one turned to the others. “What do we do with him?”

“I don’t know,” said the other. I looked past the men and saw people: regular people wearing regular clothes. They were watching from behind a second fence. I could see kids eating their early breakfast. I could see women dressed nicely, with makeup, and nice hairdos. It was like a real city: like something that wasn’t so different from life before the outbreak.

“I promise I’m not infected,” I said.

“That doesn’t matter,” said the man.

“What do you mean? So can I be with you? I’m a hard worker. I’ll do whatever you guys want. Here—you can even have the food I have. It’s all I could carry with me.”

“Keep your food, buddy,” said the tall man. “You’ll need it out there. Turn around and head back to wherever you came from.”

I stared at him in disbelief. “Excuse me. What?” I said.

“We don’t need you here. I’m sorry. It’s a tough decision, but we’re already struggling to feed the people we’ve got. You don’t have kids with you, we don’t need you.”

“You sure, Sarge?” said one of the guys.

“It’s the rule. You know it’s the rule. We can only take in children, fertile women, and fathers. We have three times more men than women here.”

“Please,” I said. “I have nowhere else to go.”

“Sorry, bud. We’re trying to restart humanity here. We’re not running a charity.”

My heart was racing faster than ever now. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was half-convinced that I was having a horrible nightmare. “Please,” I said. “I’m a hard worker. I’ll go out every day and find food for everyone.”

“You a farmer?”

“No. I’m a scavenger. I’ve been finding food for sixteen months now.” I smiled, feeling like he was considering letting me stay. I knew that I could help them. I knew that I could be a positive addition to their little town.

“The city is running out of food,” he said. “We’ve raided nearly every house over the past year, and now even canned food is starting to expire. We don’t need any more scavengers. We’re already about to be burdened with the scavengers that we do have. So unless you’re a farmer—and you can prove it—we really don’t need you.”

“I—I am a farmer. I mean—I worked on a farm when I was a teenager.”

“Doing what?” he asked.

I stared into his dark, unforgiving eyes. “I—uh—well… It wasn’t a normal farm. It was a solar farm, and I helped to fix the panels.”

He shook his head. His friends shook their heads. “Let’s get him out of here—and let’s get back to our posts.”

One of the men grabbed my arm. I tried fighting free, but he had a strong grip. He was twice my size. It didn’t help that I hardly weighed more than one hundred pounds. I was short and thin and I never had much muscle mass to begin with—even before the outbreak.

“Please!” I begged, but they didn’t listen. They walked me outside of the gate, pushed me forward, and quickly closed the gate. Instead of running to the safety of a nearby warehouse, I ran back to the gate and pounded on the chain-link. “You can’t do this! I’ll die! Please!”

“Get out of here before you get killed, mate,” said a guard with a British accent.

I wanted to cry, but I didn’t have the energy to cry. I heard a creature growling. I turned around but couldn’t see anything. My legs wobbled and my hands trembled. Was I doomed to die alone, outside of that compound? Could I find another way in—maybe by sneaking in, or somehow proving that I could be of use?

I didn’t have time to think about it. I had to run, so I started running. I ran towards the alleyway, and then I heard a creature howling, so I took a sharp turn and went into one of the warehouses. My footsteps echoed until I reached the back exit. I could hear the beasts all around me, tracking me down as I ran. Was this going to be the end of my life?

I just kept running. I didn’t look back, even when I could hear them grunting and howling behind me. I don’t know where my stamina came from: I didn’t know adrenaline could be quite so useful. I must have sprinted for twenty consecutive minutes—an impossible feat, but I did it. Finally, I arrived at an apartment building with a broken front door. I went inside and slammed the door shut. I spotted a hefty bench and dragged it in front of the door. Then I pulled a lobby table in front of the door, and then I pulled all of the chairs, stacking them all into a big pile.

Thud! One of the creatures banged into the door. I gasped and backed away. Thud! It was trying hard to get inside. It was hungry and I was dinner. So I started sprinting up the stairs, using the last of my impossible energy. I climbed the stairs until I reached the fifteenth floor, then I bashed my way into a locked apartment. I spent the next twenty minutes stacking heavy items in front of the door. Then I hid in the bathtub and curled myself into a tight ball. I wept as I heard the creatures scavenging the apartment building, looking for me. I thought for sure they would find me—that it was just a matter of time. I was certain that I was living out my final few minutes…

But then they didn’t find me. And I dozed off while waiting for them—or maybe I blacked out from the anxiety.


CHAPTER II

It was bright outside when I finally awoke. I moved carefully, not sure if they were still in the building with me. I knew that apartments were dangerous. There weren’t many escape options, and I knew that all of my footsteps could be easily heard from the other floors.

I was lucky—lucky to be alive, and lucky to have ended up in the apartment I ended up in. It was clean, open, and there was a bit of decent food in the pantry. For breakfast, I hate a bowl of cold kidney beans. There was an unopened jug of iced coffee in the fridge, and it was still a few days away from expiring, so I drank my first cup of coffee in almost two years.

I walked over to the window and looked out. From that window, I could see the compound. It was far away, but I could see movement: people walking around and talking to one another as if life was continuing after the outbreak. It was heart-warming to see on one hand—knowing that there was still hope for humanity (and maybe a tiny shred of hope for the people I loved), but disheartening on the other hand, because they weren’t letting me in.

And the Sarge was right: the city was running out of food. When the outbreak started, it was easy to find canned goods and noodle pouches and tins of Spam. Now, scraps of food were few and far between. I had a bag of mouse traps in my backpack, but I still didn’t have the courage to use them—scared of having to eat a dead mouse. I had no idea how to field dress a rodent—and then how was I supposed to cook it? The smell of the cooking would almost certainly alert the creatures, but it was seeming more and more inevitable by the day.

Luckily, there was enough food in that apartment to get me through a few days, while I figured out a way to get into that compound. Maybe it was just a matter of trying again and again until they caved and let me in. Maybe I just needed to show up day after day with food for the people inside—and soon enough they would allow me through their gate. Or maybe I really did have to sneak in. It seemed like there were many people in there. It seemed unlikely that everybody knew everybody. Surely, I could slip in unnoticed.

Or maybe I was being crazy. There were maybe two hundred people on that compound, and everybody probably did know everybody. They were all living closely together, after all. When I graduated high school, I knew everyone in my graduating class, and we had three hundred and fifty students at our graduation. No, I hadn’t talked to them all, but I recognized them all from the hallways.

And the Sarge made it clear: they weren’t taking in any more scavengers. They wanted farmers, and I could see their little attempt at a farm from up in that apartment building. They had a fenced-off acre of land and a dozen people scurrying around it. The soil looked dry and dead, but good on them for trying. It probably wasn’t a lost cause. They probably just needed the right person to come in and show them how to make the land useable. That person unfortunately wasn’t me. I thought about returning after doing a bit of research, so I could lie about my experience and secure a spot in the little commune—but at the same time, I didn’t want to be a burden. I didn’t want to contribute to the destruction of humanity. Maybe I was better off dying in that old apartment building.

I spent my day looking around. The apartment belonged to a woman. Closets were packed tight with clothes and there were even more outfits sprawled out on the bed. Two of the drawers in the kitchen were literally packed with shoes, and the bathroom was overflowing with makeup and other beauty supplies.

I wondered if the woman died looking beautiful. Probably not.

I couldn’t find any pictures of her, except for the one small photo on her driver’s license, which I found in her nightstand. Her name was Lexie. She was actually kind of cute, with long brown hair and big, glossy eyes.

I came to the conclusion that she had small breasts, because most of her bras had silicone pads stuffed into the cups. I even found a pair of fake breasts—like something from a movie set. It was a form that slipped over the head. The breasts giggled, and I had a bit of fun trying it on—because there was nothing else to do.

I walked around with the bouncing breasts on my chest. It was a silly, dumb way to keep myself entertained—but at least I was entertained. It was rare that I smiled, and now I had a big goofy grin on my face.

The owner of the apartment worked as a hair dresser before she died. I knew because I once dated a hair dresser who told me how expensive the supplies were. This woman had tens of thousands of dollars’ worth of supplies: razors, trimmers, scissors, blow dryers, curling wands, straightening irons, dyes, bleaches, toners, and so on. Her apartment even smelled like a hair salon, even though it had been empty for almost two years.

I looked at myself in the mirror and decided it was time to give myself a bit of a haircut. When the outbreak started, my hair was already shaggy. In sixteen months of scurrying around like a frightened church mouse, my hair had grown long, past my shoulders. I normally kept it tied up in a bun. I picked up a pair of fancy gold haircutting scissors. I brought the scissors up to my hair, and I was about to cut around my ears, and then I paused.

My heart skipped a beat. Would I regret cutting my hair? Was I missing out on a golden opportunity?

I was still wearing that breast form: the expensive piece of silicone (or maybe latex) that was designed for women with small or non-existent tits. With my hair down and those breasts on, I kind of looked like a chick. I did a few joking poses in front of the mirror, and then I felt a tingle under my skin. What if there was something I could do with this disguise?

I bit down on my tongue. Then, I retrieved a fresh razor and some shaving cream. I did away with the thin hairs on my chin and upper lip. Then I looked in the mirror again.

Could I pass as a woman?

The man said that they were only letting in fertile women, children, and fathers. I couldn’t pass as a fertile woman, and I wasn’t sure where I could find a child who would call me daddy—but I could dress up as a lady. Maybe then they would take me in. Maybe I could pretend to be a girl until they got their farming figured out. Then, once they changed their rules to let everyone in, I could sneak out, transform back into a man, and then show up at their gate once more.

It seemed like a crazy plan, but according to one of the books I read on playing chess: going in with a bad plan is better than going in with no plan at all.

So instead of cutting off all of my hair, I decided just to snip off the dead ends. Then, I went to her supplies and found a box of professional hair bleach. I only had to look a little bit like the girl in the picture to assume her identity. I followed the instructions carefully, using strips of foil to fold the bleach into my hair. Then I sat around and read a few of her old gossip magazines on the couch until my scalp started to burn slightly. I washed out the bleach and looked in the mirror again.

A part of me was expecting to see a head of orange hair, but shockingly, I was blonde. I ran my fingers through my hair and giggled. If I didn’t end up getting into that compound, then I could always shave my head.

I felt silly, but strangely hopeful. Back when life was still normal and there was no outbreak, people would often confuse me for a woman—at least from behind. One particularly embarrassing instance was when I was on a first date with a pretty woman. We sat down at our table in the restaurant and then the waitress approached from behind and said, “How’s it going today, ladies?”

Maybe it was my shaggy hair or my thin figure or just some aura I gave off. Because I was more petite than most guys, I had to be careful with what I wore. I had to be careful with how I spoke, because sometimes—especially on the phone—people thought that I was a girl. Girls often thought that I was gay because of my voice. I always thought that it was a curse—but now it was starting to seem like the opposite.

I was only alive because of my small size. I was at the mall when the outbreak started. A pack of creatures flooded in and chaos ensued. During the bloody hysteria, I managed to squish myself into an air vent, along with three other girls and two kids. Some men tried to get in, but their shoulders were too broad to fit into the tight space. I spent two days in that air vent with that group of people.

And now, my small size and unfortunately feminine features were possibly going to get me into that safe haven. All I had to do was pretend to be a woman, and the more I looked in the mirror with my blonde hair, the more I realized that it was possible.

I spent a few days getting ready: tweezing my eyebrows, waxing my legs, practicing my speech (tone and inflections), and trying on various outfits to see what made me look especially feminine. I found the makeup that Lexie used to blend her breast form onto her skin. It was a thick cream that hardened into a thin silicone skin. I only had to spread a little bit along my collarbone to hide the seam, and then it was actually quite hard to get off after that—but since I was getting into character, I decided to leave it on.

I ditched my old boxers from fresh panties. They were a tad bit uncomfortable at first, but after a bit of time, I started to like them. They actually felt kind of nice, the way they hugged my crotch firmly in place. The lace tickled my cock in a sort of pleasant way. And I’ll admit that I jerked off in front of the mirror a couple of times.

In fact, I was starting to worry about the way that I kept arousing myself. With eyeliner around my eyes and gloss on my lips, I kind of looked like the kind of girl I would have hit on at the club. But unlike the girls at the club who rejected me for being short and skinny, the girl in the mirror would do anything I wanted her to do. I could make her squeeze her tits and I could make her rub her pussy. I could make her look deep into my eyes while whispering sexy little phrases, like, “I want to suck your fucking cock so fucking badly.”

I would pull my dress and bra cup down to expose my realistic-looking breast. Then I would pinch the nipple and let out a moan—and that was usually enough to make me come.

After ejaculating, I would always feel a bit embarrassed. I’d spent most of my life being ashamed of my height and weight and voice—and now I was dolled up and about to show myself in front of the entire world…

And as far as I knew, they really were the entire world. As far as I knew, every living person was within those tall metal fences. They would soon all be seeing me, dolled up with glossy lips. And what was I going to be providing? I couldn’t scavenge safely or effectively in a dress and makeup—and they didn’t even need more scavengers. I couldn’t farm because I had no idea how to do that. And I wasn’t fertile because I wasn’t even a woman.

I was going to be a leech. I was going to be a burden on the last stand of humanity. Was it really worth my own self-preservation? If the clan did end up surviving, would my name end up in future history books: the man who lied and conned the camp out of precious resources, almost ending the humanity’s final chance at survival?

I had to come up with some way to contribute. I would have to put myself to use in some reasonable way.

I ate another can of beans and then I went to sleep, this time sleeping in a pink satin nightie. As I dozed off, the smell of my own perfume created strange visions in my mind, and those visions turned into peculiar dreams. In those dreams, I was a woman, and I’d always been a woman. They were very strange. Men were touching me and squeezing my breasts. They were all around me, all naked, and all erect. They pushed me down to my knees and I started sucking them all off without hesitation. I would grab one cock and slurp on it until I was out of breath, then another man would budge in and press his throbbing erection into my mouth.

I’d never sucked a cock before, but in that dream, I could taste and feel and smell every single sensation. I could feel the throbbing veins and the swelling tips. Then, as the dream progressed, I could taste the cum and feel the warm, wet splattering of jizz on my chin and nose. The worst part of the dream was that I liked it. I didn’t want them to stop coming on my face and in my mouth. I was gagging—choking on their loads. Every time I opened my mouth, cum would spill out down my chin, dripping down onto my smooth thighs. I would rub that cum all over my legs, spreading it up my stomach and onto my breasts.

The dream ended with a man reaching down and grabbing onto my erect cock. “She’s a man!” he said.

Then a horrible dread set in. They all stared at me with dark, vengeful eyes. One man curled his fingers around my throat and squeezed, cutting off the air from reaching my lungs. I gasped, trying to beg him to release me. Then I suddenly woke up, gasping for air.

I was covered in sweat—and I had a tight erection in my nighttime panties. I got out of bed and walked around the apartment quietly. I went to the window, which was mostly covered, and I peered out at the compound, which was bright with floodlights.

I could see people moving around: little dots from where I was standing, but I knew that they were people. I so desperately wanted to be near them. Even that two minutes of human interaction that I got a few nights before—I would have killed to feel that again.

You don’t really realize the human need to be around other humans until there are none around to be with.

In that moment, I was more certain than ever before that I needed to become a woman and sneak onto that compound. And thanks to that horrible nightmare, I was more certain than ever that I had to truly commit to a full-blown feminization.


CHAPTER III

I had to be fully prepared. I had to bring all the right outfits and I needed to perfect my makeup skills. I spent painful hours walking up and down that apartment hallway, working on my feminine strut. Every mannerism had to be spot-on. Sure, I looked like a woman with my long blonde hair and my pretty makeup—but I was going to be hanging around with real women. It wouldn’t take much for them to sniff me out.

So I kept practicing. I didn’t waste a moment, even though it was often tempting to fall onto the couch and relax.

I made a point of never breaking character. I stashed away my boy clothes and wore only women’s clothes—and only the most feminine outfits that I could find. I didn’t just put on a women’s sweater and some female jeans. Instead, I went with dresses, skirts, blouses, rompers, and jumpsuits. I wore bras and bralettes under my clothes, and I would only wear nighties to sleep.

And when it came to masturbating (which I admittedly did a lot of because there wasn’t much else to do), I stayed in character. I was always a girl while masturbating. I wouldn’t simply grab my cock and beat it to make myself come. I was more careful than that, reaching between my legs and rubbing as if I was rubbing my clit. I made sure to moan like a girl whenever I was tempted to let out a grunt or a groan. Instead of jerking off standing up in front of the toilet, I would lay back on the bed, using one hand to rub between my legs and the other to fondle my chest and caress my own body.

In a weird way, the feminine masturbation sessions were better than what I was used to. They were so much more sensual, and the euphoria seemed to creep up and grow over many minutes, instead of just a five second moment of ejaculating pleasure.

I taught myself how to braid my hair with some help from a book that was laying around the apartment. I learned to do a standard braid, French braids, Dutch braids, and reverse Dutch braids. I practiced so much that I was able to do a pair of Dutch braids without even having to look in the mirror.

I actually quite liked wearing my hair in braids. They were super cute, and I liked letting them hang over my shoulders. It was fun to grab them and play with them in a cutesy kind of way. And, of course, the sight of myself with cute braids turned me on. I knew that if I thought that I made an appealing woman, other men would think the same. That’s not to say that I was hoping men would hit on me, because I certainly wasn’t—but if I was appealing, then that meant that I was convincing.

My food supply ran out in my apartment, so I started sneaking into other apartments. Even though I knew with 99.99% certainty that I was alone in that city, it was still nerve-inducing to leave my apartment. It was terrifying, thinking of being seen dressed as a girl.

I felt so silly ascending the stairs, in a dress and tall leather boots, with my blonde hair braided and pinned back. I was so horrified by the idea of someone seeing me in eyeliner and eyeshadow and lip gloss and blush.

But at the same time, it was an exciting sensation. Going out of the apartment dressed like a girl was a rush, similar to jumping out of a plane or bungee jumping off of a bridge.

I found a few packs of ramen noodles in one apartment, and then I found a flat of soda in another. I was always happy to find flour, knowing I could make bread—though I was always nervous when it came to making fire to actually bake the bread. But I found lots of flour in that apartment.

And I decided to make a small fire up on the top floor of the building. It had been many months since I’d eaten fresh bread. I made the fire inside of someone’s oven. I had to keep the oven cracked so that the fire would have enough oxygen. Then, once the bread was done and out of the oven, I simply closed the door and let the fire die from lack of oxygen.

Then I left the bread in that apartment for a few hours while I hid down in Lexie’s apartment. I wasn’t taking too many risks—making the bread was enough of a risk for me.

It was dark when I snuck back upstairs to retrieve my bread. I ate half the loaf and then I drank a can of soda. The energy from the carbs and the sugar perked me right up. For the first time in a long time, I wasn’t exhausted. I felt adventurous and excited. I skipped over to the mirror and did a few poses. Then I went to try on the various pieces of Lexie’s lingerie that I hadn’t yet tried on.

I felt cute in the tight lace teddies. She owned a number of latex outfits, but they weren’t really my style: a little bit too intimidating for me. I was more into the cutesy costumes: lacy jumpers and satin slips.

I was wearing a lacey teddy when I had the idea to go and look for more outfits in the building. There were hundreds of apartments in that high-rise—and surely there were other young women with good fashion sense.

I started my journey down on the main floor. I snuck down, still in my cute outfit, and I broke down the door of the security office. I found the giant keyring that contained a key for every door: all conveniently labeled. Then, I started working my way up, starting on the second floor. I went into each and every apartment, taking note of food options, but concerning myself more with bedroom closets.

I didn’t find much on that second floor—and not much on the third either—but there was a goldmine on the fourth floor. The bedroom was packed with cute outfits. They were mostly slutty clubbing outfits, but I ended up trying on at least two dozen. I must have spent three hours in that apartment, in front of the mirror, slipping sparkling mini-dresses over my tight lingerie.

I put on a purple mini-skirt, which went perfectly with the black crop-top, which was lowcut. I found a cute gold necklace to put around my neck, and some golden rings to put around my wrist. For shoes, I tried on a pair of black heels. They were all, and I wasn’t used to walking in them, but I decided to try to get used to them. I went into the hallway and did a few stretches, back and forth.

I liked the way the heels made my legs look: long and smooth. They also made my butt look awesome: round and full. I caught myself giggling as I went up to the next floor to see what else I could find.

I went to a door and I tried to find the right key. It took a long time to find each key. They were labeled, which was nice, but they weren’t in any order that I could figure out. And it was even harder as I wobbled in tall heels.

Finally, I found the right key. I pressed it into the keyhole, and then I heard a slamming sound coming from down the stairway. I paused. My heart stopped beating for a moment before taking off suddenly, pounding ferociously against my ribcage.

With a trembling hand, I pressed the key into the lock and turned it. I had to hide. And now my stomach was churning with regret. Stupidly, while I was getting dolled up, I sprayed myself with perfume. I had practically sprayed a target onto my own back, and now I was about to pay the price.

I closed the door and pressed my back firmly against it. I tried to take a deep breath of air into my lungs. I could hear them downstairs. They were onto me. I’d gotten too carried away.

Now, hiding was pointless. My perfume would give me away no matter what tight space I squished myself into. Why did I put on the perfume? What was I thinking? 


CHAPTER IV

I slipped into the grungy bathroom of the apartment. I closed the door quietly and I curled myself up in the bathtub.

Hopefully they would eat my entire body. Hopefully they would make sure my face was unrecognizable, just in case this whole outbreak came to an end and humans ended up finding my body. I didn’t want anyone to find my corpse, clad in makeup and women’s clothing.

I heard them coming up the stairs. It sounded like there were only a few of them—but I didn’t have my rifle, so I was defenseless. There were no back doors. I was on the fifth floor of the building, so I couldn’t even risk jumping out the window. Though maybe jumping out the window was a better idea than being eaten alive. I just had to make sure to land on my head.

But I was too afraid to leave that bathtub.

I could hear them on the fifth floor. I could head their pattering footsteps behind the door.

Bang! One of the creatures slammed into the door. I was truly doomed. I tried not to cry. It would all be over soon. At the very worst, it would take an hour or two to bleed out. Two hours of pain at the very most, and then it would all be over. Maybe heaven would be nice.

Bang! It hit the door again. I heard the door splinter. I bit down on my tongue, and then the third bang smashed the door open, making me jump. A whimper escaped my lips.

I looked over and saw the shadows crowding around the bathroom door. I held my breath and closed my eyes. Then I opened my eyes and noticed the razor on the counter. I could slit my wrists quickly. At least then I knew I wouldn’t have to endure hours of pain and misery: just a few minutes. I jumped to my feet and but then I fell back onto my rear end, unable to catch myself in my heels. “Fuck!” I yelled. And with that curse went the last of my hopes.

The creatures banged against the bathroom door, splintering it open in a single strike.

I winced away and covered my face. The door swung open and I felt their warm bodies entering the room. “Oh God,” I whimpered, and then one of the creatures grabbed my arm.

It pulled me up to my feet. “Open your eyes,” he said.

It was a moment before I was able to break free from my paralysis. I opened my eyes and saw three tall bearded men staring at me.

I opened my mouth and tried to produce words, but nothing came out. “You’re safe now,” one of the men said.

“W—What?” I said.

“We’re taking you to our camp. It’s safe there,” he said.

All of my things were upstairs: my gun, my ammunition, my food, and my clothes. But I couldn’t bring them up there with me—there was too much proof that I wasn’t actually a woman. “Who are you?” I asked.

“We’ll tell you all about that at the camp. Just come on, before the creatures find us.”

They tugged me, pulling me away from that bathroom as if I was a weightless ragdoll. I stumbled in my heels. “Wait,” I said. “I need to get my things.”

“Don’t worry about your things,” he said. “It’s more important that we get you out of here alive. So c’mon.”

They really had no intention of letting me gather my things—or even put on more realistic shoes. I was stuck in that mini skirt and those heels, as if I was being taken to a nightclub.

“You really shouldn’t wear perfume,” one of the men said. “Those creatures can smell anything from miles away. You’re lucky you’re alive.”

One of the other men laughed as we reached the stairs. “She smells nice though. You have to admit.”

“Not worth dying over,” replied the first man, unamused by his friend’s remark.

His friend stepped up next to me. “What’s your name, beautiful?” he asked.

I just stared into his eyes, like a deer in front of a semi-truck.

“A little shy?” he said. “That’s okay.”

“She probably hasn’t seen another person in two years,” grunted the other man. “Look at her. She’s scared half to death.”

“Well, sweetie? What’s your name?”

“Lexie,” I managed to say.

“You look like a Lexie,” he said with a big grin. I wasn’t sure if it was a jab or a compliment or just a random statement.

“Shut up,” the leader of the pack said. “Those things are all over this area. We aren’t in the clear yet.”

We reached the lobby. The leader signaled us all to stop as he peered around the corner. I thought about kicking off my heels and darting back up the stairs. I wasn’t ready to go to the compound yet. I wasn’t entirely confident in how passable I was. Maybe I needed more practice. Maybe the girls at the compound would sniff me out in a matter of minutes. Maybe they would end up using me as bait to lure the creatures away from their camp.

But what could I say to change their minds? Maybe this was for the best. Maybe them capturing me and bringing me to their camp was the best possible outcome. If someone did point at me and say, ‘Hey, that’s not a woman!’ I could simply say, ‘I never said I was a woman. They brought me here.’ Sure, I probably still end up being thrown out, but at least they couldn’t tell me that I was deceiving them. As far as they were concerned, I was a transgender and I always wore makeup and dresses.

One of the men grabbed my wrist as I was looking up the stairs. It felt strange, leaving my bag behind. I had everything in that bag: my wallet, my clothes, my ammunition, and a few other useful tools. It wasn’t much, but it was still everything that I owned.

Now, all I owned was a mini skirt, a lowcut lace crop top, black panties, some costume jewelry, and a pair of black heels.

“They’re close,” one man whispered. We crept across the floor towards the open apartment front door. I could see their big truck. It seemed foolish to walk through that doorway. Those things could have easily been waiting to ambush. I took a deep breath.

“Okay, run!” said the leader, and they all started running, pulling me along. I nearly twisted my ankle as I stumbled in my heels.

One of the men threw the back door open as the other ran around to the driver’s seat. “Let’s go!” he yelled. Then I heard the howls of nearby creatures. We were about to be attacked.

“Three o’clock!” one of the men yelled, then he started shooting. His gun was loud. I covered my ears with both hands as I turned to look at the creature that was being torn to shreds by his high-caliber ammunition.

“Get in the fucking truck!” said one of the men, grabbing my arm and tugging me in. It was frightening how much stronger the men were than me. I really was weightless to them. Putting up a fight was completely useless. They could overpower me with their arms tied behind their backs.

Once I was in the truck, the shooter jumped in next to me. “Go! Go! Go!” he yelled, and then the truck took off. I was thrown from left to right while the men remained still in their seats. One of the men chuckled. “Weird choice of shoes during the apocalypse,” he said, looking at my feet. “Cute look though.” He looked into my eyes and winked.

A part of me couldn’t believe that then men actually thought that I was a woman. The one man in particular was quite fond of me, hitting on me as if he actually wanted to get into my panties. Maybe that was a good thing—even though it felt like a blow to my masculine ego. There wasn’t much of a masculine ego left. I think most of that ego vanished when I waxed my legs and bleached my hair blonde.

“They’re chasing us,” said the driver, looking in his side-view mirror.

“Let them waste their energy,” said the man next to him. “Ugly things.”

My heart was still pounding ferociously. I looked at the faces of the men. One was older, one was younger. The other two were about my age: one with a long beard, the other with a short beard: he was the one who kept winking at me.

“So Lexie,” he said. “Excited to be around people? How long’s it been?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said. “I haven’t been around people since this started.”

“Damn,” he said. “You’ve been alone this whole time?”

I nodded my head, staring into his eyes. How could he not tell that I was actually a man? Sure, my makeup was pretty good and my hair looked feminine—and my voice was pretty good too—but when I looked in the mirror, I still saw myself. I was still the same person. What did that say about me as a person?

“Well, your life is about to get a whole lot different,” he said.

“Take it easy, Buck,” said the driver. “Leave her alone. You’re the first ugly face she’s seen in seventeen months.”

Buck laughed and shook his head.

We pulled up to the gate. The men in the towers fired off some shots at the creatures chasing us as another man opened the gate so we could come in.

“Don’t you want to know how we found you?” Buck asked.

“How?” I said softly, still not completely sure of my voice.

“Heat radar. It’s a new toy,” he said. He picked up a hefty device, which looked like a bulky iPad. He held it up and turned it on. It was like an X-ray machine, with the camera on the roof of the truck, looking through walls at glowing red bodies. “We’re working on a more portable one—but for now, we’ve found three people using this thing.”

The door opened and a group of men approached the truck to help me to my feet. They all stared at me. I recognized a couple of them from the week before: the same bearded men that expelled me from that camp for being a man.

“What’s your name?” the deep voiced leader asked.

“We already asked her that, Mav,” said Buck. “Her name is Lexie. She’s shy.”

“She can speak for herself, asshole,” said Mav, the apparent leader of the little town. He looked at me. “Well?”

“It’s Lexie, sir,” I said very softly, horrified that he was about to recognize me.

“Lexie,” he said. “And you’re about twenty-four?”

I was twenty-eight, but I didn’t need to tell him that, so I just nodded my head.

He looked at his friends and nodded his head. “Find her a bed and some warmer clothes.” He turned back to me. “Spend a few days resting. Then, we’re going to put you to work. We all chip in here. As far as we know, we’re the only operational compound in the country.”

I looked into his eyes, but only for a short second. Then I looked away, worried he would recognize me. I had distinct green eyes, after all. Surely, he didn’t come across too many people with bright green eyes.

They took me through the second set of gates. A few people were awake, wandering around and chatting. They all looked over at me. My heart soared as I passed them and made eye-contact with them. I was finally around people again! I wasn’t alone anymore.

“You’ll be staying in there tomorrow,” said the man guiding me. “But first, you need to spend the night in quarantine, just in case you’re infected.”

He brought me into a large white tent. It was empty, save for a bed in the middle of the tent and a metal locker on the left side. “Sit on the bed,” he said.

So I sat up on the bed. Then he came over to me with a needle. “This is just a test, to see if the virus is in your blood.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I had never been a fan of needles, but they were better than a lifetime of solitude and living in fear.

It was a strange sensation, being in that compound. I actually felt safe. I hadn’t felt safe since the whole outbreak started. I was used to living every moment in fear, jumping at every little sound. But now, there were dozens of armed men patrolling a heavily secured compound. There were layers of steel fences and gates and barbed wire. I could see that the doors on all the buildings were made of thick, heavy steel. “Is it safe here?” I asked.

“Nothing’s gotten in here yet,” he replied. “We’re working to expand our border, to grow our farming area.” He pointed to the back window of the tent. I could now see the little square of farming land up close. There were two men walking around on it. It was just reddened soil: no plants growing. “We’re so far from the river here. Everything is so dry. And it’s a pain to bring water into the compound every single day. We’re making it work though—at least for now.”

He poked me with the needle and then he walked to the door with a vial of my blood. He turned to me. “We’ll come get you in the morning once your results are in.”

“Okay,” I said. And then once again, I was alone.

But I didn’t feel alone. I could feel the presence of the hundreds of people within that square mile. I felt that amazing sense of safety for the first time in so long.

And I also felt that horrible sense of dread, knowing there was a chance that they could realize that I was a man at any moment, and they could easily send me packing. Hopefully they would at least give me a good pair of runners, so I could have a chance at getting back to that apartment building where all of my things were stashed.


CHAPTER V

I was dreaming about a beach in Mexico when a hand touched my back and woke me up. I sprung out of bed, almost thrashing, ready to fight for my life. A doctor was staring at me with wide eyes. “Are you okay?” he asked. I could hardly see him through my disheveled hair.

My heart skipped a beat and I relaxed, remembering the rescue. I looked around at the white tent walls and realized that I was in a safe space now. “Sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine,” he said. “It’s natural to be jumpy after what you’ve been through.” He stared into my eyes.

I forced a smile. “Did you run my blood test?” I asked.

“I just ran it now,” he said, still staring into my eyes, as if he had something more to say. “You tested negative for the virus.”

“Great,” I said softly. I smiled and took a deep breath. “I mean—I knew I was negative, but I’m glad that it’s all settled.”

“Right,” he said. “And this… This is the way they found you?” He looked down at my sparkling purple skirt.

I looked down, noticing the slight bulge of my semi-erect penis: embarrassing morning wood that couldn’t have been there at a worse time. I quickly tugged down my skirt, hoping he saw nothing. “I wanted to change, but they pulled me out of my place so quickly,” I said with dark red cheeks.

“Right…” he said, scratching at his chin. “Can you tell me why you were dressed like this? I mean—it’s not exactly… practical, given the circumstances.”

I laughed nervously. “It’s been a long seventeen months,” I said. “I guess I just wanted to pretend like things were still normal.”

“Normal?” he said. “And this is normal for you?” They were strange questions coming from a doctor—unless he was a psychologist. He looked like he had something to tell me: bad news, like cancer or some horrible infection.

“I guess so,” I said. “It’s nice to get dolled up every now and then—to feel pretty.” I was trying my best to stay in character and sound like a girl.

“Right…” he said, looking down at his chart. “Well, nobody else has seen your results yet, and to be honest, I’m a bit worried about letting anyone see them—for your sake.”

“For my sake?” I said. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. Now I was really worried. Was something wrong? Was I about to get a horrible diagnosis? “What is it?” I asked.

“Part of the blood test was to test for the virus,” he said. “Another part of the test was to test your fertility. You see—we have to make hard decisions here to protect the survivors. We need women who can breed and men who can support the tribe, so to speak.”

Now, I could feel my face turning white. “O—Okay,” I said.

“And… Well, you aren’t fertile. And I think you know why,” he said, looking into my eyes again.

“Right,” I said softly. I knew why and there was no sense in trying to lie about it. It obviously said on his sheet that I was a man. My blood gave me away.

He kept staring into my eyes, now in silence.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say.

“It’s not your fault. Nobody told you. Like you said, this is your… normal.” He looked down at me again.

I felt the lump swelling in my throat. “Do I have to go?” I asked quietly.

He kept staring into my eyes. “Well,” he said. “That’s up to you.”

“It is?” I asked.

“It can be,” he said. He put his chart down on the metal cabinet and he walked over to me. “I can show these results to the men in charge, and they will probably have you removed from the camp. Or, I can just remove this line here that says your blood tested as male.”

“You can?” I said, feeling a glimmer of hope.

Now his face was starting to turn red. “You will have to do something for me though, if I’m going to risk my own reputation for you.”

The room suddenly felt cold. “Like what?” I said.

He looked around. The curtains were all closed—something he must have done before waking me up. “I’ve always wanted to be with a trans girl,” he said quietly. “If you make that happen, I will reprint your results.”

My skin buzzed and my stomach churned. He was staring down at me, red in the face. I was suddenly very aware of how much bigger he was than me.

“W—What?” I said. I could feel my legs and arms going numb.

“Before the outbreak, like everyone, I had access to the internet. That’s where I got my… fix, so to speak. I’m a normal, straight man—don’t get me wrong. But we all have our vices. You can’t fault me for having a vice.”

“I’m not faulting you,” I said. My voice was quiet. I was hardly able to produce any volume, even though I’d just gotten one of the best sleeps in the past two years. “I just…”

“It’s fine. If you’d prefer, I can sneak you out the back of the compound. It’s less secure back there because there has never been much of a creature presence that way. I can’t promise that the guys won’t find you again and pull you back here. And if you get another doctor handling your next blood test—I can’t promise he won’t tell everyone that you’re biologically male.”

“I’ll do it,” I said suddenly. The lump in my throat was thick now.

He stared at me for a long moment. “You’ll do what?” he asked.

“I’ll… I’ll be with you. Just make it quick,” I said.

His face flushed and his eyes widened. He looked around and he cleared his throat. “First,” he said. “Let me see it.”

“See it?” I asked.

He nodded down at my cock. My heart skipped a beat. I took a slow breath of air into my lungs. “Oh. Okay,” I said. I cleared my throat. I reached down and grabbed the base of my skirt. I closed my eyes for a moment, gathering my courage. I had to do it. I had to stay in that camp. I wouldn’t survive out in the city. There was hardly any food left, and it seemed like there were more creatures running around than ever before. I could figure out a way to make myself useful on that compound. Maybe I could figure out a way to help with that farm. But if I was going to stay, I needed to play along with the horny doctor.

I pulled my skirt up, exposing the bulge in my panties. I used the tip of my pointer finger to pull my panties aside, letting my cock fall out.

The doctor took a sharp breath in and a slow breath out. “It’s big,” he said. “Can I touch it?”

I bit hard on my tongue. “Okay,” I said.

He reached down and slipped his fingers around it. He gripped it firmly and groaned, tugging gently before pulling my foreskin back, exposing my tip. “It’s warm,” he said in a low voice. I’d never been touched by a man before. I’d never thought about being touched by a man before. I had never wanted to be touched by a man. But now, I was being stroked by a man.

“Drop down to your knees,” he said, pointing at the floor.

“Okay,” I said softly. My stomach groaned. The floor was cold on my bare knees. I looked up at the doctor. He looked around again before undoing his belt. His hands were trembling. He pulled his cock out quickly. He was already almost completely erect. His shaft swayed from side to side. He was big: bigger than me. He grabbed his uncircumcised dick and pulled his foreskin back. “You can suck it now,” he whispered.

I stared at it as it swayed inches from my face. His tip was huge: like a tennis ball on the back end of a baseball bat. It was a light shade of red, as if it had been erect and crammed in his pants for hours, and now it was finally able to breathe. “Go ahead,” he said. “Suck it.”

“One second,” I said, trying to build up the mental courage to lean forward and open my mouth. I’d never sucked a cock before. I had no idea what it would taste like. I had no idea how my body would react. Would I throw up? Would my body shut down? What if I gagged and groaned? Would he be offended?

“Do it,” he said. “I have other matters to address this morning.”

“Okay, okay,” I said. I bit hard on my tongue. Then I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. I was about to lean forward, but I didn’t have to. He put a hand on the back of my blonde head and he pulled my head into his crotch. His thick, hard shaft pushed into my mouth, and my same-sex innocence was lost in a heartbeat. I could feel his throbbing cock on my tongue. I could feel his foreskin pulling back as he became increasingly aroused. His shaft was warm—hot even, like sucking a corndog straight from the microwave. I groaned, reluctantly pressing my lips around his girth. I slowly started bobbing my head, knowing that the sooner I got him off, the sooner this torture would be over.

But it wasn’t quite as bad as I’d anticipated. I wasn’t gagging and there wasn’t a terrible taste. In fact, there was no taste, which was strangely a pleasant surprise. I pressed my tongue against the underside of his long cock and I rubbed it back and forth. His throbbing veins felt weird against my lips. His fingers were quick to nestle into my hair. His public hair against the tip of my nose was a bit unsettling at first—but after a minute on my knees, with his cock in my mouth, I was relaxing. It wasn’t so bad. It wasn’t disgusting like I was expecting. It was just a chore.

So I sucked and bobbed my head, keeping my eyes closed. To keep myself in the moment, I put my hands on my own thighs and rubbed my smooth legs. I tried to imagine how I looked, with my long blonde hair and my cute purple skirt. I tried to curve my back in a sexy way, pointing my toes back like I was a pinup model. I could feel him throbbing harder. The effort I was putting into looking sexy was paying off. I could feel his cock swelling, as if he was about to come.

I let a sexy moan slip, knowing it would get him a bit more aroused. I needed every little drop of arousal that I could get. I was already close to the finish line. I knew that he was about to come.

Then he suddenly pulled his cock out of my mouth. Before I could even look up at him, he reached his hands under my arms and pulled me up. He spun me around and pushed me forward, bending me over the bed I slept on. I gasped as he pulled up my skirt and tugged down my panties. “What are you—”

Before I could even finish my sentence, he pushed his saliva-slicked cock into my ass. I gasped, almost screaming. Four inches of his thick throbber were inside of me. His fingers were gripping my hips firmly. I curved my back like a cat and clenched hard. I could feel myself stretching. He was too quick for me to even clench my hole tight. Now, I had a cock inside of my body. I was being penetrated. My anal virginity was gone.

He let out a deep sigh. “It’s so fucking tight,” he groaned. I could feel his cock throbbing inside of my tight asshole. He pushed in a bit deeper, and then the arousal broke him. He suddenly came before even having a chance to thrust—before getting a chance to properly fuck me.

He groaned loudly and I felt his hot cream filling my anal cavity. I gasped and clenched tighter. He was coming in me without a condom. I wasn’t sure what to do. Was I supposed to be disgusted? Was I supposed to be angry? Was this what I agreed to? “I can feel it,” I said—though I don’t know why I said it.

His cum felt so gooey and so warm. It wasn’t right. It was unnatural… but in a weird way it kind of felt nice. It was nice to know that I was sexy enough to make him come so fast. It was nice to know that I could be woman enough to make him finish.

Maybe I stood a chance in that camp after all—as long as the doctor kept his word and kept his mouth shut about my secret.

He pulled out suddenly and his cum rushed out of me. It spilled out, even though I was trying to clench in back. It splattered all over the floor, getting on my ankles and feet. I gasped again. It was a strangely euphoric feeling, though I had no idea why.

“I’m sorry,” the doctor said. “I thought I would… last longer than that. It really has been a long time. Like I said, we all have our vices.” He adjusted the collar of his shirt and he cleared his throat, trying to look professional. But his face was still dark red with embarrassment. “I’ll have your chart amended quickly, and then you can go out and join the rest of the survivors.”

“And you won’t tell anyone about me, right?” I said, turning to look into his eyes.

“That’s the deal,” he said, nodding his head quickly. “I’m a man of my word.”

I kept staring into his eyes, unsure if this deal involved him getting to have me whenever he wanted me, or if it was a one-time thing. I was too afraid to ask. I was just happy to have my freedom. I grabbed a tissue and used it to wipe the cum from my ass. Then I pulled up my panties and walked over to the window. I waited until he had his cock back in his pants before pulling back the curtain.

People were awake. The camp was thriving. Kids were playing, mothers were smiling, young women were gently rubbing their pregnant bellies, and men were working hard to erect new structures and repair old ones. It was clear that everyone in the camp had a duty, and they knew exactly what their duty was.

But what was my duty? How was I going to pass the time? What were people going to think of me when I wasn’t rubbing a pregnant belly of my own? What would the men think when I rejected them all for obvious reasons?


CHAPTER VI

I got a lot of looks as I wandered around the large camp. I was trying to be as invisible as possible, but no matter how hard I tried, I was still wearing that sparkly purple skirt and tight crop top, which was cut low to expose my cleavage. It wasn’t an ideal look, and I was looking forward to getting a change of clothes, even though I still thought that I looked sexy.

But I wasn’t there to look sexy. Now that I was a member of the camp, I needed to be invisible. I needed to blend in. I needed to make myself look convincing, but not beautiful, so I wouldn’t have to deal with men hitting on me. Now, men were staring at me; they were checking out my body, smiling at me, and I was even getting the occasional wink.

I had no idea where to go to get clothes, or to find out where I would be sleeping at night. I thought I would figure it out by wandering around enough, but after forty minutes of being stared at by men and women alike, I was no closer to knowing where I was supposed to go.

So I stopped a young pregnant woman. “Excuse me,” I said softly. She was the first female I’d had any interaction with as a woman myself. I had no idea if she would buy my disguise. I still wasn’t sure about my voice or my figure or even my makeup, which I spent a week perfecting.

She looked down at my body. “It’s a bit cold for the skirt, don’t you think?” she said.

“It’s all I have,” I said, still keeping my voice low. “I—I just got here. I really want to get changed but I don’t know where to go.”

She smiled. “You’re a new survivor?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “They found me last night.”

“Really?” she said, perking up. “Did they find you with the new heat sensor?” She seemed excited.

I nodded my head.

“That’s fantastic! It’s only been a week and they’ve already found three people! Or are there more now? Were you with a group?”

I shook my head. “No. I was alone,” I said.

“Oh,” she said, becoming more forlorn. “Well, I’m glad they found you. We really need more women here. We’re badly outnumbered. If we’re ever going to repopulate this planet, we need all the help we can get. Right?”

I forced a smile. Guilt was already beginning to swirl in my gut.

“Let’s get you some food. You look hungry. Then I’ll show you where we keep clothes.”

I wanted to reject the food offer. A part of me just wanted to starve myself. At least if I starved, I wouldn’t be using up their precious resources. But I had to eat. My body was groaning for food. No person can survive comfortably on a diet of bread and canned beans.

I followed her to the mess hall building. She led me to a counter. I couldn’t believe what I saw: peas and carrots—vegetables. Sure, they looked like the kind that came in big frozen bags, but it was better than nothing. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw a vegetable. When the outbreak first started, I came across the odd can of creamed corn—but after a few months, the veggie supply dried up. Apparently, people didn’t keep much in the way of canned vegetables in their homes.

She insisted that I fill a large plate of food. I felt guilty with each scoop, but I was so hungry that I went along with it. Then she led me to a table and even pulled out the chair for me.

“My name is Jasmine by the way. What’s your name?” she asked, leaning over the table with big, bright eyes. It was almost like she was the one seeing another person for the first time.

“I’m Lexie,” I said, taking my first bite. The food was amazing—and it was actually cooked, not just cold out of the can. I groaned with glee as the warm food entered my stomach.

“Lexie, huh? No kidding,” she said. “I knew a Lexie. She actually looked a lot like you. When I first saw you, I actually thought you were her. Then I got closer. I don’t know why I’m telling you that.”

I smiled. “Are you from this city?” I asked.

She nodded her head, and then she pointed at the high rise in the distance where I’d spent my last week. “I lived in that building right there. It’s funny. For years I had a view of this warehouse district, and now I have a view of my old apartment building.”

“Is that where you knew Lexie?” I asked, pointing at the building.

She nodded her head. “She lived up near the top of the building,” Jasmine said. “I was down on the fourth floor, with the rest of the poor people. She was nice though. She used to cut my hair for me for free.” Then Jasmine looked down at my body. “It’s funny, I used to have that same outfit. I bet it’s still in my apartment. In fact, I think I was wearing it when I met my baby daddy.” She laughed. “Anyway—enough about me. I want to hear more about you.”

I stared blankly at her. My nerves were tingling. I couldn’t believe that she still hadn’t realized I was a man. It was scary to think that I really did pass perfectly as a woman. It was crazy to think that I could fool even proper biological women into thinking that I was born a girl.

“I don’t really know what to say,” I said with a forced smile. I took another bite of food.

“I know, I know. You’re probably hungry and tired. I’m probably annoying you.”

“Not at all,” I said. “It’s nice to be around people again. I forgot what it was like.”

She smiled, showing off her pretty white teeth. Then she looked down at my plate. “My God, are you already finished all of that food?! You really must have been hungry. Let’s get you some more.”

“No,” I said. I was still hungry, but now I had enough in my stomach that I could exercise some self-control. I couldn’t allow myself to be a burden on that camp. I couldn’t help but look down at her baby bump. I imagined that baby in the future, crying as it starved, because my selfish ass slowly ate away at all of the food in that camp. “Can you show me where the clothes are kept?”

So she brought me over to a large room that was full of clothes. There wasn’t much there, just a few shirts, some old pairs of jeans, and a few pairs of panties sealed in plastic wrap. There weren’t even any socks. “Is this it?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “It’s not much. It’s all we have. When the guys go out, they focus on finding food. We don’t really prioritize things like clothes. Hopefully you can find something in here that fits. I don’t see any sweaters in here. Maybe you can put in a request for the next team that goes out. That’s how I got these boots. I put in a special request. It took a week, but they eventually found a pair that fit. Well—they almost fit. They’re a size too small, but we take what we can get around here.”

I looked at her outfit, which was basically an oversized sleepshirt, baggy sweatpants, and well-worn black boots. I was pretty sure that she was the girl who owned all of the cute outfits in that apartment where I found the purple skirt. “Don’t you miss dressing up in cute outfits?” I said.

She smiled but looked sad. “Sure,” she said. “What girl doesn’t? But this is what we have.” She shrugged her shoulders. She looked through a few of the shirts and then pulled a grey one off the rack. It had holes in the armpits.

“This one would fit you okay,” she said. “At least it will be warmer.”

“Sure,” I said, taking the shirt.

I also put on a pair of jeans, but I didn’t feel very comfortable in them, seeing as they were men’s jeans. I needed all of the help I could get to remain feminine. If I just ended up putting on a bunch of men’s clothes, I would end up looking like a man and my façade would be over. “And what about makeup?” I asked.

She giggled. “Makeup?” she said.

“Yeah.”

“Wouldn’t that be nice,” she said, rolling her eyes. “A few of the girls make their own using ink from pens. I’m personally not a huge fan of putting ink near my eyes, but it works for them. Maybe you can ask them how they do it.”

I needed makeup. Without makeup and without cute outfits, my gig would be up. It was only a matter of time before I needed to take a shower. The makeup currently on my face wasn’t going to last forever.

Next, she showed me to the area where the women slept. It was a large room with blankets on the floor. “No mattresses?” I asked.

“No. Just blankets. You get used to it,” she said. “It’s too hard to get mattresses from the city. They’re heavy and they take up a lot of space in the trucks. Like I said, we all just prioritize getting food.” She walked me over to the edge of the room and pointed at a stack of folded blankets. “You can set these up anywhere you want in here. I’m just over there, if you want to be next to me.” She smiled.

“Don’t you sleep with your husband?” I asked.

Her smile disappeared. “He didn’t make it,” she said. “And he was never my husband.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. It’s not like it’s just me. Everyone here went through a lot of trauma. Seeing as you spent seventeen months alone, I bet you have some pretty scary stories.”

I nodded my head.

“Anyway. Get some rest. I’ll leave you alone for a while. Then, when you’re ready, you can start eyeing up the guys you want to have babies with.” She playfully elbowed me and giggled, trying to keep the mood high. I appreciated her spunk, but it wasn’t enough to lift the dread from my gut. Maybe life on the compound wasn’t so great. They didn’t have much. Sure, they had protection and they had food and they had shelter—and that was enough to survive—but that was all they had.

After setting up my bed, I went out and looked around at all of the women. They all looked so sad and so bored. Very few were talking—and they probably had nothing to talk about. They were basically just there to create and raise babies. They had no individuality. That camp had no color.

But at least everyone was surviving.

And surviving was about all they were doing. When the sun started to set, everyone retired to the sleeping quarters, except for the men who had guard duty. Nobody talked much as they all got into their beds. There were a few small conversations here and there. It was a depressing atmosphere. I heard one woman crying from across the room. She started suddenly and then it turned into a long hour of weeping before she fell asleep.

The girl next to me had a fashion magazine. She was flipping through the pages. I heard her sigh a few times, as if she was missing the old days where women actually got to be women.

It took me a few hours to fall asleep on that hard floor. My own mind was speeding with that horrible conundrum: was I really being a burden on that camp?

When I woke up in the morning, I could smell myself. The other girls were bathing regularly in the nearby shower house, making me increasingly aware of my own BO. I noticed one girl covering her nose as she came near me. I wanted to apologize, but I was too embarrassed. I poked my head into the shower house and saw six naked girls standing underneath makeshift showerheads. Water was trickling down their smooth, naked bodies. How was I going to take a shower without revealing my actual body? How was I going to get my breast form off and then on again without anyone noticing? Sure, I could shower in the dead of night and pray that nobody would walk in (and it would take me about an hour to remove the breast form, shower, and reapply it). But that plan had a few flaws. For starters, I didn’t have the silicone cream that I needed to reapply the breast form. And even more importantly, I had no makeup to put on once I washed mine off. Without makeup, I would surely be found out.

So by midday, on my second day in that camp, I realized that I needed to get back to that apartment, gather some makeup supplies and that silicone adhesion cream, and return to the camp without being noticed.

Buck walked by me as I sat on the bench, trying to figure out how I was going to get out of the camp. He looked at me, smirked, and winked. “Hey, beautiful,” he said. “You ready for baby making yet or what?”

My heart skipped a beat. I knew that Buck was one of the regular nigh guards. They all took turns doing city runs to find food. When they weren’t doing runs, they were guarding the gates. Maybe I could have him sneak me out.

Now, he was walking towards the back gate, which was the less secure gate. I sprung to my feet and followed him. “Wait up,” I said. My feet were chafing in my new boots, which were three sizes too big for my feet, but still easier to walk in than the tall nightclub heels.

He looked back at me. “What is it?” he asked, looking down at my body.

“You working the gate tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah, why?” he said, narrowing his eyes.

“I’m just wondering,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“Alrighty then,” he said, turning back to his post. He was carrying his big, heavy rifle.

“You carry that thing around all day?” I asked, catching up to him again.

“I have to. Never know when those things are going to try to break in here. They’re running out of food out there. Soon, there will be hundreds of them trying to get in here.” He looked down at my body again. “So tell me: how did a sexy little minx like you survive on your own for so long?”

I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. It was nice to be called sexy, especially while I was wearing that old grey shirt, those baggy jeans, and those unflattering boots. I guess the makeup was still giving me a huge boost. “I did a lot of hiding.”

“Maybe the creatures thought you were just too sexy to eat,” he said with a wink. “They were humans once, after all.”

“Maybe,” I said with a little wink of my own. His face lit up. He looked around.

“You got something you want to ask me?” he said.

“Maybe,” I said. “I left a bunch of stuff in my apartment.”

“You want me to get your stuff? Not sure how I would pull that off. I go out once a week for food. Those apartment buildings are death traps. What kind of stuff you missing?”

“A bunch of stuff,” I said. “But maybe I can just go on my own to get it.”

“Go on your own?”

I pointed at the back gate. “You have the code to open that, right? Can you just let me out?”

He scoffed. “I’m not allowed to let you out. You could die if I let you out there.”

“I won’t die,” I said. “I made it seventeen months without dying and I’m not about to start dying now.”

“Those would be some funny last words, don’t you think?” he said.

“Please,” I said, doing my best puppy dog eyes. I stared right into his eyes, pressing my lips together.

He shook his head. “Not happening,” he said. “I could get in a lot of shit.”

“Just let me out at night,” I said. “Nobody will see. I can be sneaky. I’m alive right now because I’m so good at being sneaky.”

He shook his head once more. “I said, it’s not happening.” He turned to his post and he began to climb his ladder. I looked up at him.

“I’ll make it worth your while,” I said.

He paused and looked back at me.


CHAPTER VII

It was during his next break, four hours later, that he found me and took me over to one of the storage buildings. It was completely empty. “This was our overflow storage for food,” he said. “We haven’t used it in months. Nobody will find us here.”

“O—Okay,” I said, starting to regret my offer as I looked at him and realized just how much bigger and stronger he was than me. He would almost certainly kill me if he found out that I was actually a man.

Now, he was wasting no time. “I get ten minutes—that’s it,” he said. He started undoing his belt. He dropped it to the floor, along with all of his heft pouches, with a heavy clunk. Now he was unzipping his pants. “Why are you just standing there? We doing this or not?”

I looked around. “Maybe we can just set the mood a little first,” I said.

“I’m probably down to eight minutes now. No time to set the mood. Take the panties off, darling.”

I promised him sex, but I didn’t have a pussy. My plan was to start with a blowjob and try to be efficient enough to get him off before he wanted inside of my non-existent pussy. But now, that plan was falling apart. I walked over to him and dropped down to my knees. I tugged down his undies and I grabbed onto his flaccid cock. He laughed. “Horny, huh?” he said.

“You only have a few minutes,” I said with a small wink. I brought his heavy shaft to my lips and I opened wide. I put him in my mouth and began to suck.

Sucking a cock was easier the second time. Now, I knew that there wasn’t much to be afraid of. Now, I knew that it was actually a little bit satisfying, making a man hard and aroused—and making him come. It almost seemed like an achievement in a strange way.

I could feel him getting harder: throbbing and stiffening. His cock was extending along my tongue, starting to push up against the roof of my mouth. He groaned deeply. He reached down and pulled my head aggressively into his crotch, gagging my throat with his thick tip. He activated my gag reflex, but I managed not to puke. When he let go of me, I gasped for air. He just laughed. He wasn’t nearly as gentle as the doctor.

“Sorry,” he said. “Couldn’t help myself.” I didn’t look up at him but I could hear the grin in his voice.

He grabbed my head again and held it firmly in place. Then he began to thrust back and forth, pushing his tip repeatedly down my throat. I wanted to push him off, but I knew that letting him fuck my face was probably the only way I was going to get him off in my mouth, so I let him fuck my face. It was a weird feeling: his cock sliding through the inside of my mouth. His veins were throbbing powerfully. His tip was swelling big. He squirted a bout of precum onto my tongue, and it was strangely sweet—and a bit tart. It didn’t bother me, though it left me wondering if the full orgasm would taste the same.

He pulled his cock out and rubbed it up the length of my face, making me wince. A week before I hadn’t ever put on a piece of women’s clothing. Now, there was an erect cock rubbing on my face. His tip skimmed my eyelid, and then he pushed his cock back into my mouth.

“Alright,” he said. “I’m hard. Let’s do this.”

I grabbed his cock with my fist and I began to bob my head faster, hoping the feeling of a great blowjob would keep him from pulling me up from my knees. But he still pushed me back. “Easy, slut,” he said. “Sex is for baby making. Didn’t you ever take sex ed in school?” He reached down and pulled me up to my feet by my wrist. It was a bit of a painful tug, but I was more worried about how I was going to get out of the stupid deal that I’d made.

I stared into his eyes. “Well?” he said. “Turn around and bend over that old box there.”

I looked back at the box.

“And take off your pants, girl,” he said. “Can’t fuck you through your pants.”

It was obvious what I needed to do: I needed to get him into my asshole without him knowing it was my asshole. I turned around and slipped down my pants, leaving my panties on. Then I walked towards him, looking right into his eyes as his erection touched my pelvis. “Well? What are you waiting for?” he asked.

I reached down and grabbed his cock. It was my only chance to make this work. I pulled his erection down, between my legs. Then, with my free hand, I gently pulled my panties aside, uncovering my asshole—and I was careful not to pull hard enough that my cock would fall out. I pressed his tip up to my asshole and I tried my hardest not to clench. I bit down on my tongue and I took a deep breath, and then I pushed myself down, sinking his cock into my ass.

He gasped. I tried not to scream. His cock was thick, like a bottle of beer. I could feel my hole stretching, but I knew I couldn’t clench without risking having him realize he wasn’t in my pussy. It took all of my mental strength to remain unclenched. I stared into his eyes and took a deep breath, and then I pushed myself down further on his cock, sinking him deeper into me. His face tilted down, probably so he could see the penetration, so I quickly wrapped my arms around him and pressed my chest against his.

“Fuck me,” I said through clenched teeth.

He wrapped his arms around me and squeezed, and then he started pumping. “Oh my God,” I gasped, feeling his thick shaft sliding in and out as he pressed me tight against his chest. I could feel everything: his veins, his thick tip, and his heavy ball sack slapping against my tush. It hurt at first, and then it just started to feel strange. The pain went away, and I had this peculiar full feeling. I could feel him inside of me, pushing through my gut, stretching me wider and wider. He groaned and grunted with every penetration. His fingertips dug into the skin on my back and I moaned.

After a minute, my legs went numb. Luckily, he was holding me firmly. He pumped over and over until my whole body was numb and I was like a glorified sex doll in his arms.

His face was dark red and mine probably was too. Now, if I wanted to clench my asshole, I couldn’t. I didn’t have any control over my body. There was a pleasure beginning to develop between my legs. I could feel a euphoric buzzing, growing stronger and stronger. I moaned and squirmed and then I found myself hopping on his lap, trying to make his cock slide in faster and deeper. I loved the sound of his ball sack slapping against my underside. I loved that I could feel his veins throbbing harder and harder as his lust for me grew.

“Oh God!” I moaned loudly. Then I felt something wet between my legs. I was confused for a moment, and then I realized it was coming out the tip of my flaccid cock. I was coming. I froze with terror, even though I was still overwhelmed with euphoria. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

But he was too distracted to notice. If he felt any wetness, he probably thought that I was squirting.

He groaned loudly and slammed himself into me firmly. Then, I felt the gushing of his cum inside of me. I gasped. He was coming deep—halfway towards my lungs. I could feel every blast of his creamy wetness.

He squeezed my body tight for a moment and then he let go of me suddenly, pulling himself out with a deep sigh. I was quick to drop my shirt down to cover my crotch, which was wet and dripping with my own cum. I turned away from him and quickly spotted my jeans. I pulled them up before he had a chance to realize he had just been in my asshole.

“I’ve already made three girls here pregnant,” he said. “Maybe you’ll be number four.” He grinned—completely oblivious to the fact that he just came in an asshole and not a pussy—and oblivious to the fact that he just came in a man and not a woman.

I just forced a smile. “It felt good,” I said.

“I know.”

“So you’ll help me, right?” I said.

“I don’t know if I’d call it helping you: letting you out into the world to die. But I’ll open the gate for you. Just do me a favor. If you get caught, don’t rat me out. I like it here.”

I nodded my head and agreed to his deal.


CHAPTER VIII

It was midnight when I snuck out from the girls’ sleeping quarters. I tiptoed quietly over sleeping women, and it took me a long minute to push the door slowly open, without making it squeak. Then I had to nervously run from shadow to shadow to make it to the back of that compound where Buck was stationed.

There were other guards stationed along that back fence, all about twenty yards apart. One of them was reading a book, and the other appeared to be catching a quick nap.

Buck waved me over and pressed a finger against his lips, telling me to stay quiet. It wasn’t until I was right next to him that he whispered, “If you aren’t back by five, you aren’t getting back in.”

“I know,” I said. It was a part of the deal that we’d already worked out.

“I mean it,” he said. “And if you just show up at the gate, they definitely aren’t letting you back in. We don’t like people leaving the camp around here.”

“I got it,” I said. “I’ll be back before five.”

That gave me five hours to make it to that apartment, gather the supplies that I needed, and make it back. On foot, moving slowly and carefully, the apartment was only about an hour away. “I’ll be back before three even,” I said with a confident little wink. Though I was nervous. Buck was right: the creatures were hungrier than ever, and it really did seem like there were more of them out there than ever. It didn’t seem to matter how many creatures were shot down by the guards of that camp: they just kept coming. And the hungrier they were, the better they were at tracking humans down.

I was taking a huge risk by leaving the camp for that apartment building. I was risking my life, but it was a necessary risk. I needed those supplies to continue being feminine. If I wasn’t feminine, I would end up being kicked out. I could survive for a few hours outside of that camp, but I probably wouldn’t survive a few months.

Buck looked around and then he pushed the gate open for me. “Go,” he said. He reached down and squeezed my ass hard, making me gasp. Then he laughed. “You’ve got a great ass.” It didn’t help that his fingertips managed to push slightly into my anus when he squeezed my butt, making me feel violated. I forced a smile and then I darted out the gate, running quickly across the desolate road, between the beams of the floodlights, to the nearby warehouse. I took a deep breath and looked back, to make sure I hadn’t been spotted by the other guards. Then, I started towards that apartment building.

My heart pounded the whole way. Every little gust of wind made the hairs on my arms stand up. Every creak of a long-opened door made me jump and almost scream. I was used to having my rifle with me when I was making treks through the city. Sure, I knew the rifle wouldn’t save me if I actually ended up being attacked by the things, but it still somehow gave me a sense of security. And for the past few days, in that compound, I’d felt safe. I’d gotten used to that sense of safety. I’d almost forgotten what it was like to be constantly on edge, constantly unsure that I was going to live for another hour.

My legs were literally trembling. My skin was turning cold. I could feel my heart rate increasing. It was becoming harder to pull air into my lungs. Was I having a panic attack? Was I about to pass out?

I really had gotten comfortable on that compound in just a couple of days. It really was obvious that I needed them if I was going to survive.

I had no idea how long it took me to reach that apartment building, but I had a bad feeling that it was a lot more than an hour. I went up to Lexie’s apartment and found my watch. My heart almost stopped when I saw that it was 2:45 AM. “Shit,” I whispered. I needed to move quickly. I couldn’t waste time, and I couldn’t be quite as careful on my way back as I was on my way to the apartment.

I grabbed my bag and emptied it out. I didn’t need my ammunition or my water bottles. I needed survival supplies: makeup and silicone cream for my breast form, which was already starting to peel up.

I made sure to grab plenty of makeup supplies: far more than I needed. I rushed over to Lexie’s closet and quickly picked out a few outfits: nothing too over the top. There was a nice fitted mustard sweater and a couple pairs of black leggings. I also grabbed some fresh panties and then a couple pairs of cute sneakers.

Then I noticed another little stash of makeup. I needed lots of makeup. I wasn’t just getting makeup for the next week—I was getting makeup for the next year, or until I could sneak away from the compound to do another run. I didn’t want to be doing these runs every few days, or even every few weeks. Once a year was more than enough life risking.

I spotted another sweater that I liked: a grey cashmere sweater that was incredibly soft—and a shame to leave behind. But now, there was no room in my bag. “Shit,” I said. I needed to have that sweater. I couldn’t leave it behind.

In the back of Lexie’s closet was an old duffel bag. I pulled it out and unzipped it. It could hold plenty of outfits, so I started stuffing it, knowing I didn’t have much time. Maybe the outfits could be used by the other girls. Maybe it was a bit selfish and a bit stupid to spend so long picking out clothes, but I needed more than just a mustard sweater and some leggings.

I managed to fit a dozen more outfits into that bag. It was hard to zip shut. I threw it over my shoulder with a little grunt and then I picked up my bag. The haul wasn’t too heavy.

I started making my way down the stairs. I had two hours to get back to that compound. I’d done the trip in under thirty minutes before—running—so I knew that if I was really pressed for time, I could start sprinting.

I paused as I passed the fourth floor. I looked down at the open door of Jasmine’s apartment. Maybe it would be nice to have a few dresses at the compound—not just for me, but for all the girls. They needed something to brighten up their lives. It wasn’t much, but another duffel bag full of dresses might help a little bit.

So I went into the apartment and dropped my two bags by the door. I managed to find a heavy bag in the front closet. I went to Jasmine’s bedroom and began stuffing it with the cutest little dresses and heels. I must have spent twenty minutes going through outfits before that third bag was completely stuffed. And it was heavy—much heavier than the other bags. It was hard to throw over my shoulder, and then it was hard to pick up my other two bags. By the time I reached the lobby with the three bags, my shoulders were already starting to ache. But I knew the pain was temporary, and it would be worth the reward.

I huffed and grunted down the quiet road. My legs were still trembling and my heart was still pounding. It wasn’t long before I started to feel like a complete fool with those heavy bags slung over my shoulders. I was risking my life for cute clothes and makeup. Sure, I needed the makeup to survive—but the clothes? The clothes were just a luxury, and I was painting myself with a huge target in order to get the outfits back to the compound.

I couldn’t take it slow. I couldn’t take detours down dark alleyways. If I was going to make it back before 5:00 AM, I had to take risks. I even walked down the middle of what was once a very busy highway, just to shave a few minutes off of my time.

I could feel that my face was as white as bone. I was just waiting for the creatures to notice me and grab me. Maybe they were watching me. Maybe they were hesitating to grab me because they thought that I was some sort of bait. They probably thought that no person could be stupid enough to haul three big bags of clothes and makeup down the middle of the highway, in the middle of the night, with no protection whatsoever.

I kept hearing noises coming from inside of the buildings: small noises, but loud enough to make my heart flutter into my stomach.

The compound was within sight when I noticed the stars beginning to dim. The sun was starting to come up. I was carrying too much stuff to check the time on the watch I snagged from Lexie’s apartment. It was probably close to 5:00 AM—or maybe I was already too late. I still had to sneak up to the compound without being seen. I cut through that old warehouse and then I peered through the broken window at the gate that I left through. Buck was still there, pacing with his big rifle. To his left, his friend was still reading, and to his right, the guard was still snoozing. So I ducked low and I darted towards the gate. I held my breath the whole way. Buck didn’t notice me running in the shadows until I was ten feet away. He quickly raised up his rifle as if he was about to shoot, and I nearly screamed at him not to.

Then he recognized me, lowered his gun, and quietly opened the gate.

“You’re late,” he whispered.

“Am I?” I asked.

He looked down at his watch. “4:58,” he said.

“You said five,” I said with an exhausted grin.

“If you aren’t fifteen minutes early, you’re late,” he said. “Just get back to your bed before you get us both caught. Go on—get out of here.” He seemed angry, but not angry enough to stop himself from slapping me on the ass as I went by. I nearly yelped when his hand spanked me, and then I nearly turned around to chew him out. But he did me a huge favor, so I couldn’t be too mad.

I hauled my bags towards the sleeping quarters, and then I spotted two guards wandering the camp by the doors where I was headed. So I turned off the main drag. I needed to stash my stuff somewhere. I looked around and saw the door for the clothing room. The room was mostly empty and there were lots of little nooks, so I decided to stash all of my bags behind some old storage boxes. I could return for the stuff in the morning, once I had a good sleep and the camp wasn’t quite so overly guarded.

I was quiet as I crawled back into my bed. My back and shoulders were throbbing, but I felt accomplished. I had to take my survival one step at a time—and getting that makeup was a big step. Now I felt like I could relax. Now, I felt like I could sleep.

And I did sleep. I slept for nearly ten hours. Finally, Jasmine shook me awake. I jumped and almost screamed as I looked into her eyes. She was smiling. “It’s almost dinnertime and you’re still asleep. Feeling okay?” she asked.

I looked around frantically. I had only planned to sleep for a couple of hours. I wanted to get up with everyone else, so I wouldn’t look too suspicious. Now, it was just a few hours before bedtime. My schedule was completely turned around. I blinked a few times, letting my eyes adjust. “Is it really almost dinnertime?” I asked.

She giggled. “Guess what the men got for us last night?” she said.

“What’s that?” I said, rubbing my eyes carefully—just enough to wake myself up, but not enough to wipe away my eyeliner, which was now four days old. Or was it five days old?

“They got us clothes,” she said with a big smile. “New clothes. You have to come see—at least come see what’s left of it. The girls have already picked it all over, but there are a few cute things left. Oh! And there’s makeup too!”

My heart fluttered. Did I make my trip for nothing? Did I go on that super risky and horribly painful trek across town for no reason?

“Come see!” Jasmine said, pulling me up to my feet. I wobbled slightly. My back was sorer than ever, and my shoulders were throbbing with pain. I pretended like I was fine, following her over to the clothing room. As she opened the door, two women stepped out. They were both smiling. One of them giggled, wearing a cute red dress, which fit her perfectly. And I knew that dress, because I had picked it out the night before.

I paused and stared at her, and then I looked at her friend, who was wearing that mustard sweater. They were both so happy.

“C’mon, Lexie,” said Jasmine, tugging me into the room.

And she was right: everything had been picked over. All three bags were empty. There were only a couple dresses left on the table. Someone must have found my bags and told everyone. All of the makeup was still there, but it was being used. As I stepped into the room, two girls were in front of a mirror, putting on eyeliner. That makeup was supposed to last me a year. With everyone using it, it wouldn’t last more than a week.

“Isn’t it great?” she said.

“Just the two dresses?” I asked.

“There was a lot more stuff earlier,” she said. “But don’t worry—I picked a dress out just for you. I think it’s your style.” She went over to a faraway rack and picked up a cute white dress. She was right, it was one of the dresses that I was really hoping to have for myself. “What do you think?” she asked. It was one of the more feminine dresses: tight around the waist to give the illusion of curves, and I needed all of the illusions that I could get.

“It’s cute,” I said. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me,” she said. “Thank the men. They risked their lives to get all of this stuff. And it’s funny, I’m pretty sure I owned at least half of the dresses I’ve seen so far. I can’t help but wonder if they went to my apartment.” She giggled. “You should try the dress on.”

“Okay,” I said. I took the dress and then I looked around. “Is there a private room around here?”

“For what?” she asked.

“To get changed,” I said.

She giggled. “You can just change here. This is a girl only area.” She looked around. My skin tingled. I didn’t want her to think that I was too nervous to change in front of her. I knew that women changed together all the time. I didn’t need to give anyone any reason to be suspicious of me. So I forced a smile. “Sure,” I said.

I looked down my sweater quickly to inspect my breast form. The seams were peeling up in some spots, but with a firm pat, I was able to get them back down—at least temporarily. I knew that I was going to need to reapply my silicone cream soon.

I awkwardly pulled up my sweater. She looked away respectfully—and it was a good thing, because those breasts were made to look good in clothes, not out in the open. They weren’t movie-quality fake tits. The nipples had a rubbery look to them, giving away the illusion upon closer inspection. I turned around, turning my back to her, and I reached down to slip down my pants. My heart skipped another beat. I could see my own cock bulge, so I knew I had to be fast. I took the dress and I pulled it over my head, tugging it down quickly. It was a short dress, only dangling an inch or two lower than the cusp of my ass. I quickly straightened it and then checked my breast form again, making sure it hadn’t peeled up anywhere again. It seemed to be fine.

“That looks cute!” Jasmine said. “It’s so perfect on your petite body. Turn to me.”

I made one quick final look to make sure I wasn’t showing off any bulge before turning to face her. I raised up my arms and smiled. “You like it?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I love it—and I’m pretty sure I used to own the same one.”

I smiled. It felt nice to be in something that was somewhat sexy. I wasn’t just covered in baggy clothes. Now, I could show off some of my more feminine features—and I knew that would go a long way in keeping people from realizing that I was a man.

And that night, after everyone went to sleep, I snuck into the shower. I peeled off that breast form and put it aside while I quickly washed every inch of my body, scrubbing myself with soap. I took a few minutes to give myself a new shave. There weren’t many razors in that bathroom: just a couple of very dull blades that the girls had obviously been sharing.

It seemed like women’s needs weren’t a priority on that compound. It wasn’t something that I would have ever noticed had I not needed to keep my legs hairless, and had I not needed makeup for my face. It was no wonder that the women in that camp seemed so sad and depressed. As a man it’s easy: you need food and water and shelter. In fact, the men were lucky because they all had a very clear purpose, and that’s all a man really needs: a purpose. They just had to guard the camp and find food, and they were successfully providers. But it wasn’t so simple for the women. Some of the women were pregnant, and that was great—but most weren’t. There were probably some women who couldn’t get pregnant for medical reasons. What about them? What was their purpose? What was getting them through their days?

I cut myself twice trying to shave my legs. I would have spent longer trying to make my legs super smooth, but I knew that I was playing with fire, standing naked in that large, open shower room, with my cock dangling out. If just one girl woke up and decided to come and use the bathroom, I was finished. So I put on a pair of panties and I spent fifteen minutes getting my breast form back on, carefully using my fingers to spread the silicone cream until the form was blended with my own skin. Then I dried and styled my hair before slipping into my old sweater, which was now my sleeping sweater. I went back to bed around 1:00 AM, but falling asleep wasn’t so simple.

First of all, there was a girl close to me who insisted on masturbating. She thought she was being quiet, but she was letting the odd moan slip out, and I could hear her fingers plunging in and out of her wet cunt. She was trying to make herself orgasm, but she was clearly struggling. She tried pumping herself quickly. It sounded wet and messy. But still, she wasn’t coming. I heard her let out a frustrated sigh before giving up.

She wasn’t the first girl I heard fingering herself either.

It wasn’t just the sounds of a girl pleasuring herself keeping me awake. I had a lot on my mind. Every time I closed my eyes, I imagined that dead farm at the back of the compound: that dead soil, which everyone was relying on. Soon, there would be no food left, and it would be partially my fault. I needed to find a way to contribute. I knew that they didn’t need more scavengers, but maybe they were wrong. I’d spent a lot of time in that city, going from house to house. I knew that there was tons of flour and sugar and cans of beans. It wasn’t a lot, but it wasn’t nothing.

So the next afternoon, I went to find Buck.


CHAPTER IX

He gave me the same deal: he would let me out if I let him fuck me. This time, I was smart enough to bring him to a dark space for the act. Now that I knew my way around the camp more, I knew of a few private spots: spots that I regularly went to in order to fix my breast form and to touch up my makeup.

In the dark, it was much easier to get him into my asshole without having him know that he was in my asshole. That particular afternoon, he mounted me missionary-style, pinning me down on the floor as he rammed his cock deep into my asshole.

It was an awkward fuck, staring into his eyes while he grunted and thrusted. It was especially awkward when my cock started getting hard and pushing against my panties, almost bursting out. His abs rubbed against my erection a few times, but he didn’t seem to notice. Luckily, he let me keep my dress on while we fucked, so I was able to reach down and hold my shaft without him seeing anything—as long as I was pretending to rub my clit.

“You’re such a dirty slut,” he said to me. He was getting sweaty. His muscles glistened as he rammed every inch of his long horse-sized cock deep into my body. It hurt a bit at first, but I got used to it a lot faster than before. I actually kind of liked it. His tip was managing to press right up against the perfect sweet spot. Each thrust sent a pleasant euphoric buzzing through my body. It wasn’t long before I was moaning out in pleasure. He rammed me harder and harder. He squeezed my breasts and then he stuck his thumb in my mouth, and I sucked it.

“How badly do you want my cum in you?” he asked through clenched teeth.

“Badly,” I said. And in a weird way, I did want to feel him coming in me. I did want to be reminded that I was still sexy—because if I was sexy, that meant that I was convincing. And as long as I was convincing, I was surviving.

And on top of that, I liked the feeling when he came in me. It was strangely satisfying. It was nice to know that I could make a man come. It was nice to know that I could have some power over a man who was more than twice my size. “I want to feel your hot cum deep inside of my pussy, baby,” I moaned.

His face turned dark red. He rammed me harder. I could feel that euphoric buzzing now in the tip of my erect cock. I had a feeling that I was about to come. I tried to hold back, not wanting to make a mess of my new dress.

But I couldn’t hold back. I used both of my hands to cover my cock as I erupted. Cum spilled into the palms of my hands, and I was very careful not to get any on my cute white dress.

Then, once I was finished, he started ramming me harder, making me moan even louder. I had to reach around his body to grab onto him—it was an instinct, and it was one that I immediately regretted. My hands slipped on his sweaty body as I smeared my own cum on his lower back and his butt cheeks. He didn’t seem to notice—not yet. He kept pumping me as I went numb, and then he came inside of my ass with a loud groan.

When he pulled out, I quickly covered my gaping hole with my hand, so none of his cum would end up on my dress. After he rolled off of me, I rushed over to grab a cloth, and I used it to cover my hole as his cum oozed out. That’s when he looked back and noticed the cum smeared all over his ass. “What the fuck?” he said. “How did I get cum all over my ass?”

“Cum?” I said, playing dumb. My heart raced.

“Yeah,” he said, turning around to show me his muscular, naked ass, which was glistening with cum. “That’s my cum. How the hell did it end up all over me?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Gross,” he said. He was too dumb to put it together—and thank God for that.

We cleared ourselves up and then we reconvened at the door of the large room. “So tonight—you’ll let me out again. Right?” I said.

“That’s the deal,” he said. “And if you aren’t back by five, I’m not letting you back in.”

As a bonus, I leaned forward and gave him a small kiss on the cheek. His face turned dark red and he grinned like a shy teenager. I skipped through the door and then he called out to me. “Just please don’t die out there tonight.”

At midnight, he kept his promise, letting me out into the shadows of the creature-infested city. I had my three bags with me, and I was determined to make the trip worthwhile.

I didn’t move slowly. I knew how precious every minute was, and I had no intention of wasting any time. I jogged quietly in the shadows until I was at that same apartment. This time, it was only 1:15 AM. I still had tons of time. I went high up in the building, knowing I was safer from the creatures the higher up I went. I filled my bags with supplies: razors, tampons, pads, moisturizers—every feminine hygiene product I could get my hands on. I found more makeup and I found some more closets stuffed with cute outfits. I made sure all of those bags were packed full before I started my long trek back to the compound.

And then I went out again the next night, to the same apartment building. I grabbed more makeup, more hygiene products, and as many clean pairs of panties and socks as I could find. The compound had a terrible shortage of panties for women. Most of the women were even wearing men’s boxers, which seemed unacceptable.

I went out again the night after that. Buck was hesitant to let me out three nights in a row, but I swayed his mind with a good blowjob. Though it would have been nice had he warned me before coming in the back of my throat. He reached down quickly after pulling his cock out of my mouth, covering my lips. “Swallow it,” he said. I reluctantly swallowed his sweet load, and then he agreed to letting me leave.

My plan was to get more panties, as my last haul of panties was picked over within minutes of the girls waking up. But then I found an apartment filled with unexpected items: sex toys.

The apartment had previously been owned by a woman named Amanda Curry. I knew that because her business cards were everywhere. She ran a sex toy business. She apparently threw parties at people’s homes and had people buy sex toys, much like a Tupperware party.

I smirked as I looked around at all of the dildos and vibrators and strap-on cocks and bondage gear. I remembered that frustrated sigh that I heard when that girl failed to make herself orgasm. Maybe she just needed a vibrator. Maybe all of the girls in the compound would relax a bit if they had a bit of sexual fun.

I stuffed three whole bags full of sex toys. I probably looted ten thousand dollars’ worth of dildos and vibrators, and a few strap-on cocks, just in case there were any closet lesbians in the camp. They were my heaviest bags yet, but it seemed worth it. I hauled the huge load back to the camp, and managed to show up at the gate right at 4:45 AM. Buck let me in, and then I dumped the bags in the clothing room where the girls would find it all in the morning.

When I woke up, there were only a few sex toys left in that room. The women were all acting inconspicuous, as if they hadn’t taken one for themselves. Then, when I went to the bathroom to relieve myself, I heard a girl having an orgasm in one of the stalls. She was trying to be quiet, but she wasn’t able to stop herself from squealing when the pleasure finally consumed her. It was probably the first real orgasm she’d had in two years.

I heard a gush and then I heard wetness splattering on the floor. Did she make herself squirt? I looked over and saw her feet on the ground, underneath the stall wall. Her toes were curled and her feet were pointed down. She was straining. I could hear a gentle buzzing. I almost giggled, but I didn’t want to ruin her moment. I was happy for her.

Those women had been through a lot—even the ones that had been on that compound since the outbreak started. Post-apocalypse life wasn’t easy. Surely it got tiring, doing the same tedious tasks every day, wearing the same boring clothes, having sex just for the sake of procreating. There wasn’t much fun happening within those steel gates, but now it seemed like the women were starting to relax and they were starting to cut loose.

And more importantly, I had everything I needed to survive. After making four dangerous trips into town, there was enough makeup to last everyone at least a month or two. There were plenty of cute outfits for the girls to wear. We didn’t have to wear old, worn out boots. And the girls now had things to focus on, which meant they were less likely to focus on me for long enough to realize that I wasn’t a woman at all.

I probably should have stopped while I was ahead. I probably should have kept my ventures to once per month, just to get makeup supplies so I could upkeep my disguise. But I got carried away. The next night, I decided to go out again. I sucked Buck’s cock and let him fuck me once more, so I could have my exit pass. This time, he decided it would be fun to pull out and come on me, ruining my dress. Luckily for him and for me, there were now lots of extra dresses to choose from.

But I wanted to have more options. I’ll admit it: I liked wearing cute outfits, and during my week in that apartment building, I developed a bit of an addiction to trying on new clothes. I knew there were still dozens of suites left to explore—and hundreds of buildings left untapped. So I took my three bags and I set out on another adventure.

I went on my usual route, sticking to alleyways and streets that were obscured in dark shadows. Though I wasn’t being as careful as I should have been. I’d gotten too comfortable with my usual route. While I darted across a moonlit street to save a few minutes, I heard a rattling behind me. I froze and looked back but saw nothing. My heart was frozen in my chest for a long moment. I heard the distant howling of a creature, alerting its kin that there was food. Was I the food, or had they found someone else?

I turned around and kept walking, cutting through the same empty convenience store that I usually cut through. As I was about to step back out onto the street, I was grabbed.


CHAPTER X

I thrashed and screamed, trying to push the creature off of me. I couldn’t feel any pain, but I remembered the rumors that circulated before the outbreak hit our city: their bites don’t hurt at first because of a temporary numbing agent. But after about thirty seconds, the pain sets in and is tremendously horrible.

I tried to push the creature back, and then it pressed its palm against my mouth. I screamed into that palm, hoping I was still close enough to the compound to be heard. Maybe they would come and rescue me. Maybe I wouldn’t die.

“Lexie, relax!” a voice said.

I suddenly froze. I opened my eyes carefully and saw that Jasmine was sitting on top of me. She had wide eyes and a big smirk.

I pushed her back. “Are you fucking crazy?” I said. I quickly looked down to make sure that my outfit and breast form were in good condition.

“It was just a joke,” she said with a small giggle. I looked around and then I grabbed her and pulled her back into the warehouse.

“What are you doing here?” I said. “Did you follow me?”

She nodded her head. “Last night I was awake when you got up and left. I couldn’t sleep. I thought you were going to the bathroom, and then you didn’t come back for hours. I figured it out: you’ve been the one going out and getting all of the supplies for the girls.” She had a big smile on her face. She wasn’t doing a very good job of keeping her voice down.

And that’s when I remembered that she hadn’t really survived the outbreak the way that I survived it. She was one of the first members of that survivor compound. She didn’t spend days or weeks or months fending for herself. She probably didn’t realize just how dangerous the outside world was. “You’re lucky the creatures haven’t spotted us,” I said.

“I heard the creatures don’t hang out around this area here, because there isn’t any food,” she said.

“Well you heard wrong. I’ve seen plenty around here before,” I said. And it was true. When I was in that apartment building, I would look down from the fifteenth-floor window and see the creatures crawling around on the streets. It was a dangerous area. Every area was a dangerous area.

“You’re not mad, are you?” she said.

“Why are you here?” I said.

“I wanted to help,” she said. “And, if I’m going to be honest, I’ve always wanted to leave the compound. I’ve been in there for almost two years. Why should the boys get to have all the fun?”

“It’s not fun,” I said.

“Then why are you doing it?” she said, raising her eyebrows as if she got me.

“Because someone has to,” I said.

She giggled. “Well, not really. We don’t need makeup and dresses. We’ve done fine without them up until you showed up here.”

My heart fluttered. She was right: the items I was getting weren’t necessary for survival—at least not for her or the other girls. But they were for me—I just couldn’t tell her that. “It’s dangerous out here,” I said. “You need to go back to the compound. There’s no sense in both of us ending up dead.”

She just smiled. “I’ll be okay. I’ve always been very independent.”

I tried not to roll my eyes. “Fine. But try not to make much noise,” I said.

I didn’t mind the companionship, though I was a bit worried that we were now twice the target that I was when I was on my own. Even if she stuck close to me and kept her mouth shut, we were now two warm, moving bodies, and twice as much noise when we walked.

“Where are we going?” she whispered.

I looked at the apartment that was getting bigger and bigger with every step. “Your old apartment,” I said.

“Really?” she asked with glowing eyes.

“I’ve gotten lots of stuff there,” I said. “Most of the apartments haven’t been searched yet.”

“Wait—so those are my clothes!” she said a bit too loudly. I shushed her. “Sorry,” she said.

I was also happy to have another person who could carry some of the load.

We made it to the apartment building and went up to her old apartment. “Go fill a few bags,” I said. But she paused in the doorway, looking around. Her face was suddenly white. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“I just… I haven’t been here in so long.”

“Well we don’t have much time. We have to be back at the compound in just over two hours,” I said.

“I know,” she said. Then she walked over to the bookshelf and picked up a picture. She wiped the dust off the glass and stared at it. I stepped up next to her and saw that it was a picture of her with her partner, who was now dead.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’ve had a bit of time to get over it.” But she seemed sad, like she was about to cry.

I decided to give her some space. I went to grab some more outfits. As I was digging through the closet, it dawned on me that there were no male clothes in the apartment.

“Did you guys not live together?” I asked.

“We did,” she said. “But he moved out a few months before this whole thing started. We broke up. Then, he showed up at the compound two weeks after me. We sort of rekindled. We tried to make it work for a few months. Four months ago, he got me pregnant. Then two months ago, he didn’t come back from a food run.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said. “Anyway, let’s pick out some dresses for the girls.”

She found a large bag in one of her closets and she began filling it with clothes. She seemed to perk up as she went through the dresses. Now she was in her element. “Most of this stuff won’t even fit me now that I’m pregnant. I hope I lose the baby weight quickly.”

“I’m sure you will,” I said with a smile.

I went to her dresser, to get some more panties and socks—something that was still lacking at the compound. I grabbed a handful of socks and stuffed them into the bag. Then, as I went to grab another handful, I saw a photo. It was of a woman in black lingerie. Her breasts were visible through the thin lace. I paused and stared at the video for a long moment. My heart fluttered. It wasn’t Jasmine.

She looked over at me and her face turned red.

“What’s this?” I asked, holding the photo up.

She smiled nervously. It was a Polaroid, and not a photo she had printed. She must have taken it—probably with the Polaroid camera that was on top of her dresser. In fact, as I looked closer at the photo, I could see that the picture was taken in her living room.

“Jasmine, are you a lesbo?” I asked.

“No,” she said, snatching the photo from me. “I’m not a lesbian. I just… I had a little fling. That’s why I broke up with Steve.”

I stared at her, shocked. She seemed too innocent to have a lesbian affair with a beautiful lingerie-clad supermodel. “Seriously?” I said.

“It was just a few nights. Steve was out of town. I’d always had a little female fantasy. I decided to try it out after a friend made the offer.”

“The offer?” I said.

“Caroline, the girl in the photo. We worked together. We went out for drinks after work. She told me that she wanted to buy some lingerie to wear with her husband, so we went to buy lingerie together. I helped her pick the outfit out. And then we went back to my place and… gave it a test run.”

“Wow,” I said.

“I’m not a lesbian,” she said. Then her cheeks turned dark red. “But it was fun.”

“You’re bisexual then?” I said.

She stared into my eyes and looked away quickly. “I guess so,” she said. “Don’t tell anyone.”

“I won’t,” I said.

We kept filling bags. Then I found her lingerie drawer. I paused. She had a good stash of lingerie, but I wasn’t too surprised. I held up a black thing that looked a lot like what the girl was wearing in the picture. “You should bring this back to the camp,” I said with a giggle.

She blushed. “It’s cute, but there’s no way it would fit me now.”

“Sure it would,” I said, looking at it.

“No way,” she said.

“Try it on,” I said.

Her face turned even redder. Then she laughed and shook her head. “It would look silly with my belly.”

“I think it would look cute,” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment, and then she grabbed the lingerie from me. “I’ll prove it,” she said. She dropped her bag and suddenly took off her shirt. She removed her bra, exposing her tits in front of me. I tensed up but pretended not to be too aroused. Her pregnant belly actually looked kind of cute.

She slipped down her leggings and her panties. I saw her plump pussy for a brief moment, and then she stepped into the black lacy lingerie. She pulled it tight over her body. It was tight over her belly, but it still fit okay—and it looked super cute.

“See?” I said. “You look adorable.”

“No I don’t,” she said, doing a little spin in front of the mirror.

“Sure you do,” I said. I walked over to her to fix one of her straps, which was falling over her shoulder. As I put the strap back in place, she looked into my eyes. We paused for a moment, and then we kissed. Her lips were soft and warm. She was quick to slip her tongue into my mouth, and quick to put her hands on my breasts. She squeezed and I froze, worried that she would be able to tell that she wasn’t actually squeezing real breasts.

I took a deep breath and then we kept kissing. I caressed her pregnant body. I moved my hands down her lace-clad sides, onto her bare hips. Then I moved my hands back onto her plump bum. I squeezed and my body tingled. It was nice being with a woman after having only been with men—though a part of me was strangely wishing that she would bend me over and thrust some sort of phallus into my body.

I squeezed her big breasts. Then I pulled one out from her lingerie. I sunk down slightly and sucked on her nipple. I was a bit worried that I would get a taste of breastmilk, but luckily none came out. She moaned gently, reaching a hand down between her legs to rub her wet cunt.

“Should we be doing this?” she asked with a soft voice.

“I don’t know,” I replied. I kept sucking on her big pregnant breasts.

And then I started moving down, kissing her belly, and then her pelvis as I moved down the dark line that connected her belly button to her pussy. She let out another soft moan.

The lingerie had a little clip to allow for pussy access, so I undid the clip. Now, I was an inch away from her wet pussy. A little drip of white fluid was coming out of her. I leaned forward and licked it, grazing her lips with the tip of my tongue. She moaned and trembled. “Oh God,” she whispered. I leaned in again and licked the length of her slit. She moaned once more. Then I used my fingers to spread her lips apart. I leaned in and sucked her clit before licking the inside of her cunt.

“Fuck,” she moaned, reaching down and grabbing onto my blonde hair. She widened her thighs and then she stepped forward and clamped her thick thighs around my head while I ate her out. Her body squirmed and she moaned.

A gush of thick fluid oozed out of her. It was bitter tasting, so I let it pass before moving back in to continue licking. “Sorry,” she said. “When you’re pregnant, all sorts of weird stuff comes out of there. I know it’s not very sexy.”

“It’s fine,” I said with a smile. Honestly, it turned me on. I used my hand to spread it on her thighs, and then I kept licking her cunt. She moaned louder and louder. Her legs trembled and her knees buckles. Finally, she had an orgasm. She almost screamed out loud, but she had the good sense to cover her mouth.

And I was more aroused than ever: erect and throbbing, with bad ideas in my head. My heart was pounding. I wanted to fuck her fertile body so badly. I bit hard on my tongue and squirmed. Then she pushed me back. “My turn,” she said, dropping to her knees. “Stand up.”

“Wait,” I said. “I can’t.”

“Please,” she said. “I want to eat your pussy. I have to eat your pussy. Please.” She was almost shaking; she was so horny.

“I—I can’t,” I said. “We should head back to the camp.”

Then she dropped down and reached her hand between my legs, unable to control herself. She immediately found my erection with her fingers and then she froze. “W—What’s this?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I should have stopped her before she had a chance to grab me. Now her hand was under the skirt of my dress and she was squeezing my cock awkwardly. She let go suddenly.

“Are you a man?” she said.

I stared at her, feeling the color draining from my face.

“I mean trans,” she said suddenly. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to be offensive.”

Now I was confused. Why was she apologizing to me? I opened my mouth to reply, but I wasn’t able to come up with any words.

She shook her head. “You know what? I don’t care. I’m so fucking horny. Just fuck me.” On her hands and knees, she turned around so that her big bum was in my face. I could see the trail of white cream oozing down her thighs as her pussy puckered and begged me to come inside.

I didn’t hesitate for long. I couldn’t turn down the offer. I came up behind her and slipped my erection out from underneath my skirt. I pressed my tip against her hole. She moaned. “Fuck me!” she begged. So I penetrated her, pushing my cock deep into her warm, gooey pussy. It sounded wet as I began to thrust.

I held her hips firmly. I looked to the side to see her in the mirror, with her round belly hanging beneath her. It felt a bit strange to be fucking a pregnant woman—especially since the father was dead and probably watching as a ghost—but I couldn’t help it. She was smoking hot in that lingerie, and she was practically radiating sex.

I pumped her as she came once again, and then I didn’t last much longer. I finished inside of her damp pussy, filling her tight hole with my warm cum. I made sure every last drop was inside of her before pulling out.

Then I watched as my cum oozed down her perfect, smooth legs as I caught my breath. She rolled over onto her back and looked up at me. She was smiling.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not thrilled about it. I’ve changed in front of you multiple times. But it’s fine. You’re a woman. Maybe you weren’t born a woman, but trans women are still women.”

My heart trembled. I wasn’t sure if I should tell her that I was just a man in disguise and not a trans woman at all. I just forced a smile. “Thanks,” I said.

She returned the smile.

“Now let’s start moving or we’re not going to make it back in time.”

We packed a total of six bags, all full of clothes and shoes. Most was from her apartment but we found more items in other apartments as well. We hauled everything back to the compound and managed to show up fifteen minutes before five.

Jasmine snuck into the compound through her own secret way while I went through Buck. Then we met again in the girls’ clothing room. “I’ll show you the secret exit tomorrow,” she said.

“Good,” I said. “Because I’m not sure I can keep convincing my guy to let me leave.” I didn’t mind sucking Buck’s cock, to be honest, but it seemed like a matter of time before he found my cock—and that was a revelation that I was happy to avoid.

We went to sleep and woke up to a camp full of happy women. Now, every girl on that compound had a cute outfit: no more girls walking around in sweats and men’s boots.

And the men clearly appreciated it, staring at the women with bright, excited eyes. Though there was some concern as to where the outfits were coming from. The men finally came out and admitted that they had nothing to do with the nightly hauls, and Mav, the camp leader, decided to make an announcement. “Whoever is leaving the camp at night needs to stop. You’re putting yourself at risk and you’re putting everyone here at risk. Your life isn’t worth some dresses and some shoes. We will be investigating this matter.”

Jasmine giggled when he made the announcement. “How is it putting everyone at risk?” she whispered to me. It was a good question. I wasn’t sure how my little outings were putting anyone at risk besides myself—but maybe Mav was right, maybe it wasn’t worth risking my life. And now that Jasmine was involved, I was also risking her wellbeing.

But without the outings, what did I have? What could I contribute to that compound? If I wasn’t bringing in something, then I was just a burden, and that’s the last thing I wanted to be.

It was that afternoon that a man came up to me. I didn’t recognize him. He stared into my eyes and said, “Can you come with me?”

I froze and felt my skin tingling all over. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs. He took me across the compound. I assumed he was part of the investigation team that Mav put together, and I had a feeling Buck ratted me out.

I felt my blood turning cold as we went into a large, empty building. He closed the door behind me and then he stared into my eyes.

“W—What is it?” I asked.

“It’s you,” he said. He had a thick accent—maybe Russian or Romanian, or something from Eastern Europe.

“Me?” I said. I was completely white all over.

He nodded his head.

“Yes, you,” he said.

“What’s me?” I said, playing dumb. I looked around. There was nobody else there. Had this man figured me out? Had he told Mav and the others?

“You,” he said. “It’s you I want to have my child with.”

I froze as he continued to stare at me. “W—What?” I said.

“We can do it now,” he said. “Have the baby.”

Now I could feel my body becoming cold and numb all over. “You want to have sex?” I said.

“Yes, to make a baby,” he said, narrowing his eyes as if it was obvious. And he wasn’t being creepy—that’s just the way it worked at the compound. The men were supposed to choose their concubine. I was one of the non-pregnant women, and the whole point of the compound was to restart humanity. He was just doing his duty, not realizing that I couldn’t have babies.

“I—I don’t know if I’m fertile right now,” I said.

“Nonsense. It can be quick.”

“I’m not ovulating. I think I’m getting my period soon,” I said. I probably should have told him that I already had my period.

He just stared into my eyes. “It will be quick,” he said, not caring about my excuses. “There’s always a chance. Higher chance during ovulation, but still a chance always.” His grammar was bad but I understood him just fine. And he was technically right: a woman can get pregnant by having sex on her period—it’s just unlikely.

He pointed at a bed at the end of the room, and that’s when I realized what that room was for: it was the baby making room.

My heart fluttered. It wasn’t a situation I hadn’t been in before. I knew what I could do because I’d done it with Buck many times. I just had to get him into my asshole and keep him thinking that it was my pussy. Hopefully, like Buck, he didn’t know the difference.

I walked over to the bed. He walked next to me, taking off his pants along the way. By the time I turned to face him, his pants were down and his erection was out. He was big and throbbing. I paused and stared at his giant shaft. It was bigger than anything I’d ever had in my ass before—by a lot. He was massive. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m gentle. It won’t hurt. Lay down.”

I was wearing a skirt, which was ideal. I climbed onto the bed and stared at him. I thought about putting up more of a fight, but I knew it was pointless. I slipped my panties down, keeping one hand between my legs to keep my cock covered until I could cover it with my skirt again.

He crawled up on top of me. He looked down at me. He smelled like whiskey, which made me think he got himself drunk in order to build up the courage to bring me to the baby making room. I took a deep breath and looked down at his giant cock again. How was it going to fit inside of my body? I bit down on my lip.

“Don’t be afraid, girl,” he said. “It shouldn’t hurt.”

I spat into the palm of my hand and then I reached down and grabbed it. I began stroking it, spreading my saliva up and down his length, hoping it would be enough lubrication to get him inside of me. I couldn’t even touch my fingers together as I held his cock; he was just too big. I knew it was going to hurt. I knew he was going to leave me stretched out. But if I turned him down, there would be a controversy. I had to follow the rules of the camp if I was going to stay, and I wanted to stay.

And maybe this was my way of giving back to the camp. Maybe this was my way of not being a burden: putting out. I made Buck happy every time I got him off, and now I was about to make this guy happy. I made all of the women happy by showering them with clothes and makeup and sex toys. Maybe I was just there to make everyone happy, to make life worth living. Maybe putting out was part of my duty on that compound.

I aimed him down, pulling his big cock under my skirt and between my legs. He shimmied forward. His cock was now pressed between my butt cheeks, and his tip was pressed against my butt hole. I did my best to keep my hole relaxed. I bit down on my tongue and I groaned, beginning to force him into my hole. I could already feel myself stretching and he wasn’t even inside yet. I moaned and closed my eyes. He grunted. I tried my absolute hardest to relax, and then he finally slipped inside of me. I gasped. It was only two inches, but it felt like a whole grapefruit had been pushed into my butthole.

I moaned. He pushed deeper. It did hurt, but I didn’t want to ruin the experience for him. I let him push deeper into me. “You are very tight,” he said. And even he had no idea that he was in my asshole and not my pussy.

In the men’s defense, the pussy is only two inches away from the asshole. It’s an easy mistake to make.

I was still terrified that he would lift up my skirt to take a peek. My cock was out and dangling next to my ball sack. The only thing stopping him from seeing was the thin fabric of my skirt.

But he was too determined to make sure that I was ‘comfortable’. He had his hands planted firmly next to me as he pushed his cock deeper and deeper. I let out a deep groan.

Then he said, “Wow.”

“What?” I said through clenched teeth, trying hard not to clench his cock with my anus.

“I don’t normally get this deep,” he said. “You have a deep pussy.” I think he thought it was a compliment. I just smiled.

Then he started thrusting. I gasped and my body went numb. I was being plunged with a cock the size of an arm. I gasped and held onto the musty bed sheets. He rammed his cock in and out, sliding his thick veins through my tight hole. Each thrust stretched me wider. Each thrust made my body number. I groaned louder and louder. I used one of my hands to hold down my skirt, since it was trying to ride up. I could feel myself drooling. That familiar euphoria was beginning to overwhelm me. I liked it. My legs trembled and I could feel my cock getting hard. I used a hand to push it down.

He pumped faster, groaning louder. The whole bed was shaking and scratching along the cement floor. He put a lot of power into every thrust. It hurt a bit, but the pleasure was worth it. He thought he was impregnating me, but really, he was just thrusting me towards an orgasm. I could feel his cock swelling up. I could feel his veins pulsing harder.

“I’m going to come,” he said.

“Come in me,” I begged. “I want to feel your hot cum deep inside of my body.”

His face was dark red. He held my hips firmly and he pumped me quickly. My whole body rattled until I was completely limp, and then he unloaded. I screamed. He pushed the whole length of his footlong cock deep into my asshole.

I felt every blast, and there were lots of blasts. He didn’t pull out until a minute after he was finished. He slumped over me and caught his breath. His body was hot.

And then he didn’t stick around for long. Once he had his pants back on, he took off. “I have to get back to work,” he said, leaving me alone with an asshole full of hot cum.

And my hand was covered in my own substance. He made me have an orgasm of my own with his last thrust, which seemed to connect perfectly with my prostate gland. I had a big mess to clean up. My legs and hand were completely covered with semen.

It was hard to walk for the rest of the day. My butt hurt and it was a few hours before the hole was able to clench shut again. He really did stretch me out, but I was just happy that he was happy.

Jasmine found me before dinner. “Are we going out again tonight?” she asked with a big smile.

“Not tonight,” I said. I couldn’t do the long trek with my sore ass. “Maybe another night.”

Her smile disappeared. “Oh. Okay,” she said. She was legitimately disappointed. Her excitement to leave the camp wasn’t healthy, especially because she was pregnant. She wasn’t just risking her own life—she was risking her baby’s life too. “It’s okay. We’ll just have fun here tonight.”

I smiled and nodded my head—but I had no idea what she was referring to until midnight rolled around and she came to my bed to wake me up. “C’mon,” she said.

“What? I told you that we’re not leaving tonight,” I said.

“I know. We’re staying here. C’mon,” she said. So I went with her, tiptoeing over the sleeping women until we were at the back door. We snuck across to the clothing room. She flicked the lock on the door and then she turned to me. “Close your eyes, and keep them closed until I say to open them. It will be a minute.”

I took a deep breath. “Okay,” I said. I closed my eyes and then I waited. I could hear her moving around the room, bouncing with excitement as if she just finished her fourth coffee and had only been awake for a couple of hours.

“What’s going on, Jasmine?” I said.

“Just hold on,” she said. “I’m almost done. I just have to figure this thing out.”

I waited for another long minute. I was tempted to open my eyes a crack, knowing she wouldn’t notice, but that didn’t seem like much fun. I didn’t want to ruin her surprise.

“Okay. Open your eyes!” she said. I opened my eyes and saw her standing in front of me, wearing pink satin lingerie, which hung gracefully over her pregnant belly, which now looked bigger than ever.

“You look cute,” I said, and then I noticed the giant black dildo hanging between her legs. I froze.

“Surprise!” she said, playfully turning her hips, making that cock sway from side to side. She giggled.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Get down on your knees,” she said.

I stared at her for a long moment, and then I followed her command, dropping down to my knees. She walked forward and let another giggle slip. That cock bounced with every step she took. “What are you doing, Jasmine?” I said.

“I’m returning the favor from last night,” she said. “I like your little nightie, by the way. Was that one you got from my apartment?”

I had to look down. I was wearing a baby blue satin nightie. It actually was quite cute, and super comfortable. It had a lace band around the skirt, and it was cut low to show off my cleavage.

“I think so,” I said.

“I like it,” she said. “Now open your mouth and suck.”

I stared up at her and she stared down at me. She raised her eyebrows and giggled. “C’mon now.”

So I opened my mouth and she pressed the dildo in through my lips. I closed my lips around the black girth and I sucked. I bobbed my head back and forth as she giggled. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “Suck it like a good slut.”

I had to let a small giggle slip. It was hard to take her seriously when she was being the dominant one—but I was still turned on. She was sexy, even with that big baby bump, now clad in satin. I managed to deep throat the fake cock while Jasmine stood and playfully fondled her own nipples. “Don’t stop,” she said. I kept going, until saliva was dripping down my chin.

“Good, now stand up,” she said.

I stood up.

“Spin around,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

I turned around. She came up behind me. She reached a hand around and found my cock. She squeezed it firmly and let out a soft groan. She pumped it slowly. “Everything I want, in one sexy package,” she said. Then I felt her tip press up between my cheeks. I thought about telling her that I was still sore from the pounding I received earlier, but I decided not to.

I took a deep breath. She pushed that tip into my hole, and I wasn’t able to put up much resistance. She giggled again, then she pushed it deeper. Her hands came around and clutched my breasts. She squeezed and moaned again.

“Shit,” I said. I was worried she would realize the breasts weren’t real—but she already thought that I was trans, so it didn’t matter.

I let her sink that dildo into my body, and I let her pound me from behind. It felt good. She was much more sensual with each thrust than my Eastern European man earlier. She managed to make it feel sexy and gentle, while still feeling hot and fun. I pushed my bum back into her pelvis. She turned my head around and we kissed. I loved the feeling of her big baby bump pressing against my back every time she pushed into me.

“Don’t stop,” I said. She kept fucking me. I could feel her stiff belly button rubbing against my back. She was doing a good job of getting every inch of that long dildo into my body.

She reached around and grabbed onto my erection. She pumped it hard and fast while she thrusted. “Come for me, beautiful,” she said. “I want you to come on my belly. Tell me when you’re close.”

It didn’t take long. It was only a minute of her hard pumping when I felt it coming. “Oh God. It’s coming now,” I said. She pulled the dildo out from my ass and I spun around. She grabbed my cock and pressed my tip against her belly, which was now exposed as she pulled up her satin lingerie. I groaned and then I began to spew cum all over her round bump. It was thick cum, oozing down her bump slowly. She reached down and pressed her palm against it, rubbing it up and down, spreading it all over. Then she grabbed my cock again and squeezed it tight, pulling that last drop of cum out from the tip of my dick.

She let a small moan slip.

“I like you,” she said with a smile.

“I like you too,” I replied.

She smiled and bit her lip. “We should get back to bed.”

“Don’t you want me to fuck you?”

Her eyes lit up. “You’re already ready to go again?” she asked, looking amazed. I couldn’t believe it either, but she was so sexy that I could have probably had ten orgasms in a row without stopping. 

She went down to the ground, on her back. I mounted her missionary-style. I pressed my cock into her wet pussy and I pumped. She moaned. She reached down with both of her hands and played with the cum that was already all over her belly. She spread it everywhere, all the way up to her breasts.

And instead of coming inside of her, I pulled out and made another mess of her belly, which she seemed to appreciate. She rubbed the new, warm cum around and moaned. Then she took some of the cum and pushed it into her pussy with her fingers.

I laughed. “You’re really horny,” I said.

“You’re really hot.” She winked at me. We both giggled, and then we snuck back to the sleeping quarters together. It was surprisingly hard letting her go back to her bed while I went to mine, which was only ten feet away. I wanted to cuddle her, and I could tell that she wanted to cuddle me. Maybe I was falling for her. Maybe there was going to be a very awkward moment in the future when I eventually had to come clean that I wasn’t really the trans woman she was attracted to.


CHAPTER XI

It was a week later when I woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of moaning. This wasn’t pleasant moaning—not one of the girls having an orgasm. She sounded like she was being ripped apart, and for a moment I was tempted to jump up to my feet and run for a hiding place. I thought that the creatures had infiltrated the camp—but it was something else.

One of the girls was having her period. She was a young woman—only seventeen. Jasmine told me that she went through the horrible pain every month. Apparently, some girls can get more aggressive periods than other girls. And this particular period sounded brutal.

She didn’t sleep. She moaned through the night, and at one point she started screaming. One of the other girls was nice enough to help her over to the clothing room, but we could still hear her moaning at moments. She was going through a lot of pain.

“She gets terrible cramps,” Jasmine said to me in the morning. “She’s been here for a year, and a month hasn’t gone by that she hasn’t gotten them.”

“Can’t she take a Tylenol or something?” I asked.

“She takes Tylenol. This is her on Tylenol,” Jasmine said. “She needs something a hell of a lot stronger than Tylenol.”

“She needs Danazol,” said a woman sitting near us. “Sorry, I’m not trying to eavesdrop. I used to be a pharmacist, before the outbreak. Doctors gave girls like her Danazol.”

“They don’t have that here?” I asked.

She shook her head. “They don’t have anything here. We put in a request eight months ago, but food’s been the priority.”

My skin tingled. I saw the opportunity to make myself useful. It had been a while since I’d made myself properly useful. Jasmine and I had gone out a few times to get outfits for the girls in the camp (and we did one run for the boys). But admittedly, the runs were for selfish reasons. We both looked forward to the risky operations. Jasmine seemed to love the thrill, and I was horribly addicted to trying on different outfits.

I was starting to worry about my sanity. I was starting to worry that I was liking being a girl a bit too much. It was convenient for the time being, and it wouldn’t have been such a big concern had they not made a big breakthrough over at the compound farm.

They managed to sprout forty-five cucumber plants. It was all anyone was talking about on the compound: fresh food was really growing, making the future look a little bit brighter.

The men were working on new lengths of fencing, to take over a new section of land to create a new farm, to grow even more vegetables. And on top of it, the men found chickens during one of their nightly scouting sessions. They brought a truck filled with eighteen living chickens into the camp. Everyone cheered when Mav broke the news. “The future is looking brighter than it has in almost two years,” he said with a big smile. A few of the girls were reduced to tears. The chicken eggs were a game changer, in case the cucumber plants weren’t a game changer enough.

“We’re going to be revising our strategy,” Mav said. Apparently, they’d been trying to find livestock for many months. They were sending out a team of men to farms, every night for eighteen months. They’d scoured hundreds of farms, trying to find living animals. Now they had chickens. “As soon as those cucumber plants are productive, we will start accepting everyone into our compound.”

My days were numbered. Soon, I would be sneaking out of that camp and returning at the gate as a man, no longer having to hide my true identity: and no more showering in the dead of night, praying that nobody would walk in while I was reapplying my breast form.

It was probably for the best, but I was sad. In a few months, my run as a girl would be over, and the camp didn’t seem to have a tolerance for sexual acts that weren’t strictly and traditionally straight. Jasmine told me that two girls were thrown out of the camp for being lesbians. “Why? Are the men in charge homophobic?”

She shook her head. “Lesbians don’t make babies,” she said. “The girls didn’t want to have sex with the men, so they got rid of them. They were a burden to the people here trying to restart humanity.” And I suppose she wasn’t wrong. If the girls really were refusing to procreate with the men, then what good were they? Or was that fair to say? Can’t a woman have a duty outside of procreating? I wasn’t creating babies but I felt like I’d contributed to the camp.

Though maybe my contribution wasn’t meaningful. Maybe all the dresses and sex toys and hygiene products weren’t actually helping to advance that camp. Maybe I was just as much of a burden as the lesbians who were sent away.

But I was determined to be useful. I wasn’t going to let them think of me as a burden. So that night, I tapped on Jasmine’s shoulder and we left together, through her secret exit: a small hole in an undefended section of fencing. It was the hole we always used: too small for the big, clunky creatures to fit through. It was probably even too small for any of the men in the camp to fit through—and many of the women. It wasn’t a comfortable squeeze, but it beat having to risk myself with Buck every time I wanted to go out.

I knew where a pharmacy was: not too far away from the apartment where I spent a long week. We crept towards that pharmacy and Jasmine quietly told me about the different baby names she was considering for her child. “I really like Felix if it’s a boy,” she said. “And if it’s a girl, maybe Rhea.”

“Those are both cute names,” I said.

“But would they be good adult names? I don’t just want to give the baby a cute name. It needs to be something they can grow up with.”

“I don’t see why not,” I said.

“You don’t think too many people would think Felix the Cat?” she said.

“I don’t think the next generation will have any idea who Felix the Cat is,” I said. “I think all names are back on the table now, to be honest.”

She smiled. “I hope you’re right.”

We finally reached that pharmacy after a long hour of careful walking through those dark, desolate streets. The door was locked and the windows were barred, so we went around to the alleyway. I had a screwdriver and a hammer with me, which I used to smash the lock off the back door. The door was hooked up to an alarm system, but the power had been off for nearly two years, and the alarm system was hooked up to the grid.

“Let’s be quick,” Jasmine whispered. We ran in with our bags. Our plan was to bring back tons of supplies, not just medicine for period cramps.

I had no idea what anything was, but there was a use for everything. We grabbed painkillers, depression and anxiety meds, nausea medication, band-aids, medical supplies like rubber gloves and sutures, and bottles of pills that looked important but we had no idea what they were. We also grabbed plenty of kids’ meds, for all of the babies that were recently born and due to be born within the next few months.

The bags got heavy quickly. I strained to pick up my two bags, filled to the brim with pills. I grunted and nearly fell over. “Shit,” I muttered. “I don’t know if I can take all of this back.”

“We have to try,” said Jasmine.

I put the bag for a moment. “I just need to catch my breath,” I said. “Maybe this was a bad idea. Now that they have that farm up and running, the men will probably be doing a pharmacy run, with the truck and with guns. We’re just risking our lives for nothing.” I hated the thought of a creature grabbing us while we tried to make our way back to the compound. I wasn’t just risking my life—I was risking Jasmine’s life, and her baby’s life.

She walked over to me with a big smile on her face. Then, she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “This is good,” she said. “We’re helping people who need help. Sure, people need to eat, but if life is going to be worth living, people need more than just food. There’s no point in living if you’re completely miserable.” She kissed me again, and then she looked down at her feet.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Steve…the guy who got me pregnant,” she said. “One of the guys told me that he was acting weird the night he went missing. He said that he mentioned something about killing himself. I don’t think a creature really got him, to be honest with you. I think depression took him. And maybe that’s my fault for what I did.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. “You can’t blame yourself.”

“I know,” she said. “He had a thing for another girl in the camp, so I don’t think he really did it because of me. But maybe what I did pushed him a little bit further, you know?”

“No,” I said. “Don’t think like that.” I pulled her in and gave her a tight hug.

Our foreheads touched. She looked into my eyes. “I—I think I love you,” she said to me, staring deep into my eyes. My heart fluttered.

I bit my lip and smiled. “I love you too,” I said.

She bit her lip and let a cute smile slip. Then we kissed. Her plump lips pressed hard against mine. She gently sucked on my tongue. I put my hands on her sides ands stroked up and down gently.

I liked putting on women’s clothes and I liked being ogled by men—but I still liked women. I was still attracted to women, just like I was before I discovered the nice feeling of soft girls’ clothing. But I wasn’t so sure that I was straight. I had no idea what I was. I felt like I was floating on a cloud when I kissed Jasmine, but I wanted to kiss her as a woman. The thought of kissing her as a man was nice, but it wasn’t quite as satisfying. I liked when she caressed my curves and I liked when she squeezed my chest. I liked our feminine bodies rubbed together.

I reached my hand down, pushing my fingers down the front of her pants. I found her wet pussy and I squished my fingers inside. She moaned. I began to push in and pull out, over and over, making her gush in her panties. I could feel her little bean against my fingertips. I rubbed my hand in small circles. She let out another beautiful moan. Then I dropped down to my knees, pulled her pants to her knees, and pressed my mouth against her dripping pussy.

I licked her up and tickled her clit with the tip of my tongue. “Oh God,” she groaned. “Just like that.” Her legs trembled. She reached out and grabbed onto the counter.

Then a whistle caught both of our attentions. I turned my head to look at the door behind us. She looked up with a suddenly white face.

Standing in the doorway was Buck, armed with a large rifle. He was staring at us and shaking his head. “Tsk, tsk, tsk,” he said. “Look what we have here. So this is why you’ve been going out, huh? You’re out here sucking her pussy with the same tongue that sucked my cock.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but couldn’t think of any words to say. Now, I remembered Jasmine telling me about what happened to the lesbian couple: banished from the camp. Would they banish us? Would they get rid of Jasmine, even though Jasmine was pregnant?

Jasmine told me that the lesbian couple was rejected because they refused to procreate. Jasmine clearly didn’t refuse to procreate, and I’d put out multiple times for multiple men, including the man who was now catching me in the act.

At least he hadn’t caught me with my cock out. At least he wasn’t seeing me as a man.

“So I’m guessing it’s been the two of you going out against orders, getting all those dresses?” he said. He stared at us for a long moment before his smile went away. “Answer me God damnit!” His yell made us jump. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to alert the creatures. His single rifle wasn’t going to be enough to fend off a whole hoard of hungry beasts.

“I’m sorry,” Jasmine said.

“No, I’m sorry. It was my idea. I did most of it on my own,” I said.

He laughed and shook his head. “Look. I’m not mad about that,” he said. “I like the dresses. It’s nice to see the girls looking hot around the camp. No more sweatpants and dress shirts—the way it should be.” He laughed again.

“We were just getting medicine for the camp,” Jasmine said softly, covering her crotch with both of her hands. She had her pants up now, but she was so wet that there was a giant wet spot around her pussy.

“We have all the medicine we need for now. If we needed more, we would send men out to get some.”

“That girl needs medicine for her cramps,” I said, standing up. He suddenly pointed his rifle at me, making me freeze.

“Don’t move,” he said. “I didn’t tell you that you could move.”

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“The two of you are breaking pretty much every rule we have,” he said. “And I don’t necessarily care about that, to be honest. Do you want to know what I care about?”

We were both silent, staring at him nervously as he continued to aim his rifle at us.

“Well? Do you want to know or not?” he snapped.

“What do you care about?” I asked, flinching—worried he was about to fire at us.

“I care that you deceived me. You seduced me.”

I stared shaking my head and then he aimed his rifle right between my eyes.

“Quit shaking your head, slut!” he said, taking a step forward. “You sucked my cock and let me fuck your pussy multiple times. And the moment you found a new way to get out of the camp, you dropped me. You’re a selfish, manipulative whore. And it turns out you’ve been sneaking out to fuck a chick this whole time.”

“That’s not why I’ve been sneaking out,” I said. But I was afraid to put up too much of a fight. I didn’t want to get a bullet between the eyes.

“Shut up,” he said again. “Now keep going. Pretend like I’m not here. Well? What are you waiting for? Finish eating your slut out.”

I stared at him for a long moment, until he thrusted his gun forward and screamed, “Eat her out!”

I turned back to Jasmine and she looked down at me with terrified eyes.

“I’m going to count to five,” he said. “One… two… three…” I didn’t let him get to five. I pulled down Jasmine’s pants and I pushed my head forward. I started licking her pussy, and then Buck became silent. He stood and watched as I licked, stroking my tongue up and down her wet cunt. Now, Jasmine wasn’t moaning. She was stiff as a board.

“Finger her a little bit,” Buck said quietly, through clenched teeth. So I took my hand and I pressed a finger into Jasmine’s snatch. I started pumping.

“More fingers,” he said. So I stuck another finger in.

“I said fingers, not finger!” he snapped.

So I pressed a third finger into Jasmine. Her pussy clenched around my digits. Her legs wobbled and her body squirmed. I kept pumping, licking her clit at the same time.

“That’s better,” he said. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop until she comes.”

And it took a while—and I’m not sure if the eventual moaning was fake or if I really managed to make Jasmine come while Buck watched with a large rifle.

The gush of fluid that came out was certainly real, wetting my lips and chin, and splashing on my thighs.

I looked back at Buck to see if he was satisfied, and I was shocked to see what Jasmine had been seeing all along: Buck with his erection in his fist. He was jerking off.

“Don’t stare at me,” he said. “Make her come again. Get your whole fist into her slut pussy.”

I looked up at Jasmine. She looked afraid, but we had no choice. I pushed my fingers back into her, now getting a fourth finger into her hole. I twisted and pushed, pumping slightly to get my hand lubricated with her expulsion. I knew I had to be careful. I didn’t want to force her into labor. Luckily, I had small hands. I was able to squeeze my thumb in, and then I was able to push my hand into her. She clenched hard and gushed some more.

Now Buck was letting the odd moan slip out. He was coming closer to orgasming himself. He took a step closer to us, beating his meat faster. “Don’t stop,” he said. So I kept gently pumping my fist in and out of Jasmine’s body.

She groaned and let another gush out. She reached down and pressed her hands firmly against her pelvis, as if she was trying to stop my hand from going too deep.

Buck took another step forward. Now he was close to us—close enough to come on us. And he wasn’t done approaching. He took two more steps, getting the tip of his fat cock just inches from Jasmine’s pregnant belly. His rifle was now within my reach. He was holding it with one hand and his finger was nowhere near the trigger. I had a feeling I could grab it and turn it on him before he could come on Jasmine. But was it worth it? I couldn’t shoot him without alerting all the creatures within thirty miles. Firing a rifle was a death sentence without half a dozen other armed men and large fences for protection.

So I let him come. He came on her belly and he came on the side of my face. I pulled my fist out from Jasmine’s snatch and wiped the cum away from my eye.

He had a lot in him. He groaned with every blast, and made a big mess of both of us. We just stared at him, waiting to find out what he was going to do next.

He cleared his throat and stuffed his fat cock back into his pants. He lifted up his gun again and took a few steps back.

“I can’t let you go back to camp,” he said.

“Why not?” Jasmine said suddenly.

“If you tattle on me, I’m done for. And if you end up getting caught, I can guarantee you’ll tattle on me. They’ll ask who let you out, and you’ll tell them that it was me. You’ll tell them about this moment. You’ll try to throw me under the bus to save yourselves.”

“No we won’t!” I said. My heart was pounding. Was he serious? And if he wasn’t going to let us return, what was his plan to stop us? Was he going to kill us to avoid the risk?

He stared at us for a long, quiet, tense moment. His gun was drawn. He aimed it at me, and then he aimed it at Jasmine, and then he aimed it at Jasmine’s belly. I could see that his hands were trembling. “If you shoot that gun, we’ll all be dead,” I said.

“I can run fast,” he said. “I’ve made it this long. I’ll make it through another night.” Beads of sweat were forming on his forehead.

“Please don’t,” Jasmine begged, holding her stomach with both of her hands.

Then there was a sudden thump against the front door. We all turned to the door. The thump came again. Then there was a long silence. We all looked at each other for a terrible moment before there was a loud squealing sound: a creature alerting its kin of our presence.

“They found us,” I said softly. I could feel my face turning even whiter. Now a part of me wanted that bullet to the brain. I started backing up towards the back door, to the alley where we came in from. I took Jasmine’s hand and gently tugged, taking her with me while Buck was preoccupied with the front door. There was another loud thump. Then we could hear sharp nails clawing at the door.

“Let’s go,” I whispered to Jasmine.

Buck spun around with his rifle. “Stop!” he shouted. Then the creature screamed again. Suddenly, there were three heavy bodies slamming into that front door, trying to break it down.

“We need to go,” I said to Buck. “Come on.”

“You two can stay here. I’m leaving,” he said. With his gun pointed at us, he skirted by us. He slipped through the back door and then he paused for a moment. “Sorry,” he said, and then he closed the door. “Try to leave and I’ll shoot you!” he called out from the alley. Of course we tried to leave a minute later, once we figured he was far enough away, but the door wouldn’t budge. He had pushed the dumpster in front of the door, and we couldn’t make it budge, even with both of us pushing.

“We’re going to die,” Jasmine said as the creatures continued to bash against the back door.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “This is all my fault.”

“No it’s not,” she said.

“Yes, it is.” And it really was my fault. I was the one who started the stupid trend of leaving the compound. Sure, that poor girl had painful period cramps, but she wasn’t going to die from them. Now, we were going to die. The men were right: food was the priority, not medications for non-life-threatening illnesses. And cute dresses and sex toys certainly weren’t worth dying for.

I crouched down and covered my face with my hands. I wanted to cry, but I felt too guilty to cry. I didn’t deserve to cry. Jasmine deserved to cry—but not me. I was a loser. I was a burden. I showed up at that compound and managed to ruin at least one other life. And why? For my own selfish reasons?

I could hear Jasmine looking around for another escape. But there were only two doors in that pharmacy: the front door and the back door—and neither were viable options now.

Or maybe Jasmine was looking for the right drug: a handful of pills that would take us both out before the creatures could get to us. Maybe that’s what I should have been doing.

I could hear the heavy door cracking as the monsters slammed it with their bodies. I could hear the hinges breaking loose from the wall. Each thud pushed the screws out just a little bit more.

Finally, I started to weep. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I hated myself for what I’d done. I deserved to die. I should have just stayed in that apartment building. There was more than enough food for me in that building: enough food to last at least a few years. But I got selfish. I decided that I wanted to be around people. I wanted human interaction, and that selfish desire was now my demise—and Jasmine’s demine, and her baby’s demise, and maybe even Buck’s demise. Buck was an asshole, but he didn’t deserve to be torn to shreds by creatures.

“C’mon!” Jasmine said suddenly, tugging on my arm. She pulled me to my feet with impressive strength.

“Ouch!” I said. “What are you doing?”

“I found a vent,” she said. It was up high, about nine feet above our heads. “Hold me up and I’ll open it.”

I paused for a moment, wondering if the vent was big enough to fit her with her round belly. It was worth a try. I crouched down and she climbed onto my shoulders. I carefully stood up, wobbling slightly. She tugged on the vent cover until it popped off. I almost dropped her when the cover came off, but I managed to find my center of balance.

“Can you get in?” I asked. The creatures were almost through the door. I could hear them growling and scratching. The doorframe was splintering. One of the glass panes suddenly shattered and the beasts began pushing against the bars. Even those bars weren’t enough to hold the things back.

I was too afraid to look back at them. In almost eighteen months, I’d never actually seen one of them. I’d never looked at one of the horrible things in the eyes. Sure, I’d seen many glimpses and I’d seen their dark silhouettes roaming the streets in the night—but I’d never seen their ugly faces up close.

Jasmine groaned as she hoisted herself into the vent. She squished her body inside and then she groaned as she wiggled forward, out of sight. Now, I was alone in that pharmacy, left to die by myself. And strangely, I felt much better. I was much happier knowing that she was going to survive—or at least survive for a bit longer than me. She still had a long way to go to make it out of that building and back to the compound—and then she would have to deal with Buck. But at least she wasn’t going to be torn to shreds like me.

Suddenly, she returned, poking her head out from the vent. “C’mon, Lexie,” she said, reaching a hand down. “We need to hurry.” I hesitated, not grabbing onto that hand right away. She was now risking her life for me, filling me with even more guilt. “C’mon!” she shouted. So I took her hand and she pulled hard, groaning and straining—maybe dangerously with her baby—until I had my fingers on the edge of the vent. Then I pulled myself in, squishing myself into the tight space with her.

I heard the door crash down as we crawled forward. I heard the monsters flooding into the pharmacy. We were leaving all those pills behind, but we still had our lives.

About ten feet ahead, the space became wider and a bit taller. I was able to turn myself around and look back at the pharmacy. I could see the shadows of the creatures as they looked around for us. They could smell us, but our smell was probably everywhere, being carried throughout the whole space through that old air vent.

My heart was pounding. What if one managed to fit in the vent? I didn’t want to die in a claustrophobic vent. I didn’t want Jasmine to die after we had already put up so much of a fight.

I looked at her and she pressed her finger against her lips. She put a hand on my back and we waited, watching the shadows of the monsters as they darted in every direction.

After ten minutes, we slowly turned ourselves around and started to crawl away from the pharmacy. It was ten minutes before we were on top of a bookstore, and then ten minutes of slow crawling after that, we were over a liquor store. We ended up finding an intersection in the vent, with the option of going up. It wasn’t easy wriggling up the vent almost eight feet, but then we found ourselves in an apartment on the second floor. We didn’t make a peep as we carefully used our fingertips to unscrew the vent cover. We crept into the apartment and then made sure the door was closed and locked before covering all of the windows.

“We can stay here until the heat dies down,” I whispered. I rolled up some towels and put them underneath the door, just to help stop our scent from creeping into the apartment hallway.

It was dark with the windows covered. I couldn’t see anything but the slight glimmer of moonlight that was creeping in through a slit in our window covering.

“What are we going to do?” Jasmine whispered.

“We can try getting back to the compound tomorrow night,” I replied.

“But they won’t let us in,” she said. “Not with Buck there. And they’ll be mad that we were missing.”

“We have to try,” I said. “And we’re going to get those pills before going back. We have to get that girl those pills.” I wasn’t willing to make that trip a giant waste of time. I wasn’t willing to ‘cut my losses’. I had to bring that medication back to the camp, otherwise my existence was completely pointless.

We both managed to fall asleep, though I’m not sure how. It was hard to know what time it was when we finally woke up. We were both too afraid to pull the cover off of the window to check the sun, but it was definitely daytime. That crack was letting in sunlight, though it could have been 8:00 AM or it could have been 4:00 PM—it was anyone’s guess.

“We’ll leave as soon as it’s dark out,” I whispered, still not sure if the building was crawling with creatures.

I laid myself down on my back and I closed my eyes, with nothing else to do while the seconds ticked by. Then, suddenly, I felt her fingers slip around my cock. I gasped and I looked up, hardly able to see her silhouette in that dark apartment. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“This is just in case we don’t make it back—or if they force you to leave and force me to stay,” she said. The way she put it was strange. What did she mean ‘force me to stay’? Isn’t that what she wanted? Didn’t she want to be on that compound?

She pulled my pants down and ducked low, out of sight. I felt her lips slip around my girth, and then I felt her warm tongue. She sucked me until I was hard, bobbing her head. It felt graceful and sensual. I really did love her. I’d never felt for anyone the way I felt for her.

I gently sat up and ran my fingers through her hair. I pushed her head down gently and helped her to deepthroat my shaft. Then she sat up and looked into my eyes. I could just make out the gleam of her eyes as she climbed up onto my lap. She pressed her big belly against my stomach, and then she lowered herself down onto my cock. I heard her pussy squish as she inserted me into her body. She grabbed my sides and bounced gently, making no sound except for the odd little whimper. It felt amazing. I didn’t want it to end, but it was impossible to hold back with her. I ended up groaned and coming inside of her pussy.

We kissed and then she rolled off of me. We both laid on our backs and stared at the black ceiling. “I’m sure we’ll be okay as long as we have each other,” she said.

My heart fluttered. And it was a weird feeling; I wanted her to be safe and on that compound, but another part of me wanted to take her away to that apartment building. We could live together for years with the food that was in all those apartments. We would have to move eventually, but she was right: we would have each other. We could have our own little brood of kids and eventually meet up with that compound once it was time for our kids to reproduce.

But that was just a fantasy. I knew that she really needed to be in the safety of that compound, surrounded by armed men and with that growing farm, so she would never have to worry about starving. As for me, it was probably best that I didn’t return to be a burden on that camp.

“I think the sun is going down,” she said. She sat up suddenly and crawled to the window. “I think it’s getting darker out there.”

And she was right. Within an hour, there was no light coming through that crack. Apparently, we had slept for a long time. Now it was time to go. It was time to get her back to the safety of that camp.

I crawled into the vent and went down to that pharmacy. It took twenty minutes of quiet, careful wriggling. I peeked my head in to make sure it was clear, then I went back to get Jasmine. “It’s safe,” I said. I helped her into the vent and we made our way to that pharmacy together. I volunteered to throw myself down onto the ground so that I could help her down properly. I was just happy to be out of the vent, which I’d been stuck in for over an hour.

We picked up our bags of pills and then we crept to the front door, which had been bashed down. There were no signs of the creatures anywhere, so we slipped out, into the fresh air of the desolate city.

We stayed near the wall until we could slip into the alleyway. We moved slowly, taking our time. It was early in the night. Normally, we only had a few hours before the sun was up to make it back, but now we had a good ten hours.

And the walk was fairly uneventful, until we turned the corner and found Buck—or I should say, half of Buck. He had been ripped apart by the monsters and the bottom half of his body was nowhere to be seen. Jasmine covered her mouth and turned away, almost puking. I nearly gagged myself, though it was a sight I’d seen a thousand times before. I held her close to me and said, “It’s going to be alright.”

That familiar guilt crept back into me. Buck was dead because of me. He left that compound alone to confront me. He was a rude man—and maybe he was a bit selfish—but he didn’t deserve to die. He had spent countless nights defending that compound. And maybe he thought he was doing a good thing when he followed me and Jasmine—though his sexual urges got the better of him. I wasn’t about to excuse his behavior, but I wasn’t happy to see him dead.

“Let’s go,” I said, pulling Jasmine away.


CHAPTER XII

It was still early in the night when we made it to the compound. We snuck up to the fence while one of the guards went away to use the bathroom. We stuffed our bags of medicine under the fencing and then we started to crawl under ourselves. I went through first, and then I helped to pull Jasmine through.

But we weren’t as inconspicuous as we thought. “Stop!” a man yelled, and then there was suddenly a big, bright light shining down on us. We both covered our faces and froze. By the time my eyes had adjusted, there were five large men standing over me. Two were aiming their rifles at me.

I covered my face, half-expecting them to shoot. Maybe they thought that we were from some other camp, and we were smuggling supplies out of their compound. “Don’t shoot!” Jasmine yelled.

“Bring them inside,” a deep voice said. It took a moment to recognize the voice. It belonged to Mav.

Two of the men pulled me to my feet. They tugged me with force towards one of the armory rooms. They slammed the heavy doors shut and then they pushed us both into chairs.

“Missing for twenty-four hours,” Mav said. “Violating compound rules.” He shook his head. It was hard to see him with the bright lights they were still shining in my face. “You have just one minute to explain this.”

I opened my mouth to speak and then hesitated. I thought for a moment. “We were just trying to help. That girl needs medicine for her cramps.”

Mav slammed his fist down on the table. “Her cramps?” he said. Then he scoffed. “There are currently eight men out looking for the two of you. And we think that one of our guys, Buck, went out after you last night. He still hasn’t come back, and we’re fearing the worst. We heard the creatures howling last night: a howl they only make when they’ve found food. So tell me: that girl’s cramps—are they worth a human’s life?”

I was completely silent. I stared into his eyes. He was an intimidating man. He had dark eyes and weathered skin. He had scars on his forehead and scars on his chin and scars on his cheeks. He’d seen some action. He knew how serious this outbreak was.

“We just wanted to help,” I said.

“She’s already helping,” Mav said, pointing at Jasmine’s belly. “Now she can help by staying in the compound and keeping that baby safe. And you—you can help by doing the same thing. Get pregnant and have a baby. Help the continuation of the human race. That’s how you can help.”

I felt my skin tingle. “But can’t I help in other ways?” I said. “I mean—what if I wasn’t able to get pregnant?”

He stared at me for a long, nervous moment. “I take it it’s been you two going out and getting the dresses and the makeup. Am I wrong?”

I thought about lying. I thought about pretending like this was our first offence. Maybe I could say that we were inspired by whoever got the dresses. But I knew that he knew better. He wasn’t a dumb person. Maybe I could have swayed Buck into believing some nonsense, but not Mav. “That was me,” I said. “Mostly me. She didn’t come along until later.” I hated admitting the truth, but at the same time, it felt kind of freeing to tell the truth.

“And you kept going out, despite my announcement?” he said, biting down on his tongue as if he was trying not to snap.

“Yes sir,” I said. “I thought I was doing a good thing.”

“Or did you just want to wear cute dresses and high heels?” he said. “In what world is it a good thing to risk your life for high heels? Don’t answer that. You’re lucky that I’m not kicking you out right now. You’re lucky that we aren’t sending you to be food for those creatures. You’re lucky that we need as many young, fertile women as possible.”

The room became silent. There was a horrible tension as the men stared at us. Mav stood up straight and took a deep breath. “Now, because of the two of you, we have to beef up our security efforts. That means keeping more men awake at night to watch the compound walls—not for creatures, but for people like you. How does that make you feel? How does it feel knowing that my men have to work more hours because we can’t trust our women?”

“I’m sorry,” I said softly.

“I don’t care about sorry,” he said. “I just need you to preform your duty. You need to have children. Now get to bed and make sure this doesn’t happen again.”

Jasmine stood up. She took a few steps and then she looked back at me. “Are you coming, Lexie?” she asked.

“Go with your friend,” said Mav.

“I can’t,” I said.

“Why not? What’s wrong with you? Just stand up and go with her.”

“No,” I said. “I mean I can’t have children.”

“Lexie,” Jasmine said suddenly. Her face turned white.

“Why not?” asked Mav.

“Because I can’t,” I said. “I’m not a woman.”

The room became completely silent. Everyone was staring at me, looking confused.

“What?” said one of the men.

“She’s just kidding. She thinks she’s being funny,” said Jasmine. “C’mon, Lexie. Let’s get back to bed.”

“No,” I said. “I can’t keep lying. I’m not a woman. I’m just dressed like a woman. I’m a man. I was born a man. I have a penis. I’m attracted to women. I can’t have babies.”

That silence returned, until Mav said. “Prove it.”

I stood up and proved it by lifting up my skirt and quickly tugging down my panties. Mav’s face turned dark red. He looked away quickly. “Jesus fucking Christ,” he said, shaking his head.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I know I can’t have kids. So I’ve been going out to get supplies. We have about sixty pounds of meds in those bags—maybe more. Maybe that will help a few people.”

“If we needed meds, we would have a team make a trip to get meds. We need food.”

“Then I’ll get food,” I said.

“No,” he said. “You’ll get nothing. You’ll be leaving the camp tonight—right now—and you won’t be coming back.”

“I’ll come back to drop off supplies,” I said. “I’ll drop off food and then I’ll leave again.” My heart fluttered down into my stomach.

“No you won’t,” he said. “You’ll leave and you won’t come back. You won’t come close to this compound, or our men will shoot you dead. Every time you sneak out and sneak back in, those things come here. They follow your scent. We don’t need someone running up to our gates every night. So just leave and don’t come back. Consider yourself luck that we aren’t putting you against a wall right now. One of our men is possibly dead because of you.”

“He is dead,” I said. “We saw his body earlier tonight.”

“You what?” Mav said.

“We saw Buck’s body. He followed us last night. He forced himself on us… sexually. Buck was the one letting me out at first. I provided sexual favors and he let me leave.”

Now everyone was staring at me with blank, silent faces.

“It’s just the truth,” I said. “I’m not interested in lying or deceiving anyone anymore. That’s the truth. I’m not happy that he’s dead, but he left us to die out there after alerting the creatures. If you want to kick me out, that’s fine. I’ll be fine alone. But I know that I can help you if you let me stay. I know that I can provide for the people in this compound—especially the women. I know what they need.”

“Why do you know what they need?” Mav asked softly, keeping his composure.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I just do. Maybe it’s because I’ve been pretending to be a woman for so long. Or maybe it’s because… I don’t know—I understand them. Maybe I’m just like them.”

“I’m going to go with her,” Jasmine said suddenly. “If you kick her out, I’m going with her.”

“You can’t,” Mav said. “We need you here. We need your baby.”

“We’ll start our own tribe. We’ll build our own walls and our own farm and we’ll find our own survivors,” she said, wiping a tear from her eye.

“Don’t be stupid,” Mav said. “You’ll stay here and raise your baby here where it’s safe.”

“My baby needs to have two parents,” she said.

“You’ll find someone suitable here,” Mav said, clenching his teeth together.

“I don’t want to find someone here. I want Lexie to raise the child with me. And I want to have more children with Lexie.”

The room suddenly felt cold. Now the men were all staring at Jasmine as she gently rubbed her pregnant belly.

“You and… her?” Mav said, pointing at me.

“That’s what I want,” she said. “No offence to you, Mav—or any of the men here. This compound has kept me safe for a long time, and I like it here. But somehow, I just feel safer with Lexie, even when we’re out in the city. I know that she would be a good mother for my baby.”

I took a deep breath. “Jasmine,” I said. “I’m not actually trans. I’m a man.” I was still using my female voice. I’d been using it for weeks and no longer had any idea how to use my natural male voice.

“No you aren’t,” she said with a small smile. “I can see how happy you are like this. I’ve seen your little smile when we try on clothes. I’ve seen your excitement when you put on a cute pair of heels. You really do think like us—like a woman. I don’t believe for a minute that you could identify as a man.”

I stared into her eyes. Maybe she was right. I really hated the idea of becoming a man again. And if they were to send me out on my own, I would probably continue putting on the dresses and maybe even the makeup. I liked seeing myself all pretty in the mirror. I liked feeling the soft fabrics floating weightlessly on my body. I liked the way my legs looked in a nice pair of heels.

“What are we going to do, Mav? Should we lock the pregnant girl up?” asked one of the men. “Keep her here and take care of the trans chick?”

They kept calling me trans, even though I told them that I was a man.

“Maybe,” Mav said. “But maybe that would just make her resent us for the rest of her life.”

“It would,” Jasmine said, wiping away another tear.

“Technically, what Jasmine is saying, is that Lexie is the father of her child. Not the biological father, but she’s stepping in as the father. And our rule here is that we let men stay as long as they’re fathers with children. Well, there’s her child—or his child.” He pointed at Jasmine’s belly and looked at me. “So I guess he stays—or maybe I should say she.”

“She is fine,” I said softly.

“She stays,” he said. His troops looked shocked. I was probably the most shocked one in that room, unable to think of anything to say. My mouth just hung open as I turned to look at Jasmine.

“Well?” Mav said. “Get out of here so we can get back to work. And I don’t want to see you leaving this camp again—not one more time. Got it?”

We nodded our heads like good puppy dogs and then we went back to the sleeping quarters. Jasmine grabbed her bed pile and quietly dragged it through the room and dropped it next to mine. She looked into my eyes and smiled. She shared a small kiss before getting snuggled together on the floor. We were lucky—luckier than I could believe.

That night, while everyone was asleep around us, we had sex. It was quiet sex. Jasmine only made a few small whimpers, but I covered her mouth with my hands while I pumped her slowly, squishing that warm, pregnant fluid out from her pussy.

And it was a nice feeling, being free to love and free to live, without worrying about death at every moment. I felt like I’d been given a new life. I felt happier in that moment than I’d ever felt before—even before the outbreak started.

In the morning, they announced that the bell peppers had sprouted in the farm. Now there were many more plants growing. The soil was starting to turn a dark brown color. It was no longer that cracked red, as if the planet was starting to return to normal.

And later that day, Mav announced a new plan: to finally start fighting back against the creatures that constantly ravaged that compound. “We’ll be sending out teams to exterminate the things. Hopefully we can chip away at their numbers. If we can push them away from the camp, we can work on spreading our borders.”

So starting that night, a team of men went out in an armored truck, loaded to the teeth with ammunition. We heard the blasting from the compound. It went on for hours. All of the men came home with smiles on their faces. “We killed dozens of them,” they said. 

It finally felt like there was hope for humanity—and not just a little bit of hope, but a lot of it. It seemed like we were destined to overcome this horrible outbreak.

I helped erect the new fencing for the five acres of future farm. We spent the next two weeks clearing rubble and turning the soil, getting that five acres ready for more plants. It was hard work, but I was happy to be contributing without putting anyone in danger. And finally, the men decided to let the women help with some of the tasks. The girls were no longer just semen receptacles, waiting for men to impregnate.

More men and women and children arrived at the gates in the coming weeks. Now, Mav was letting everyone in. But with more people, we needed more food. Our chickens weren’t enough to make up for the difference, so Mav started sending out more teams to collect food. I was shocked when he named me the leader of a small team, mostly comprised of women who hadn’t been able to get pregnant. We would go out at night, at the same time as the men. While they were shooting up creatures on one side of town, we were on the other, looting apartments for non-food-related supplies. We got everything from kids’ toys and books to tampons and miniskirts. Our job was to find things to keep people happy, and it worked. People were happier than ever. We would wake up to the sounds of kids laughing and playing. It became increasingly rare that we would fall asleep to the sound of crying.

Jasmine had her baby a few months later and named him Felix. Though I suppose I should say that it was our baby. I got to cut the umbilical cord. I was a bit sad that she was no longer pregnant. I liked her pregnant belly and the pregnant sex that we had almost every night. But I planned to get her pregnant again, especially now that there was so much hope for a bright future.

Now, for the first time in two years, I wasn’t just surviving—I was thriving.

THE END


PARTY PRINCESS

Trey is down on his luck. Dressing up as a superhero for kids’ parties used to bring in big money; now, there’s just too much competition. Apparently, anyone can put on a superhero mask and pretend to be a superhero for a few hours.

Party princesses, on the other hand, are still making big bucks. They need to be beautiful and feminine, and they can’t hide behind masks. The competition is less fierce, and single fathers are willing to pay extra to have a pretty princess around, to make their kid’s tedious birthday parties a bit more bearable. And Trey is willing to do anything, even if it means putting on a wig and a bit of makeup. But what will he be willing to do for a good tip?


CHAPTER I

My arms were sore from lifting kids up and swinging from monkey bars. My legs were sore from being punched by kids when parents weren’t looking. My head was throbbing from all the crying: some kids screaming because they were afraid of me and some kids screaming in my ear because they wanted to get a rise out of me.

It was nothing I wasn’t used to. I went through the same torture every weekend—sometimes twice every weekend. It was my job to endure the torture of wild children, fueled by candy and cake and under the questionable supervision of one or two parents, while all the other parents went home to rest for a couple of hours. Maybe they had it worse than me…

That particular weekend I was hired to be Spiderman. The kids wanted to see me hanging upside down from the monkey bars, and then they wanted me to dodge their projectiles: foam and plastic balls that they hurled at me from just ten feet away—and the occasional rock. I let the blood rush into my head as I tried to dodge their loft throws, but some of those little six-year-olds could throw—especially the kid hurling the rocks.

He was the birthday boy, so I couldn’t flip on him. I had to bite my tongue and get through the day, otherwise there would be no chance at getting a tip from his daddy. I’d made the mistake before of pulling a kid aside, slipping out of character to set him straight. It always ended in a scowl from the parents and a non-existent tip. I needed those tips, because my bank account was quickly drying up.

When I first started doing kids’ parties, the pay was good—great, even. I was one of two guys in town doing them, and parents were willing to compete to get me. But after five years of playing Spiderman, Superman, Batman, The Flash, Iron Man, Ant Man, and occasionally some more obscure superheroes, the job stopped being so lucrative. The competition started growing. Just so I could keep working, I started taking less and less from parents. Sometimes, during the winter months, I would do an entire six-hour party for just forty bucks—just so I could pay for breakfast, dinner, and lunch that day. It was becoming increasingly common to show up at a party dressed as Spiderman, just to see that there was already a Batman, Iron Man, and a Flash already in attendance. My future was looking bleak, and I was starting to regret not finishing high school.

Where could I go? I didn’t want to work at McDonalds or Burger King… or maybe that would have been better. When I first started doing kids’ parties, I was making almost ten grand each month, doing six parties per week. Now, I was lucky to make fifteen hundred bucks during a warm July.

I was competing with illegal immigrants who were thrilled to be earning cash under the table. They were willing to take anything, driving my wages down. It didn’t help that anyone who was relatively fit could put on a superhero costume and run around for a few hours. Sure, it was exhausting, but it wasn’t exactly a job with hefty qualifications. Even the cost of costumes had dropped significantly over the years. I ended up at one party where the ‘Spiderman’ was just wearing a red t-shirt and a plastic Spiderman mask. He got paid the same as me—and I’m honestly not sure the five-year-olds even noticed the difference between his five-dollar costume and my thousand-dollar custom Batman outfit, complete with various moving parts.

I was quickly being drained, terrified about my future. I was only twenty-five. I’d always assumed that I would be able to dress up for parties for a good twenty years. I figured I could carefully save my money and retire around fifty. I didn’t need a lot: just a small house, enough money for food, and that was enough for me.

“Hey are you Spiderman?” an older kid asked me near the end of that tedious day.

“Of course I am,” I said, trying to stand tall even though my back was killing me. I kept finding myself looking across the party at the hired princess. It was a joint birthday party for siblings who had birthdays just days apart. I was tending to the five- and six-year-old boys while the princess got to deal with the three-year-old girls: a much easier job. All she had to do was meander around with a smile on her face and the girls swooned over her. Nobody was asking her to swing upside-down. Nobody was throwing rocks at her head.

“You don’t look like Spiderman,” the older kid said. He was probably nine years old—the older brother of the family: probably the mistake the parents had before they decided to start a proper family, or maybe he was brought in from a previous marriage. I noticed him a few times throughout the day, stewing in the corner of the room, sticking his finger up his nose before plunging it down into the bowl of juice on the counter. He was a brat—and every party had a brat.

“Well, I am Spiderman,” I said. “I’m your friendly neighborhood—” Before I could finish, he kicked me hard between the legs, bringing me down to my knees.

“Are those your spider balls?” he asked with a laugh before running off. I was in a lot of pain. It was the first time I’d been kicked in the balls that month, but again, it wasn’t something that I wasn’t used to.

I picked myself up. I took a deep breath. I saw the child’s father walk into the room and I considered ratting on him, but I knew it wouldn’t end well. Either the kid would be hauled off, kicking and screaming, or I would be scorned and called a liar or an exaggerator. Either way, it would ruin the party, and I was hired to make the party better—not to ruin it.

So with a sore nut sack, I went back to the small children and continued entertaining them: playing with them, throwing them in the air and catching them, showing them my ‘moves’, which was mostly just hanging upside down from the monkey bars and making myself sick.

When the pizza came, nobody offered me a slice. Nobody ever offered me a slice, so I wasn’t too upset, even though I was starving. I noticed the princess across the room getting a slice. She also got a piece of cake, and they let her sit down with them. Nobody ever let me sit down with them.

After pizza, the father waved me into the kitchen, along with the princess. I was covered in sweat and pieces of food that were thrown at me by children who wanted to test my reflexes. The princess, dressed like Cinderella, was spotless, smiling, and glowing. “Thanks so much for coming out today,” the father said. He pulled two enveloped out from his pocket. He checked the names on them before handing them to us. “The kids really loved you guys.”

“It was my pleasure,” said Cinderella.

“Happy to do it,” I said.

“Kids will start going home now, so you’re probably okay to leave.”

I took a deep breath. The end of the day was always the best feeling in the world. A wave of relief washed over me. I was finally finished with the little shits. The dad left the room and then I looked over and saw Cinderella opening her envelope to check her payment. I never checked the money at the house, but apparently this party princess didn’t have the same reservations.

I watched as she pulled out a wad of hundred-dollar bills. I paused and blinked a few times, allowing my eyes to adjust. I pulled up my mask and said, “What is that—five hundred bucks?”

She looked at me and smiled. “Six,” she said. “They left me a nice tip.”

I opened my envelope quickly, excited to see my tip. I had four twenties, ten dollars more than my rate: a ten-dollar tip. It was hardly what I would call a ‘nice tip’ after nearly six hours of abuse. She looked at my wad of money and then looked away quickly. “I’ll see you around,” she said.

“Wait,” I said. “Either they left you a five-hundred-dollar tip, or you cost more than me.”

She forced a smile and shrugged her shoulders. “What do you want me to say?” she said, still in her Cinderella character.

“Look. There aren’t any kids around. You can break character. Do you seriously charge over five hundred bucks?”

“I need to be going,” she said.

“Don’t,” I said. My heart was suddenly racing. I stared at her envelope. “I mean—no offence, but don’t you think that you should—you know—share that… at least some of it? That’s a lot of money. I’m not saying you didn’t do anything, but… I mean—you didn’t do that much.” I could feel my face turning red. Why was she being paid so much? Why couldn’t I make that kind of money? She was holding half of what I made in a month. She was almost making escort money, and all she was doing was floating around a party in a dress.

“Sorry, man,” she said. “I can’t help you.”

“Well, actually you can. I mean—you just don’t want to,” I said. I had no idea why the words were coming out from my mouth. Why was I so worked up? Why was I taking my frustrations out on her? Why couldn’t I stop myself? “It’s just not fair,” I said, trying to explain to her why I was so worked up. “It’s just—you didn’t really do a lot. No offence, but your costume is just a fifty-dollar Halloween costume. You don’t even really look like Cinderella. Your hair isn’t even blonde. I put in way more effort—not saying that you deserve nothing—but look at me. See this costume? It was six hundred dollars. It’s custom and it’s an exact replica of what he wears in the movies.”

“Okay, man. I’m sorry, but I have to go,” she said, walking towards the door. I ran in front of her to stop her.

“Seriously,” I said. “If you make that much money, you could at least listen to me. We’re in the same industry here, and there’s an injustice happening. You can help me. We can work together. We should have some sort of union or something. You can’t seriously leave here with all that money and think you’re being paid fairly. I’m sorry—but it’s not fair!” I was starting to raise my voice. I could feel the presence of adults behind me: parents coming over to see what the commotion was. But I just couldn’t calm myself down. I needed to say what needed to be said, even though it wasn’t the time or place to say it. “Just give me one hundred,” I said. “That wouldn’t make things fair, but at least it would be a step in the right direction. I’m not begging you; it’s your money—but just think about it for one minute. Do it for your own conscious!”

I looked back and saw the father standing five feet away from me. “You need to go, man,” he said. “And pull your mask down before going through the party.”

“No,” I said. “Not yet. I just want to get to the bottom of this. It’s not a big deal.”

“Can you move, please?” the princess asked.

“No,” I said. “Please just listen to me.”

“We’ll call the cops if you don’t move,” the father said.

“Just listen to me!” I said. “I got kicked in the balls by your kid today! I had three rocks thrown at my head. I’m covered in bruises and my muscles are sore. How can you seriously pay her more than six times more than me? Does that honestly seem fair to you?”

“It’s supply and demand. Now get out,” he said. His face was turning red and he was clearly biting down on the side of his tongue. I watched him as he took slow breaths in and out.

“I just need to say one thing,” I said. “It’s unfair. You should be paying us the same. We’re doing the same job.”

“It’s not the same,” the princess said. “You’re just putting on a mask. I have to do my hair and my makeup. It takes hours to get ready like this.”

“Don’t entertain him,” the father said. Then he turned to me, now with his phone in his hand. “Leave now, or I call the cops.”

“Wait,” I said. “So what if she does her hair and makeup? I spent thousands of dollars on professionally made costumes. That’s just a cheap costume from a Halloween store. I’ve practiced all the voices and I’ve memorized all of the sayings. I’m worth as much as her—if not more. I think that you should consider that. It’s not fair that you can just hand her six hundred bucks while handing me eighty. I’ve been here for almost six hours. Is that even minimum wage?”

“Get out.” He grabbed my arm.

“Don’t touch me!” I yelled.

“Right now, you’re trespassing. I can touch you all I want,” he said, tugging me towards the back door. I fought my way out from his grip.

“I’ll drop you if you touch me again,” I said.

He laughed. Now there were kids standing in the doorway, watching quietly. “You really think you can fight me? Look at you. You’re no superhero. You don’t even have real muscles—just pads.” He shook his head and scoffed. “Get out of my house before I embarrass you in front of all these kids.”

“You’re setting a terrible example for your kids,” I said. “Paying her more than me for doing the same job. It’s sexist, as far as I’m concerned.” I crossed my arms. “You’re a shitty parent.”

And that’s when the fist hit my nose. Everything turned white, and then it all turned black as the back of my head connected with the hard floor. I must have been out for a good ten seconds. When I opened my eyes, I could see his angry face. He grabbed me by the collar and started pulling, stretching the fabric of my custom costume. “Stop!” I groaned. I could taste blood.

Then I felt the cool air all around me as I floated through the air. The father had thrown me out the back door, and it felt like I was in the air for ten seconds before hitting the ground and rolling multiple times in the mud. I heard the door slam, and then I heard kids crying inside of the house. I picked myself up slowly. I looked down at my costume, which was now ripped in multiple places, and covered in blood that came from my nose.

The costume wasn’t salvageable. The blood stains were permanent and it’s not easy to sew stretchy fabric with so many rips in so many places. I didn’t even realize that my mask was gone until I got home. It must have fallen off of my head when I took that punch, which meant it was probably deep in their trashcan, or maybe it was just ash in their fireplace.

Spiderman was the most commonly requested costume, and now I needed to replace it—with money that I didn’t have.

I should have just kept my mouth shut. I should have accepted the money and moved on. Now, I had no idea what I was going to do. I had another birthday party coming up, and I knew that they wanted Spiderman.

So the next day, I went to the cheap costume shop downtown and I bought myself a forty-dollar replacement: all I could afford with the tiny bit of money that I had. It was baggy in the legs and arms, tight in the midsection, and the eyes of the mask didn’t actually line up with my eyes.

And when I showed up for the party, the father looked at me and shook his head. “Are you kidding?” he said. “You look nothing like in your picture.”

“My other costume got ruined,” I said.

“So what am I paying for then?” he said.

I felt that familiar frustration rushing in. I used to have a strong patience. I used to be able to take a lot of abuse before cracking. But now, I just couldn’t help myself. “You’re hardly paying me, so this is what you get.”

“Forget it,” he said, and then he slammed the door in my face. I wasn’t expecting the rejection. I knocked hard on the door.

“Hey man!” I yelled. “We had a contract! You signed the form I sent you over email!”

“Go hire a lawyer then, Spidey!” he called back through his door, and then I heard him laughing. The cost to hire a lawyer would have been ten times what I would have made at that party. So I left with a horrible shame swelling inside of me. Maybe it was time to send in an application to Burger King. Maybe flipping burgers made more sense than humiliating myself at children’s birthday parties.


CHAPTER II

I went back to the costume store where I got my expensive costumes. I had a bit of room left on my credit card, and now it seemed like replacing my Spiderman costume was an all-or-nothing gamble. Maybe it wasn’t worth it, only making sixty to a hundred bucks per party—but I had to make money somehow, and I wasn’t going to be making much with my cheap Halloween alternative. I asked the woman behind the counter if they had any film-standard Spiderman suits for sale.

“We have one,” she said. “It’s actually used, but in good shape. We’ll have new ones coming in sometime today—any minute now, actually.”

“I’ll take the used one,” I said. “As long as it’s in reasonable condition.” She showed it to me. It was a bit big, but I could figure out a way to fill it out: maybe wearing a few layers underneath. I was a smaller guy: short and thin, and getting thinner as I went more and more days on a single meal per day. Maybe I could bulk up… I’d been meaning to bulk up, so I would look more convincing as a superhero. I was lucky with Spiderman, because the character wasn’t burly like so many other superheroes. But if I ended up looking skeletal, then the Spidey work would dry up, and I couldn’t have that happen.

“How much?” I asked the woman.

“Six-fifty,” she said.

I paused. “But you said it’s used,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“It is,” she said. “They normally go for a thousand.”

“I got my last one for less than that,” I said.

“How long ago was that?” she said.

I had to think about it. “Five years or so,” I said.

She laughed and shook her head. “Do you want it or not?”

“I do. I just—I can’t afford it. I have three hundred dollars of space on my credit card. Okay? So let’s make a deal. I’ll do two-fifty now, and then I’ll come back in a month and give you another two-fifty. That’s five hundred—for a used Spiderman costume. It’s a good deal.”

“It’s not a good deal,” she said. “It’s only a good deal for you—so there’s no deal.”

“Please, lady,” I said. “You need to understand that I’m dying here. This is my livelihood. If I don’t have a costume, I’ll end up on the street. You don’t want me to end up on the street, do you?”

“Sir, I’m sorry, but that’s not my problem. If I sell all my costumes for the same price that I buy them for, then I’ll be on the street. Do you understand that?”

“Well why is it so expensive? They didn’t used to be so expensive!”

“Supply and demand,” she said with a strange smirk. It was almost as if she was there when that angry father said the same thing, before punching me in the face.

“Fuck supply and demand,” I said. “What about fairness?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment before pointing at the door. “You can leave,” she said.

“No. Please. Let’s make a deal.”

“There’s no deal,” she said. “We sell high quality costumes for movies and events. If you want something cheap, go to a Halloween costume store.”

“I already went there!” I said.

She laughed in my face. “Then go get a job, save up for the high-quality stuff, and then come back. What else do you want from me, sir?”

I groaned. I turned around and left before I got into another fight. I didn’t want to get into a fight with a woman—especially because I had a feeling that she would drop me just as easily as that father dropped me.

I left her store, trying to stop myself from blowing a fuse. I was so angry. I couldn’t believe that she had zero intention of helping me out. I’d been her customer for years, and she just treated me like some homeless man who wandered in off the street. Even if I had been a homeless man, a little bit of compassion would have been nice.

I walked around the block and then I looked down the alley. I saw a big white truck parked in the alley, just behind that costume store. I watched as a man hauled two large boxes from the truck, into the shop. My heart fluttered. It was the delivery that the woman mentioned earlier.

I crept down the alley towards the truck. I stayed near the cool brick wall, and then I jumped into a nearby nook when the delivery man emerged from the shop. I waited for him to haul another two boxes into the store, and then I moved in again. I slid around his truck and peeked in. He had another dozen boxes still to drop off. I scanned for a Spiderman box. They were just cardboard boxes, taped shut with clear packing tape, and labeled with handwritten black marker. I saw Iron Man, and I saw Wolverine—both costumes that I already had. Behind the Wolverine was what I was looking for. I could see the first half of the label: ‘Spider’. The rest of the label was being covered by that Wolverine box.

I heard the delivery man returning. I ducked down, beneath his truck, and I held my breath so he wouldn’t hear me. I prayed that he wouldn’t take that Spiderman box. I listened as he hauled two more boxes into the shop, and then I sprung up. I jumped into the truck and grabbed that box. Once I had it in my arms, I started running. I knew that I was stealing and I wasn’t proud of myself—but I needed to do it to survive.

“Hey!” a voice called out. I kept running. I needed that costume. Maybe I would come back in a few weeks once I had the money to pay for it. “Stop!”

I didn’t look back. I didn’t want him to see my face. I ran for blocks, until my legs began to wobble and shake—and then I ran some more. I left my car parked on that block, and I had no idea when I would go back for it. Maybe that parked car would give me away. Maybe that was all the police would need to find me.

When I got home, I tossed that box into the closet and I went and shut all of my curtains. I waited for hours, expecting the police to show up at my door. I did my best to control my breathing as I waited, but nobody came. My phone didn’t ring and there was nothing in the news about a truck robbery in the city.

It was late that night when I crept out from my apartment and went back to retrieve my car. It was still where I left it, now adorned with a parking ticket. I stuffed the ticket into my pocket (with no intention of paying it) and I drove my car home. I got lucky—but I screwed up.

I didn’t grab a Spiderman costume. I grabbed a Spider Woman costume. It was a professional outfit, made with high quality materials, and containing hip pads and breast pads to give the wearer the proper curves, to match the comic book character.

I was desperate, so I tried it on, thinking it might just look like a Spiderman costume with a few adjustments. But the patterns were all wrong. It was yellow and red, and not red and black like a proper Spiderman costume. The mask only covered the eyes and forehead, not the nose or lips, and it came with a long black wig.

The outfit was baggy in the chest where the breasts were meant to go, and a bit baggy in the hips. I tried using the hip pads to fill in the hips—and it worked, though it gave me a very feminine figure, which wasn’t going to be very helpful at all.

I stole a thousand-dollar costume and it wasn’t even what I needed. “Damn!” I yelled. Then I fell onto my bed, in that costume. I felt like such an idiot. Now I wasn’t just broke, but I was a thief too. I had guilt on top of the rest of my misery.

I wasn’t ready to let myself be defeated. I had to keep trying, or I would end up living on the street. So I pulled myself up and went to my computer. It had been a few days since I’d advertised my services on the various websites. If I was going to get work, I needed to advertise myself.

I posted on the first site, and then I went over to our local classifieds to make a post in the services section. And that’s when I noticed the post that said, ‘NEED SPIDER WOMAN FOR GIRL’S PARTY’. I paused and my heart fluttered. Spider Woman wasn’t a very popular superhero, so it seemed like a strange coincidence that I was now seeing her name for the second time in a day. I clicked the ad.

‘My daughter is obsessed with Spider Woman. I want to surprise her with a Spider Woman at her birthday party this weekend. I’ve been looking for weeks. Will pay $$$.’ I hesitated and then I decided to send the man a text message anonymously. “I can be Spider Woman. I have a professional Spider Woman costume. What is your budget?”

He replied quickly. “What is your usual rate?” he said.

Normally, I would have tried to start the bargaining around twenty dollars per hour. But I hadn’t forgotten about how much Cinderella made at that joint party a few days before. “One hundred per hour,” I said. “I do a minimum of three hours, but I can be flexible.”

“That sounds fine. It will be about five hours,” he replied quickly, making my heart stammer again. “Can you send a picture of yourself in the costume, so I know that you’re legitimate?”

I felt my stomach turning. I knew nothing about Spider Woman, but it seemed foolish to turn down an opportunity to make five hundred bucks. I needed that money—and he never said anything about actually having to be a woman. If I could just get him to sign a contract and then keep my mouth shut for the party, it would all be fine. I would make some extra cash and his daughter would be oblivious.

I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I put the wig on my head, and it actually looked pretty realistic. According to the slip in the box, it was made from real human hair. I ran my fingers through it, rustling it a little bit to look even more natural. Then I slipped the breast pads into the little slots inside the suit, to fill in the bagginess of the costume. Now, it fit surprisingly well—even better than my previous Spider Man outfit.

I had to shave the bit of fuzz off of my chin and cheeks. But I still had a manly look that I had to deal with. Sadly, the mask only covered my eyes, so I needed a solution to make myself look more feminine. I had a few old makeup kits that I used for certain characters. A few of the kits had lipsticks and blushes and other supplies that I never used, but now I was in the bathroom, figuring out how to properly put on lipstick, blush, lipliner, and highlight. I worked quickly but carefully, puckering my lips, making them dark red, just like the character’s lips.

I found myself laughing as I stared in the mirror. I felt stupid, trying to make myself look like a woman. It was a weird feeling—but nice to laugh for the first time in what felt like months. It was nice to know that my declining career hadn’t completely eroded my sense of humor.

With my eyes covered and that wig on my head, I actually looked like a girl. I did a full spin, checking out my curves. I ran my hands down my sides. Maybe I really was going to pull this off. But I couldn’t get through a five-hour party without opening my mouth. I didn’t know a lot about Spider Woman, but I knew that she wasn’t a mute. So I cleared my throat, took a deep breath, and I tried talking. “Hi. I’m Spider Woman,” I said softly. “I’m Spider Woman. The name’s Spider Woman, nice to meet you.” I must have spent an hour trying out different inflections before remembering that I was supposed to send a picture.

I grabbed my phone, took my best full-length mirror selfie, and then I sent it to the potential client. My heart raced as the photo sent, and then it raced faster as I awaited his reply. I thought that I looked like a chick in the photo, but what if I was missing something obvious? What if I stupidly overlooked some bulge or some patch of body hair or some obvious muscle mass…

Who was I kidding? I didn’t have any obviously masculine muscle mass. I was thin like a girl, and sometimes I was confused for a girl from behind. I had thin arms and thin legs, with a surprisingly round butt. It was hard to buy pants—I had to be very careful what kind of clothes I wore. Maybe my figure had something to do with the fact that I was no longer getting paid as a superhero. Maybe I needed to start going to the gym and putting on a few more pounds.

My phone buzzed. I snatched it and read the message. “Looks good. Do I pay you now or after the party?”

“Now,” I replied. “And then if you feel like leaving me a tip after the party, that’s fine.” I sent the message quickly, before realizing how selfish and desperate I sounded. But he replied quickly.

“Sounds good,” he said. And I had officially been hired on my best paying job ever, after having finished my worst paying job ever, which included a black eye as a tip.


CHAPTER III

That black eye was still apparent on the day of the little girl’s birthday party. Luckily, the Spider Woman mask did a perfect job of hiding it.

My heart rattled violently against my ribcage as I pulled up to the big house in the suburbs. It wasn’t too far from the house where I was punched in the face—maybe three blocks away. And as I stepped up and saw the kids in the window, I instantly recognized one of the girls: a little blonde girl who was at the other party.

I paused and took a deep breath. I couldn’t remember the last time I was so nervous about work. I don’t think I’d ever been so nervous about a gig—not even when I knew I was going to be punched and kicked and verbally abused and smeared with pizza and cake. Before I stepped up to the door, I stopped to practice my voice one last time.

I’d spent days practicing my voice: standing in front of the mirror with my phone’s camera turned on, recording every word. After a day of practicing, I managed to find a way to sound like a girl, by softening my voice and speaking quietly. I figured out how to add just the right amount of inflection to give myself that much needed girly twang. I’d already been paid and there was nothing in my contract saying that I needed to actually be a girl, but I didn’t want to take any chances. I didn’t need the dad somehow cancelling the payment he sent me. I didn’t want to endure that humiliation again, being turned around at the door.

I was ten feet from the door of the suburban house, staring at my feet and practicing my lines, when the door opened. I looked up and saw an older man with a short beard staring at me. “The party just started. Come around back,” he said, whispering. He jogged down his front steps and then he took a left turn, heading for his back gate. I hesitated, feeling suddenly vulnerable and exposed in that tight suit. It was tighter than what I was used to, and the fake breasts felt strange and unnatural. The worst part of the outfit was that it was designed to be sexy. It had all the curves of a comic book sex symbol. The breast pads even had little lumps for nipples—something they added for realism, but the nipples just made the outfit a little bit too sexy for a kid’s party.

The father looked back at me. “You coming?” he said.

I nodded my head and jogged to catch up with him. I could feel the tight spandex riding up my butt crack. I was wearing a thong that came with the outfit; it was the same color as the costume. I thought it was weird that they included a thong, and then I realized that the costume was too tight to fit boxers or even tight white underwear on underneath. The thong was the only option, and it needed to be the exact color of the outfit so that it wouldn’t show.

The father stopped by the back door. Then he turned to me. “You look good, by the way,” he said.

I smiled and almost said thank you, but I stopped myself from opening my mouth. I worked hard on my voice, but I wasn’t comfortable with it—not yet. If I was going to use it, I wanted to use it in a loud room. I wanted lots of yelling and music and parent chatter to hide any masculine slips.

“Is that outfit comfortable?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

He looked down my body. “It looks… tight.” He smirked and then he looked back into my eyes, which were hidden behind black fabric. I could see through just fine, but he couldn’t see me. “I like it.”

I just smiled and nodded. His gaze was glued to my body—a bit too much for comfort. I felt my face turning red. I was already counting down the minutes until the party was over. I hated these long parties when I was dressed up as a male character. Now, I was stuck at that house for five hours dressed up like a girl.

“Ready?” he said.

I nodded again.

“Let’s do this. Be a good Spider Girl for me today and you’ll get a good tip. Sound good?” he said with a little wink. Now it seemed like he was coming on to me. Maybe I was just overthinking it. Maybe I was being too hard on him. Maybe he just wanted me to put on a good show for his daughter.

He threw the door open and stepped aside. “Go!” he said.

I took a deep breath and I jogged into the house. The party turned silent as all of the young heads turned towards me. A little blonde girl dressed as Spider Woman stood up with a sharp gasp. “Spider Woman?” she said with glowing eyes.

“You must be Lucy,” I said: a line that I’d practiced many, many times.

The girl got excited and started jumping up and down. I walked up to her and then she jumped into my arms. “I love you so much,” she said.

“I heard,” I said. “I thought I would come by your party for a few hours and hang out with you.” She hugged me suddenly—something I wasn’t used to when playing male characters.

“Thank you so much,” she said.

And for the rest of that day, that little girl was glued to my side. Whenever she went to do anything, she would grab my hand and pull me with her. “Come and see my dolls, Spider Woman,” she would say, and then I would sit in her room with her and her friends as we played with her dolls.

After thirty minutes, I was settled into the voice; it was actually a surprisingly easy voice to do. After an hour, I was grinning from ear to ear, realizing that I’d stumbled into the easiest gig of my career. The girls were easy. They just wanted to drink imaginary tea, play with dolls, and do arts and crafts. For ten minutes we all went outside to run around, but even that was low-key compared to what I was used to with boys.

After the end of my second hour at the party, the dad came up to me and put his hand on my back. “Isn’t it great that Spider Woman came today, girls?” he said.

“Yeah!” they all agreed.

“And isn’t she beautiful?” he said, looking over at me with that cheeky grin. It was around that time that I realized the little girl didn’t have a mom at the party. The dad must have been a single dad—and he really was coming onto me.

Whenever he walked by, he would put his hand on my body, caressing my side or my back. Once, when I passed him in the hallway, he slipped his hand onto my ass—and because the fabric of the outfit was so thin, it felt like he was touching my bare ass with his big, meaty fingers.

I was getting a drink of water in the kitchen, while everyone finished their pizza, when the dad came in and stepped up behind me, putting both of his hands on my sides. I perked up. “You’re a real hero, Spider Girl,” he said with a grin in his voice. “You really made my daughter’s day today.”

I was tempted to push the man back, but I bit my tongue and went along with his little flirtation. I wanted a tip. I needed money to replace my Spider Man costume. I knew that this Spider Woman gig was a one-off: a complete stroke of luck. There was only one little girl on the planet who loved Spider Woman, and I was currently at her party. This persona wasn’t going to get me any more work.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said softly.

“Are you single?” he asked.

I bit down on my tongue again. “I’m married to the law,” I said awkwardly. I turned and looked into his eyes.

“Staying in character—I love it. Is that outfit hard to get out of?”

I nodded my head. “It’s skin tight,” I said.

“Kids will be gone in an hour. Then my daughter goes to bed. Maybe you could stick around and say goodnight to her. It would mean a lot to her.”

His hands moved down onto my butt. He gently squeezed, making me perk up. I didn’t like being sexually assaulted by a man who was much bigger than me. I didn’t love that I was being pressured into staying at his house when nobody else was going to be around. But I wanted that tip.

“I’d be happy to,” I said.

He spanked me on the butt suddenly, making me gasp. Then he laughed. “Sounds like a plan,” he said, and then he left the room.

The next hour was tough. I knew the dad wanted to fuck me, and I wasn’t sure how that was going to play into getting a tip. I was starting to feel tired—but I was desperate. If I turned him down—or showed him that I was actually a man—would there even be a tip? Would he get angry? Would he find a way to sue me or to get his money back? I wasn’t out of the clear yet.

I stood at the door as children left with their parents. I hugged all of the little girls and said goodbye, until there was only the birthday girl left. “Go brush your teeth, Lucy,” the father said. “Spider Girl will tuck you in tonight.”

“It’s Spider Woman,” Lucy said, and then she ran to get her Spider Woman themed toothbrush from the bathroom. She showed it to me before brushing her teeth. Then she ran to her room and changed into her Spider Woman themed pajamas. “Will I ever see you again?” she asked as she crawled into bed.

“I’ll come by if I’m ever in the area,” I said in that girl voice, which was starting to feel uncomfortably natural.

“I love you, Spider Woman,” she said.

I gently stroked the side of her face before pulling up the blanket. Working with girls was so much nicer than working with boys. It was the first time in a long time that I went an entire day without being kicked or punched. “Goodnight, Lucy,” I said.

“Goodnight, Spider Woman,” she said. I turned out her light and slipped out from her room, closing the door quietly. Then I turned around and looked down the hallway to see the father with his cock sticking out from the fly of his jeans. He was fully erect, and he was huge.

I could see his girth throbbing. His foreskin was pulled back all the way, exposing his reddened tip. “Want to come get your tip?” he asked.

I froze. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock before. I’d never seen such a big cock in my life! And now, there was no other exit. He was standing at the end of the hallway. The only way out was to go by him. But I’d put in so much work—I couldn’t just leave without a tip. I’d spent the entire day with my hopes up, thinking that I was going to leave with an extra hundred-dollar bill. I needed that money, but I wasn’t about to have sex with a man for it. I couldn’t even have sex! I didn’t have a vagina. But what if he just wanted a blowjob? No—I couldn’t do it. I wasn’t going to blow some guy for a hundred bucks. I was desperate for money, but I wasn’t that desperate.

“Come on,” he said. “It won’t bite.”

“I should probably be going. It’s been a long day,” I said.

“C’mon,” he said. “Just relax and have a bit of fun. I bet you’ve never been with a guy this big before.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. I started moving towards him, towards the door, but he stepped in front of me, nearly touching me with his exposed erection.

I felt my skin turning cold. “I really should be going,” I said.

“I’ll make it worth your while,” he said with a grin. His face was turning red.

“I’m okay. Thank you.”

“Two hundred bucks,” he said. “And I promise I won’t last long. It will be the quickest two hundred you’ve ever made.”

I paused, thinking about the money. I already made five hundred off the party. An extra two hundred could have gone a long way. I could have bought that used Spider Man costume and still had fifty bucks to pay for a few meals.

The father grinned big. “I knew you’d stay,” he said.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I’m sorry. I’m not staying. But thank you. It was a really great party.” I tried to squeeze by him, but he stopped me, this time brushing me with that footlong erection. I winced and groaned.

Then he put his hands on my shoulders. “Three hundred bucks for a blowjob,” he said. “I’ll only last two minutes because you’re so hot. How many people can say they’ve made three hundred bucks in two minutes?”

He stared into my eyes. He was uncomfortable close. I was worried he was going to see through that thin black fabric, and see that I was actually a man. My heart fluttered. I looked down at his throbbing cock. Maybe I could do it. Maybe I could just close my eyes and get it over with, just to make the extra money. Eight hundred dollars in a single day: that was a lot of money. That was possibly enough money to turn my life around, to stop myself from swirling further down towards being a complete failure.

My legs wobbled and my stomach groaned. I sunk slowly down to my knees, finding myself face to face with his cock. It was frighteningly tall and thick. His ball sack was bigger than my clenched fist. The veins running up his shaft with nearly as thick as my pinky finger. I reached out for it slowly. I was happy to be wearing yellow gloves, so there wouldn’t be direct skin contact—at least not until I was putting him in my mouth.

His shaft was warm. I could feel it throbbing. I tried not to gag as I stroked his length. I couldn’t believe I was actually touching a cock. I couldn’t believe that my life had sunken to this low. Was I really this desperate? I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t have to look at it, but I could still feel it, and I could hear him groaning. “Oh yeah, just like that. That feels good.”

I kept stroking it, trying to will myself to tighten my grip. I kept thinking of that extra three hundred dollars. I kept the image of that money in my mind as I kept my eyes shut. Then I felt his big, meaty fingers slip behind my head. He pulled me forward. “Open up,” he said. I opened my lips and then I felt his tongue press onto my tongue. I squirmed and tried to turn my head away, but he held me still. He was pushing his thick erection into my mouth.

“Suck it, baby,” he said. I remained frozen for a long moment as I tried to process what was happening. I could feel him throbbing in my mouth. I wanted to jump up and run away, but now it seemed like it was too late. What else did I have to lose at this point? I already had his meat on my tongue—I couldn’t take that back.

I could feel my eyes watering as my body filled with shame. I was quickly beginning to understand why men were willing to pay women a lot more to dress up for parties. I now knew why the party princesses spent so long doing their makeup—sometimes not even looking at all like the princesses they were portraying, but instead just dolled up hoes with big eyelashes, dark eyeliner, and flirty pink lips. They knew how to get into a man’s wallet.

“Suck it, baby,” he said again. “Don’t be afraid. Make me come.”

I started bobbing my head as that shame swelled inside of me. I just needed that moment to be over. I needed to make him come so I could put this embarrassing little piece of my life behind me. I was getting the money to buy a new costume. I was getting the money that I needed to fix the big mistake that I made when I ran my mouth at that joint birthday party. I just had to make this well-endowed man come.

I bobbed my head fast and deep, pushing his cock into the back of my throat as I pressed my lips firmly around his girth. He moaned and his cock twitched. It was strange, making a man aroused as another man. It was strange to think that I was passing as an attractive woman. Did I really look like a hot girl? Or was this guy just weird and horny? Could I trick other people into paying me as if I was a beautiful woman?

I bobbed my head faster, pumping with my hand what I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I could feel his girth swelling. I could feel him throbbing harder as his heart rate increased. “Shit,” he mumbled. I knew that he was close. I knew that I was about to taste his cum—but I didn’t want to taste his cum. Was he going warn me? Or was he just going to unload? If I pulled my face away and ruined his orgasm, would he still tip me? Or was he expecting me to take it and swallow? I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His face was red. He looked like he was holding back. So I pulled my head back. “You’re going to warm me if you’re going to—”

Then he came. He groaned and cum spewed out from his cock. He reached down and grabbed it, squeezing it firmly.  I turned my face away, but it was too late: the first giant stream got me right on the lips, and the second got my chin. Now, he was spraying the side of my face and my body. I tried to use my hand to block him, but somehow his cum just ended up arching over my hand and getting onto my face—and somehow getting on my hand as well, so now I had nothing to wipe the cum away.

The man produced a large amount of cum, and it was all on me. I was dripping with his thick white substance. “Oh my God,” I said, trying to wipe it off of my lips using my wrist. My costume was covered. I had no idea if cum would stain the way the blood stained my Spider Man outfit.

I thought I had it off of my lips, then I made the mistake of sticking out my tongue to double check. I don’t know why I used my tongue—maybe it was just an impulse whenever there was something warm on my lips. I tasted his load. It was bitter, and almost sour. I cringed as that flavor resonated in my mouth.

“Why’d you pull back?” he said. Then he reached down and pulled me up to my feet. “You can stay here tonight, if you want. I’ve got a king-sized bed. You can stick your outfit in the wash.”

I tried to force a smile, hiding the fact that I was furious with him. “I really need to be going,” I said. “Can I have that tip please?”

He stared at me for a long moment before stuffing his cock away. He walked over to the kitchen and grabbed his wallet. He slipped out a wad of hundreds. “Here,” he said. “Thanks for the extra service.” He winked and my stomach turned. I grabbed a napkin to wipe my face—and then I grabbed five more to wipe everywhere else. I said nothing else as I turned to the door to leave. I felt so humiliated as I went to my car. I wanted to take my mask off because it was covered in his cum, but I didn’t want him seeing me as a man—not even after I’d been paid and I’d gotten out from his house.

It wasn’t until I got home that I took off the mask and took a long look at myself in the mirror. Strangely, even without the mask, I looked feminine. Maybe the blush and the lipstick were enough to sell myself as a girl. I turned my head and looked at myself from a few different angles. Maybe I did a better job of feminizing myself that I realized. I was actually kind of cute. Maybe it wasn’t so surprising that the birthday girl’s father wanted to fuck me so badly.

I caught myself grinning, and then I remembered that I’d just sucked a cock for money. I wiped the grin off of my face and I cleared my throat. I wasn’t in the clear yet. I just had a good day—and it was a complete stroke of luck, unless Spider Woman was about to take off in a big way—and even if she did, I would probably end up with a thousand other local Spider Women. I had to get right back to marketing. I needed to replace that Spider Man costume so I could get back into a rotation of normal gigs.

But just to celebrate that little victory, I decided to order some food to my apartment. I bought thirty dollars’ worth of sushi, which was about twenty-five dollars more than I usually spent on dinner. I was treating myself, congratulating myself for being a fighter. I wasn’t willing to go down without a fight. I wasn’t going to fold just because there was more competition in town that usual. I wasn’t going to end up homeless.


CHAPTER IV

I was at the costume store as soon as it opened the next morning. The same woman was working, and I was nervous that she would remember me—and I was extremely nervous that my picture was going to be on the wall of the store, underneath the word THIEF. But luckily, she treated me like a normal customer when I came in, as if she didn’t even remember our little encounter the week before.

“What are you looking for?” she asked.

“I’m looking for a high-quality Spider Man outfit,” I said.

“We’ve only got one,” she said.

“Used, right?”

“No, we sold our last used one yesterday. This one is new. Eleven hundred,” she said.

“Eleven hundred!?” I said. My hard earned eight hundred wasn’t even enough to buy the costume that I needed. I felt my heart falling into my stomach. I felt my legs beginning to wobble as my nerves tingled. Maybe I celebrated too early. Maybe I shouldn’t have bought that expensive sushi. I felt like fainting. I felt like throwing up in her store.

“That’s the price,” she said. “Supply and demand. Right now, there’s a ton of demand. Every kid wants Spider Man at his party.”

“I don’t have eleven hundred,” I said. I felt like I was having deja vu. “How often do you get used ones in?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s inconsistent. Rare these days—but you never know.”

I felt dizzy. Without a good Spider Man outfit, I would be working less than half as often as usual. “I need that costume,” I said. I knew that I wasn’t going to luck out again. I wasn’t going to come across another Spider Woman ad out of the blue.

“Well if you want it, it’s eleven hundred.” She stared at me with a blank, unsympathetic look.

And that’s when I noticed the Cinderella costume hanging behind her. It was a high quality, film replica, and it was only being sold for three-fifty. Next to it was an Elsa costume, from the movie Frozen, being sold for three hundred. Both costumes came with wigs, and they both appeared to be in my size.

A cold shiver buzzed through me. Those were two of the most common party princess costumes. Maybe I could get a few jobs with them. Maybe I could earn enough money to replace my Spider Man outfit and then I would be back on my feet. “Give me those two,” I said, pointing at the princess dresses on the wall.

She looked back at the dresses, and then back at me. “What two?”

“The dresses, with the wigs. Those come with all the accessories, right?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “The Disney Princess dresses?” she said.

“Yeah.”

“They do,” she said slowly, staring into my eyes. “But those are women’s dresses.”

“I’ll buy them,” I said. Then I looked around, knowing I still had a couple hundred left. If I was going to try to pass as a woman, I was going to need breasts. I knew that store sold breast forms. I spotted a set of C-cups. “I’ll take those too.”

“The breasts?” she said.

“Yes. Ring it all up.” I was embarrassed, but I wasn’t willing to give up. I knew that I could look like a girl and I could do a girl voice. I just needed to figure out the makeup and I would be fine.

The woman stood there with a dumbfounded look on her face.

“Well?” I said. “Don’t just stand there. Ring it all up.” She was slow to react, grabbing the expensive costumes down from the wall before grabbing the new box of breast forms off the shelf. “Okay. That will, uh, be seven-fourteen, after taxes.”

I paid with cash, using almost every dollar I had left after the Spider Woman birthday party. That terrible humiliation swelled inside of me for the rest of the day, nagging deep in my gut, making me feel like a complete loser. I had no idea how I was ever going to show my face in that store again. I had no idea why I even thought that I would be able to compete with real women for party princess jobs. Was I insane? Did something finally snap in my brain?

I spent the rest of that day dolling myself up: watching makeup tutorials, shaving my legs, and practicing my girly voice. I must have stood in front of that bathroom mirror for six straight hours, perfecting my eyeliner and figuring how the perfect way to apply mascara. Sure, I felt stupid, but I also felt desperate. Now, with the money spent, I needed this to pay off more than ever. I had nothing: no more than fifty bucks in my bank account, and I was going to need that money to post ads.

I spent a lot of that night looking up ads for other party princesses. I recognized a few of the girls, and I was a bit surprised to see how sexy they were in their ads. It wasn’t long before I realized that they were advertising themselves to the fathers who were doing the hiring, and not to the children—or anybody who cared about authenticity. I was quickly learning that the party princess game was a much different one than the party superhero game—and I was quickly learning why party princesses were paid so much more than party superheroes.

So when I put on my Elsa dress, I made sure to pull it down, exposing the cleavage of my high-quality breast forms (which were amazingly seamless on my skin). I pulled up the slit of the dress, making sure it exposed my recently shaved leg, and even a touch of my hip. Then I took a few pictures, trying on a few different flirty faces. I must have spent two hours getting the perfect angle for my photos. It was 3:30 AM when I finally started posting my news ads, using my new fake name, Molly. ‘Hire Molly! I can be a beautiful Cinderella, Elsa, or Spider Woman for your daughter’s birthday party! Reasonable rates. Text me and let’s discuss your upcoming event!’ I decided to include a kissing face emoji in my ad, just to give it a bit of spunk.

I figured it would be a few weeks of posting daily before I got a gig, so I was shocked when I woke up the next morning and saw that I had two new emails from potential clients. “Daughter’s birthday is tomorrow afternoon. Any chance you can make it on short notice?” said one.

“I need an Elsa for this weekend. Budget is limited—only have four hundred. We would need you for two hours. Any chance you’re free and that rate works for you?” said the other.

I sat frozen in front of my computer screen. My heart skipped a beat before it started racing. I felt like I’d stumbled onto a secret that I wasn’t meant to find. Was this too good to be true? Was I actually getting hired twice in one week to be a party princess? My hands were shaking as I went to reply to the emails.

“Of course I can move a few things around and be free,” I said to the first email. “Are you looking for Elsa, Cinderella, or Spider Man?”

“Let’s go with something classic,” the man replied quickly. “Cinderella will be fine. Party is from three ‘till six. What’s your rate?”

“One hundred per hour,” I said.

“Deal,” he said immediately. “See you tomorrow. I’ll send my address shortly.”

And the other party was quick to hire me as well, for the flat rate of four hundred, as if it was a low number. After sending over my contract to each father, I started to wonder if I should have fought for more money. But it was hard to feel like I was being ripped off. I was set to make seven hundred dollars in a matter of days—more than I’d made since I first started working in the industry, back when I was competing with nobody.

I went to sleep, hoping to get rested up before my big gig. But I wasn’t able to sleep as all of the terrifying possibilities swirled through my mind. I was actually going to go in front of a whole party while dressed like a girl. They were expecting a girl: a real girl, not some dude in drag. And this time, I wasn’t being paid upfront. I had to work for my money and I had to keep everyone—especially the paying fathers—convinced that I was the real deal. And maybe if I worked hard enough, and let the men touch me just a little bit, I could walk away with some big tips.


CHAPTER V

It was an unfamiliar feeling, stepping out from my car in that surprisingly short dress. I was supposed to be Cinderella, who traditionally had a long gown, but whoever designed that costume wasn’t thinking sexy and not necessarily accurate. I felt a cool breeze swirling up my legs, teasing my crotch. I perked up and my heart skipped a beat. I turned to my car’s passenger mirror to check to see that my chest form looked okay. It was made from a very thin silicone, which felt just like skin to the touch; the seam was hardly noticeable—and not at all noticeable with the flashy necklace that sat on top of it.

I picked up my breasts with my hands, making sure they were properly in the cups of the dress. I puckered my lips to make sure I was wearing enough lip gloss. My lips were still shining as if I’d just finished bobbing for apples in a barrel of lubricant. My eyeliner was still dark and perfect. My clip-on earrings were still glistening with fake diamonds. I was ready for that party—at least physically.

Mentally, I was a complete wreck. I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t breathe normally. Horrible scenarios kept running through my head. What if someone realized I wasn’t a woman? What if I traumatized a child? What if someone recognized me? What if my picture ended up being posted online and the whole world decided to collectively make fun of me?

I knew it wasn’t too late to turn around. I would be disappointing a little girl, but at least I would be saving my reputation. I didn’t have to go through with this. Burger King was still hiring. I didn’t have to worry about buying expensive costumes if my job was simply to flip burgers.

I took a deep breath, still staring in my side view mirror. My face was a shade of red. I hated that I was standing outside, in public, dressed up like a girl. The gentle breeze was trying desperately to pick up the skirt of my dress, almost flashing the whole neighborhood. I was wearing the lacy white panties that came with the dress. I didn’t want anyone seeing them, but I wore them just in case anyone decided to look up my skirt. I figured it was better if one of the parents saw panties instead of men’s boxers.

I turned around with my eyes closed. I took another deep breath, trying to will myself to get back in the car. I could send an apology—tell them that I was feeling sick and I didn’t want to make anyone sick. Hell, I could even hire a replacement last minute. I knew a few party princesses from doing joint parties and big events. I’m sure they would have appreciated the work.

I opened my eyes and saw the crowd of girls staring at me. They were all on the front lawn. The parents put them outside to see me. Now, they were all pointing at me. I heard one girl scream, “Is that Cinderella!?”

I remained frozen for a long moment. It was a big party: twenty-four girls, all five and under. Standing behind them all was a single man: the father of the birthday girl, the man in charge of supervising twenty-five girls. He waved me over, but I didn’t move. I found myself wishing I was still in that Spider Woman costume. I had my eyes covered in the Spider Woman costume—and my entire body. Sure, the suit was skin tight, but at least nobody could see my crotch with the right breeze.

I managed to force a smile. I lifted my hand up to wave. All of the girls waved back. The father was still waving me forward. I took a step forward and then another gentle breeze came. I felt my skirt lifting up. I reached down with my lace-clad hands and pushed the skirt down, so I wouldn’t flash two dozen young children. I paused, let my heart settle, and then I continued forward. Once I was on the property, the children swarmed me.

I was expecting a more aggressive welcome, still used to working with young boys. But the girls were all strangely polite and gentle. Two girls took my hands and gently led me towards the house. “So nice of you to join us, Ms. Cinderella,” the birthday girl said. I saw the dad smiling and my nerves settled slightly.

“It’s so nice of you all to have me at your party,” I said in my well-practiced girl voice. It was a bit weird having all of the girls inspecting my dress, feeling the fabric and commenting on how soft it was. They were all wearing princess dresses of their own: cheap factory crap bought online.

“Will you have tea with us, Ms. Cinderella?” the birthday girl asked.

“Of course I will!” I said, and then they brought me inside for tea.

I was starting to like these girl party gigs. I’d done a couple of girl parties before, for tom-girls who liked superheroes. Those were always the easiest parties. But these parties—filled with gentle girly girls—these were the easiest, most low-key events I’d ever worked.

I spent most of the time sitting, drinking tea, listening to girls chat. When it was time to play around the yard, they usually just wanted me to stand and watch. When I was Spider Man, I was always ‘it’ when it was time to play tag. As Wolverine, I was always being asked to perform some sort of stunt or another. But as Cinderella, I was just a guest: sitting and smiling, and occasionally twirling with a smile on my face to get a rise out of all the little girls.

“You’re so beautiful,” one girl said to me. “I want to be beautiful like you one day.”

I paused, feeling strangely flustered by the compliment. I had to take a moment to remind myself that I wasn’t a woman, and therefore being called ‘beautiful’ was the opposite of a compliment. “You already are beautiful,” I said to the young girl.

“But you’re, like, really beautiful,” she said with a glowing smile. “Your face is so pretty. You have big, pretty eyelashes. You’re really pretty.”

And once again, even though I’d reminded myself that being called a beautiful woman wasn’t a compliment, I found myself blushing. I bit down on my tongue. “You’re so sweet,” I said.

That was my day: being complimented by little kids. It was by far the easiest money I’d ever made. The only bump in the day was when the pizza came and the kids devoured it before I had a chance to get a slice. But if that was the worst part of my day, then I was having a pretty good day.

At the end of the party, I stood by the door and said goodbye to all of the little girls, one at a time, and I handed out the treat bags that the dad bought at the local party store. “I hope to see you again sometime,” I said to the last girl as she waved at me, clutching her mother’s hand. I turned around and saw the father, patting his daughter on the head before sending her off to her room to play with her new toys. “Say goodbye to Cinderella,” he said. “She has to go now.”

“Bye Ms. Cinderella! It was so nice of you to join us today,” the little girl said before doing a cute little curtsy. She ran off to her room to play with her new dollies.

The father smiled at me. “You did great today,” he said. “Come over to my office and we’ll settle up your tab.”

He led me over to his office. He sat down behind the desk and pulled open a drawer. Before getting the money, he pulled out a cigar. “Sorry, it’s been a long day watching all those kids,” he said. “Well—you know. You do it all the time. I only have Jess every second weekend, and this is the first time I’ve ever had her for her birthday party.” He sucked in the cigar smoke and then he blew it out slowly. He offered it to me, but I passed.

“You did really great today,” he said again. “I can’t think you enough—especially on the short notice.”

“It’s my pleasure,” I said.

He stared at me. “We agreed on three hundred, right?”

“I think so,” I said. But now that I was looking around his expensive office, I was thinking I could have easily gotten much more.

“Okay, no problem,” he said. He pulled out his wallet, and then he paused. He looked up and me and smiled with pink cheeks. “Excuse me if I’ve gotten the wrong idea, but you do princess work for adult parties too—right?”

I paused, not sure if he was suggesting that I was a stripper or not. There were indeed adult parties that hired princesses and superheroes, and they weren’t at all sexual. I’d done many work events before. As Spider Man, I would get hired all the time to make appearances at corporate events. People seemed to get a kick out of it, though I have no clue why. “Sure,” I said.

He smiled. “I thought so—from the pictures in your ad. I think it’s interesting that you do both. Some people might think that’s weird, but you got to make a living, right?”

Now I was starting to think he was suggesting that I was also a stripper for hire. Maybe he had a bachelor party coming up and he needed a girl to give some friend a BJ.

“Well here’s the money,” he said, sliding three crisp hundreds towards me. Then I noticed him slipping three more out from his wallet. I could tell that he wasn’t finished.

“Thank you,” I said.

Then he put the next three hundred on the table. “Here’s three more,” he said. “If you want it.”

I paused. I nearly reached for it, thinking it could have just been a polite tip. But I could tell by the way he was staring into my eyes that it wasn’t as simple as a tip. I looked down at the money. “For me?” I said.

“If you want it,” he said again. He wasn’t simply saying that it was for me. He was suggesting much more.

“Let’s say I do want it,” I said softly.

He smiled. Then he pulled out another crisp hundred. “Let’s make it four,” he said. “I would want the mouth, and then pussy.”

My heart fluttered and skipped a beat. I felt a lump swelling in my throat. “For four hundred?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat was too big. I tried clearing my throat.

He nodded his head. I looked down at the money again. My mind filled with all the possibilities. I didn’t have a pussy, so it was pointless to even consider the offer. But I did want that money. I wanted it badly, and for some reason I was trying to think of a way to get it.

“Well?” he said.

“What about half, just for the—uh—blowjob,” I said, whispering the last word.

He narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “No offence, but I can get a blowjob for thirty bucks from pretty much any working girl on the street. I really want to feel your puffy skirt bouncing on my lap, if you know what I mean.” He smiled, showing his perfect, white teeth.

I cleared my throat again and looked back down at the money. He really wanted the full package. I bit hard on my tongue. “What about five hundred,” I said. “And instead of my, uh, pussy—I’ll do anal.” I suddenly felt sick. My stomach churned.

His eyes became big. “Anal?” he said. Then he smiled. “I get it—not on birth control?” He laughed. “I like it. It’s a deal.”

A wave of horror washed over me as I realized the deal I’d just made. A part of thought he wasn’t going to take the deal—but then why did I make it? Why was I going along with this nonsense? Why couldn’t I just accept the three hundred? It was more than I was used to making and it was more than I needed. But I got greedy. Now, he was gently pushing himself back from his desk.

A blowjob wasn’t the worst. I’d given out a blowjob already as Spider Woman, and I survived. Maybe I could just get him off before he wanted penetration. Maybe I could make quick work of him using my mouth. There was still hope: hope that I wouldn’t be losing my anal virginity to a stranger while dressed up like Cinderella.

I stood up. My legs trembled and I took in a deep breath of cool air. The back of my neck was hot: maybe from the stress or maybe from the long blonde wig. I closed my eyes for a moment before walking around the desk. He’d made room for me between his legs. I looked down into his eyes before lowering myself to my knees. “That’s a good princess,” he said with a big smile on his face. “Let’s not be too long. My daughter’s up in her room.”

I nodded my head in compliance. Then I looked down at his crotch. His fly was still zipped up, so I had some work to do. I reached forward and noticed my hand was trembling. I pulled his zipper down slowly, revealing the black of his underwear. Then I reached my fingers into the slid to find his cock. I found it quickly. I gasped. It was thick and already hard: throbbing as it begged to be released from that denim prison.

I looked up into his eyes. He was grinning. “Go ahead,” he said. I pulled the cock out, making it spring up and bounce before it settled into its towering, upright position. His foreskin was pulled back. His veins were pulsing. His ten inches were ready to be sucked.

And I had nothing to lose now except for time. So I clutched his shaft, gave it a few firm strokes, and then I leaned forward and accepted it into my mouth. I closed my eyes and bobbed my head with determination. I had to get him off. I didn’t want to do anal. I just wanted to take my tip and leave. I had to keep him aroused. I had to be relentless. I’d heard of Thai massage artists getting men off in a matter of seconds by rubbing all the right spots. Now, I needed to figure out how to do the same thing. I used my tongue to tickle the underside of his tip. I gripped him hard at the base and pumped while I sucked. I was running out of air, but I didn’t want to lose my momentum. He was moaning, pushing his fingers into my hair, pushing my head further down into his lap so his cock would go further into my throat. I gagged a bit, but I didn’t stop. I was managing to pull a bit of air into my nose, so I wasn’t suffocating.

I kept sucking and bobbing. I could feel him throbbing harder and harder. Maybe I was going to be successful—maybe I was going to get him off before it was anal time.

“Okay,” he said. “That’s enough.” He grabbed my head and pulled me up. I kept pumping his cock with my fist, hoping I could get him off with a few more seconds of stroking. But he wasn’t getting off. He pried my hand off of his cock and laughed. “You’re horny. I like it.” Then he bent forward and put his hands on my sides. He groaned as he picked me up—and I was shocked that he was strong enough to lift me off of my feet. I gasped as he placed me down on his lap.

My heart was pounding ferociously now. The chance of getting him off with a blowjob alone was no longer on the table. Now, it was anal time. I took a deep breath. He reached down to pull my panties aside. I assumed he was just going to move the thin lacy strip over, so I gasped when he pulled hard and ripped my panties off. “That was part of the costume,” I said.

“Oops. Sorry,” he said with a big grin. “I’ll throw in an extra hundred. You can buy a replacement.”

I could see the cash in my mind. I caught myself smiling, so I bit down on my bottom lip. But now I was playing a risky game. There was no longer anything concealing my cock and balls except for my skirt—and he was reaching down to make the penetration happen. I beat him to it, reaching down to grab his saliva-slicked cock. “Put your hands on my tits,” I said.

He smiled and complied, grabbing my boobs firmly. Thankfully they felt real—as long as they stayed in the dress. “Don’t take them out,” I said. “I have them taped to the dress so they don’t fall out. I don’t want to ruin the dress.”

“Fine,” he said. He went ahead and squeezed—and strangely, I could feel the squeezing as if the breasts were my own.

I aimed his cock between my butt cheeks. I knew I had to be quick; he was too curious and too handsy. It was a matter of time before he decided to reach down to feel my pussy, only to feel my cock instead. And it was probably a matter of time before he decided to rip off my dress while offering to buy me a new one.

I pushed his tip against my hole. He felt big. I was quickly filling up with regret, but it was too late to turn around now. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and then I sat down. His cock pushed up into my body. I gasped and he gasped as well. I felt my hole stretching, and I felt my organs stretching inside of me. I groaned and squirmed and I nearly cried.

He tilted his head back and let out a long whimper. “It’s so fucking tight,” he said. And he wasn’t lying: my hole was tight, and his cock was big. It didn’t feel natural. I felt like I was being stretched apart. I moaned and squirmed, and then his hands found my sides and he held me firmly. He lifted me slightly off his lap and then he began to thrust up and down.

I screamed. I had to quickly cover my mouth so that his daughter wouldn’t hear what sounded like her father killing Cinderella. I bit down on my finger as his giant cock pumped up and down, sliding through my anal passageway. “It’s so tight,” he groaned through clenched teeth.

“Not too hard,” I begged.

“Shut up,” he said. He held me tighter and fucked me harder. His face was turning red. Mine was too. I clutched his shoulders and held on to the best of my ability. I kept the image of that five hundred dollars in my mind: it was a lot of money for a quick fuck. And maybe it wasn’t so bad. It didn’t hurt much once I became numb to the stretching. It actually felt kind of nice. There was a peculiar pulsing euphoria inside of my body. It was particularly intense in my crotch. I could feel myself getting harder to my amazement.

So I kept holding on, bouncing up and down on his lap. It felt good—too good. I started moaning and relaxing. His hands moved up and down my sides, but he didn’t stop thrusting his giant dick into my body. “Fuck me harder,” I said softly, and I couldn’t believe the words came out from my mouth.

He held me tight and thrusted harder, pushing the entire length of his cock into my body. I could feel his tip pushing up towards my lungs. I could feel his hard veins throbbing inside of my body.

“Don’t stop,” I begged.

“I’m coming,” he said.

“No—don’t,” I said. “Hold on for me. Please.” I could feel a pleasant buzzing of my own in my body. I didn’t want it to end. It was getting stronger and stronger. “Don’t stop!”

He groaned, and then I felt him spewing inside of my body. I could feel every giant gush of hot, thick fluid pushing deep into my cavern. I groaned and trembled before going limp on his lap. The pleasure was overwhelming—and it was only a moment before I felt dripping down my legs. I reached down to find out what was happening, and then I looked at my fingers and saw cum. I quickly hid my fingers from the exhausted father. It was my own cum: the anal pounding made me have an orgasm.

I stood up quickly and fixed the skirt of my dress before he had a chance to do any more exploring. His cock fell to the side, still oozing white cream. He was slumped in his chair, taking deep breaths. “That was amazing,” he said slowly.

I smiled and nodded my head. I was still tingling with ecstasy, but I didn’t want to stick around to have everything come crashing down. “It was nice,” I said, feeling his load pouring out from my stretched hole. “But I should really be going now.”

He nodded slowly before reaching for his wallet. He slipped another hundred out and then he pushed the cash towards me. I took it all, happily accepting the five hundred dollars on top of the three hundred I made for the party.

The next day, I bought myself a couple more outfits to extend my range. I picked up a Snow White costume and an Ariel costume, complete with mermaid tail. I spent the rest of that day staging photos so that I could advertise my services, and it wasn’t long before my email inbox started to fill up with inquiries. I felt that rush of excitement that I hadn’t felt in so long. I couldn’t remember the last time my future looked so bright. I didn’t have to get a job flipping burgers at Burger King after all. I could stick to my plan of working parties for twenty years before retiring with a comfortable nest egg. Hell, maybe it would be more like fifteen years with the way things were going.


CHAPTER VI

By the end of my fourth week doing girls’ parties as various princesses, I’d purchased all of the costumes and I managed to sock aside about four grand into my bank account. I was cruising, with more in the bank than ever before.

Sure, I was doing a bit extra on the side for tips. Most of the time, it was just a matter of playing the role of a princess for a few hours. But about once each week, I ran into a single dad who had a bit of extra money to spend. It got easier, going down on men while dressed like a woman. I actually was starting to like it. I liked that I was able to make men so hard so fast—and I liked the way that they moaned for me, came for me, called me beautiful and hot and sexy. Some men just wanted a little bit of head; some men wanted to dominate me. I let one man bend me over while I was dressed like Elsa. He actually couldn’t even wait for the party to be over. He took me downstairs while the girls were playing and then he pushed his fat cock into my asshole while I was bent over his laundry machine. He pumped me full of cum and then I cleaned myself up and finished my job for the day.

My best tip came when I was dressed like Snow White. When the party ended, three dads were still there, drunk after a long day of drinking and watching kids. While the host of the party was cutting me a cheque, he paused and looked at me with a big smile, and said, “How much to give us all blowies?”

His friends laughed. He was obviously dared to ask the question, and he was taken by surprise when I said, “Three hundred.”

The men were quick to pull the money out from their wallets—and then I ended up doing a lot more than ‘blowies’. While I sucked one man, another man took a turn with my asshole. By the end of thirty minutes, I had two gushing creampies in my anus and a face covered in thick goo from a man who insisted on a facial. They paid me more than three hundred for the extra service.

And I probably would have had a lot more than four grand in my bank account had I been better with my money. I was quickly developing a new addiction for lingerie and makeup. I found that men paid me more when I had nice lingerie on underneath my princess attire. The lingerie also helped to keep my cock and ball sack out of the picture. But I looked so cute in lingerie. It was so much fun, dressing up at home between gigs, looking at myself in the mirror, lounging around in a cute red teddy, sleeping in the soft satins and lace. Sometimes I would go out of the house with lingerie under my regular clothes, just so I could feel those amazing fabrics against my skin.

Maybe I was becoming a cross-dresser—or maybe I was becoming something more than a cross-dresser. I went out as a girl a few times—at first just to practice my girly persona, but later I would just go out because I liked turning heads and I liked feeling sexy. I was at the mall when a man asked me out on a date. I declined, of course, but the proposition made my heart soar for days. I really did make a beautiful woman.

I accepted just about every job offer I got without thinking too much into it. I was always prepared to do extra—even if I was going to two or three different parties in a single day.

But I really should have been screening my clients better. I received one message, asking me to be Elsa for a girl’s second birthday party. I accepted without asking any questions. The man sent me the address, and then I put the address in my planner and didn’t think any more into it until I arrived at the site—and saw that it was the same house where I was punched in the face and thrown out onto the pavement.

My body turned cold as I pulled up and instantly recognized the house. I double checked the address and then I thought about driving away. I didn’t want to go inside. I didn’t want to be recognized—not here, of all places.

I looked at myself in the mirror and saw that I was completely white. This was the house where my horrible luck started. Going back inside seemed like a death wish, even though they were willing to pay five hundred for just three hours of work. It was easy money, but it was money that I didn’t want. I needed to leave. I couldn’t risk being recognized.

I fired my engine back up, and then I nearly screamed as someone knocked at the window. I turned sharply and saw his face: the father that punched me and left me with a terribly sore black eye and a probably-broken nose. He was staring at me with brooding eyes, as if he already recognized me. “Hey,” he said.

I opened my mouth to reply but I wasn’t able to produce any words. He motioned for me to roll down my window, and for some reason I complied, even though I had a bad idea that I was about to get a fist to the face. I was wearing makeup, sure—and a wig—but I was still the same person. I still had the same facial structure and the same eyes and the same nose. I’m sure he would recognize me if he looked closely enough.

“Hi,” I said, forcing a smile, ready to pull my head back at a moment’s notice.

“You’re late,” he said. “Party started eight minutes ago.”

“Oh,” I said. My skin felt cold, even though it was a warm afternoon. “I always come a little late. The kids love it when it’s unexpected.”

“Well I’m paying you for three hours and now we’re almost a sixth of the way through the first hour.” He stared darkly into my eyes. I was still considering driving off. He didn’t have any of my personal information. I’d been giving out a fake name since I started working as a woman. So I had nothing to lose except for his money by pulling away.

“Well what are you waiting for?” he said. “Let’s go. The kids are waiting.”

He stepped away from the car, giving me the opportunity that I needed to pull away. But I didn’t pull away. Instead, I took a moment to be sensible. If he hadn’t recognized me yet, then he wasn’t going to recognize me. I knew that I could be a perfect princess for a few hours because I’d done it dozens of times already. So what did I really have to lose? If anything, it was the perfect opportunity to get over my fears.

I stepped out from the car and walked towards him. His gaze moved down my body, checking out my legs, before returning to my eyes. “A bit skimpy for a kid’s party,” he said.

I forced a smile. “It’s film-accurate,” I said.

He rolled his eyes. “Which film? Elsa Does Dallas?”

My heart fluttered. I’d only come across two other guys like him since I started working as a woman, but he was the first father. The others were just parents of the birthday girl’s friends. “It’s the same dress I wore in my ad pictures,” I said, biting down on my tongue.

“Maybe. I didn’t look closely enough, I guess,” he said. “Let’s just get you inside so the kids calm down.”

We went inside. I didn’t do many two-year-old parties. Two-year-olds didn’t generally care much for princesses or superheroes. They usually just wanted to run around and cry.

So none of the kids really noticed me as I entered. I tried to get their attention by doing a twirl and announcing myself. Two little girls looked up at me. One cried and was swept away by the mother. It was a bit awkward, but once I got used to the feeling of the father watching me from across the room, I settled into my role. I sat on the floor and played dollies with the birthday girl for most of the afternoon, and then I ended up changing a few diapers of the younger kids and helping set out paper plates when the pizza came. I was even asked to cut the cake before everyone left for the evening. So I was basically hired to help with some of the chores, but I didn’t mind: money is money, and it was still a lot easier than being chased, punched, and kicked by reckless young boys.

The father was too busy to pay me once the party guests left. His daughter was ready for bed: exhausted and crying as she came down from her sugar high. “Can you just hold on?” he said to me without looking at me, even though I never prodded him or asked me to step aside.

“We can just settle this online,” I said, trying to force a smile into my voice. More than anything, I just wanted to leave.

“I’ll settle it with cash,” he said. “Just hold on.” So I stood there as he struggled to get his daughters and son dressed for bed. It was a long wait as he fought his youngest—the birthday girl—to brush her teeth and then he dragged her to her room as she screamed. She fell asleep surprisingly quickly once he had her in her bed. He closed her bedroom door and let out a deep sigh. Then he looked up at me. “Right,” he said. “Payment.”

I felt awkward alone in that house with him, knowing what he was capable of. I still had a scratch on my nose from where his fist made contact. It was hidden now with makeup, but I didn’t want to earn a matching one, so I kept my distance. He went to the kitchen and started digging through drawers. “Where’s my wallet?” he grumbled. Even though I put in the work, I was still tempted to leave without being paid, just so I could get out of that house. I looked over and saw the spot on the ground where I landed after being punched.

“Like I said, we can just do an e-payment,” I said.

“No,” he said. “I want this off the books. My accountant is on my back right now with tax season coming up.” He shook his head. “I’ll find it. It’s here somewhere.”

Then he found it and held it up. “Here it is!” he proclaimed. He opened it up and then he grumbled. He looked up at me and then he said, “I think my cash is in my office. You don’t mind coming to my office, do you?”

“That’s fine,” I said. But I didn’t realize that his office was in the basement. It was dark down there, and a bit cold. I kept my distance from him once we were in his office—staying near the door in case I felt the need to run. He dug through a drawer before pulling out a thick wad of cash, which looked like a stack stolen from the bank. He slipped out a few bills and then he looked up at me. “So tell me honestly. You a prostitute?”

I felt strangely offended by the accusation, even though it wasn’t far from the truth. I suppose I was a bit of a prostitute, accepting money from men in exchange for sexual favors. I smiled and said, “I’m a professional.”

“Professional cock sucker, or what?” he said.

I bit hard on my tongue. “I do parties,” I said. “Like your daughter’s. Let’s just settle up and I’ll get going.”

“Well hold on,” he said. Then he walked towards me, making me tense up. He reached past me and closed the door behind me. Suddenly, that office seemed awfully claustrophobic.

“What are you doing?” I asked with tense muscles all over.

“Tell me honestly. You a hooker?”

“Why?” I said.

“Cause I have money, okay? I, uh, heard from a friend that you help guys… wind down after stressful kids’ parties.”

My heart skipped a beat. Was I earning a reputation as a slut around town? I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “What do you need?” I asked. My voice was shaken.

“What are your rates, slut?” he asked. “Quit beating around the fucking bush.”

I didn’t like him and I didn’t want any more of his business, so I decided to make my numbers big. “A thousand,” I said. “You get me in costume for a thousand.”

“A thousand?” he said. “Does that get me whatever I want—and you keep your slut mouth shut about this?”

I suddenly remembered his wife being present at the previous party, where I lost my Spider Man outfit. Was he trying to cheat on his wife? “That gets you oral and anal,” I said. My voice was more shaken than ever as my heart raced.

“What if I want something different?” he said.

“Like what?” I said.

He stared into my eyes and then he bent down to open the bottom drawer of his desk. He pulled out a purple strap-on dildo and my Spider Man mask. “Put this cock on and fuck me while I wear the mask.”

I stared at it. I had the urge to laugh, but I held back. “That’s what you want?” I said. I looked at my old mask. I forgot how great that mask was—and it was still in perfect condition.

“Don’t fucking laugh,” he said, even though I hardly cracked a grin. I wiped that grin quickly off of my face, worried he would punch it off. “I have a fantasy—being with a—you know—shemale.”

“A shemale?” I said.

“You know. A hot chick with a cock. Laugh and I’ll break your nose—I swear to God.”

“How’s about fifteen hundred,” I said.

“You said a thousand,” he said, narrowing his eyes.

I took a deep breath. “Fifteen hundred and you can have the real thing.” I lifted up the skirt of my Elsa dress to show him my bulge. He stared for a long moment. His face turned white. I had no idea why I was exposing myself like that. I should have just strapped on the dildo and fucked him. Now I was offering to peg him—but why? I didn’t want to put my cock into another man’s body! I didn’t want to give him a reason to snap.

“That real?” he said. He sunk suddenly to one knee and reached out, putting his hand on my bulge. I felt his fingers touching my penis: a weird feeling. He gasped. “You’re a shemale?” he said. I didn’t love him using the word shemale. It sounded derogatory and dirty.

“Yeah,” I said.

He pulled my panties down slightly, making my cock fall out. He gasped. Then he grabbed onto it. “Deal,” he said, putting on the mask. “Fifteen hundred and you’ll fuck me.”

“Suck it,” I said.

His face suddenly turned dark red. “I didn’t say anything about sucking.”

“I said suck it.” I reached down and grabbed his head with both of my hands. I pulled him into my crotch, and he quickly opened his mouth to accept my flaccid shaft. His mouth was warm. I looked up and tried to pretend that I was with a woman. When I was the one on my knees, I was happy to look up at the men. But being the one on the receiving end, I was still as straight as my usual self.

He pulled the mask up over his lips and then he sucked. I could feel myself getting harder as his tongue explored my shaft. He tried to pull his head back for air, but I didn’t let him. I was getting a bit of anger out on him—and I planned on getting a little bit more out.

He moaned and choked, but I made him suck the entire length of my cock, until I was rock hard in his mouth. Then I gripped his head firmly and began thrusting into his throat, almost making him throw up. Finally he managed to push himself back. “Are you trying to fucking kill me?” he said with saliva all over his face.

“Stand up and bend over,” I said. He paused. He stared into my eyes before standing up slowly. Then I spun him around and pushed him down onto his desk with a dull thud. “Ouch!” he said. I grabbed his pants (he was wearing sweatpants, and had been all day) and pulled them down, exposing his ass.

“Just be gentle. I’ve—I’ve never done this before,” he said, suddenly not sounding so macho. I pressed my tip between his cheeks.

“Just try to keep your mouth shut,” I said. I pushed in, penetrating him without warning. He gasped loudly and gripped the table.

“You fucker!” he said. “You’re going to rip me open!”

“Don’t move and you’ll be fine, sweetheart,” I said. I pushed my cock deeper into him, until my pelvis was pressed against his ass. Then I gripped his sides and I started hate-fucking the living daylights out of him. I pumped hard and fast as he tried hard not to scream. I fucked him hard, until his desk had slid across the whole room and was pressed against the wall. Then I fucked him harder, making his body rattle back and forth. His legs trembled and his skin turned red all over. I fucked him until he was completely limp. Then, instead of giving him the pleasure of a creampie, I pulled out and sprayed his clothed body with my giant load of cum.

He was too exhausted to move. “You fucker,” he groaned, limp and exhausted and sore. He managed to look back at me. “Did you just cum all over me?”

“Sorry, sweetheart,” I said with a grin. I grabbed the money before he could take it back. Then I snatched the Spider Man mask off the top of his head. “That’s what you asked for.” I squeezed the tip of my penis, making the last drop of cum ooze out onto his bare ass. Then I let my dress fall back down. I turned away and made my exit, skipping like the pretty princess that I was.

I felt great: like a renewed person. I got the little bit of revenge that I wanted. I got a nice little bit of money—and I got my Spider Man mask back, even though I didn’t need it anymore.

I was done dressing up as Spider Man. I was done working long hours for little pay, taking endless abuse from sugar-fueled hellions. I had a new gig now: working as a beautiful party princess, for kids and their lonely, single fathers. It was a good gig, and it would have never come about if it wasn’t for that punch in the face. So I suppose I owed him a little bit more than I gave him credit for.

I actually owed him a lot. If it wasn’t for that punch in the face, I would have never discovered this whole new side of myself. I would have never learned that I enjoyed going out dressed like a girl. I liked the feeling of long, soft hair on my shoulders. I liked the feeling of having soft, smooth legs. I loved the way skirts felt in the warm autumn breeze. I always felt so excited when it was time to do my makeup, even if I was just putting on a bit of foundation and mascara to go out to the store. If it wasn’t for that angry father, I would have never learned that I wanted to be a woman.

THE END


THEIR GIRLFRIEND

Aaron is feeling stuck in life. He’s closing in on thirty years old, his research grant isn’t being renewed, leaving him with no income, and he still hasn’t lost the big V. His lab mates, Freddie, Josh, and Pete, are in almost identical situations.

One day, Josh gets an idea to solve at least one problem that the men mutually have. The plan involves Freddie, who recently opened up as being gay and a virgin, putting on some makeup and a cute dress, to take turns with the men. It seems like a ridiculous idea, until Josh points out some fascinating research on the topic of virginity and the effects losing it has on the male brain. Suddenly, the mutual arrangement becomes somewhat of a research project. But Aaron is hesitant, until he sees the results firsthand.


CHAPTER I

I got caught in the most embarrassing way possible.

The other guys had gone out for lunch. I was trying to save some money, so I sat lunch out. I stayed in the lab and did a few more scans, trying to get ahead of schedule so that we could all go home early for the night. I was hungry, but there was another feeling tingling inside of me.

That morning, we got our weekly delivery of fossil samples, and the delivery came from the usual delivery girl: a beautiful blonde with a thin waist and big perky tits. The whole lab always went silent when she showed up. It was hard not to stare at her, and easy to get lost while watching her bum bounce as she hopped up the metal stairs with each box of fossil samples. Whenever she left, we all remained silent for a long time, turning into shy twelve-year-olds, even though we were all in our mid-twenties. One time Josh joked about asking her on a date. We all dared him to do it, and he swore he was going to do it; then she showed up and he went silent, just like the rest of us.

But that day, I did manage to get her name. It was a big step for me—and a big step for all of us. It was the first time any of us had talked to a girl who wasn’t round, wearing glasses, hair a frizzled mess, and skin covered in acne. “What’s your name?” I said to her. “I mean—for the report. I think we need to include your name on the final report.”

“It’s Jayleen,” she said with a small smile, making my body tremble—almost folding in half as a pretty girl’s words graced my ears. I stepped away. It wasn’t the most romantic conversation, but now I had a name to accompanying the pretty face that often fluttered through my mind.

We were all virgins. No one had ever admitted to being a virgin, but it was obvious. We’d been lab partners for years, and in those years, not one of us had ever had a girlfriend or even a fling. Talking to girls was hard, especially when the only thing you have to talk about is fossil analysis—not exactly a topic that makes girls tingle between the thighs.

When the guys all left for lunch, I went online and searched for all of the girls named Jayleen within thirty kilometers. There weren’t many, so I found her easily—and then I found her amateur modelling page. She had everything from fashion photos to boudoir photos. There was even a naked photo—complete with nipples. In that photo she was wearing sheer panties, but you could see most of her pussy.

My cock was erect within seconds. I couldn’t stop staring at the photos. I couldn’t believe I was seeing Jayleen naked. She came in every week—and walked right by me. Now, I was seeing her tits and her pussy. Sure, the shots were all ‘artistic’, and not pornographic—but that didn’t stop me from looking around the lab, making sure I was properly alone, and then taking out my cock to stroke it. I knew it wouldn’t take long. I had the tissues ready, and Jayleen’s beautiful body up on my screen. I spat into my hand to give myself some lubrication, and then I started pumping.

“What the hell!?” a voice said behind me a minute later, when I was on the verge of coming. For some reason I spun around in my chair to face the voice. My instinct should have been to quickly cover up. To make the situation even more humiliating, I started to come. I quickly covered my erection with both hands, but the cum blasted powerfully, oozing between my fingers and running down my thighs.

“I’m sorry!” I yelled.

“You’re jerking off in our lab?” said Josh, who was standing just ten feet away. He took a step back. I was so humiliated. I couldn’t stop coming. Jayleen’s pictures were still on my computer screen. “Is that the delivery girl?”

“Go away,” I said, unable to cover myself up while I was still coming. I tried my best, but my pants were down at my ankles and I couldn’t uncover myself to reach down. Cum continued to pour down my legs.

“Are you coming?” he said. And then a moment later, the other guys walked in: Freddie, with his man bun looking bigger than ever, and Pete, scruffy hair and patchy facial hair, were now also staring at me while I finished coming into my wrists. I could feel my face turning dark red. Freddie stared with wide eyes. Pete looked away, disgusted by the sight.

“In our lab!?” Pete yelled.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I thought you guys were going to lunch.”

“Josh forgot his wallet,” said Freddie, who was still staring.

“Please just turn around so I can pull up my pants,” I said. I won’t lie: I thought about killing myself for a few minutes. It would have been easy. We were on the top floor and the window was big enough to jump through. I looked over at it at one point, but then I came to my senses. It was a horrible moment—maybe the worst of my life—but at least I wasn’t alone.

Just a month before, we all caught Freddie jerking off in the office, next to the lab. That was also the day we all learned that Freddie was gay. On his screen was a porno scene: a man with a very large cock pumping another man, who was red in the face and screaming. It was two long days of silence before Freddie said, “So I’m gay. Is it a big deal?”

“No,” we all said, almost in unison.

Somehow, my incident felt less embarrassing than that, even though I was jerking off to a person we saw regularly. Now, her weekly visits were going to be especially horrifying.

The men turned away and I cleaned myself up. Nobody said anything. We went on with our day—and that day went by very slowly. I felt like I needed to address what happened, but there was nothing to be said that the guys didn’t already know. We were all single. We never saw women—and we all agreed that Jayleen was gorgeous. Even Freddie sometimes stared at her with glowing eyes.

The silence finally ended near the end of the day when Pete looked over at Freddie and said, “Do you ever go to gay bars?” We usually asked Freddie about one question per day about his homosexuality.

“No,” Freddie said, looking embarrassed.

“Why not?”

“I don’t want people to see me. And I don’t like gay bars. They’re too… vibrant. I don’t like dancing or fruity drinks.”

“Fair enough,” said Pete with a shrug. He scratched the patchy hair on his cheek.

“But isn’t that where gay guys go to get laid?” Josh chimed in.

Now Freddie was red in the cheeks. He looked down at his desk. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“If I were gay, I would spend every day at the gay bar. I’d get so much man-puss.” He snickered. He was always acting like some sort of ‘Chad’, but we all knew that he was a virgin. We’d all heard his big talk and then seen him turn into a shy pre-teen the second there was a girl in the room. Even Linda, the forty-year-old chubby lab assistant that came in to volunteer once each month made him into a shy pre-teen.

“I don’t like those guys,” Freddie said. “Why do you care so much about me?”

I was just happy that they weren’t talking about me. “We care about you,” said Josh. “We want you to be getting tons of man-puss.” There was something very off-putting about the term ‘man-puss’.

“I’m fine, thanks,” he said.

“Do you feel better now that we caught Aaron jerking off in the lab?” Josh asked with a big grin. I sunk into my seat and felt that redness return to my face. I had a feeling it would be a long time before that humiliation went away. Maybe it would never go away.

And then, Josh asked a question that had never been asked between us. It was the taboo question. He broke the unwritten rule. “So are you a virgin then?”

The office went silent. We all looked over at Josh, and then we looked over at Freddie. He was red all over. His eyes were wide and terrified. I’d always assumed we were all virgins, but I never had any confirmation. But I got some confirmation after that long silence.

“Yeah,” Freddie said. His voice cracked slightly. Then he looked away. His man-bun wobbled as he turned away from us.

Josh snickered again. “No way,” he said. “Seriously? You’re twenty-five and you’ve never been laid?” He started laughing, as if his situation was any different.

After a period of silence, I decided to throw myself under the bus along with Freddie. “So what? I’m a virgin too.”

Now the guys were all staring at me. There was another long silence before Josh laughed again. “I knew it!” he said.

The humiliation wasn’t any worse than before, so it wasn’t too horrible.

“Me too,” said Pete, and then the room really became silent. Pete wasn’t one to talk much, and he certainly had never been one to open up. I was surprised that he was opening up now, with the topic. Now, Josh wasn’t laughing. “Seriously?” Josh said.

Pete shrugged his shoulders. The room remained silent. It was now past finishing time, but nobody was packing up to leave.

“So you’re all virgins?” Josh said.

We all stared at him, knowing that he was a virgin too. “Are you saying that you’re not a virgin?” said Freddie. Now all the attention was on Josh.

He laughed nervously and then scratched at the back of his neck. “A virgin?” he said. He scoffed. “No. I’m not a virgin. Not even close.”

“So who then?” Pete asked with his meek voice.

“Who what?” Josh said, starting to sound defensive.

“Who have you done it with.”

“Nobody you know,” Josh said.

“When was this? Who don’t we know?” I asked.

“Why? You going to look her up and jerk off to her pictures?” he said. Then he scoffed again, but now his face was turning red.

“What’s her name? Show us a picture,” said Freddie.

“Her name?” he said. “It was Linda.”

“Linda?” said Pete. “The computer nerd who volunteers once a month?”

“A different Linda!” snapped Josh. He looked around the room, starting to look like a nervous bad guy in Law & Order SVU, caught in a lie.

“What’s Linda’s last name? We’ll look her up.”

“It’s none of your business!” he said, now sounding angry and frustrated. “Mind your own business.”

“Just admit it. You’re a virgin,” said Pete.

“Shut up.”

“You just sound pathetic when you lie about it,” I said.

“Go jerk off at your own house!” He folded his arms and grunted.

“Is Linda the name of your right hand?” asked Freddie with a little laugh. Then we all laughed.

“I’m left-handed, first of all,” Josh said, as if it was some sort of defense.

“I think this is settled,” said Pete.

“So what?” Josh said. “So what if I am a virgin? What difference does it make?”

We all stared at Josh for a long moment. I was suddenly feeling much better about my situation. It already seemed like the guys were starting to forget about it—or maybe they sympathized, at least a little bit. “You were the one making a big deal out of it,” said Freddie.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “You started the conversation.”

“Well now I’m ending it,” he said, and then he turned and grabbed his bag. He stuffed his laptop away and then marched to the door and left. It was a minute later when we all dispersed and left for the day, not saying anything more. It seemed like a big step, opening up about our virginity. Maybe it was the first step towards overcoming our virginity.

“See you guys tomorrow,” I said as I walked to the door. I figured it was going to be a normal day—back to normal, for the better. I had no idea that the next day was going to be even more embarrassing and unusual than that day.


CHAPTER II

It was a quiet day, and it started off as a very typical day. We all sat in our little corners and worked on our little projects. I was finishing up the last of the scans of our new fossils, and then I was hoping to get started on the preliminary analysis before lunch.

It had been two months since we’d been paid. The Board of Scientific Advancement had stopped paying us; our contract was up and they weren’t ready to renew it. They said that we needed to prove that what we were doing had some importance in modern science. Josh was furious, thinking that they were out to get us because we were all white males. “It’s a big scam,” he said. So he tasked himself with finding a new source of funding, even though there weren’t many to be found.

Pete told me to finish my preliminary analysis of the latest batch of fossils before lunch. “You can help Josh find new leads after lunch,” he said.

But I didn’t make it to the preliminary analysis before Josh said, “Let’s all take a break. Let’s get lunch.”

“I’ll stick around,” I said. “I’m still trying to save money, and I’m not quite finished yet.”

“It’s on me,” he said.

I paused, waiting for him to start laughing. But he appeared to be serious. Josh was one of the cheaper guys I knew. He never tipped and he never picked up the tab. He lived in a tiny studio apartment, even though he had more than enough money for something three times the size, and he was always eating ramen noodles for dinner—and usually nothing for breakfast. It seemed especially hard to believe that he would pay now, after not being paid for months.

“Are you going to pay for me too?” Freddie asked with a chuckle.

“Sure,” Josh said. Then Freddie went silent. I watched Freddie’s eyes narrow.

“What’s this about?” he said.

“I just want to chat,” he said. “I have an idea, and I’d like to talk about it somewhere more private.”

We were all confused, looking at each other with narrowed eyes. But we went along, following Josh to a basement pub a few blocks away. We’d had drinks there a few times before after work, but we’d never been there for lunch.

We never drank during lunch. It’s very frowned upon to drink during office hours when you’re working in a science field. Now, we would technically have to note the drinks in our lab report as a ‘possible cause for error’—or we could lie, which was more likely.

Josh ordered us all drinks: a beer and a shot each. When the shots came to the table, he picked one up. “Cheers,” he said. “To being best friends for many years.”

We were all hesitant, raising our glasses slowly. We drank. The vodka hit hard. After that shot, the beer went down like water.

“So what’s this about?” Freddie asked. “Why are you being so weird. Did you win the lottery or something?”

Josh laughed. “No—nothing like that,” he said. “But I had this really good idea. I just need you all to keep an open mind. Let’s get another round of shots.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” said Pete, meekly from the corner seat.

“We’re ahead of schedule. We can take the afternoon off. Let’s just relax and have a good time. The work will be there tomorrow.”

“I don’t like this,” I said. I could sense that Josh was up to something. Maybe he was going to tell us that he found a new job. Maybe he finally got laid and he was about to rub it in with some sort of picture evidence.

“Just relax,” said Josh, rolling his eyes. “You guys really need to learn to relax.”

The waitress came by. She was young and pretty and that was enough to make us all silent, turning our faces down to the table. “Can I get you boys anything else?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “I think we’re okay,” I said.

“One more shot each,” Josh said. “It’s on me. Please.”

He looked at her with bright red cheeks and a nervous smile. So now I was once again sure that he was still a virgin. The shots came and we drank again, this time against our better judgement. Now I was feeling tipsy. I could feel the tingling in my head. I started to worry about the lab. I didn’t tidy up properly, and I didn’t lock the door. I assumed we’d be fast, but now it had almost been forty minutes and we hadn’t even ordered food.

I bit down on my tongue, trying to summon a bit of sobriety.

“So what’s this about, Josh?” Freddie said, sipping from his tall beer.

“I have an idea,” Josh said. “Keep an open mind.”

“You said that already,” I said.

“Just keep an open mind. We all have the same problem, right?” He looked around the table.

“What’s that?” I said.

Josh rolled his eyes. He looked around to make sure the waitress was gone. Then he leaned forward. “Do you really need me to say it out loud? We’re all virgins. Okay?”

I felt my cheeks becoming warm. I leaned back and pressed my lips thin.

“But I have a solution. How’s that beer, Freddie?”

Freddie shrugged his shoulders. “It’s fine. Why?”

“So Pete, you have a sister. She’s like a fashion model or something—right?”

Pete looked around. “Um, if you’re suggesting I whore out my sister, you’re crazy.”

“I’m not suggesting that. But I was looking at her Instagram last night. She has like a thousand photos, and she’s wearing something different in every photo.”

“So what?” Pete said. “Quit creeping on my sister, you weirdo.”

“I wasn’t creeping. I was doing research.”

“Sure you were,” I said with a grin.

“Believe it or not, Aaron, I wasn’t jerking off to her pictures.” He looked into my eyes, and then I suddenly felt that familiar humiliation. I sunk into my seat. “Anyway,” he said, turning to the other guys. “Here’s the idea. Pete’s sister has mountains of clothes from all her modelling shoots and sponsorships and stuff, right?”

“Sure,” said Pete hesitantly.

“She also has wigs and makeup and tons of stuff that she wouldn’t never notice missing.”

We were all silent. The waitress came by again, just to check in. We all turned silent and red, then she walked away. Josh cleared his throat. “Freddie is gay, but we can all agree that he has a girl’s figure. He’s short and thin—and I’ve seen some videos of guys who look a lot like Freddie turning themselves into women.”

“Oh God,” I said, leaning back. I couldn’t tell if he was joking or not. It sounded like a joke, but he wasn’t laughing—and he always laughed at his own stupid jokes. This one was particularly stupid.

“Keep an open mind, Aaron. It’s not as crazy as it sounds. We’re all virgins. We’re all clean. Freddie is gay and he looks like he could look like a girl. Pete’s sister has tons of stuff we can use. So Freddie just has to shave and tuck his junk away—and then what’s the difference?”

“The difference is that he’s still Freddie—and he’s still a guy. You’re still suggesting gay sex, Josh.”

“Well it would be like gay sex to Freddie. But to us, from behind, it would be regular sex.”

“I can’t believe my ears,” Pete said, shaking his head. Now his skin looked green, as if he was about to be sick. Freddie just sat with wide, frightened eyes. I had no idea what to say.

“Look,” said Josh. “I took this picture of Freddie and I hired a compositing team to do a few renders. Take a look.” He opened up the photo app on his phone and turned it to us. The pictures were surreal: Freddie, but as a woman. He didn’t look much different, but he definitely looked like a girl; and he wasn’t bad looking either. “This is if he styled his hair and put on some makeup.”

“How much did you pay for these?” Pete asked with a terrified look on his face.

“A hundred bucks,” he said. “It’s a tax write off: research.”

Freddie was staring at the pictures with wide eyes, saying nothing. “Freddie, please just shut this crazy idea down,” I said.

“Why would he?” Josh said. “It’s perfect for him. He gets some man meat and we all get to do anal with a pretty girl.”

We all looked over at Josh. The table went silent again. Was I dreaming? Was I being pranked? I looked around and then I looked back at Josh. I had a feeling he was setting us up for some sort of humiliation. Maybe this was all hilarious to him. Maybe he was just keeping himself entertained.

“Freddie, what do you think?” Josh said, showing Freddie the pictures again.

“I really do look like a girl there,” he said softly.

“It’s a computer-generated image,” I said.

“They changed nothing about his face. They just added digital makeup and hair.” Josh turned to Freddie. “Let your hair down. I don’t think I’ve ever even seen it down.”

Freddie pulled out his hair elastic, letting his hair down. I couldn’t believe that he was actually considering the offer. His hair was surprisingly curly and feminine looking. I don’t think I’d ever seen it down either. He pushed it back and it bounced, looking a lot like girl hair—or maybe I just had terrible ideas in my head that Josh planted.

“This is stupid,” I said. “Freddie—please—tell him to drop this.”

Freddie turned to look at me. “I mean…” he said, then he looked down at the table. “It’s not a terrible idea, if you guys want. I know that you’re all clean, and I really do want to get this whole virginity thing out of the way.”

“Are you serious?” I said. My heart fluttered. Now Pete was strangely silent, staring at those pictures. He flicked through them as his face turned whiter and whiter. “Pete. What are you doing?” I said.

“I’m just looking,” he said. “I mean—maybe we can just see if Freddie can actually look like this.”

“I can’t believe this,” I said, shaking my head.

“If you want out, then you can be out,” said Josh. “Just don’t be mad when you stay a virgin for the rest of your life.”

“If you both fuck Freddie, you will still be a couple of straight men who have never had sex with women. You understand that, right?” I said.

“But…” said Pete. He hesitated. “She really doesn’t look like a man. If we can’t see anything, what’s the difference? Josh is right—it would be easy to convince our brains that we’re with a woman. We would be in a controlled environment. It’s a safe experiment. Plus it would be interesting to see if it would have the same documented effect that’s been studied with men who lose their virginity under normal circumstances.”

“Are you referring to the Patterson papers?” Josh asked.

“Patterson—and the Lyle papers as well.”

“I haven’t read the Lyle study, but I know about it. Is it worth reading?”

“Guys,” I said. I hated how they were trying to make this into something science-related, as if that somehow justified it. “You can’t be serious right now. This is absolutely insane.”

They all stared at the table. Even Josh looked a bit embarrassed, even though it was his idea. “Let’s just see how Freddie looks,” said Pete. “I’ll get some options from my sister’s room. She’s in Orlando for some fashion event.”

Pete’s older sister was always travelling for photoshoots. She was a pretty girl. She came by the lab a few times, and I admittedly jerked off to her Instagram page a few times—at home.

“I’ll go home now and get the stuff,” he said.

“Okay. We’ll all meet back at the lab in an hour,” said Josh. “We’ll figure out the makeup between the four of us.”

I sat there shaking my head. I had no plan to participate—but I was curious to see if Freddie could look like the beautiful woman in all of those pictures. The science nerd inside of me was a bit intrigued—but the rest of me was disgusted. I still couldn’t believe that Josh came up with this idea. I couldn’t believe that the guys weren’t rejecting the idea like spoiled milk.


CHAPTER III

I was the last one to show up for the meeting after we all left that basement pub. I’d gone for a long walk, trying to walk off my buzz while making sense of what Josh was proposing. It was a terrible idea, and he was going to end up embarrassing himself and Freddie and Pete in a big way. I was going to stay out of it; I wasn’t willing to dip my toe into that pool of humiliation.

But I was curious. I needed to see Freddie for myself before I passed any real judgements. Maybe if he really did look exactly like a girl, there was something to the idea. I’d also read studies on the differences of the male psyche before and after having sex for the first time. It was a well-known phenomenon, and some researchers even suggest that the male brain changes in many ways after a man has been with a woman. And it seemed like all of the successful men that I knew weren’t virgins. Even the top scientists had hot girlfriends.

Maybe—just maybe—it wasn’t the worst idea ever. But I still wasn’t interested in participating.

When I walked in the door, Josh was laying out the makeup. Freddie was sitting in a chair, looking nervous, and Pete was carefully hanging up all of the different outfit options. “So you guys are really doing this?” I said.

They looked at me for a few seconds before going back to what they were doing. “Let’s just not talk about it,” said Pete. “It’s already weird enough.”

“It’s not weird,” Josh said, shaking his head. “It’s a good idea—but if we talk about it too much, we’ll end up talking ourselves out of it. Just keep an open mind. Aaron, if you don’t want to be a part of this opportunity, don’t try to ruin it for the rest of us.”

“I just think you’re all making a big mistake.”

“Then why are you here?” Freddie said, looking up at me with a dark look. I was surprised that he was defending Josh—and shocked that he was allowing this. He was a virgin, and he was about to put out for two different men. How was this not a bigger deal for him? Why was he taking this so lightly?

“Okay, so I think we start with foundation. Do you mind if I touch your face?” Josh said, squirting some product onto his fingers.

“No. Go ahead,” Freddie said. They were ignoring me now, so I took a seat on the other end of the room and watched. It wasn’t a quick process. Josh spent a good deal of time with every product, and it wasn’t long before Pete was standing over Josh’s shoulder, throwing in suggestions while looking up makeup tutorials on YouTube. They were figuring it out together: making mistakes and then solving them using logic and the internet. They had the composite shots open as reference. I couldn’t see Freddie—just the backs of Pete and Josh’s heads. I rolled my eyes a few times as they discussed what order to apply the makeup in.

“This says filler. What does filler mean?” said Pete, holding up a small tube. “Like, for her eyebrows? Or maybe her lips?”

“What color is it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe brown—maybe black? Should we put it on her eyebrows?”

“I think it’s for her eyebrows,” said Josh. So they applied the ‘filler’ on Freddie’s eyebrows. I couldn’t believe that they were referring to Freddie as ‘her’, but I guess it probably helped to get into the role-play—because that’s what it was: roleplaying.

It was a long hour as they dolled Freddie up. “I think that looks pretty close,” said Pete, leaning back.

“I think so too,” said Josh. “Maybe a bit more of that highlight on her cheekbones. What do you think?”

“Maybe a little bit. Not too much more.”

While Josh put on the highlight, Pete went to retrieve a hair curler. He plugged it in and then he inspected it for a long moment, figuring out how it worked. Then he grabbed a handful of Freddie’s hair, curled it around the wand, waited a moment, and let it go. Freddie’s hair bounced in a perfect curl. “That was easy,” Pete said.

“I would do the curls tighter—remember that they’re going to relax a bit,” said Josh. So they continued the dolling process, curling Freddie’s hair, touching up his makeup—and then it was time to pick out an outfit.

“I’m thinking we do the white top with the black skirt,” said Josh.

“I was thinking the blue dress,” said Pete, holding up the blue dress.

“It’s too bulky in the shoulders. It will make her look broad—the white top is more feminine.” Josh held the white top up to Freddie’s body. I still couldn’t see anything, but I rolled my eyes anyway. They sounded so stupid and so desperate.

Freddie took the outfit and turned around. I watched as he climbed into the skirt and then he put on a red bra, which Josh had stuffed with balls of silicone that he got from the room where we made our fossil molds. I leaned over, trying to get a glimpse of Freddie, but he was too far away. He pulled the white top over his head. It was very tight—so tight that it was slightly see-through, exposing the redness of the bra.

He turned around to face Pete and Josh—and there was a perfect gap for me to see as well. “How do I look?” he asked with a soft voice.

The men were silent. I was silent too. Freddie actually looked like the pictures. He looked like a girl: plump lips, dark lashes, perky cheekbones—even his body was curvy and soft-looking, just like a woman’s body.

“I think you look great,” Josh said after clearing his throat. Pete nodded in agreement.

“Can you do a better voice?” Josh asked. I continued to stare in disbelief.

Freddie cleared his voice. “How does this sound? A bit better?”

The men nodded their heads. I almost nodded mine as well. She sounded and looked like a girl—I mean he; he sounded and looked like a girl.

I took a deep breath. “I should get going now,” I said, standing up.

Josh turned to me. His gaze met mine, and then he said, “Are you sure you don’t want to do this? It will help.” That comment seemed to resonate in my brain: it will help. I needed help. I was desperate. I wanted a girlfriend so badly, but I just couldn’t talk to women. I became a frozen mess every time I was around girls. Maybe this would help. Maybe it was exactly what I needed. I didn’t want to spend the next ten years sleeping alone, wishing I would have made different choices in my life. I loved science, but I couldn’t imagine living an entire life by myself.

I felt my hands beginning to tremble. I felt a lump swelling in my throat. I could feel the blood in my veins turning from hot to cold. Time seemed to slow down as I scanned the faces of my friends. Josh looked over at my slowly. He blinked a few times before narrowing his eyes.

“So are you going to leave then or what?” he said.

My heart skipped a beat, and then it skipped another. “I’ll stay,” I said.

He paused for a moment, blinking a few more times. “You’re in?”

I nodded my head, sealing my fate.


CHAPTER IV

We agreed to take turns, in private. We also agreed that we wouldn’t talk about anything. If one of us couldn’t get it up, Freddie promised not to tell the others. If one of us came in seconds, he promised not to tell—and same with the possibility of one of us not being able to come at all. We each did a lap around the office, ensuring the doors were locked and the windows were closed and the blinds were down. We turned off all of our lab recording devices, just in case someone bumped into a record button. Pete blocked the single window that looked into our little break room, which was where the deed would be done.

Then, Freddie went into the room. Pete opened up his computer, and then he opened up a random number generator and set the possibilities to three. “I’ll be one, Josh can be two, and Aaron can be three,” he said. Then he hovered the cursor over the ‘generate random number’ button. We all stood silently: tense. He wasn’t clicking. His hand was trembling. It was obvious that he was having second thoughts. We were all having second thoughts as far as I could tell.

I looked over at the break room door. I knew Freddie was on the other side, waiting for boy number one.

“Does anyone have condoms?” I said, just before Pete went to click. He paused and looked up.

“We know that we’re clean,” Pete said. “And she can’t get pregnant.”

“But still,” I said. “We should probably wear condoms.”

“Do you have a condom?” Josh asked.

I shook my head. I hadn’t even seen a condom since my eighth-grade sex-ed class.

“Well then there are no condoms,” Josh said. “So I really hope that you’re all being honest about being clean. Press the button, Pete.”

Pete looked back to the screen. He took a deep breath and looked down at the mouse. “Press it,” I said.

“I can’t,” he said. Now his hand was shaking. He closed his eyes and took a big, deep breath. He bit down on his lip and shook his head.

“I’ll do it,” Josh said. He walked over to Pete and took the mouse from his hand. Then he hovered over that button and paused. The terror suddenly got to him too.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Just give me a second,” he said. He took a deep breath and shook his head. Then he clicked. A number came on the screen: 1.

Pete’s face turned white. “That’s you, Pete,” said Josh. “You get to go first.”

Pete looked at Josh and then he looked at me. His eyes were wide.

“It’s for science,” said Josh, trying to calm the scruffy young man’s nerves.

Pete nodded his head slowly and then turned towards the break room door. “Good luck,” I said. I was happy that I wasn’t first; it gave me a moment to reconsider. I could still turn around and walk away. I could agree to not mention the act, and then I could go home. But I still had that image of Freddie in my mind. He really looked like a girl. He was pretty—probably prettier than any girl that I could pick up at any bar or club. This was my chance to lose a weight that had been on my shoulders since the day I hit puberty. I didn’t want to be a thirty-year-old virgin. I didn’t want to know the horror of dying alone.

Pete went into the room and closed the door behind him. The lab became silent. I looked at Josh and Josh looked at me. Then we both looked away quickly. That silence was horrible. “How long do you think they’ll be?” I asked.

Josh shrugged his shoulders. “It’s best to keep our minds occupied,” he said. He went over to his computer and pulled up a Reddit page. He started scrolling down, not even looking at the posts.

I paced around the room. It was so silent. I couldn’t hear anything coming from that break room. Five minutes went by—but it felt like five hours. I bit down on my tongue and then I wiped some cold sweat off the back of my neck. “So who’s next?” I said to Josh. “Are we just going in numerical order, or are we using the generator again?”

Josh stared at me. Numerical order meant me going last. Did I want to go last? Did I want to put my cock into a hole that two other men had already been inside within the span of an hour? Was two previous men any worse than one previous man? Did I need more time to consider my options?

“Let’s do the generator again,” Josh said, probably hoping to have some more time to weigh his options as well. We went over to the computer. Josh changed the possibilities to two. “I’ll be one, you can be two,” he said.

“Fine. Hit the button,” I said.

He looked at me with worried eyes, and then he looked at the screen. I watched him take a deep breath, and then he pressed the button. On the screen now was a big, bold number 1.

He stared at the screen, frozen. “It keeps picking one,” he said. “I wonder if it’s broken.”

“Hit it again, just to see what comes up,” I said. He hit it again, and this time a 2 came up. “I think it’s working fine.”

“Okay,” he said, straightening his back.

We both looked over at the break room. It was still dead-silent. “Think it’s happening in there?” he said.

“We’re not supposed to talk about it,” he said, glaring at me with a narrowed gaze. “Let’s just wait. They’ll be done soon.”

So we parted ways again. I went to pace the room while he distracted himself with Reddit. I looked at the clock and watched the seconds tick by.

Suddenly, that break room door opened. Pete emerged, cheeks red and eyes wide. He didn’t make eye contact with anyone as he walked over to his desk. I watched him closely. He sat in his chair and then he stared into nothingness, looking forward as something replayed over and over in his brain.

“Is she ready?” Josh asked.

It took Pete a few seconds to hear Josh. He turned his head slowly to look at his friend. “Yeah. Go ahead,” he said.

Josh stood up straight, fixed his shirt and wiped back his hair. He stared at that door for a moment, and then he marched in and closed the door behind him. I looked back at Pete, who was once again staring off into nothingness. I wanted to ask him what happened. I wanted to know how it went—but I was terrified to break our rules, even though I knew that there would be no consequences. We hadn’t outlined any punishments.

Pete didn’t see that I was looking at him, or maybe he didn’t care. His cheeks remained red. His lips curled into a small smile, as if the experience was positive. My body tingled. It would soon be my turn; I only had a small amount of time left to weigh my options: stay or leave. Maybe I would have left had it not been for Pete’s smile.

This was my big break; it was a break for all of us. I needed to remember that this had a purpose: it wasn’t just some dumb idea. Or maybe it was. Maybe Pete was smiling now, but maybe he would be full of regret once the reality of it all sunk in.

A sharp gasp came from the break room. I looked over at the door. “Oh God,” a strangely feminine voice moaned from inside the room. Then there was a long silence. My heart pounced and fluttered. Was everything okay in there? I bit down hard on my tongue.

I looked over at Pete, who was still lost in his own head. He looked a bit like a patient at a psychiatric ward. I still wanted to ask him how it went, even though that smile was enough of an answer.

“Just like that,” that feminine voice said. Now I could hear something else: a faint slapping, like a metronome, even one second. Freddie was moaning louder and louder. There was a chance that Pete didn’t have sex with Freddie—we heard nothing—but now, with Josh, they were definitely fucking. Josh was having sex with Freddie: gay sex, technically. He was losing his virginity to a man. And I was next: I would soon be losing my virginity to a man. Is that what I wanted? Did I really want to go through with this?

Freddie groaned loudly. The slapping was loud too—and faster. “Fuck!” Josh groaned with a deep voice.

Now Pete was looking at that door. Freddie screamed, and then the room became silent. My heart fluttered. My time was running out. Was I going to stay or was I going to leave? I didn’t have to stay—I hadn’t promised anything.

I took a deep breath. I looked at the clock. It had been ten minutes since Josh went inside. My chest was starting to hurt from my heart pounding so hard against my ribcage.

The door opened suddenly. Josh stepped out. He was still zipping up his pants. He looked up at me. “You’re next,” he said.

I remained still for a long moment, staring at that open door. It was my last chance: stay or leave. I took a few slow steps towards the door. That door suddenly seemed far away: miles away. It looked small and it was getting smaller, and it didn’t seem like my steps were bringing me closer. Then suddenly I was standing in front of that open door, inside the door frame, looking into the room. There she was, sitting up on the table, looking at me. Her cheeks were red. She was staring into my eyes. She smiled and used one finger to guide me into the room.

I took another step and closed the door behind me. The sudden silence was overwhelming, surrounding me completely.

I cleared my throat and then tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat. I let out a deep breath of air. “How are you?” I said. It was surreal staring at Freddie. She really looked like a girl. Her makeup was perfect. Her eyes were big and flashing. The blush on her cheeks was just right. Her eyelashes fluttered as she blinked.

“You’re last,” she said, not answering my question. “Are you nervous?”

I shrugged my shoulders, and then I nodded my head.

“It’s okay. It’s not so weird once it’s over,” she said. The comment resonated strangely inside of me. I took another deep breath.

“Just relax,” she said. Why was her voice so feminine? Had she done this before? Had she practiced being a girl? Or was it just natural for a gay man to become a woman so easily? I had many questions, but I asked none. I took another step into the room.

Then she walked towards me. I suddenly felt like I was with a stranger. I became tense and unable to maintain eye contact. As she approached, I caught a whiff of her perfume. I felt like a teenager all over again—though I never really stopped feeling like a teenager. “It’ll be okay,” she said. She stopped right in front of me—inches away—and looked into my eyes. She gently brushed under my chin. I looked down at her thighs, and that’s when I saw the long white streaks, from under her skirt down to her feet. Was it cum?

She dropped to her knees and reached out for my belt. I became tenser than ever as the act became more real than ever. I could feel her fingers working away at the belt. She was going to see my cock. No girl had ever seen my cock. What if she thought that I was small? What if it had been too long since I’d trimmed my pubic hair? What if I couldn’t get it up? What if I got it up too quickly? Sweat was now tickling my back, working on soaking through my shirt. I bit hard on my lip.

She pulled my belt away and then she went for my fly. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I didn’t want the words to come out, but they did.

Her fingers slipped through the opening. I felt them moving around, trying to find my shaft. They found it and curled around it. I closed my eyes and let another whimper out. I felt her pull. I opened my eyes and looked down, just as she pulled my flaccid cock out from my pants. She was staring at it—but I hadn’t forgotten that she was really Freddie: a boy with a penis of his own.

She looked up at me with a smile. I looked away quickly, my gut filling with humiliation. Maybe this was a mistake—maybe I needed to leave—but the damage had already been done. I would never forget that feeling: those fingers curled around my naked cock. The guys did nothing to those fingers. They weren’t covered in makeup and they weren’t painted with polish. They were just Freddie’s fingers—and now those fingers were pulling back my foreskin, and those eyes were seeing parts of me that nobody had ever seen before—unless you count the eyes of my mother when I was a baby and she was changing my diapers.

She leaned forward and licked my tip with the tip of her tongue. “Oh God,” I said again, looking away. I heard her giggle.

“You need to relax,” she said.

“It’s not that easy,” I said. I was a virgin at twenty-five. For more than a decade, I’d been thinking about the day my virginity went away; this was not at all how I pictured it. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. I was supposed to be in a warm bedroom with a pretty girl; she didn’t have to be stunning or beautiful, but it would have been nice if she was indeed a girl. The lab break room felt cold. The walls were white and sterile. The humming refrigerator was getting into my head. “Maybe we shouldn’t do this.”

She giggled again. I couldn’t understand how her reservations had gone away so easily. When she walked into that room, she was just as pale and tense as me. Now, she was giggling and staring into my eyes as if she had no fear. Where did that fear go? What happened to change her perspective? Was I going to feel the same way once this was over?

She leaned forward and licked my cock again, this time dragging the tip of her tongue from my tip to my pelvis. The pulled that tongue back, making my cock twitch. Then she cupped my balls and began to massage. “Let it get hard,” she said.

I was biting my tongue, trying to busy my mind with other things: work, chores, bills—anything that would stop me from getting aroused. It didn’t seem right, getting hard with another man. But she wasn’t a man—she was a woman, for the purposes of this experiment. And she looked like a woman and smelled like a woman and felt like a woman—wasn’t that enough? How did she know that I was stopping myself from getting aroused? Was it obvious that I had other things on my mind?

I looked down at her body. I watched all five of her fingers curl around my flaccid cock. She pulled back and then forward, pumping my shaft, making it tingle all over. I groaned and squirmed. How long had I been in that room for? She kept pumping, occasionally leaning forward to tickle my tip with the tip of her tongue. It just didn’t feel right—but it felt good, in a weird way. She knew how hard to squeeze and how fast to pump. I’d always dreamed of being touched erotically by a girl, and now I was experiencing that dream—but it just wasn’t right.

“There you go,” she said with a smile in her voice. And it wasn’t until I looked down that I realized I was actually hard—not fully erect, but my cock had stretched out and thickened. It was standing straight out on its own. I only saw it for a moment before it disappeared into her mouth. She started sucking. That tingling returned, making my whole body shudder. My head started feeling light. I felt drunk. Was it the booze from before, finally settling in? Or was it just the euphoria from the sucking? It felt good. I liked it, but I didn’t want to like it. I could feel myself stretching out in her mouth. I could feel the roof of her mouth with the tip of my shaft. I reached out and grabbed the edge of the table. My legs were trembling now, feeling like they were about to buckle.

I let another whimper slip out from my lips. I felt embarrassed, but I wasn’t sure why anymore. I felt my stomach turn. My gaze locked onto Freddie and I couldn’t look away. She was bobbing her head in an elegant way, taking the entire length of my shaft in my mouth at once. For a moment I found myself wondering how I stacked up to the other guys. Was I bigger or was I the smallest? I was tempted to ask, but terrified of the answer.

She leaned back and wiped the drool from her chin. She smiled as my stiff erection bobbed up and down. “You shot pre-cum into the back of my throat,” she said.

“I did?”

She nodded her head and then she giggled. “You don’t want to come before you even lose your virginity.” I still couldn’t get over how feminine her voice was—or how different she seemed now than she did before she walked into that break room. It was like she was a different person; it was like she was a real girl.

She stood up. She slipped a hand behind my head and then she kissed me on the lips, giving me a taste of my own cock—or maybe it was taste of all three cocks she’d sucked that afternoon. I froze for a moment before kissing her back. It was also my first kiss.

Then she pulled away, stared into my eyes, and turned around. She bent over the table, perking her bum up. She looked back at me from over her shoulder. “Just be gentle. I’m a bit sore.”

I stared at her body. My stomach turned and I suddenly felt small and vulnerable. I had no idea if this was really what I wanted. I knew I could turn her down—and maybe avoid a lifetime of regret. Or maybe the lifetime of regret would come from me turning her down. Maybe I would never get another opportunity like this one. Maybe this was my only chance to lose my virginity.

I took a step forward. I took a deep breath and shook my head. Now I was standing right behind her, hovering over her. I slowly lowered my hands until they were on her hips. I clutched the fabric of her skirt and paused before pulling up, exposing her panties.

There was a dark wet spot on her panties, covering her asshole. My heart skipped a beat. As I picked her panties from her butt crack and pulled back, a strand of sticky cum stretched out from those undies to her butthole. A white glob of goo was still clinging to her puckering hole. One of the guys came inside of her—maybe both of them. I could see the long streaks from her hole down to her feet. Some of that cum was probably still inside of her. I wasn’t just about to penetrate a man; I was about to feel the cum of possibly two other men. I was straight—but for some reason I now felt more aroused than ever. My cock was throbbing—almost painfully. My foreskin was stretched back as much as possible.

I let a groan slip from my lips, then I used my trembling hand to guide my tip to her puckering hole. I accidentally skimmed that glob of thick white cum, and now it was on the tip of my cock, making my stomach turn again. I wiped it off on her butt cheek, but it didn’t make me feel much better.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

“One second,” I said as I continued to summon the courage to stick my raging erection into her stretched asshole. Was this really how I wanted to lose my virginity? Did I want my first fuck to be inside of the stretched, cum-filled asshole of my male friend?

I’d already come this far. I pushed my cock into her: just the first two inches, but it was enough to make her gasp—and it was enough to rid my body of my virginity. I was no longer a virgin. I was now having sex. My heart started pounding ferociously as beads of sweat began to trickle down my back. I closed my eyes for a moment, and then I felt her asshole grasping my cock, as if it was trying to pull it in deeper.

I put my hands on her hips. Her skin was smooth. I gently caressed her bum and then I pushed in deeper. I could feel everything: every inch of her anus, clamping down around me. I could feel her anal walls and she was so tight that I could feel myself throbbing inside of her. I pushed a bit deeper, and that’s when I felt something else: the warm leftover cum of the men before me. As I pushed it sloshed around me, engrossing my shaft in a slippery slime. I winced and tried to ignore it—but there was so much; it must have been the collective cum of both men.

She moaned, swaying her bum slightly as if she was enjoying just being plugged. I kept caressing her bum, trying to convince myself that she was a girl. Her skin was soft and that perfume was perfect—but the image of Freddie’s usual face refused to leave my mind. I knew that I was inside of a man; I desperately wanted to forget that.

She pushed her bum back, speeding up the penetration process. I felt that warm cum stretching further down my shaft, until her bum was pressed hard into my pelvis. “Fuck me,” she whispered again.

So I started pumping: slowly at first as I kept my eyes closed. I needed to calm myself down. I was starting to worry that I was going to throw up all over her backside. I didn’t feel well; nothing about this felt right. But why did it feel so good? Why was the tingling so pleasurable? I let another groan slip out—and then she started to moan. “Fuck, that feels so good,” she whispered.

“Really?” I said.

She looked back at me with a little smile. She nodded her head before looking forward again. My heart skipped a beat. I took another deep breath. I started pumping faster—and harder. Her back curled down and another soft sound emerged from her pretty lips. She was beautiful and arousing. I stared at her body and failed to see the difference between her and a real woman. Maybe this was a good idea. Maybe this was the rewiring my brain needed.

I pumped harder, now slapping my pelvis against her ass. I could feel that old cum sloshing around my shaft, providing the perfect lubrication in a gross sort of way—but that grossness was turning me on. I pulled out, almost completely, leaving my tip inside of her asshole. I looked down at my cock, which was slicked with white goo. I pushed it back into her, and some of that goo dripped down to the floor, splatting with a strangely loud splat. I kept fucking her and she kept moaning—getting louder and louder. I wanted to make her moan louder than she did with Josh. I wanted her to leave that room thinking of me—and not the other guys. I wanted to be her best fuck.

I pumped hard, grunting now as I jammed my cock in and out of her. She was moaning loud, but it wasn’t loud enough. So I reached around her, pushed my fingers into her panties, and I gripped her thick erection. She was hard and throbbing. She tensed up as I grabbed her. Then she looked back at me with wide eyes. As our gazes met, I realized what I was doing and my own eyes became wide—but I didn’t stop. I kept pounding her from behind, and now I was stroking her as well, pulling back her foreskin and exploring her veiny manhood.

She kept looking at me. Her eyes were glowing. A cute whimper left her mouth and I gripped her cock tighter. I had no idea what I was doing or why I was doing it—but she liked it, and I liked it too, so I didn’t stop. I pumped harder and faster. She started to squeal after a minute. Her eyes narrowed and she bit down on her lip. “I’m going to come,” she said. I reached my other hand around her to cup her tip. I stopped fucking her for a moment as she burst into the palm of my hand: a giant load of warm cum. I kept pumping her until every single drop was in my hand. then I pulled that hand up to her mouth and I spread her cum all over her chin and face. I even brought some around to smear on her ass, and then I licked some off the tip of my fingers.

I resumed the fucking—and I didn’t last long now. There was so much turning me on: her tight anus, the sloshing cum of the previous men, the taste of her cum on my lips, and the cum that was dripping off of her chin. It was just too much—I couldn’t hold on any longer.

I came inside of her, filling her ass with another round of hot cum. She groaned and squirmed and gripped the edge of the table.

I pushed my shaft all the way into her body, feeling all of that goo around me, and then I pulled out suddenly to watch it stream down her thighs. I was out of breath, so I stumbled back into a chair. I stared at her limp, sweat-glistening body. And then the reality of the situation hit me hard as she used the last of her energy to turn around to face me. Her cock was out and she wasn’t putting it away—maybe because she thought that I liked it. She stared into my eyes with a big smile—but I couldn’t look away from that throbbing cock, still dripping with cum.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

I was silent for a long moment, drawing my gaze up to her pretty eyes. But I knew that those were Freddie’s eyes. I knew that I just lost my virginity to my male friend.

“I’m fine,” I said. “We should clean up.” I pulled up my pants and then I left that room without looking back at her. I saw Pete and Josh both looking over at me as I walked into the lab. I didn’t look at either of them as I made a quick escape to the bathroom. Once I was in the bathroom, I locked the door and let out a deep breath.

I closed my eyes, and then I smiled. My body felt good. I felt strangely high, as if I was drunk. My skin tingled with warm euphoria. And then I thought to myself: ‘I’m not a virgin anymore’. And it was a nice thought.


CHAPTER V

I went straight home, not even saying goodbye to the other guys. I didn’t want to face them. I wanted to give myself some time before facing the reality of what I’d done. I had a feeling that the dread would set in soon enough—but for some reason I just kept smirking. I kept replaying the sex in my mind, and with each replay I could feel a bit of lingering euphoria. I felt great. I felt better than ever.

On my way to the lab the next day, I ended up making eye contact with a girl on the bus. Instead of darting my gaze away as I normally would have, I kept staring. She smiled and I smiled back. Then I looked away casually, feeling better than ever before. I felt phenomenal, like a completely new person.

I was happy that I fucked Freddie in the break room. I was happy that I went through with the act, even though it was miles out of my comfort zone. Now I had a new lease. I felt like I could do anything; I felt like I could finally go out and find a girlfriend without worrying about rejection or humiliation. I was ready. Losing my virginity changed me, just the way the research predicted that it would.

I saw the guys at the office. I saw Freddie for the first time since our break room romp. Now, he was himself: hair tied up in a bun, no makeup, jeans and a T-shirt. I smiled at him and then I went to my desk. Strangely, it felt like business as usual. There was no weird tension in the air. Nobody seemed uncomfortable. There seemed to be a mutual acknowledgement: we accomplished what we set out to accomplish, and the deal was to go back to normal afterwards, so that’s what we were doing. It felt good.

Then there was a buzz at our door. Josh went to answer it. Jayleen stepped in, holding a small box of fossil samples. “I found this at the university,” she said. “I forgot to deliver it the other day. Mind if I drop it off now?”

She looked over at me, and amazingly, I didn’t look away from her gaze. Instead, I smiled and nodded my head at her. She smiled back. “Sure thing,” said Josh, pointing her into the room. Even he seemed more relaxed around her. Pete looked up from his work and smiled. “Hey Jayleen,” he said.

“Hi Pete,” she said with a small smile. I’m not sure how she knew his name—until I remembered his name plate was on his desk. I watched her walk to the stairs. I watched her bum bounce. Then I jumped to my feet. “Here,” I said. “I’ll take that from you.” I rushed over and grabbed the box from her.

“Thanks, Aaron,” she said with a smile.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said. I couldn’t believe that I was standing inches away from her and I wasn’t collapsing like a wet paper airplane. She had a nice perfume: a bit sweet and a bit like vanilla. She remained still for a moment, as if she was giving me an opportunity to continue the conversation, and maybe get a phone number. I thought about it, but I’d done some research on female behavior patterns, and I knew that I would have a better chance if I played hard to get. “I really like your dress,” I said, and then I turned to head back to my desk.

“Thank you,” she said, blushing a little bit.

I simply couldn’t believe myself. I was a new man. I was a real man. I was the man I’d always wanted to be. I felt like a character in a movie: strong and confident and able to do anything. I sat down at my desk and looked back up at her. She smiled at me and then she started towards the exit.

“See you later, Jayleen,” Freddie said from his desk. He waved and nodded his head.

She left with red cheeks.

“Hey Aaron,” Josh said. “You want to help me decode this data? I’ve never seen it scrambled like this.” I went over to his desk and looked at his screen.

“What happened?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I just pulled open the file and it was like this.”

I sat down in his chair. “Let me look.” I spent a few minutes scanning the data, trying to figure out what went wrong. It looked like a processing error—but it also looked like a corrupted file.

“I’m just going to run down to the cafe to grab a drink. Want anything?” he said.

“No, I’m fine, thanks.”

He left and I continued to stare at his screen, trying to decode the strangely jumbled nonsense. Then I felt a buzz. I looked down and saw that his phone was on his desk. He had an email from his bank, something about a new credit card that was available. I looked back at his computer monitor, and then I remembered those pictures of Freddie that he had ordered. I looked back down at his phone. Those pictures were on his phone. So I opened up his photos app and scrolled until I found them.

I paused as I stared at the digitally dolled up Freddie. She looked almost exactly how she looked the day before, in that break room. Even the cute little smile was spot on. My heart bounced and my blood started rushing. I’d almost forgot how pretty she was—or maybe I just didn’t believe my own memories. She was stunning. She was convincing.

I looked up from the phone at Freddie, who was still sitting behind his desk. He looked up at me and I darted my gaze away suddenly, feeling like my old self again. I just couldn’t believe how feminine he looked. I found myself fantasizing, thinking of ways to get him to become her again. I couldn’t forget that amazing sound that she made right before she came—and I couldn’t forget the feeling of her creamy substance squishing through my fingers as I spread her cum on her face.

My cock was getting hard now. I put the phone away and I took a deep breath.

Two hours later, the guys all started getting ready to be done for the day. Josh wrapped up his gear and Freddie started to scan through his final document. My heart was pounding. I had bad ideas in my head. I got up and my legs wobbled. I stuffed my hands into my pockets and I sauntered over to Freddie with a casual smile on my face. “Hey, I was wondering if you could proof read this document before I send it off,” I said.

“Document?” he said.

He’d already closed his email client for the evening. “It’s in your inbox,” I said. “Sorry I sent it so late. I’d really like to get it off to the board before we leave for the night.”

He opened his mail client and then let out a sigh as he looked at the ten-page document. “I guess so,” he said.

“Sorry,” I said. “It would mean a lot.”

So he finished what he was doing and then he started on the document. Josh left for the day, waving goodbye from the door. Pete left shortly after him. Now my heart was racing as if I was about to compete in the gold medal final at the Olympics. I stood up and walked over to the break room, just to make sure all of that stuff was still there—and it was. Pete still hadn’t gotten around to taking it home: the outfits and the makeup.

I walked over to Freddie. “How’s it going?” I asked.

“A few more pages,” he said. Now we were alone together. My cock was already throbbing as the image of his dolled up and bent over body entered my mind.

“If you want to finish it tomorrow, that’s fine too,” I said.

“I may as well finish it now. I’ve come this far,” he said, looking at me with a smile. I returned the smile and then bit down on my bottom lip.

“Well I have another favor to ask as well,” I said.

He stared at me for a moment. “What is it?” he said.

“I need a hand with something in the break room,” I said.

“With what?” he said.

“Some stuff that was left behind,” I said. “Maybe we can just do that really quickly now.”

He stood up slowly, looking at me curiously. He followed me to the break room. My legs wobbled again, almost collapsing. My head was hot and my back was starting to sweat. I took a series of deep breaths, and then we entered that room. He looked around. “What is it?” he asked.

I pointed to Pete’s duffle bag. “With that,” I said.

He paused for a moment. He walked over and lifted it up. “It weighs like two pounds,” he said.

“Put it on,” I said.

He turned to me and stared into my eyes. “What?” he said.

I felt like everything was happening so quickly. My mind was spinning and my heart was on the verge of breaking through my ribcage. I opened my mouth and my lip quivered. “Put on an outfit,” I said. “And let your hair down.”

His eyes were big now—he almost looked frightened. “Why?” he said.

“Just do it. We’re alone. We won’t tell anyone.”

He remained still, making me feel humiliated and stupid. Was I crossing a line? Was he going to make me regret this? Was this humiliation going to hang over my head for the rest of my life? He looked down at my crotch. I was hard and tempted to cover the bulge—but another part of me wanted him to see it.

He continued to be still. I bit hard on my lip. “Just do it,” I said.

He looked back into my eyes. Was he going to rat me out? Would he get me fired? Was this the end of our friendship? Was I ruining everything because I was horny? “What about my makeup?” he asked.

My heart skipped a beat. “Can you put on some mascara quickly?” I said. “And maybe a touch of lipstick.”

He unzipped the bag and pulled out the makeup. I stepped out of the room. “I’ll give you five minutes.” I paced around the office with that pounding heart—but now my heart was pounding with excitement. I couldn’t wait to get inside of that ass. I couldn’t wait to see her again: her stunning eyes and her curvy body. My cock was now so hard that my jeans hurt, so I slipped them down, along with my boxers. I made sure all of the doors were locked and the blinds were closed. Just to be safe, I put a chair against the door handle, to stop it from opening in the off chance one of the other guys came back.

Then Freddie came out, hair down, eyes stunning, clad in tight lingerie that I didn’t even know was in the bag. “How do I look?” she asked with a gentle voice. I loved the straps crisscrossing up her thighs. I loved the choker around her throat. Her bum looked perky and magnificent in the high-waisted thong.

“You look amazing,” I said. I walked up to her and put my hands on her exposed skin. I caressed up and down. I slid those hands down so that I was gripping her bum. I squeezed and then a whimper escaped my lips. She let out a giggle, and somehow that giggle sounded feminine. I looked into her eyes again, and then we kissed. We kissed for five beautiful minutes. She reached her fingers down and grabbed my erection. She tugged it gently, pulling back my foreskin and playing with my tip as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. Then she pulled back and looked into my eyes again. “We’ll get into a lot of trouble if they find us like this,” she said.

“I locked the doors,” I said. I reached down and clamped my hand around hers, making her grip even tighter around my shaft. She pulled gently, pulling my foreskin back as far as it could go.

“If we keep doing this, we’ll get caught. This has to be a one-time thing,” she said.

“Fine,” I said. I just needed that one time—I just needed to get her out of my system. I put my hands on her body and I turned her around. I pushed on her back to make her bend over. Then I dropped to my knees and pulled her thong out from her crack. Using my hands, I spread her butt cheeks to expose her asshole, and then I bent forward to eat her out. I stroked my tongue up and down a dozen times before starting to push the tip of my tongue into her puckering asshole. She swayed gently from side to side, grinding her asshole against my face. I loved how my face was buried in her cushiony cheeks. I wanted to live like that. I never wanted that moment to end.

But it needed to end because I needed to fuck her. I was so aroused that I was going to end up coming before I even got it inside of her. It already felt like my cock was going to burst. I didn’t want to stop licking that asshole. I didn’t want to stop feeling those cheeks against my face. I groaned and squirmed, reached my hands around her thighs, caressing her skin until my fingers found her erection. Then I gripped her tightly and began to stroke her. Now that arousal was growing stronger. That tingling between my legs was more intense than ever and I wasn’t even touching myself.

“Oh God,” I groaned. My body convulsed with euphoria, and then I looked down to see that my cock was oozing cream. A pool of cum was forming on the ground. I was coming, as if my cock sprang a leak. “No!” I didn’t want my arousal to end like this. I didn’t want that moment to be finished. I stood up while cum was still pouring out. I stuffed my cock into her ass, making her gasp. I at least needed to feel the walls of her tight anus—and I got to feel those walls for a sweet minute while my cock continued to drain.

“Are you coming?” she asked.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It just happened.”

“There’s so much come!” she said.

“I can’t make it stop,” I said. Another shudder surged through me, and then it finally stopped. I didn’t want to pull out. I felt ashamed and disappointed—but thrilled at the same time. I was inside of her. I didn’t get to fuck her, but at least I got to be inside of her. Now, my cock was beginning to relax. I knew that it was time to pull out and clean up.

“I’m sorry it ended like this,” I said. “I wanted to last longer.” I don’t think I’d ever felt so embarrassed—not even when the guys caught me jerking off.

“It’s not over,” she said. “You might be done, but I’m not done.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“Don’t let it fall out when you pull out,” she said. “Suck it out of me.”

I paused for a moment, terrified and thrilled about the idea at the same time. I looked down at her tush, with my cock buried inside of it. I took a deep breath and then I pulled out, dropping to my knees. I pressed my face back between those plump cheeks. She used her hands to spread herself wide. I pushed my tongue against her hole and waited. She puckered a few times, and then her anus made a wet sound as a gush of cum burst out of it, onto my tongue. I nearly threw my head back, but somehow, I remained in place. She did it again, squeezing that cum out from her bum. I licked it up, pulling it to the back of my mouth, unable to swallow at first. It kept coming—it really was a lot of cum, which was hard to believe because there was so much on the ground at my knees. She pushed again, squirting another gush of used cum into my mouth. Then she suddenly turned around so that her erection was in my face.

“Now suck me off,” she said.

I didn’t hesitate. With a mouth full of my own cum, I pulled her cock down and opened wide. I pressed her cock down on my tongue and began to suck. I bobbed my head back and forth, coating her with my load, feeling her veins throbbing hard. She gently pushed my forehead back, making her cock spring up, slapping her in the abdomen. She giggled as she dabbed a bit of my cum off the tip of her cock. She brought it to her lips and licked it, then she tilted her cock back down so I could continue sucking it.

I used a hand to stroke it while I tongued her tip. She liked it; she was moaning and squirming. She put her hands in my hair and then she pulled my face in tight, so that my nose was pressed against her pelvis. Then she pulled my head back, grabbed her cock, and blasted my face with her insanely thick cum. I couldn’t believe how thick it was: like pancake batter. It stayed on my face and didn’t drip off, and there was a lot of it. She used her cock to spread it around, like a baker spreading icing on a cake.

And now I was hard again: throbbing and ready for a second round. So I stood up, spun her around aggressively, bent her over, and pushed my cock back into her hole, which was still a bit goopy from our last round. I instantly started pumping. She gasped and clutched the desk. I pumped hard, slapping my pelvis against her ass as I licked my lips, tasting her thick cum. I was pounding her hard—maybe too hard, but I liked it.

Her bum was turning red. I sunk my fingernails into her skin and she moaned. I kept pumping, feeling harder and thicker than ever. I could feel her anus pulsing. I could feel sweat forming on her skin. I wiped some of her cum off of my cheek and made her eat it, sticking my fingers into her mouth. Her tongue left drool on my fingers.

I fucked her for five amazing minutes, and then I came again, filling that stretched hole with more of my load. I pulled out and caught the cum with my fingers before spreading it all over her exposed skin, making her glisten. She slumped to her knees, out of breath and sapped of energy. I stood over her and squeezed the last bit of cum out from my cock, into her hair. I took a deep breath, looking at the big mess. There was cum everywhere. My cock was red from the intense plunging. It was a bit sore, but it seemed so worth it.

“Let’s get this place cleaned up,” I said. And she was still hardly able to move. I helped her to her feet and then I slapped her on the ass, making her gasp. I laughed. Then I had the urge to press a finger into her asshole.

She glared at me with a smirk. “You know this isn’t going to be a regular thing,” she said.

“Right. I know,” I said, pulling my finger out from her asshole.

“It was a one-time thing. That was the deal,” she said.

“I know,” I said.

“I mean it,” she said.

“I know!” I said. But she was still grinning as if she didn’t believe herself. I didn’t believe her either. I was already trying to think of ways to stop Pete from taking that duffle bag home. Or maybe I just needed to go out and buy her a few things. Maybe we could start meeting outside of that lab. It would be safer to meet at my house, or her house—where there would be no evidence for Josh or Pete to stumble upon.

“One time thing,” I said, confirming what her eyes were now saying to me. Then I smirked.

“I really mean it, Aaron,” she said. Then she wobbled up to her feet and walked over to the break room to get cleaned up. I watched her perky ass jiggle along the way. Then I licked a bit more of her cum off of my top lip. It was sweet like honey, and I wanted more of it.


CHAPTER VI

The weekend came. I usually loved weekends, but now I was dreading having to spend two full days away from that lab. I couldn’t stop thinking about Freddie. I wanted to fuck her again. I wanted to fool around with her. I knew that it was wrong—especially because I wasn’t just sticking to her feminine bits—but I wanted it so badly. I couldn’t believe my constant state of arousal.

I tried to relieve myself using pornography, but it just made me feel worse. I wasn’t able to get off until I pulled up some transgender pornography. I found a video that had a girl with a body similar to Freddie’s body, and then I was able to come while staring at her cock, and then the shame and confusion began to set in as I scrubbed cum off of my bathroom floor.

I wasn’t gay—at least I didn’t think that I was gay. I’d always been aroused by women, and I’d always dreamed of being with women. But now I was starting to feel like I’d stumbled onto something better. I felt like I was seeing what gay people saw in men, but I was still getting the benefits of being with a woman. I wasn’t bisexual; I knew that I wasn’t bisexual because I tested the theory by looking up gay pornography and images of naked men with erect penises. The images made me squirm and I wasn’t able to watch the videos without activating my gag reflex. But for some reason the image of a girl with the same erection made me tingle all over.

The more ‘tests’ that I conducted on myself, the more confused I became. Images of women still made me excited. Images of transgenders made me excited, but usually only when they were convincing to some degree. Then I found a picture of Freddie on Freddie’s Instagram feed. He was in a small bathing suit that wasn’t much different than a thong. When I blocked out the view of his face, I became aroused, as if I was staring at a woman, even though I was still just staring at Freddie. So maybe I was bisexual. Maybe I did have a slight attraction to men, as long as I couldn’t tell that I was looking at men… Or maybe I was thinking into it way too much. Maybe I was overcomplicating a simple issue. Maybe I was just attracted to a person and their gender was irrelevant. Or maybe I’d rewired my brain the wrong way when I lost my virginity.

The science was fairly clear: the male brain goes through a dramatic change after the loss of virginity. Maybe it matters how a man loses his virginity, and who he loses it to. Maybe the act of losing one’s virginity has some bearing on one’s future partner preference.

I found myself reading long papers on the subject, battling through complicated lingo and jargon as I tried to reenforce my theory. I was strangely fascinated as I tried to find some answers; it wasn’t a theory that anyone had explored before, which seemed strange in the age of alternate sexualities and gender preferences. Maybe I was onto something.

By Saturday night, I was antsy. I couldn’t sit still. I couldn’t stop thinking about Freddie. I thought about sending him a message, to see if he was available—but I knew it was a bad idea. I knew we shouldn’t have any ‘proof’ that we were communicating outside of the lab about anything that wasn’t lab related. I kept pacing around, and then I had the idea to show up at his doorstep. He only lived ten minutes away, and for some reason I felt like I needed to see him—and I was confident that he would give me what I wanted.

I left my place and stopped at a little adult store on the way. The old me would have never even looked into the window of the shop—afraid someone would see me and make fun of me—but the new me didn’t care what anyone thought. I wanted to get something for Freddie, so that I could turn that dull Saturday night into a real thrill. I went inside and spent forty dollars on a purple piece of lingerie: a lace teddy that came with black fishnet stockings. They also sold me some makeup at the counter: fake eyelashes, mascara, and a tube of pink lip gloss. The shop owner definitely thought that I was going to be dolling myself up, but I didn’t care. I knew he would probably never see me again.

I walked quickly towards Freddie’s house. I bit down on my tongue as I tried not to grin the whole way. I was excited. I couldn’t wait to see Freddie in the tight number.

I got to Freddie’s house. I walked up to his door. My heart was pounding in that familiar way. I went to press the doorbell, and then I heard something: a thump from inside. At first, it sounded like something fell over. I paused, not pressing that doorbell. I waited to hear the sound again, but then I heard a different sound: a moan.

My heart fell into my stomach. Was Freddie with someone else? Did our little pact work? Was he finally able to break through his timid barriers to go out and find a partner? I knew that I should be happy for him, but I couldn’t help but feel disappointed—maybe even a bit jealous. Freddie was my muse. He was my plaything. We never talked about being exclusive… In fact, we each said that it was just a one-time thing—but I was still rattled.

I listened for a moment, hearing that moaning again. It was definitely Freddie. I knew that feminine moan. But why was he in his feminine character? Did he moan like that normally? Was that his natural voice?

“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” she said, muffled by the door. She was using her girl voice—without a doubt. My heart fluttered. I looked towards the gate that went to his backyard. I stepped down from his porch and I walked to the gate. I opened it carefully, knowing he had a dog that liked to bark at just about any sound. That dog was old and going deaf now, but I didn’t need to be caught snooping around his house.

I spotted the window to his living room. It was up high, so I had to pull over a lawn chair to stand on. I lifted myself up slowly, worried I was going to find myself face-to-face with either Freddie or his date.

But the room appeared to be empty. I scanned from left to right, not seeing anything, and then I was about to step down when a figure stood up from the ground. I sunk down quickly, worried I would be spotted. But then my curiosity got the better of me, so I stood back up.

Across the room was Freddie, dolled up and pretty, standing up and turning around as she repositioned herself on her date. And on the floor—her date—was Pete. He was naked and glistening with sweat. Freddie’s erection was stuffed into her panties, and her chest was clad with a sports bra. She was now mounting Pete reverse-cowgirl-style.

She reached down and gripped his cock with a firm fist. He was surprisingly big: tall and thick. She pumped him a few times, making his face turn red, then she sat down on his cock. His head tilted back and his lips parted. She began to bounce.

My stomach turned. I wasn’t sure how to feel. Was I supposed to be angry that she was seeing one of the other guys behind my back? Or was I supposed to be happy for both of them because they were just doing what I had done with them? I had no idea what to think—but I couldn’t look away.

She was bouncing hard, making her bum squish flat on his lap with each penetration. He was deep inside of her.

I liked her outfit: definitely something Pete pillaged from his sister’s closet. It was a tight dress with a flared skirt: backless and made from what looked like satin. It looked soft and comfortable, but sexy as hell. It was pulled up—maybe on purpose, or maybe it was just riding up as she bounced on that tall cock.

Pete put his hands on Freddie’s hips: my girl’s hips. I felt my heart skip a beat with jealousy, but then I reminded myself that she wasn’t my girl—and she wasn’t even a girl at all.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t quell the jealousy.

Freddie was staring into Pete’s eyes. She had a big smile on her face as she watched him turning redder and redder. I thought about knocking on the window, just to break up their little romp. The jealousy was growing stronger, but I knew that it was just jealousy. I wasn’t actually mad at either of them. How could I be mad? I did the same thing, in our lab, which was supposed to be a sterile environment.

I watched Freddie ask Pete a question, but I couldn’t hear what she was saying. Then I watched as Pete nodded his head quickly. His face was dark red now.

Freddie sat up suddenly, letting that cock fall out of her bum. She grabbed it firmly and squeezed. A moment later, cum began to blast Pete, reaching his face, making him wince away. She giggled, aiming his cock like she was aiming a gun. She caught one blast in her hand and spread it on the exposed part of her chest.

Pete looked down at her crotch. He motioned with his head and then he said something. Freddie’s grin grew larger. She reached her fingers into her panties and pulled out her erection. She began to stroke it quickly, still sitting on top of Pete. Pete watched with glowing eyes for a long minute—and I couldn’t look away either, not even when she started coming all over his body.

Finally, I gathered what I needed to drop down from the window. I put the chair back where I found it and then I started to make my way home. My head was spinning and my heart was pounding. Freddie wasn’t just my own now. She wasn’t just my secret little girlfriend. She was playing with two of us—maybe with all of us. I couldn’t figure out how to feel. I wanted to be the one on that living room floor. I wanted to feel her thick, warm cum spraying my body. I wanted to feel the inside of her asshole one more time: her tight walls clenching around my shaft.

I didn’t want to share her.


CHAPTER VII

I couldn’t stop seeing that romp in my head: Freddie on top of Pete. I was so envious. When Pete first fucked Freddie, they were so quiet. I assumed they hardly did anything. I assumed that he stuck his small penis into her and then came immediately, and that was it. There was no sound and they were done so fast—but Pete wasn’t small and he didn’t keep her silent the second time around.

It was none of my business—that’s what I kept telling myself. I wasn’t supposed to be snooping around and I didn’t own Freddie. She was allowed to do whatever she wanted to do. At least she was fooling around with guys that I knew were clean, like me.

I wanted the next go at her. I didn’t want her brushing me off to go and meet with Pete again. That Monday, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her as I tried to come up with a way to convince her to make that one-time thing into a two-time thing—or maybe it was technically a three-time thing at this point.

It was weird looking at her while she was out of makeup, with her hair tied up, and a men’s t-shirt on her body, and men’s jeans on her legs. But for some reason, I still saw her as a her.

I had a bit of a mean plan, which seemed to be working. She had a lot of work to finish and Josh told her that she couldn’t leave until it was all done. “If we don’t get it done by the end of today, there’s no way they’ll renew our grant,” he said.

So I kept distracting her. I kept sauntering over to her desk to start conversations, and then I convinced her to come out to lunch. I ordered an appetizer and then I ordered a fresh drink right before lunch hour was over. I made her stick around while I drank it.

“I have so much work to finish,” she said on our way back to the lab. So I kept distracting her. I was becoming more and more certain that she would end up sticking around late.

But I could tell that Josh was growing suspicious of me. He kept side-eyeing me every time I went to her desk, so I stopped going over as much. I’d already done the damage—now I just had to wait. But Josh kept looking at me, so I put some effort into acting casual. I left when it was time to leave, but I didn’t go far. I went to a cafe around the corner and waited twenty minutes. Then I finished my small coffee and went back to the lab, assuming the other guys would be gone, and Freddie would still be there, finishing that big workload.

The lab was empty. My heart fell into my stomach as I looked around the room. Then I noticed Freddie’s bag under the table. Maybe she’d just gone to use the bathroom. Maybe that’s where I could surprise her. I went over to the bathroom door. My plan was to turn her around and let her hair down. She could be naked—that was feminine enough for me. We didn’t need to waste time with makeup or lingerie—though a pair of stockings would have been nice. I knew she had a lot of work to do, so I didn’t want to use up too much of her time.

I grabbed the door handle, and then I heard the moan. I paused. Was she jerking off in the bathroom? I put my ear against the door.

She wasn’t jerking off. She was with Josh. “Take it,” he said with a grunt. “Take my big cock, you slut.”

“Oh God, it feels so good!” she replied with a cry.

He slapped her ass loudly. “That’s it—clench. Squeeze my big dick. Make it come, you dirty whore.” His pelvis was spanking her ass quickly. She was moaning loudly. It sounded like an amazing fuck—but not amazing enough, because I wasn’t the one behind her. That familiar jealousy swirled into me. My stomach turned and groaned as a glimmer of hope flickered away from my body. She was seeing all of us. We were all breaking our little deal.

I hated that jealous feeling. I wanted Freddie for myself; I didn’t want to share her with two other men. She had so much fun with me—but it seemed like she was having fun with the other guys too. She wasn’t just my plaything; she was our plaything. Were we taking turns, or was she just taking whoever came at her first? How could I make sure I was next in line?

I left the building before they realized I was listening. I found myself pacing up and down the street, filled with anxiety. I knew that Freddie was going to be tired after a long day of work and a hard fucking from Josh, but I felt like I needed my fill. So I went to her house. I let myself into her backyard, and then I let myself into her house through her unlocked back door. I found a few tea candles and lit them around the room. I closed a few blinds and dimmed a couple of lamps to set the mood. Then I waited. I waited inside of her house for the better half of an hour, feeling like a pervert and a psychopath. Then I heard her walk up to the front door. I perked up with beads of sweat on my forehead. I tried not to squirm as I waited to see her.

Then the door opened and she stopped after taking a step into the room. “Aaron?” she said with wide, frightened eyes.

“Come inside,” I said.

“Why are you in my house?” she asked.

“You know why,” I said. “Come in and let’s have some fun.”

“I’m not really in the mood,” she said. “And it was just a one-time thing.”

I bit my tongue to stop myself from telling her that I knew about her other romps with the other guys. “C’mon. It’ll be fun,” I said.

“Aaron—you can’t just let yourself into someone else’s house.”

I lifted up the lingerie that I bought for her. “Put this on.”

“Aaron,” she said.

I walked over to her and put my hands on her sides. “Please,” I said.

She sighed. I reached around and pulled the elastic out from her hair, letting her hair down. It was a small way to make her look much more feminine. I ran my fingers through her hair. She still had some mascara on her eyelashes—probably from her romp with Josh in the lab bathroom. “You look cute,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said, starting to drift into her female voice. “What if I just give you a blowjob? Would that be enough for you? Then maybe we can sit down and sign you up for a dating site or something. I can’t just be your little booty call.”

I bit hard on my tongue. “Sure. I just couldn’t stop thinking about you. You’re so hot—when you’re dolled up—and now. You have mascara on. Were you dressed up?” I was playing dumb. My heart was racing. I probably sounded like an idiot.

“I was just trying something different out,” she said.

I nodded my head. Then she sunk down to her knees. I pulled my cock out for her, slipping it out from my jeans. She grabbed it and jerked it, taking it from semi-erect to fully erect in a matter of pumps. She put it in her mouth and started sucking. She bobbed her head quickly, trying to make quick work of me. She pumped hard and fast every time she leaned back for air. “Come for me,” she said, looking up into my eyes. She batted those beautiful eyelashes.

I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted to make it last—but she was so good with her mouth and her hands. She knew how to make my knees bend. She knew how to make euphoria overtake my body. I bit hard on my tongue again, but I just wasn’t able to hold back. I came in her mouth, and my cumshot was so big that my substance poured down her chin before she was even done sucking it out of me.

She wiped her mouth and stood up. She swallowed with one big gulp. “Happy?” she said.

“Are you?” I asked.

“I told you that I’m not really in the mood. That was just to get some sense into you. What’s gotten into you?”

I felt awkward now, realizing that I broke into her house and nearly forced myself on her. “I just couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“Well stop,” she said. “I don’t know how to tell you this, Aaron, but I’m gay. I’m not trans. I’m not a girl and I can’t keep being a girl for you g—for you.”

My heart stuttered. “But you get what you want: to be with a man.”

“I want to be with men as a man,” she said. “I’m just doing this for you. And this is it. You’re on your own now.”

I didn’t like her straight face. She wasn’t grinning now. Now, she seemed serious.

“I can’t tell if you’re kidding around,” I said.

“I’m not, Aaron. You guys need to realize that what we did was just part of an experiment. It was a mutually beneficial arrangement, and now it’s over. Let’s not ruin our friendship over this.”

“I know about the other guys,” I said. I instantly regretted the words as they came out from my mouth. I watched her eyes narrow.

“What do you mean?” she said. And now it was too late to take the words back. I had to commit to my confession.

“I saw you with Pete—here in your house. I came by the other day when you were together. And then I swung by the office an hour ago and I heard you with Josh in the bathroom.”

“Aaron,” she said, shaking her head. “I’ve been with you more than I’ve been with them. The only reason I had that fling with Pete was because he looked in that bag and saw the lingerie covered in our cum. And the only reason I was with Josh was because he said he came by the lab when we fooled around the other day. And the only reason I hooked up with you was because… Well—I had a moment of weakness and it seemed like a fun idea. But we can’t just keep going with this. You need to move on and I need to move on. The whole point of this experiment was to see if it would help us with our weaknesses. It’s time to move on. As of this moment, we’re just co-workers—and I mean it.”

My stomach turned. I felt strangely devastated. “Okay,” I said simply. I got myself reoriented and then I left without adding anything else to the conversation. It was a long night as that conversation replayed in my head. She really was serious—he really was serious. He wanted to be a boy and he wasn’t going to get dolled up anymore. I needed to come to the conclusion that we weren’t going to be together, unless I wanted to be in a traditionally homosexual relationship… And I didn’t. I thought about it all night, but it just wasn’t what I wanted.

I wanted Freddie in makeup. I wanted him in cute outfits, with fake eyelashes and lots of mascara. I wanted to hear him moan in that girly voice and I wanted to have to pick thongs out from his ass every time I wanted to stick my cock in him; but that’s not what he wanted. He wanted to be a boy. He wanted to be with men who liked men. He didn’t want to put on lingerie or wear makeup. He didn’t want to curl his hair or paint his nails. He was a gay man and I was a straight man.

So the experiment was over, and I still wasn’t sure what I got out of it exactly, other than the realization that I liked it when girls had a little extra between their legs.

The next few days were awkward in the lab. It was lunchtime when Josh snuck into the break room with Freddie, trying to get some action. I heard them arguing with quiet voices, and then Josh came out with a frown, filled with sexual frustration. The next day, Pete came into the lab looking defeated and embarrassed, unable to look Freddie in the eye. I had a feeling that he went to Freddie’s house and tried to make a move. We all got turned down. We all got dumped.

Then, the next day, the worst thing happened: Freddie came in to work with a new haircut. His man-bun was gone. Now, his hair was short and masculine. He was wearing a dress shirt and dress pants. “What’s with the new look?” I asked.

“Just changing things up,” he said. “Trying to put a bit more effort into how I look.” It was hard to see that curvy, thin body through that dress shirt and those slacks. Now, that femininity was gone. He was no longer the office ‘eye candy’, and I wasn’t the only one who felt bummed out.

I still had a craving. I still wanted to cram my cock deep into the ass of a trans girl. I wanted to reach around her smooth body and grab onto her throbbing erection. I wanted to come in her ass and then suck my own product out from her body. My few romps with Freddie had apparently turned me into a deviant.

That craving grew stronger throughout the week, until I found myself searching the local classifieds for possibilities. There were a few in the city: girls who used to be boys, willing to offer up their bodies for a bit of cash. I found myself composing a message to one of them: a nineteen-year-old trans girl who self-identified as ‘shy but cute’. She only had one picture: a selfie of her face, with a softening filter that she probably found on Instagram. It wasn’t much to go off of, but I felt desperate.

It took me an hour to compose a three-sentence message, and then she replied within minutes.  “I can meet tonight. It’s two hundred dollars for an hour,” she wrote. It seemed like a lot of money for not very much time. I called a motel, booked a room, and then I sent her the details. “See you there,” she wrote to me.

I arrived at the motel right after work. I spent a good thirty minutes getting the room ready. Lighting a few candles that I bought, dimming the lights using dimmers that I borrowed from my own house, and laying some fake flower petals on the bed, to make the scene a bit more romantic. I even spent a few minutes making a music playlist that would play throughout the visit.

She was late, but at least she came. She was indeed shy, but cute. She kept her hands clasped at her waist as she came in, and it was a few minutes before she gave me anything more than a one-word answer. “My name’s Jessica,” she said to my softly. Her voice was more convincing than I expected.

“How long have you been—uh—a girl?” I said, unsure if I was asking in the politically correct way.

“Since I was thirteen,” she said. “I got my aunt to buy me hormones. My parents weren’t really around, so nobody really tried to stop me.”

She really was convincing, as if she was a real girl. I was beginning to suspect that she was just a real girl, trying to cash in on a niche market. “Can I see it?” I said.

She was silent and still for a long moment, and then she reached down, under her skirt, and slid her panties down. Her face was dark red as she bit her bottom lip. She pulled up her skirt, and there it was: her flaccid cock, dangling down low. It was thick and long, veiny and curved. She covered it quickly as her face turned an even darker shade of red.

“You look good,” I said, trying to calm her down a bit.

“Thank you,” she said.

I walked up to her and put my hands on her sides. I wanted to fuck her badly. I wanted to turn her over and pulverize her with my cock, which was already rock hard. I caressed her gentle body and then I cupped her breasts. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. I gently squeezed, feeling real tits for the first time in my life. I could feel her hard nipples as her soft breast tissue formed to my palms.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She was silent for a moment before nodding her head. I could tell that she wasn’t thrilled about the idea of being a prostitute—and maybe she didn’t really want to be with me. I wasn’t about to take it personally—but it did make me pause. Maybe this wasn’t the best way to get what I wanted. She was clearly down on her luck and desperate for money, willing to do anything. “You sure you want to do this? We don’t have to do this,” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “I don’t know,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’ve never done this before. I thought it would be easy—but I just don’t know.”

I stared at her for a long moment. “Can I ask you a question?”

“What is it?”

“Do you like men?”

She nodded her head.

“Can I ask you another question?”

“Okay,” she said, clasping her hands again.

“Are you a virgin, or no?”

She shook her head.

“And the first time you had sex, was it with a man? I’m assuming you didn’t know that you were attracted to men when it happened.”

“Why are you asking these questions?” she said.

“I’m just curious.”

“Don’t you want to have sex?” she asked.

“I do,” I said. “I really do—but not if you don’t want to. I’ll still pay you, if you just answer a few questions.”

She stared at me strangely for a moment and then she shrugged her shoulders. “Okay. If that’s what you want.”

So I asked her a few questions. My theory was right: her first sexual encounter was with another boy, experimenting as a young thirteen-year-old. They were friends, having a sleepover, and they snuck into her sister’s bedroom. As a joke, the boy convinced Jessica to try on an outfit. Then she apparently lost a bet and had to perform oral, which turned into sex. It was six months later when Jessica started thinking about becoming a girl.

And her story lined up nicely with my little theory on gender and sexual preferences. “I’m not shy about sex,” she told me. “I’m just shy with strangers. It’s something I’m working on.”

“Do you like the idea of having sex with strangers?” I asked.

Her eyes lit up and her cheeks turned red. “I guess it turns me on.”

“What if I arranged for you to have sex with strangers—exclusively virgins. I’m not sure how I’ll find the subjects, but I’m sure I can figure it out. I’ll pay you a little bit for each session—until I get a grant. Then I’ll pay you more. I think we can get a grant quickly. I think this will get their attention.”

“Whose attention? What are you talking about?” she asked.

I smiled and bit down on my tongue. “The Board,” I said. “I’ll set everything up. I’ll screen all of the subjects, to make sure that they’re clean, and then all you have to do is have sex with them in a controlled environment. You’ll get paid and I’ll document the subjects.”

“Why?” she said.

“We’re going to study the effects of virginity loss on the male brain.”

She stared at me blankly for a long moment before shrugging her shoulders. “I guess that sounds interesting.”

I thought it was going to be hard to find test subjects, but a simple ad resulted in dozens of replies: all men claiming to be virgins. And as someone who had recently been a virgin, it was easy to sort out the liars from the desperate men who wanted to rid themselves of their virginity.

I set up meetings and did background checks. It was a lot of work for no money, but I knew that it was going to pay off. “So this girl,” said one of my potential subjects. “Is she cute? Do you have a picture of her?”

I smiled. “I think so,” I said. “You’ll have to wait to see her. And you’ll have to sign this consent form, promising you won’t do anything to the girl, no matter what happens.”

“What’s going to happen?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “You’ll find out,” I said. “Don’t worry about that now.” I didn’t tell them that they would be losing their virginity to a trans girl.

I hired a fully female prostitute for my control group. Then I spent a week organizing schedules before getting the first subject with Jessica. I watched the whole thing on a hidden camera. He was shy as she undressed him. She was shy too, but that barrier quickly fell down once she had his cock out. Then he began to undress her. He pulled down her panties, ready to feast on a juicy pussy, and then he froze at the sight of her large cock. I assumed he was going to tap out—I assumed most men would tap out—so I was surprised when none of them tapped out. The man took the cock and sucked it for a minute before turning Jessica around to fuck her.

The other men acted similarly: some sucked her, some went straight to fucking her in the ass, and a few ended up begging Jessica to be the dominant partner. One man even begged Jessica to come in his mouth, and she complied.

Everyone in my control group reported healthy sexual activity within a few months of the controlled loss of virginity. They were all sleeping with women. Many found girlfriends. One was even engaged before the end of month three. As for my main group—the men who slept with the well-hung Jessica—only two ended up dating biological women. The others reported attraction to trans girls. One found a trans girlfriend. Most had Internet histories packed with trans pornography. The results were startling, even though they were just as I predicted.

The Board found out about my study and quickly threw money at me. By the end of that first six-month portion of my study, I had a half a million-dollar grant and I’d been published in three different science journals, even though the research was ongoing.

Josh, Freddie, and Pete were a bit hesitant to come onboard at first. The project got so big so quickly that it meant shelving all of our work with the fossils, but they quickly came around when they started to see the results. None of them seemed too surprised though—the results lined up with their own personal experiences.

It felt good to pay Jessica properly for her hard work. When I handed her that first big cheque, she stared at it with glowing eyes. “I can’t believe the number on this cheque,” she said.

“You deserve it,” I said.

“Thank you so much for this,” she said.

“No, thank you. I couldn’t have done it without you, to be honest. You and Freddie—without you, there would be no experiment and no grant.”

We were alone in the lab, and it was the first time we’d been alone in that lab in a long time. Since we got the grant, we hired half a dozen students to join the project. We were documenting the results of dozens of subjects, and every couple of days we brought in a new subject. We were all working long hours, but it was worth it.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said to Jessica.

“Are you staying here?” she asked, looking at my desk.

“I’ll do a bit more work before packing it in,” I said.

“Well maybe I’ll stick around for a few more minutes,” she said.

She looked into my eyes. Her lashes fluttered and my heart skipped a beat. I forced a smile, feeling like my awkward virgin self. That awkwardness came back from time to time, but for the most part, I was a new man. I had confidence that I never knew that I would have. I always looked people in the eye when I talked to them, and I always stood tall. Women had started to notice me. Girls came up to me on the street. Losing my virginity to Freddie really was the best thing that ever happened to me.

I smiled at Jessica, and then I went to my desk. She came over a moment later and slid in front of me, between me and the desk. She hopped up onto the desk and stared down into my eyes. Then she pulled up her skirt, exposing the big bulge in her panties. She used two fingers to pull her thong away, making her cock spring upwards. “Want to suck it?” she said.

Jessica was like a new person too. When I met her, she was so shy, but now she was outgoing and spunky. I’d suspected that she had a crush on me for a while; it seemed like a matter of time before this moment came around—and I was ready to embrace it.

I reached out and curled my fingers around her shaft. I gently pulled back her foreskin, exposing her throbbing tip. I was surprised she was so hard, seeing as she’d gotten off twice already that day with different men in our controlled sex room. I’d watched one of those men such her off while she tilted her head back and closed her eyes. “I was thinking about you,” she said. “When I was with those guys today.”

“Really?” I said as I gently stroked her.

She nodded her head. “I think about you a lot.”

“No kidding.”

“I really want to suck you, but you can suck me first,” she said.

“That sounds like a good plan,” I said. I bent forward and pressed my lips firmly around her girth. I pushed my head down and began to tickle her length with my tongue. She moaned, gripping my head with both of her hands. She pushed me down, clogging my throat with her cock. I gagged a little bit, but I was okay. I pressed my hands down on her thighs. Her skin was soft and warm.

She finally released me, so I could get a breath of air. But now my heart was pounding and my cock was throbbing. I pulled the straps of her dress over her shoulders to expose her breasts. I leaned her forward and sucked on her nipples, making her moan. I kept stroking her as I sucked. Then we kissed. I tightened my grip and pumped harder. She moaned louder, breaking away from our kiss. “You’re going to make me come,” she said, biting her lip gently.

“That’s the idea,” I said.

“Oh God,” a voice said from across the room. Standing in the doorway was Freddie, Josh, and Pete. “Get a room you two!”

Jessica’s face turned dark red. Maybe I should have been embarrassed too, but I couldn’t help but smirk. This was much less embarrassing than being caught masturbating. In fact, I felt a bit proud of myself, realizing just how far I’d come in less than a year. I’d been caught jerking off to Instagram pictures at that same desk, and now I was with a gorgeous trans babe.

“Josh forgot his wallet,” Freddie said. “Just do us a favor and clean up when you’re done. And then feel free to meet us at the pub down the street.”

Josh grabbed his wallet and then the guys left. I turned to Jessica. “You’re cute when you’re embarrassed,” I said.

“Just make me come already,” she said. I gripped her cock again and continued to pump. I stared into her eyes as her face turned redder and redder—and then she burst all over my face and body. Luckily, I had a change of clothes stashed under my desk, in a bag.

I flipped her over my desk and then I pressed my cock deep into her tight asshole. I made her scream louder than any man had ever made her scream within the walls of that laboratory. I filled her ass with more cum than any man before me. Then I dropped to my knees and licked it up as it poured out. She giggled as the tip of my tongue grazed her stretched hole. “You’re dirty,” she said.

“I deal with sex for a living. What do you expect?” I said, licking my lips. Then we kissed so she could have a taste too. “Want to grab a drink together?”

“Sounds good to me,” she said. I took her hand and we left the mess for later.

THE END


A SCHOOL FOR THE NAUGHTY

Nathaniel has gotten into trouble for what may be the last time. After being caught with the principal’s eighteen-year-old niece, Nathaniel finds himself expelled, and there aren’t any schools that want him now that he’s been expelled from three different institutes.

But there is one place still willing to give him a shot: an all-boys boarding school, an hour out into the middle of nowhere. It’s a school exclusively for naughty boys who have run out of options. The rules are strict and the school has a one-strike policy, so the students have to be very creative and careful when it comes to getting a little bit of action. A bunch of eighteen-year-old boys can’t go a year without any romantic interaction after all.


CHAPTER I

Sleeping with Kylie was totally worth it, even though I knew it was going to be the last straw. When we started kissing in that empty room at the end of the hall, I saw the camera in the corner of the room, and I knew that it meant getting in a bit more trouble. And I hadn’t forgotten the principal telling me just a week before: “If I see you in my office one more time, you’re gone.”

But how could I pass on the opportunity? It was the only empty room and the school supervisors were guarding both of the school’s exits. Kylie wanted it and I wanted to give it to her. “Let’s be quick,” I said, looking down from the camera. I knew we probably only had a few minutes before the school security guard noticed us on his screen, just a few doors down.

I think we were in one of the school’s many staff rooms. It was a door I’d never been through before and it wasn’t labelled, but there were two coffee makers in the small space, and a couch that was the perfect height for bending a young woman over.

Kylie was happy to skip the foreplay when I said, “We’d better hurry.” She even bent herself over and she pulled down her own panties, leaving me to flip up her skirt, revealing that round ass and that plump pussy. I dragged two fingers across her wet slit, making her moan. She looked back at me with her wide, youthful eyes. Then she bit her lip and grinned.

“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

“Obviously,” I said before reaching back down to penetrated her with my two fingers. She moaned loudly, tilting her head back. I looked over at the door. Her moan was surely audible from the hallway, and maybe even from the classroom two doors down. “But you’ll have to keep those big lips shut if we’re going to last very long.”

She closed her mouth, pressing her lips thin, and she nodded her head. Then I fished out my erection and pressed it up against her wet slit.

It wasn’t the first girl I’d been caught on camera fucking in our school. And had she been any other girl, I probably wouldn’t have ended up being expelled. She was the principal’s niece.

But how could I say no when she was looking at me with those bright, glistening eyes? I pressed my tip against her hole and she moaned again. “Hold on,” I said. I pushed my thick erection into her tight pussy, making a bout of warm fluid gush out. She moaned yet again. I thought I heard the door opening, so I looked back quickly, but there was nobody there.

“Oh my God, it feels so good,” she said, rolling her head from side to side, with her face pushed down on the back of the couch. I pushed in deeper and deeper, and then she said, “Oh God, I’m not a virgin anymore.” My heart skipped a beat and my skin tingled. I suddenly felt a moment of guilt, but it quickly passed.

“Just hold on,” I said. I watched her pretty fingers clutch the edge of the couch, and then I began thrusting. She was much wetter than any girl I’d ever been with before. Every thrust made a gush of fluid pour down her legs, and that fluid was quickly pooling on the floor, even getting underneath my feet, making me slip. I had to widen my stance.

“Harder. Please fuck me harder,” she said. It was hard to believe that she was really a virgin. I wouldn’t have believed it had she not been so tight. Whenever she clenched, I perked up, worried she was going to squeeze my cock off of my body. “Slap my ass!” she said, so I started to gently spank her. “Harder! Spank me harder!” I spanked harder, now with my head turned towards the door. It was only a matter of time before our romp was brought to a swift end. Someone just needed to walk by, or that security guard just needed to look at his screen.

I turned to look up at the blinking red light on the camera. I couldn’t help but wonder if Kylie knew about the camera. Maybe she wanted to be caught by her principal uncle. Maybe this was some sort of weird revenge; she did mention being angry with her family earlier that day, after all.

But I wasn’t about to stop to ask questions. I only had a few minutes left—at most. So I grabbed her hips firmly and began thrusting even harder. I bit hard on my tongue and I looked down at her young, petite body. She had cute little beauty marks all over her back, and a band of freckles across her shoulders. She had a pair of braids dangling down over the couch. I decided to grab both braids, pulling her head back. “Oh God, yes!” she cried as I tugged. So I tugged even harder, making her groan. Somehow, she became louder. Maybe she really was trying to get caught. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

I wasn’t sure how much longer I could go for. I was tingling all over with euphoria. I dug my fingertips into her and closed my eyes, trying to think about something else: my grandparents, my homework, the mess in my room that I promised my mom that I would clean up, but I didn’t. I tried to control my breathing.

“Just don’t come in me. I had my period two weeks ago and I’m not on birth control,” she said with the cutest little moaning voice. And my mind went right back to thinking about her youthful body and that tight pussy, and then I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Before opening my eyes, I pulled out, ready to spray her cute back with my huge load.

“What the hell is going on here?” a deep, male voice shouted from the doorway. I turned to look and then I froze as my gaze found the reddened face of the principal. But even that scowling face wasn’t enough to stop my orgasm from coming. Cum began to spray out the tip of my cock, streaking across the man’s niece. I closed my eyes and shook my head, but I didn’t want to ruin the cumshot, so I clenched my cock tight and revelled in the dying moments of my academic career.

He wasn’t happy. And why would he be happy? He watched his niece getting sprayed with cum for a long fifteen seconds. When I finally opened my eyes again, his face was white and his eyes were dark red. “My office. Now,” he said. And then he marched away.

“I can’t believe you came on me, you asshole,” Kylie said, looking back at me. “It’s all over me! Gross!” She reached back and tried to wipe the cum off of her back. She flicked a glob onto the floor and said it again: “Gross! That’s so gross!”

I didn’t stay around to help her get cleaned up. Instead, I pulled up my pants and darted towards the principal’s office with my tail between my legs.

He was sitting there, behind his desk, red in the face as he waited for me. He shook his head as I approached. It seemed like everything was moving in slow motion. “That’s about all I can take from you,” he said. “That’s it. You’re done. Your ride here is over. Over. Get it?”

I took a seat across from him and nodded my head. “It won’t happen again,” I said softly. It was a line I’d used many times, with a few different principals. I had the puppy dog look perfected, but this time it didn’t matter. His face was getting even redder. I was surprised that steam wasn’t rising up from his ears.

“You’re done. Your parents are on their way already. You can sit there and wait—but I have nothing else to say to you. You’re done.”

I cracked a small grin. “But am I done?” I asked.

“You have no idea,” he said. And I really didn’t have any idea. I figured I was going to be sent to the school down the road. I’d been expelled a few times before, and they always just shuffled me over to a new school. Or maybe my parents would just let me finish my final year of high school online—which was honestly a dream. I knew that I could finish a day’s worth of schoolwork in a matter of a couple hours, and then I could use the rest of my time to play video games.

But I wasn’t going to be spending my time finishing my diploma online. I wasn’t going to be sent to the school down the road, or any school within the city limits.

“I highly recommend sending Nathaniel to a special school,” the principal said to my parents after filling them in on all of the details. “We’ve sent students to this school before. It’s only for the worst students. It teaches them discipline, and best of all, it tends to be a gruelling experience—which is what a lot of these delinquent students need.”

Of course my father was nodding his head in agreement, as if he agreed that I was a ‘delinquent’. “Just give us the information and we’ll get him signed up,” my dad said.

Then the principal passed my father a brochure. I looked at it quickly but didn’t recognize the name of the school. “Horus Academy,” I said. “Where the hell is that?”

“It’s about two hundred miles north of here.”

“Sounds good. Sign him up,” my dad said. My dad was still grumpy because I took his motorcycle out the week before, while he was at work, and I accidentally scraped it against a cement wall.

“C’mon. Two hundred miles away? Where am I going to stay?” I asked.

“It’s a boarding school,” my now ex-principal said. “You’ll live there until June. Five more months. They can probably get you started as soon as next week.”

“This is crazy,” I said. “You’re seriously going to send me to a boarding school because I fooled around with your niece?”

Now his face was turning red again. “No. I’m expelling you. I’m just giving your parents a suggestion. It’s up to them to send you to a boarding school.”

“We’re sending him,” my dad said.

I looked over at my mother, hoping to have at least one person on my side. She always took my side, so I was shocked when she opened her mouth and said, “If you think it’s a good idea, then it’s what we’ll do.”

Later that evening, the arrangements had been made. My dad made all of the calls and my mom dug a big suitcase out from the basement. “He can start on Monday,” my dad said as I sat in the living room, watching my parents dart left and right. They still seemed to be moving in slow motion, but at the same time, everything was happening so quickly.

“You’re just kidding around, right?” I said. But nobody answered me. I felt like I was a ghost trying to get the attention of the living.

“Are you sure about this?” my mom asked my dad.

“It’s just five months,” my dad said. “He needs it. If he acts like this out in the real world, it won’t be long before he ends up homeless—or a drug addict.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I said. But still, nobody was listening to me. “Why would I become a drug addict?”

“So when are we going to take him out there?” my mom asked.

“I’ll drive him in the morning—tomorrow.”

“The morning!” I said, jumping to my feet. “You said I wouldn’t start until Monday. Why the hell do I need to go in the morning?”

“You can put that suitcase away. They’ll provide him with clothes. They have a strict wardrobe policy there. It’s an expense, but I think it’ll be worth it.”

“Strict wardrobe policy?” I said. “You mean I’ll be dressed like one of those preppy private school assholes? Oh God, this is so embarrassing. Those guys don’t get any action. You know that right?”

My dad finally looked at me, acknowledging my existence. “Action?” he said. “It’s an all-boys school. It’s a two hour walk to the nearest town and the nearest girl. You won’t be seeing another girl until at least July.”

“July!” I said. “Is this some sort of cruel joke?”

“You just need to pack your tooth brush. In fact, they might even have that for you there.”

I felt like I was about to faint. I watched as my mom marched the suitcase back to the basement.

“I just have to make one more call,” my dad said. “They need Nathaniel’s sizes.” He looked at me. “You’re still a seven shoe size, right?”

I was too shocked to reply.

“He’s a seven and a half,” my mom said.

“Okay, I’ll go make that call.”

I didn’t sleep that night. I just sat quietly on the edge of my bed, staring at the wall, trying to decide if it was worth it.

And I kept finding myself smirking, because it was totally worth it: Kylie’s perfect pussy was worth a five month prison sentence. Though I wasn’t exactly excited about it.


CHAPTER II

It was a long three-hour drive north. My mother didn’t come along for the drive. Instead, she stayed in bed and cried, making me feel guilty even though I still didn’t think that I had anything to be guilty about. I was eighteen and so was Kylie. Neither of us had class, so we weren’t even skipping class—we were just two consenting adults doing adult things. But I guess nobody else saw it that way.

My dad said almost nothing, except for, “I’m stopping for a coffee,” when we were halfway. He didn’t even offer to buy me a coffee, and I was exhausted.

The next sentence that came out from his mouth happened when we were just five minutes away. “Don’t get kicked out of this school, or you’ll be kicked out of the house too.”

We pulled up to the school: an impressive structure that looked a bit like a castle. There were three buildings: one tall building on the right, one tall building on the left, and a long U-shaped building in the middle of the property. “Here we are,” my dad said. “Let’s do this quickly. I need to get home before 2:00 PM for a meeting.”

My dad rushed me towards the large entrance of the long U-shaped building. A pair of black-clad adults came out, looking a bit like nuns. “Is this a religious school?” I asked.

“If it is, you’re going to do a damned good job of pretending to be Christian,” he said.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Sisters,” my dad said with a big fake smile, waving the women down.

“We aren’t nuns,” they said.

“Oh,” my dad said. His cheeks turned red. I snickered, knowing my dad would spend the rest of the day feeling embarrassed about the blunder.

“You must be Nathaniel’s father—and you must be Nathaniel.”

“I must be,” I said.

“We’re excited to have you here.”

“I’m excited to be here,” I said, almost rolling my eyes. “I was told there would be no girls here, so you’re both a pleasant surprise.”

The women both looked at my father. “If he makes any more inappropriate comments, we’ll be calling you to pick him up.”

“He won’t,” my dad said, turning to look at me with narrowed eyes.

“Tough crowd,” I said softly, almost under my breath.

“He thinks he’s funny. He’s not actually trying to be inappropriate. At least I don’t think he is. He needs guidance. That’s why he’s here.”

“Well we can give him that. We have a strong reputation for setting boys straight. Come and walk with us. We’ll show you the school.” We followed the women while they continued to talk, giving us the rundown on the school. “Here is where you’ll spend the next five months. Students live in this building and all of your classes will be here. The other two buildings on the property are the administration building and the library. Students need special permission to access the library. Usually we will retrieve the books for the students, to keep the library clear and quiet.”

“Do you ever let the students out of this building then?” I asked.

“Of course. Every day, for gym class, assuming the weather is tolerable.”

I nearly groaned. We were only allowed outside for gym class? I was pretty sure that prisoners got to go outside more often than once per day, five days a week.

“I’m sure you’ll find that you will have plenty of coursework to complete in your dormitory.”

“Do I at least get my own room?” I asked.

Both women shook their heads. “You will share a room with five other students.”

“Five?” I said. My heart sunk into my stomach.

“And you will share a bathroom with eleven other students. There is a communal shower and a small kitchenette that we keep stocked with healthy food.”

“So where do I go for some privacy?” I asked, wondering where I could masturbate if there weren’t going to be any women around.

The nun-looking ladies just stared at me, as if the question was absurd. “Here’s where you’ll be staying.” She pushed open a door, revealing a room with three bunks: six beds in total. “Your bunkmates are currently in class, but you’ll meet them later tonight.” There was a stack of outfits on a bed in the corner. “Those clothes are yours. You should try them all on to make sure they fit correctly. You’ll be expected to keep your clothes folded as you see them now, and you’ll be expected to keep your bed made as you see it now. Failure to do so will result in expulsion.”

“He’ll do it,” my dad said. Then he looked at his watch. “You know what? I’ve got to get going. Sorry, ladies. I have an important meeting. You don’t mind finishing this tour without me, do you?”

I looked at my dad, straining to get his attention without saying anything. He finally looked at me and I forced a smile. “Okay, dad. You made your point. I won’t screw around anymore. Just take me home with you. I promise I’ll be good. We’ll look into that online school we talked about a few weeks ago. I’ll finish my classes online—and you won’t even know that I’m home.”

He shook his head. “I’ll see you in a few months. Be good,” he said, and then he turned around to leave, leaving me with a horrible sinking feeling.

“Dad. Please don’t go.”

“Come along,” one of the women said as she took a step in the other direction. “We’ll show you your shared bathroom, and then we’ll go over all of the rules here.”

“Dad!” I called out. But my dad wouldn’t turn around. I’d never felt so betrayed in my life. Why was he just leaving me? Didn’t he care about me? I could turn myself around without some silly boarding school. “Dad! Don’t go!” He wouldn’t turn around.

So I found myself in a large office with the two women. “Silence comes at nine-thirty. Lights go out at the same time. Everyone wakes up at five-thirty.”

“That’s early. Why so early?” I asked.

“It’s good to get into a habit. Five-thirty is a normal hour to wake up for a working man.”

“But I’m not a working man,” I said.

“You will be once you’ve graduated. Here, at Horus Academy, we prepare young men with difficulties, like yourself, for the working world. We give you your best shot at success.”

“And for some reason that means cutting us off from everything, including women?” I said.

They both nodded their heads. “And that’s another rule: we don’t allow our students to talk about women.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“No talk of sexual behaviour. No talk about girls you know or like. None of that.”

“Are you serious? What if I just want to tell someone a story that involves a girl?”

“You can tell the story, just don’t mention the girl specifically, and don’t describe her to your classmates. We’ve found that thoughts of women tend to complicate the minds of delinquent boys, like yourself.”

“You have to be fucking kidding me,” I said with parted lips. I shook my head.

“And no swearing. Another swear word, and you’re gone. The eighteen-thousand-dollar admission fee won’t be refunded to your parents.”

“Eighteen grand? Are you serious? They paid that? They wouldn’t even buy me a new XBOX when mine broke! I didn’t know they had that kind of scratch. Holy sh—” I stopped myself before saying it.

“We’re actually very affordable compared to the alternatives,” she said.

“I’m pretty sure my last four schools were completely free, unless you want to count my bus fare. Even then, I figured out how to make fake bus passes in Photoshop that the drivers actually fell for.”

The women stared at me with blank, unimpressed faces.

“Just know that we have a one strike policy—as in one strike and you’re out. And that starts now—that’s us being lenient.”

“Sure,” I said.

“And this book is for you. You can read it tonight,” she said, sliding a binder—and not a book at all—towards me. “Before you start class tomorrow, you can write a two thousand word essay on the book. Hand it in to your first period teacher. Here’s your class schedule, and here’s a map of the facilities.” She handed me more sheets of paper.

“Two thousand words by tomorrow morning—on something I haven’t even read yet. You’re kidding me, right? That’s like… eight hours of homework.”

“It’s not negotiable. Now go off to your room and get started.”

The women stood up and walked to the door. One of the women opened the door and the other motioned for me to leave. “Well? Go on now,” she said.

I stood up slowly with my new stack of homework. I walked by the women slowly, thinking that my orientation was strangely short, considering how strict the school was. Then I got to my room, which was still empty, and I opened up the book I was already dreading to read. It was a rulebook—at least for the first eight thousand words. The next sixteen thousand words were detailing the job opportunities available to a person without a completed high school diploma. Seeing as I had no Internet, I couldn’t ‘fact check’ the material, but it was alarming. The first five pages were strictly about fast food joints, and by page ten I learned that most fast food joints, including McDonald’s, won’t allow someone without their high school equivalency to become a manager.

It was a harrowing read, and I finished just as my flatmates returned from a long day of classes.

God, they looked like such losers in their school uniforms. All their sweaters looked too tight, and their shorts were far too short, showing off way too much thigh (and then their socks hid way too much calf). The uniforms had a 1900s Bavarian look about them. I looked down at my pile of clothes and wondered if the outfit would be just as tight and ridiculous on me.

“Hello there,” one of the boys said.

“Hey,” I said.

“So you’re replacing Jeff?” said another.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Am I? I don’t know—I guess so. Is that who used to sleep here?”

They nodded their heads. They seemed so harmless and timid. It was hard to believe that these young men were ‘naughty’. It was hard to believe that any of them had been caught in the teachers’ lounge with a naked schoolgirl, or caught behind the school with a bag full of drugs. “How long have you guys been here?” I asked.

“Three months,” said one young man.

“A year,” said another.

“Two years,” said another young man. I looked them up and down and nearly shuddered. Was that going to be me before I was finished? Was this ‘school for the naughty’ going to make me into a soft, limp-wrist loser?

They all sat down at their little desks and pulled out their homework. Quietly, they got to work, as if school hadn’t ended. At first, I was trying not to laugh. Then I realized that getting right to doing homework was probably better than the alternative: nothing. There was nothing to do in that boarding school. There were no games, no Internet—not even a deck of cards that I could spot. And every twenty minutes or so, I heard a pair of adult feet patrolling the hallway, probably making sure the students weren’t getting up to anything that could be remotely considered fun.

I started plodding away at my essay, writing whatever quickly came to my mind. It was getting late. The boys left for dinner and then they came back. “You should go eat before the food gets cold,” one of the men said to me. So I pulled myself away from my not-even-half-finished first draft and I went to the kitchen where one of the nun-looking-ladies had a big pot of soup. She served me a bowl, and it was alarmingly bland—but I wasn’t surprised. The goal of the school seemed to be to make the students bland, so it made sense that the food was bland.

When I returned to my room, the sun was down and the lights had been dimmed. My bunkmates were now in their beds, sitting up and chatting quietly. “Do you need us to be quiet?” the younger-looking blonde boy asked.

I shook my head. “It’s fine. I’m just writing whatever bullshit comes to my mind,” I said. The three men looked at me with wide eyes, and I remembered that I wasn’t supposed to curse—even though I didn’t think that ‘shit’ was a curse word. They continued to chat quietly, then one of them said, “It’s lights out in five minutes. That means you have to stop that.”

“Stop what? Doing homework?” I said.

He nodded his head.

“I can’t do homework once the lights are out?”

All three men nodded their heads.

“But I’m only half done,” I said.

“You’ll have to finish before class tomorrow morning—otherwise you’ll get into trouble.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It wasn’t even 10:00 PM. I was used to staying up way later. I wasn’t even a tiny bit tired—though my eyes were heavy from boredom. I wanted to fight my bunkmates—or maybe to shake some sense into them. But instead, I took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. “Fine,” I said. I put my papers and pen away, and then I slipped into my bed. One of the female staff members came to turn out the light. She was younger—probably no older than twenty-five, and she was kind of hot—or maybe that was just my brain adjusting to the lack of women around. She looked at me for a moment, not recognizing me. I smiled and winked, and then her eyes narrowed. Was winking against the rules? Was I about to get into trouble.

“It’s quiet time now,” she said, gently pushing her blonde hair off of her face.

When she slipped away, I sat up. I waited until her footsteps were inaudible, and then I whispered, “Who was that? She’s not bad, huh?”

“Shh,” said one of my bunkmates, but I couldn’t tell who in the darkness.

“You guys don’t even whisper after curfew?” I asked, still being as quiet as possible.

“You’re going to get us in trouble.”

“Whatever,” I said, shaking my head and rolling over. “What a bunch of losers.” I said it as quietly as I possibly could, but I had a feeling they could all still hear me. My first day at that prison wasn’t even over and I was already a combination of confused, furious, and defeated. Just how badly did I want my high school diploma? That book made flipping burgers sound like the worst job on the planet, but it probably wasn’t really that bad. And I could always save up enough money to start a business. It’s not like you need a high school diploma to start a business. Or do you?


CHAPTER III

It was a long time before I fell asleep—probably four, maybe five hours. And then I had a weird dream that didn’t make a lot of sense. In my dream, I woke up in that bunk room alone. “Anyone here?” I asked, looking around. It was still dark, but I could hear footsteps outside the door, and what sounded like a giggle.

I stood up slowly and checked all of the beds before going out into the hall, which was also desolate. “Hello?” I gently called out. Then I went to the room across the hall, which also contained six empty beds. Where did everyone go? I went to the next room, and then the next, but they were all empty.

And then I turned around one corner and froze as my gaze fell upon a naked young man. He had a big, stiff erection and his eye were covered with a blindfold. He turned around to face me and my heart skipped a beat. Then I started backing up. For some reason, I was filled with fear—as one gets during a nightmare. I started running, but now I was lost. I couldn’t remember my way back to my bedroom, so I started taking random turns, hoping to eventually end up at my room. I ran into rooms and tried to open locked doors. My heart rate picked up and I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead.

Finally, I ran through one door and I instantly recognized my bed, with my unfinished homework scattered on the end of the blanket. I crawled under the sheet and closed my eyes, and then the dream ended.

At least I thought it was a dream. I walked into my first class the next morning, dressed in my ridiculous school uniform, but before I could sit down, one of the female instructors came up to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Come with me, please.”

She sounded angry. I went with her down a series of hallways. We ended up in a small room with a television. “We have a one-strike policy here,” she said. “And this could be your one strike.” She turned on the television and pressed play, showing CCTV footage of me running down the hallway in a panic, in the middle of the night.

“You broke curfew,” she said.

“I did?” I said. Until that moment, I assumed the strange middle of the night incident had been a bizarre dream.

She stared at me with narrowed eyes. “If one of your bunkmates put you up to this, I strongly suggest telling me who. It could be the difference between you getting a degree and you going home.”

“I swear I don’t remember doing it. I mean—I had a weird dream—but—but—I don’t know. Maybe I was sleepwalking.”

She continued to stare at me. “Well we have four different angles of you running like this. I don’t know what you were up to, and I don’t yet know you well enough to know if you’re lying to me—but don’t let this happen again. Students cannot leave their rooms past curfew.”

“I understand,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I didn’t want to get thrown out. I didn’t want to make my parents any more disappointed in me than they already were.

“Go to class and we’ll forget this didn’t happen. But don’t think this is us being lenient. We aren’t lenient here. We have a one-strike policy, and maybe this should have been a strike—and maybe it will be a strike if we find out you were up to something.”

“Okay. I understand,” I said. I nodded my head politely and I went back off to class. My hands were trembling—something I wasn’t used to. I’d never cared about what any teacher had to say to me before. I definitely never cared about getting into trouble, especially over something stupid like being caught running in the middle of the night. But maybe that reading material got to me. Maybe that propaganda they forced me to read actually got into my head.

I took a deep breath before slipping into class, which was already underway. I took a seat in the back and I sunk into my chair. And then the teacher pointed at me. I assumed she was about to introduce me to the rest of the class, but instead she said, “Sit upright like a proper adult.”

I sat still for a moment, not thrilled that someone was telling me how to sit. Then my skin tingled and that unfamiliar fear crept back into me. “Okay. Sorry,” I said as I sat up. Maybe they really were getting through to me.

Class was boring. It was material we’d already gone over in my last school, but now the class was frighteningly silent. I wasn’t used to this kind of silence—not even the pattering of fingers on phones or gentle whispers between friends. Everyone was sitting upright and staring forward, like a room filled with robots. And I was trying my hardest to be one of them, but the boredom was so overwhelming that I couldn’t help but squirm. I moved my legs and tried hard not to groan. Usually I would kill some time on my phone—and if I didn’t have a phone, I would draw some sort of inappropriate doodle on a sheet of paper, or maybe a comic.

Now, all I could do was stare at the teacher. She was an older woman, maybe fifty or fifty five. Her hair was mostly grey already, but I could see how she would have been hot back in her twenties. She had high cheekbones and big eyes. She wasn’t wearing makeup now, but I bet she would have looked good with some eyeliner and a bit of eyeshadow. She had the early forming of jowls, but it was nothing a simple face lift couldn’t have—

“Nathaniel, do I have your attention?” she said. Now everyone was turned and staring at me. My heart fluttered.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Good. This is very important.”

And now I was trying to figure out how she knew that I was zoned out. I was sitting upright (with a sore back) and I was staring at her—so how did she know that I wasn’t paying any attention?

The next class was the same. The teacher was even older and even more boring, so it was an even greater challenge to stay focussed on the pointless nonsense coming out from her mouth. She was the school’s math teacher, now teaching formulas for finding angles of complicated shapes—information nobody in that classroom would ever use. Somehow, I got through the hour without announcing my boredom with a loud groan.

Then, for our third class of the day, we had a hottie for a teacher. It was history class and she was thirty-five years old at the most, with long blonde hair and a pair of glasses that sat flirtingly on the tip of her nose. She had pouty lips—or what I would call ‘blowjob lips’. It was easy to stare at her for the hour, even though she wasn’t wearing any makeup. She didn’t really need any makeup, though a bit of eyeliner would have easily taken her from a seven to a nine.

Whenever she looked at me, I grinned, trying to let her know that I was interested if she was interested. But she never looked at me for long enough to help me know if she even noticed that I hadn’t been there every day since the start of the school year.

I imagined her wearing skimpy lingerie. I stared down her body for a long time, download a clear mental image that I could work with later. There was no Internet in that facility, which meant I would only have my imagination when it came to ‘alone time’—which wasn’t even going to be alone time, seeing as we never got to be alone. I knew I was going to have to jerk off in my bed, under the covers, quietly once my bunkmates were asleep.

Then I thought about them all jerking off around me and on top of me, and a shudder tingled through me. When else were they jerking off? Surely they were jerking off. No eighteen year old man can go more than a week without busting a nut. Or was this school planning to eliminate my libido as well?

We got another pile of homework at the end of the day. My pile was the biggest because I apparently had to ‘catch up’, even though we were going over material that I’d been over before at my last school. From the time we returned to our room to the time the lights went out, I sat at my little desk and trudged through piles of assignments and worksheets.

And running off just a few hours of sleep from the night before, I was exhausted when the lights finally went out. I dozed off, even though it was my goal to stay away for an hour so I could rub one out to the mental image of the young teacher whose name I’d already forgotten.

I wanted to jerk off so badly that I actually forced myself to wake up, pulling myself from a dream in the middle of the night. The room was silent and dark. I took a deep breath and fought the urge to fall back asleep. I mustered up the image of the pretty teacher, and then I forced her to take her clothes off in my imagination. She bent over slowly with straight legs. I was watching from behind her, watching the reveal of her plump pussy and puckering asshole. I imagined her reaching back with a big dildo. First, she pushed it into her soaking-wet cunt, just to get the dildo lubricated. Then she dragged the tip of the dildo up to her puckering butthole and started pressing it in. Her hole was tight, but she pushed hard enough to penetrate herself, eliciting a cute moan. Using her free hand, she played with her nipples. Drops of warm juice began to drip from her pussy to the cool academy floor.

She pushed the dildo deep into her asshole. She threw her head back and screamed out with pleasure. Now my cock was erect in my clenched fist. I started to jerk it slowly, making sure not to make a single noise. I could feel my veins throbbing. I hadn’t been this hard in years—it was the first time I’d gone more than three days without beating off since I was old enough to know that masturbation was even a thing.

In my mind, the teacher was now wedging a ruler stick into her tight pussy, still with the dildo in her asshole. It was an awkward struggle, but she managed to push it deep—and then the young man in the bunk above me rolled over.

I froze. The hot image of the teacher fluttered out from my head. I kept my eyes closed and I refused to move a muscle, not even taking my hand off of my cock. I listened as he climbed down the ladder and walked across the room. He stopped at the bunk across from me. I peeked my eyes open to see what he was doing. He was giving the sleeping young man a nudge. Then he turned around and I closed my eyes again. I heard him nudging another boy, and then another. “Let’s go,” whispered one of the boys. I opened my eye a tiny crack, enough to see the boys sneaking out from the bedroom.

They were breaking the rules: all of them. A part of me wanted to tell them to stop, worried they were going to somehow get me in trouble. But another part of me was proud of them. It was nice to know that they weren’t completely brainwashed. It was nice to think that they weren’t complete losers, completely afraid of going against the almighty academy.

I sat up and jumped out from my bed after the last boy left the room. I peeked out into the hallway and watched them tiptoeing down, joining the boys from the other rooms.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I whispered. It was something everyone was in on.

I followed from a distance, copying them as they moved from one side of the hall to the other. They had the CCTV cameras memorized. They knew which hallways to avoid. The line was probably thirty students: five whole rooms joined together.

I watched them all filter into a room at the very end of the school hallway. The door closed without a sound, leaving me alone in the hallway, fifty feet away, watching from around the corner, unnoticed.

I wanted to go into the room but a part of me was afraid to get wrapped up in their little scheme. They were smart to all break the rules together: the academy couldn’t expel everyone… could they?

I crept up to the door and pressed my ear against it. I strained to listen for a long moment. I could hear faint chatter when I strained hard enough, but it was impossible to hear what was being said. I looked on the door to see what the room was for, but the room didn’t have a label, unlike our bunk rooms and all of the classrooms. Maybe it was just a spare room, or maybe there was something special inside.

I reached for the door knob, tempted to go inside. Would they be mad at me if I joined them? Was I the only one not allowed to attend their secret club?

I paused, worried again that I would implicate myself into whatever nonsense was going to get them all expelled. So I took my hand off of the handle, and then I heard the footsteps coming from down the hallway. I paused and looked around frantically. Instead of retreating into the room, I ran across the hall and tucked myself into the nook of a doorway. I held my breath as a woman walked by slowly. She stopped just ten feet away and looked around. I was crouched and tucked into a small ball. Thankfully she didn’t look down to see me hiding in that shadowed nook.

She kept walking. I assumed my classmates had her schedule memorized. Now, I wanted to go back to that door, to listen hard again to hear what was being said. But before I could stand up, that door opened. One of my bunkmates came out, holding the hand of a young woman—about our age. I covered my mouth as my eyes became wide. They were hiding girls in that school!?

The couple scurried down the hallway without noticing me. They went into a room and gently closed the door. Were they going to fuck? Maybe my classmates really weren’t giant losers after all.

I stood up and tiptoed over to that room. I put my ear against the door and heard the faint giggling of a young woman. “That feels good,” I heard the boy say.

“It’s so hard.”

“You’re so hot,” he replied.

I bit down on my tongue and covered my mouth again. They really were going to fuck. I looked down and saw that there was a large gap between the door and the floor. I knew I could peer under that gap, so I flattened my body down and peered into that room. I could see their bottom halves. I could see his bare legs and his big erection, which was in her fist, and I could see her cute skirt and her tall stockings. She was stroking him.

But where did she come from? Was there an all-girls school on the other side of that big building? Maybe on a different floor? Why did nobody mention the existence of any girls? Why was I told that there weren’t any girls for miles, aside from the staff. Or was she a staff member? The skirt didn’t appear to be a school uniform. It was pink and cotton and short—not plaid and long like a schoolgirl skirt should be.

I watched for a moment, until the boy turned the girl around and bent her over a desk. That’s when I heard the footsteps coming again. I retracted myself away from the door and tucked myself into a tight ball again, still in the doorway nook. I closed my eyes and held my breath, worried that this would be the time I got caught. But the footsteps went right by. My shadowy nook kept me hidden enough—and maybe just enough.

Now I could hear a gentle moaning, and it was a minute later when I started hearing the slapping of a pelvis against an ass. “Just like that,” a soft voice muttered. “Don’t stop. Right there. Oh God, it feels so good.”

I bit down on my tongue and fought back a grin. Maybe this place wasn’t such a dull hellhole after all. Maybe I just needed to work my way into my bunkmates’ friend bubble, so I could be included in whatever I was now listening to.

Down the hallway, that door opened again. Another boy came out holding a girl’s hand. They giggled as they jogged across the hall and slipped into one of the empty rooms. I crept over and put my ear against the door, listening as the couple giggled inside before starting to moan gently. They became quiet a minute before that patrolling teacher came by. The students definitely had the patrol schedule down firmly.

And now I knew that I had to get back to my room. I was gambling with my academic career every time that teacher went by.

I did my best to follow the same path back to my room, hugging the same series of walls until I reached my bunk room door. Once inside, I took a deep breath, though I was still nervous that one of the CCTV cameras picked me up. Maybe I didn’t follow the path perfectly, or maybe I didn’t time my escape the way I was supposed to.

I crawled into bed and closed my eyes, but now I couldn’t sleep, feeling jealous that my classmates were all out sleeping with hot girls while I was alone in bed. It was forty minutes later when I heard the door open and tiptoeing footsteps came in. Without saying a word, my bunkmates crawled into their beds and the room became silent again, as if nothing had happened at all. And for a moment I wondered if maybe the whole thing was a weird dream.


CHAPTER IV

I looked around at my classmates the next day. I looked at their faces as they stared forward at the teacher. They all looked so inconspicuous—but now I was starting to realize that they were all pros. They were like me: expelled from every school they’d ever gone to. They were expert troublemakers, and now, with all of this school’s strict rules, they were just honing their troublemaking skills. They were probably sharing their secrets and becoming masters of undermining authority.

One of them looked over at me and I looked away quickly. I waited until he was looking forward again before I looked back at him. He was short and skinny and blonde. His skin was smooth and he had big eyes. He certainly didn’t seem like the troublemaking type—but maybe that was intentional. He looked like a nerd. He certainly wasn’t doing any weightlifting—or anything particularly manly. It was hard to imagine him trotting off with one of those cute girls, but maybe he had some sort of game that I wasn’t seeing.

I couldn’t help but notice his legs. He was wearing shorts and he had his socks pulled up, as per the dress code, but the few inches of exposed leg had no leg hair. Did he shave or did he have some sort of condition?

It wasn’t just him: the young man sitting next to him was also clean-shaven on the legs, and so was the young man to my left, and the one to my right. Maybe it was some sort of inside joke, or some sort of way of identifying who was cool and who was an outsider. There were only a few guys in the class with hair on their legs.

“Nathaniel,” the teacher said. I looked up quickly. “Do I have your attention?”

“Of course,” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment as I prayed that she wouldn’t ask me to repeat what she had been talking about, because I had no idea what she’d been talking about. Luckily, she looked down at her material and continued droning on.

I was excited when the third period rolled around and I got to see that young hottie of a teacher, with her big fluttering eyelashes and her perky rack that she didn’t do a great job of hiding under her tight sweater. She was a feast for the eyes: a real beauty in a sea of drab. I stared at her gorgeous face whenever she was looking up, and I stared at her succulent body whenever she was looking down. I still wanted to fuck her, and I would have definitely surrendered my chances at getting my high school diploma if the opportunity came up.

When we returned to our room that afternoon, I looked around at my studying bunkmates and then I said, “I want in.”

They all stared at me in silence.

“I know what you guys have been up to at night, and I want in too.”

“What do you think we’ve been up to?” one of my bunkmates asked with a raised brow.

“You’ve been meeting up and partying with girls. I want in.”

The young men turned to look at each other. They started giggling.

“What’s so funny? Let me in. I want in,” I said.

“You don’t know anything,” the blonde in the corner said. He was biting his lip and smirking.

“I know everything, pretty much,” I said. “I was awake last night. I followed you guys. I want to come tonight. Bring me.”

“You have no idea what you’re asking for right now,” said the straight-faced young man with the scruffy brown hair. “You’ve got five months until you graduate. Just ride it out and don’t risk getting kicked out because you want to feel included.”

“If you don’t include me, I’ll tell the teachers what you’ve been doing,” I said, and then I was the one smirking as their faces all went white and their smiles disappeared.

“Why don’t you just mind your own business?” said the blonde in the corner.

“Because I don’t want to. I’m stuck here for five months. I can’t go five months without seeing and feeling a woman’s body.”

The men looked at each other. “Just stay out of it,” said the blonde. “For your own sake. You’ll be happier—just trust me.” The other men nodded in agreement.

“No,” I said. “Bring me tonight or I’ll go and tell the teachers the moment you leave this room. That’s the deal.” I wasn’t happy to be blackmailing my classmates. I could already tell that they didn’t like me very much—they saw me as an outsider and now they saw me as a threat. “I promise I won’t ruin the fun. I just want to be included.” As I stared at their unimpressed faces, I started to feel bad, like I was the loser in the group; I was the one bringing down the fun and ruining the good thing they had going. “I promise—you won’t even notice me there.”

“Yes we will,” said the blonde, who seemed to be the one who liked to do all the talking. “But I guess if you’re giving us no choice, then that’s what’s happening. Just don’t be upset when you don’t like what you get.” I assumed it was his way of saying that he didn’t think any of the girls would be interested in getting with me, and he was worried that I would go and tattle on them when I didn’t get laid. But I didn’t care as much about that—I just wanted to feel like I was a part of something other than just endless school work and dumb curfews.

I turned back to my homework and the room became silent. I heard a few sighs behind me, and I hated that I just bullied my way into being included, but I was happy that I would get to at least have the opportunity to get some action.

The room remained mostly silent until the teacher came by to let us know that it was time for bed. The guys all crawled into their beds so I did the same. I was tired, even though I wanted to stay awake, just in case the guys decided not to wake me up for their night of fun. But the lack of sleep from the previous night was quickly catching up with me.

I tried to stay awake—I tried as hard as I could, knowing there was almost no chance they would wake me up when the time came. But the harder I tried to stay awake, the faster I fell asleep.

I was out before an hour even went by.


CHAPTER V

I was having a dream about that gorgeous teacher. In my dream, she was wearing red, lacy lingerie, crawling around on the floor on her hands and knees, purring like a kitten as she stared at me, dark eyeliner around her eyes. She turned around and started crawling away from me, looking back at me over her shoulder. From behind, I could see her butthole behind the tiny string of her G-string. It was puckering and begging to be plugged.

And then a rude hand shoved my arm and scared me awake. “Hey!” I said, rolling over, ready to throw down even though I was still completely wiped out.

“Shh,” my blonde roommate said with his finger to his lips. “Either get up or go back to sleep.”

I rubbed my eyes and blinked a few times before my eyes were able to focus on the line of my classmates filtering out of that bunk room. I remained still for a moment, remembering the deal I made—or maybe it wasn’t so much a deal as it was blackmail. Now the blonde was leaving the room. He stopped to look at me before slipping out the door.

I jumped up to my feet and nearly stumbled as my legs woke up after the rest of my body. I didn’t want to miss out on my chance to be part of something fun, even though my body desperately wanted to go back to sleep. I hustled to catch up to the line of students. I managed to get right behind the blonde boy, just fifteen feet from our room.

“Should I have brought anything?” I whispered.

“Shh!” he replied, turning to look at me over his shoulder with narrowed eyes. He looked far from impressed—probably still angry at me for inviting myself to be part of their little club.

We went down the hall, hugging the right wall and then the left wall before making a turn and then another turn, avoiding the hallways with security cameras.

My heart was racing. I hadn’t forgotten that book they made me read on day one: the detailed guide of how horrible my life would be if I made a single mistake at that boarding school. Now I was certainly making a mistake that would get me tossed out. I was trusting my classmates completely, even though I knew that they weren’t too fond of me. Sure, the teachers did their patrol on a schedule, but there was nothing stopping them from doing their walk a few minutes early.

We got to that empty classroom. The paint on the walls of the dark room was peeling, and there was a pile of old wooden desks in the corner. “What room is this?” I asked after the door closed behind us.

“Shh,” the blonde male said again, looking at me with those narrowed, judging eyes.

There were twenty students in that room, at least. Everyone was standing silently, moving away from the door. I looked around, trying to figure out what was happening. A whole minute went by. Everyone remained still and silent, staring at the ground. I was starting to think that I’d invited myself into some sort of weird cult. Everyone was acting so strange. I was too tired to just stand quietly in a musty room all night.

“What are we doing here?” I whispered to the male next to me.

“Shh!” he snapped quietly with a finger to his lips.

So I played along. I remained silent for another long minute, and then another minute. I looked up at the old clock on the wall, which was still ticking. Another five tedious, silent minutes went by, and then the quiet footsteps of a patrolling teacher went by. Everyone tensed up and looked towards the door as the faint shadow of the patrolled moved by the door. Once the footsteps were gone, one of the students started whispering. “We have a newcomer with us tonight, which means initiation.”

Everyone looked towards me. Apparently I stuck out like a broken and bloodied thumb.

“Who gets initiation duty?” asked another student.

“Carol, right?” said the student directly next to me.

“Betty is before Carol,” said the first student.

“What’s the initiation?” I asked.

“Shh!” five different students said at once, making me retract back, with my shoulders rising up to my ears.

“Sorry,” I whispered—too quietly for anyone to hear, otherwise I would have probably gotten another sharp ‘shh’.

“I was sure it was Carol first.”

“No. It’s Betty. Carol gets the next initiation. That’s just the order.”

“Then where’s Carol?”

“Taking the night off.”

“Why?”

“What difference does it make?”

“Whatever.”

I had no idea what they were talking about, or what the initiation was.

The apparent leader of the young men—the guy who broke the silence after the teacher went by—looked at me and pointed at my torso. “Clothes off.”

“My clothes?” I said.

“Everything.”

“For what?” I asked. I wasn’t a shy nude. I didn’t care if a bunch of guys saw me naked. I had a big dick and I spent a good deal of time working on my body. But I wasn’t terribly fond of the idea of stripping down without being told why. What if this was some sort of setup? What if they were going to get me in trouble and expelled? No—they wouldn’t do that. I had too much dirt on them. I knew how and where and when they met up at night; I could tell the principal and have their whole operation shut down… Though I wouldn’t be able to say exactly what they were doing when they mysteriously met up every night.

“Quick,” said another student. “Take off your clothes.”

So I bent over and slipped my school-provided pyjamas down, and then I pulled off my shirt.

“Undies too,” said the leader.

“What is this for?” I asked.

“You’ve got fifteen seconds.” The boys were now looking at the clock.

My heart skipped a beat. I slipped down my boxers and used a hand to cover my cock, feeling strangely vulnerable, even though I didn’t mind showing off what God gave me.

“What is this—”

“Shh!” eight students said simultaneously, and then everyone turned to the door.

Fifteen long seconds of silence came before another round of footsteps. The footsteps stopped for a moment in front of the door. The student next to me pressed his hand against his lips. His eyes were wide and terrified. I could feel my own hands shaking as beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. Were we about to get caught? Was it going to be my fault?

The footsteps turned to the door. The faces in the room suddenly turned white. Then the footsteps turned away and walked down the hall, continuing on their patrol route.

Ten seconds later, the students in the room let out a collective sigh of relief. “Okay, it’s the big break,” said the leader student.

“Big break?” I asked.

He sighed and rolled his eyes. “They come by every five minutes in four rotations, and then they take a twenty minute break before the next four rotations. The schedule’s different on weekends—we can fill you in on all that later though. You and Betty need to finish your initiations.”

“Who’s Betty?” I asked.

“Put his blindfold on,” said the leader. Then suddenly I was blind. A student snuck up behind me and pulled a dark band across my eyes.

“Any idea if Betty is ready?” asked a boy with a grin in his voice.

“She should be ready. Nate better hope she’s ready.” A few of the boys giggled. They were allowing some volume into their voices now, apparently more comfortable now that the teachers were on their ‘big break’. “Hands behind your back.” It was a moment before I realized they were talking to me. I put my hands behind my back and then I felt a pair of hands grab my wrists. Then I felt the tight restriction of some sort of tough cloth. “Tight enough?”

I tried pulling my hands apart. I felt so stupid, standing naked and blindfolded in a room with nineteen other men who were basically strangers. I didn’t know a single name among them, and they were probably all staring at my dick now.

“You’ll go left down the hall and then you’ll take a right at the first turn. Go down thirty five paces and then take another right.”

“Are you talking to me?” I said. My head was spinning and I was struggling to understand what they were saying to me.

“Yes. Don’t forget it. You’ve only got eighteen minutes now. And if you don’t get off in eighteen minutes, you’re out.”

I shook my head and laughed. “If you kick me out, I can just tell the teachers on you,” I said.

“That’s what everyone says, but they’re usually gone before they get a chance to tattle.”

“What do you mean?” I said. “And what do you mean by get off?”

“Seventeen minutes. What do you think we mean by get off.”

“Get him out there!” said one of the students. I was suddenly shoved through the doorway. I nearly fell flat on my face, but I managed to catch my balance. My heart was pounding now. I could feel the darkness of the hallway surrounding me. “Where do I go?” I whispered. But nobody answered. I knew that I was alone. I knew that I’d made a big mistake by signing myself up for this.

I didn’t want to get caught. I didn’t want to get kicked out of the club—or kicked out of the school (and it sounded like getting kicked out of the school was the punishment for failing the initiation). So I started moving, turning left and heading towards the first turn. I walked awkwardly into the wall when I thought I was turning down a new hallway. “Shit,” I mumbled. I used my shoulder to find the proper turn, and then I tried to remember how far down I had to move to the next checkpoint.

Was it twenty steps? Thirty steps? How would I know if I was correct? I tried hard to think of what he said. I was pretty sure he said thirty five steps, so I started counting, but it was hard to count with my heart racing at two hundred beats per minute. When I reached thirty steps, I walked into a wall with my right shoulder. “Ouch,” I grunted. Did I go too far? I took another four steps, dragging my shoulder across the wall, and then suddenly I felt an opening: a turn. Was it the right turn I was supposed to make? How much longer did I have until the ‘big break’ was over?

I stumbled forward, and then I heard the sound of footsteps. I gasped and turned around, tripping myself. I fell to the ground with a dull thud, unable to catch myself with my hands. I scrambled until I was up on my feet, and then I spun around trying to locate the sound. Now I wanted my blindfold off. This was a big mistake. I didn’t want to work at a burger joint for the rest of my life!

I spun around multiple times, until I was completely turned around. Then I heard the footsteps again, coming closer. I had the sudden urge to beg, to tell whoever was coming at me that they made me do it—that I tried to say no, but they gave me no choice.

“Hey there,” a soft, female voice said.

“H—Hello?” I said, trying to turn my face towards the girl.

“You’ve got a big dick,” she said.

“I do?” I said. My heart was throbbing quickly. I wanted to cover myself up, but I couldn’t move my hands.

“We only have ten minutes. I hope you can get it up and get off that fast,” she said. “We should start.”

“Huh?” I said, still trying to process her big dick remark. There was something peculiar about her whispering voice, but I couldn’t figure out what. I felt her hands press up against my ribs, and then I felt them slide down and she moved to her knees. My heart skipped another beat. Was she going to give me a blowjob?

“We don’t have much time,” she said. “Tell me what you like best.”

“What I like best?” I said.

“Hurry,” she said. “What would be fastest? You want sucked? Handjob? Tell me. We’re running out of time.”

“Um,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything to say. I was terrified and overwhelmed. I was trying to imagine a face to accompany the girl’s voice. I wanted to ask her what she looked like: was she thin? What colour was her hair? Was she pretty? Where did she go to school? How did they organize all of this?

She sighed. “Just try get it up,” she said. “We don’t have much time left.” I felt her fingers curl around my flaccid cock, making me jump and gasp. She had a tight grip. She tugged it a few times before leaning in to stick my tip into her warm mouth.

I let out a long sigh of relief. I couldn’t see her, and maybe she was hideous, but it had been a long time since I’d had any action. I was down to take whatever I could get.

She pulled her hand down to my pelvis and pushed her head forward, so she had all of me inside of her mouth. She began to suck, tickling the underside of my shaft with her tongue. “That feels good,” I said.

She started slow with her head bobs, but she didn't stay slow for long. After thirty seconds, she was bobbing her head quickly, pressing her lips tight to massage my thickening cock. It really did feel amazing—unlike any blowjob I’d ever gotten. This girl knew how to give a great blowjob. She knew her way around a cock. There wasn’t a single move that felt awkward or uncomfortable, which was unusual from someone our age. She obviously had some experience.

It was only a minute before I was rock hard. Now she couldn’t fit me all in her mouth, so she used her hand to massage my length. I let her suck for a long, perfect minute. The thought of getting caught breezed through my mind, but I no longer cared—just like when I was with the principal’s niece in the teacher’s lounge: if I got caught, it was worth it.

“Are you going to come soon or what?” she asked, taking a break with her mouth but not with her hand.

“Just keep going. It feels great,” I said.

“We don’t have much time. I can’t fail this initiation,” she said.

“I’ll do my best,” I said.

“That’s not good enough. You need to come.”

“Whatever happens happens,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

She groaned. “Fine,” she said. Then I heard her spit, and I felt her free hand reaching around behind me. I felt her fingertips nestling between my butt cheeks.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. She kept jerking and sucking with one hand, and then the fingertips of the other hand found my asshole.

“Seriously. What are you doing?”

She suddenly penetrated my hole. I gasped. “Hey!” I shouted.

“Shh!” she said before returning to my cock.

I became frozen with parted lips. She pushed two fingers deep into my asshole, which I was not fond of. She curled her fingers inside of me. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely was humiliating. She twisted and tugged her fingers until she found a sweet spot, and then she began to thrust her fingers in and out.

“What the hell are you doing?” I whispered.

“Just come. We have, like, three minutes at most.” She sucked her lips around my tip and jerked hard with her free hand. I tried to imagine the scene: her on her knees with one hand in my ass and the other around my cock. The image in my head was ridiculous—but it did feel kind of nice (not that I was about to admit it). She managed to find a strange sweet spot in my asshole, which felt great every time her fingertips pushed against it. It paired well with her tight jerking and the teasing of her tongue on the tip of my cock. I groaned.

A part of me didn’t want to come, because coming would be like admitting the anal penetration felt good. But it did feel good—and I needed to come in order to pass the test. So I tried to push away the humiliation. I tried to focus on the amazing euphoria that was pulsing through my body. I squirmed and groaned and bit down hard on my tongue.

I probably should have warned her that I was going to come. She gasped as the first blast struck the back of her throat. I let out a deep groan. She leaned back, releasing my cock from her mouth, maybe instinctually. Then I heard her gasp before saying, “Hey!” I think I was coming on her face now. She let go of me and jumped back, ruining the orgasm. I wanted to squeeze my own cock, to keep that euphoria going strong. But instead, my cock drained itself in the open air, twitching with every cum shot.

“What the hell?” I said.

“C’mon!” she said, grabbing my arm and pulling me off to the side. I struck a wall and then she pushed down on my shoulders. “Don’t make a sound,” she whispered. “Don’t even breathe.”

It was ten seconds later when the footsteps came by: a patrolling teacher. Betty squished her body firmly against mine, turning her head down into my shoulder. I could feel that we were in one of the dark doorway nooks. There wasn’t a touch of light piercing my eyelids.

The footsteps went away and then Betty pulled me to my feet. “Let’s get you back to the room.”

She guided me by holding my wrist, down the same series of hallways that took me to that mystery spot in that boarding school. She pushed me through the door and then backed out and left. Two men grabbed me and pulled me aside. “Can you take this off of me?” I asked.

“Shh!” they said. And then we stood in silence for three minutes, until the familiar footsteps walked by the room. Then they took my blindfold off and the room seemed strangely bright, even though it was dark and lightless.

“Well, I guess you’re in the club now,” said my blonde roommate.

One of my classmates gave me a firm pat on the back. “You really did it,” he said. “Good for you. More than half the guys who try out end up failing.”

“Really?” I said. “But it seems like every guy in the school is here.”

“Yeah, they are,” he said.

“So where are the people who fail?” I asked.

They all chuckled. “Who knows?”

They giggled some more, leaving me with a churning in my gut. I was so close to being caught, and from being kicked out of that school. And now that I had a clear head, I wasn’t so sure that it was worth the risk. Getting a blindfolded blowjob probably wasn’t worth spending the rest of my life in a burger joint.

But that didn’t matter now. I passed the initiation and now I got to be part of the club. Though the night was over. The guys formed a line, waited for the next ‘big break’, and then we all returned to our respective bunk rooms to get some sleep before our morning classes.


CHAPTER VI

We were all sitting and waiting for the teacher to show up for our first class of the day. “So what do we do now?” I asked the blonde man, whose name I found out was Cash.

“Shut up, man,” said Cash. “We don’t mention any of that during the day.”

“After school?” I asked.

“No. You can ask questions tonight, when we’re in that room. And that’s all I’m saying now, so drop it.”

I dropped it, even though I had so many questions that I wanted to ask. I was still curious as to why most of my classmates had shaved legs. Were they going to ask me to shave my legs? Was that part of some next level initiation?

The anticipation was killing me. The day was especially boring, going over more material that I’d already gone over with my previous school. The only moment of the day that wasn’t terribly dull was that third period class, with that gorgeous, young teacher. She was wearing stockings under her dress, and she wasn’t wearing panties under those stockings; I knew because I kept ‘accidentally’ dropping my pencil so I could look between her legs, under her desk. I could make out the contour of her pussy lips, and at times when the light was just right, I could even see some of the pink tint of her cunt. She was sitting in a boyish way, with her legs spread out—and she probably would have crossed them had she known there was a perfect viewing angle from the ground beneath my desk.

“Nathaniel, please stop dropping your pencil,” she said, looking into my eyes with what I’m sure was a slight grin. Did she know that I was looking at her coochie? Did she like the thought of me checking out her plump, fertile lips?

“Sorry. I’m just super clumsy today,” I said. I had to be careful. The school had a 1-strike policy, and I didn’t want to get my strike from stupidly trying to look up the teacher’s dress.

The rest of the day was boring and pointless. The homework was plentiful and also pointless—and I managed to finished it just before the teacher came by to let us know it was time for bed.

As I crawled into bed, my skin began to tingle with excitement. I was ready for another naughty night, hiding from the teachers. Though I had no idea what was in store for me.

I fell asleep late, only an hour before I was nudged awake by Cash. He said nothing to me as he went to the next bed to wake up Drew, the scruffy brown-haired boy that slept in the bed across from me.

We all formed a line and started our journey towards the empty room down the long series of corridors. This time, I knew not to make a peep. I knew to keep quiet once we were in that room, until that patrolling teacher went by, ushering in the first ‘big break’ of the night. Then, I excitedly broke the silence. “What are we doing tonight?” I asked with a big smile.

All of the men looked at me. Again, there were twenty guys in that room, but tonight it was a different group: ten of the same, and ten guys that weren’t around the night before. The young man across from me looked familiar, beyond just being a classmate. I stared for a minute at him, trying to figure out why he stuck out, but nothing came to mind.

“Tonight, we’ve got our pick of Annie, Carol, Lottie, Frankie, Tess, Jenna, Patricia, and Hunter,” said the leader of the group, whose name I learned was Dennis.

Eight girl names, and twenty guys.

“Cash, tonight you get first pick,” said Dennis, looking over at my blonde bunkmate.

Cash smirked. “Tess,” he said.

“He always goes with Tess,” mumbled the young man to Cash’s left.

“No I don’t,” said Cash.

“Okay, sure.” The young man rolled his eyes and giggled.

Then Cash turned and grabbed the man by his pyjama collar. “What are you saying, huh?” he said. “If you want to say something, say it now, punk.”

“Guys, break it up,” said Dennis with a firm tone. I was surprised by Cash’s outburst. None of the guys seemed like the outburst type, but I was quickly realizing that I knew almost nothing about any of them. “Steve,” Dennis said to the startled young man. “Keep your thoughts and comments to yourself. This is a no judgement zone. I hope you haven’t forgotten that, because nobody here forgot about your little date with Andrea last month.”

Steve’s face turned dark red.

I wanted to ask to be filled in, but I knew that we didn’t have much time.

“Okay, Bernie, you get second pick,” Dennis said.

“I’ll take Hunter,” he said.

“Okay, go get your girls. Now we’ll roll the rest.”

He dug three dice out from his pockets. Each side of each die was covered in masking tape, and on each little piece of tape was a name. He clutched both hands around all three dice and then he shook. “Who wants to pick?”

“I’ll do it,” said the boy next to him. He reached into his closed hands and pulled out one of the three dice. Then he rolled it on one of the old wooden desks.

“Faster,” said another man in the room.

“Hector,” he said, reading the name on the die.

“Jenna,” he said. And before getting a confirmation, he hurried to the door and left.

The process restarted. The three dice were shaken in Dennis’s hands, then the young man to his side picked a random one out and rolled it. “Peter,” he said.

“Carol,” he said with red cheeks. Then he left to go retrieve Carol.

I watched from the far end of the room, wondering if my name was anywhere on any of those dice. Another two names were picked and another two men left the room with excitement. I quickly counted in my head and realized there were only two girls left, in a room with fourteen guys. Even if my name was on one of the dice, it was unlikely that I would be picked—

“Nathaniel,” the young roller said.

Everyone turned to look at me. It was a moment before I realized there wasn’t another Nathaniel in the room. “Me?” I said.

“Yes, you. Who do you want?”

“Um,” I said as my heart took off into a fast puttering. “Who’s left?”

“Patricia and Lottie,” Dennis said.

“C’mon, man. Pay attention,” said Steve, shaking his head and rolling his eyes.

“Sorry,” I said. “I don’t know—who’s hotter?”

They laughed. “Pick one.”

“Lottie, I guess,” I said.

“Okay, go get her.”

“Where?” I asked.

More heads shook and eyes rolled. “Take a left out the room, then your first right, then your second right, then it’s the door with the frosted window. Go fast. The patrol comes by in three minutes.”

The guys rolled and Steve got the last pick. So I just followed him down the dark hallways to the room with the frosted glass door. Steve opened the door and poked his head in. “Patricia, you’re with me. Lottie, you get the new guy,” he whispered.

A brunette emerged and took Steve’s hand. Then Lottie came out, with her short, curly blonde hair that bounced on her shoulders. She was wearing a lot of eye makeup. She was short and a bit thick, but I never minded thick girls. She extended her hand towards me and I took it. “Hey,” I said, feeling strangely shy, even though I was usually quite confident around women.

“Hey, new guy,” she said with rosy cheeks—though I think that was just her blush and not her blushing.

“Where do we go?” I asked.

She motioned to the room that she was already in. “Last pick stays in this room,” she said.

So we went into the room and closed the door. “Just so you know, you weren’t the last pick,” I said. “I was seventh,” I said. “Steve got the last pick, but he just beat me here.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment before giggling. Then she reached down and grabbed my crotch with a firm grip, making me tense up. I gasped. “So we’re just skipping the foreplay then?” I said.

She looked into my eyes again. “You want foreplay?”

“I dunno,” I said. “You’re a pretty girl. How long do we have?”

“We have as long as you want,” she said. “Just don’t make any noise.”

“Well maybe we can kiss a little bit,” I said.

She paused. “You want to kiss me?”

I looked at her face. She was cute. She wasn’t stunning—but she was probably a solid 6.8. I kind of liked her round face and her big butt, which was squeezed into a tight dress—probably a full size too small for her body. I put my hands on her sides and slid them down to her ass. I squeezed and then I winked. “Let’s kiss,” I said. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. She didn’t kiss back—not immediately. She was tense and nervous, but I was determined to make her feel comfortable. I didn’t just want a pointless fling (even though it was pointless to me, aside from feeling good); I wanted to make her fall in love with me, even though I had no interest in pursuing anything beyond sex. I wanted every girl to fall in love with me. I wanted her to think about me for the next five weeks. I wanted to stay in her brain for the rest of her life.

So I kept kissing her, slipping her a bit of tongue. And then finally, she caved, slipping her hands around me and pulling herself close to me. I playfully nibbled her bottom lip, making her giggle awkwardly. I squeezed that ass before caressing her soft body.

Then she suddenly turned around, away from me. “Let’s just do it,” she said, bending over the desk.

“What about the foreplay?” I asked.

Her face was dark red. “It’s fine. Let’s just do it.” I could hear that she was flustered. Maybe she was trying hard not to fall for me. Maybe she wanted this to just be a fling and nothing else. I couldn’t help but grin, knowing that I’d gotten through to her.

I stepped up behind her and caressed her sides. Then I pulled that tight dress up, revealing her black panties. I wanted badly to slap her ass, but I knew it would be too loud—the slap and the gasp it would elicit. So instead, I grabbed a handful of ass and squeezed, making her moan gently. Then I pulled her panties halfway down her thighs. “You want my big dick in your tight pussy?” I asked.

She giggled awkwardly. I pulled down my pyjama bottoms along with my boxers, and then I pressed my throbbing erection between her butt cheeks.

“Less talk and more doing,” she whispered.

“I hope you’re wet,” I said.

She spat into her hand and then reached her hand around, pressing her fingers between her butt cheeks. “I am now,” she said with another giggle. I paused, thinking the move was strange. Was it supposed to turn me on? Because it did turn me on—but why wasn’t she just wet from being aroused? I remained paused for a moment while I convinced myself the move wasn’t that weird. Then I aimed my cock down and pushed it towards her pussy. I felt her plump cunt for a brief moment before she reached down and grabbed my shaft. “You missed,” she said, pulling me back towards her asshole.

My heart fluttered and I realized she was asking me to fuck her in the ass—maybe because she didn’t want to get pregnant, or maybe because it was some kink that she was into. I wasn’t about to turn down anal sex. I laughed and bit my lip. “Whatever you want, beautiful,” I said. I had to push hard to get my tip to penetrate her asshole. She groaned and squirmed until it was in, then she let out a cute whimper. “Shit,” she whispered.

“You like that?” I asked, rubbing her bum.

“Yeah,” she said. “I can feel you throbbing. It’s making me so hard.”

I paused again, thinking the comment was strange. But I didn’t think too much into it. I just assumed it was her weird sense of humour. I didn’t know her at all. I didn’t even know if Lottie was her real name. I just knew that she was a cute blonde with bouncy hair. I reached up to pull on that hair now. All girls love having their hair pulled gently during sex. But this girl’s hair moved when I pulled it. She reached up and grabbed it before it fell off. It took her a moment to reposition it while I froze, with my cock halfway into her asshole.

“Careful,” she said.

“You’re wearing a wig?” I asked.

She laughed without looking back. “Of course I am,” she said.

“Of course?” I said.

There was an awkward silence. I could feel her asshole clenching my shaft.

“I’m confused,” she said. “Are you just really into character?”

“What character?” I said.

“Okay. I’ll play along,” she said with another cute giggle. “Just go ahead and fuck my little pussy. Make me squirt.”

I bit my lip and grinned again. I liked her dirty talk, even though it was a bit confusing. I pressed my cock deeper into her hole, making her moan louder. Then, once my pelvis was pressed against her soft ass, I started thrusting. She gripped the desk firmly with both hands. “Shit, that feels good. You’re so big.”

“You’re taking it well,” I said, caressing her sides again.

“Keep fucking my pussy. Don’t stop,” she said. I couldn’t figure out why she was calling her asshole her pussy. She seemed to think that it was some sort of role-play, or maybe she thought that I wasn’t comfortable being in her asshole even though that’s what she wanted. I was too confused to bother asking any questions. I was just happy to be getting laid. I was happy to know that I wasn’t going to suffer through five long months without any female interaction.

I thrusted harder, making her moan louder. She used one of her hands to cover her mouth, so we wouldn’t be caught. And once again, I didn’t care if we got caught. Fucking her in her asshole was worth getting caught. That pleasure was worth a lifetime in a Burger King.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Fuck my little pussy. Fuck it!”

I had the great idea of reaching around to rub her pussy while I fucked her in the ass. I knew the added stimulation would definitely make her come. 

But I couldn’t find a pussy. Instead, I found a swollen ball sack, and above it was a stiff shaft. I froze, thinking I was being pranked. I felt around, trying to find the seams of the prosthetic, but I could find nothing. It was warm and it felt like it was pulsing: because it was. It was a real cock. 

I let go of it suddenly and stepped back, pulling my cock out from her ass. “Whoa!” I said. “You’re a dude!? Are you fucking kidding me?”

“Shh!” she said with wide eyes, looking at the clock. “The teacher will be coming by any minute.”

“You tricked me?” I said.

“Shh!” she said again. And then I heard the footsteps. She ran to me and grabbed my wrist, pulling me to the corner of the room. The door opened and a teacher stepped in. She took three slow steps into the room and looked around. My ladyboy date put her hand against my lips.

Then the teacher turned around, scanning right past us, and she left the room, oblivious to our presence. She closed the door behind her. We remained still for the next thirty seconds.

Then I pushed that hand off of my face. “Get off of me!” I said.

“Why are you so mad?” she asked. And now her erection was obvious in her tight dress.

“Why do you think I’m mad? I thought you were a girl?”

“Why would you think that?” she asked, narrowing her eyeliner-painted eyes.

“Are you serious? Why do you think I would think that?” I said.

“I have no idea. There isn’t a girl within one hundred miles of this place.”

“Huh? What are you talking about? I saw girls the other night—and last night, I was with a…” Before I finished talking, I put it together: the shaved legs, the blindfold, the changing groups of boys: the girls were actually the boys. “Oh my God,” I said, putting my hand to my lips.

“Are you serious? You thought I was really a girl?” Lottie said.

I nodded my head and turned away.

“Well, I guess that’s kind of a compliment,” she said, blushing.

“It shouldn’t be,” I said.

“Get over it,” she said, putting her hand on my shoulder. “We’re all stuck at an all-boys school. This is us making the best of the situation.”

I stared at her for a long moment, unsure of how to process what was happening. I wanted to be mad at her—at him—for fooling me. But he didn’t really fool me; I fooled myself. I convinced myself that there were girls hiding out in that all-boys school. I was the one who made assumptions, and it was my own fault for failing to put the pieces together.

“So are you just not going to finish then?” he asked. But he was still using that girly voice. It was a convincing voice, but now I could hear the slight masculine twang hiding in it. The ‘girls’ obviously spent a lot of time practising: the voice, the mannerisms, the makeup… But where did they even get the makeup and the clothes? How did they smuggle all of this stuff in? “It’s not gay,” he said with that confusingly feminine voice. “It’s just us all making the best of a bad situation. So are you going to finish or should we clean up?”

“You want me to—to finish?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. But I just couldn’t look at him as a him—the face was too convincingly female. I knew that bouncy blonde hair was a wig, but it still looked so real. And the curvy, thick body seemed like it could only belong to a woman.

“It’s always hard the first couple of times,” she said. Then she turned around and bent over the desk. She reached back and pulled her skirt back up, exposing her ass. She used one hand to pull her left butt cheek apart from its twin, showing me her slightly agape asshole, still moist with her saliva.

My heart fluttered and my stomach groaned. Why wasn’t I running away? Why was I actually considering the offer? Why was I now staring at her ass—at that round hole. My cock had already been inside of it once, so what exactly did I have to lose? Everybody else was doing it, so it’s not like they were all going to make fun of me. It was a tight hole: warm and tight. I could come inside without worrying about getting her pregnant.

I took a step forward. My heart rate increased dramatically. I paused for a moment and nearly fell over. I took a deep breath.

“Are you going to fuck me or not?” she said, looking back at me with those big, flashy eyes.

“Okay,” I said. I took another step forward and put my hands on her hips. At least she looked like a girl. At least she was all shaved up and her skin was soft and her tush was big and round and cushiony, like a woman’s ass should be. I pressed the tip of my harder-than-ever erection between her cheeks. She let out a small moan, sounding more like a woman than ever.

Was my brain just clouded by horniness? Was I going to come and then immediately see her as the chubby boy she was? I bit down on my tongue, trying not to think of that. I pushed my dick into her hole and she gasped. I pushed deep and started thrusting.

She put her face down on the old wooden desk and held on tight while I pushed in and out. I watched my own cock as it slid back and forth, disappearing into her hole and then reappearing again, pulling her rim around with it.

I tried not to think about the erection I knew she had, though it was hard not to think about as she pushed a hand between her legs to pleasure herself. I knew she was gently jerking herself off while I plunged her hole.

There was so much going through my mind. Now I knew that I got a blowjob from another boy the night before: and he stuck his fingers in my asshole to make me come. I’d been consumed by depravity before I even had a chance to realize it.

“Oh God, I’m coming,” she moaned. Her body shuddered. Curiosity overwhelmed me suddenly. I leaned over slightly and looked down as streaks of cum splashed across the floor. She really was coming, squeezing her erection with a clenched fist to make that cum shoot far.

And then the worst thing happened: I came suddenly. I went from being confused and slightly aroused to being intensely aroused and intensely confused. I groaned and sunk my fingernails into her ass as my shaft unloaded inside of her body. She moaned and pressed her face against the desk again. I had my entire nine inch length inside of her body, stretching her wide.

I pushed hard into her a few last times as the final few drops of cum oozed out of me, and then I stumbled back to watch the waterfall of white goo pour out of her, running down her thick thighs. “Shit,” I whispered with parted lips.

She continued to moan for a minute, revelling in the feeling of the warm goo trickling out from her pleasured hole. “That feels so good,” she said.

“Really?” I asked nervously.

She nodded her head and then she looked back at me. I darted my gaze away, afraid to make eye contact with the boy I just finished fucking. “We should clean up,” I said.

“There’s a towel over there. You move the desks, I’ll clean the cum.”

My heart skipped a beat. I started pushing the desks back into position, as if they hadn’t been nudged around to make room for our fucking. Then I looked over and watched as she rubbed that towel up her smooth legs, cleaning off the cum before using the same towel to clean her own substance off of the floor. I looked up at the clock and saw that it was patrol time. “Shh,” I said, and then she stopped. We remained still for ninety long seconds. The teacher walked by, and then we made our escape. She went right, heading off to whatever room she got changed in, and I went left, back to my own room so I could get no sleep as I stared at the wall and thought about the horrible thing I just did.


CHAPTER VII

It was especially hard to focus the next day. I managed to stare at the teachers, but I didn’t register a single word any of them said—especially that young, beautiful third period teacher. When I wasn’t thinking about what I did with Lottie, I was thinking about how good that teacher would look in a short skirt and a push-up bra.

We had less homework than usual that evening. For the first night since I arrived, I was finished hours before bedtime, which was less exciting than it should have been because now I had nothing to do. So I went wandering around the halls while I was still allowed to wander around the halls. I casually went to the room where we all met at night. It was locked, and I couldn’t help but wonder how it became unlocked at night. I went to the room where I plugged Lottie, and it was locked too.

Then I kept walking around. A few other students were sitting in the hallway, making playing cards out of cardboard. I watched them for a moment, and then one of the students looked up at me. He was a bit chubby with big eyes, and I knew right away that he was Lottie, so I quickly looked away and started walking in the other direction. I didn’t want to have a male face to put into my mental image of Lottie—but now it was too late.

It was only a matter of time before I figured out which guys were which girls. Then the days would start becoming even more awkward and uncomfortable. Now I understood why it was so silent in that school, even when we weren’t in class or doing homework. I probably wasn’t the only one feeling confused and conflicted over what was happening at night. But at the same time, I found myself looking forward to getting another chance at another cute ‘girl’. But why was I excited? I knew that they were boys and I knew that I would regret whatever ended up happening… Maybe it was the boredom. Maybe I just needed something to pass the time, and at least the taboo encounters got my heart racing the same way a heart races when a bungee jumper leaps off of bridge.

I kept wandering. I went into a room and spotted Dennis. He looked up at me suddenly, grabbing the three dice in front of him, hiding them in the palm of his hand. Then he realized I wasn’t a teacher and he put the dice back down. “You scared me,” he said with a nervous smile.

“Sorry,” I said. I watched as he wrote down names on small strips of masking tape. I watched for a moment before seeing my own name on one side of one of the dice. I wondered how he kept track of the female rotation.

And then I began to wonder if they were going to try to thrust me into the female rotation. Had I unknowingly signed myself up to be a girl for one of the boys? Did I have to pay back all of the action I received? Was it just a matter of time before the guys were rolling the dice and choosing me to be their nightly date?

I wanted to ask Dennis, but I was too afraid of hearing his answer—and I knew that talking about it wasn’t allowed outside of that room during that very specific nightly time slot.

Bedtime came. Cash walked up to me before getting into his bed. “It’s your turn to wake everyone up,” he whispered in my ear, and then he went to his bed without looking back at me. It was a good day to get the chore because I wasn’t particularly tired. So I slipped into bed and I stared at the wall while trying to decide what I was going to do.

I didn’t want to go deeper down the gender swapping rabbit hole, but I didn’t want the next five months to be completely dull. What else was there to do? What else was there to look forward to? What else could get my heart racing so that the days could be a little bit more tolerable and interesting?

I watched the clock as it ticked slowly. I waited an hour and then I waited two hours and then I waited three hours, and then I watched as the big hand touched twelve and I knew it was time to wake everyone up.

I stood up slowly. I looked at my sleeping bunkmates. I knew that it was my opportunity to skip on the night. I knew that I could pretend to have fallen asleep—they might be mad in the morning, but it probably wouldn’t be enough to have me kicked out.

But at the same time, I didn’t want to let anyone down. I groaned and then I gave Cash a nudge. He looked at me for a moment, then he looked at the clock, then he pulled himself out of bed. I woke up the rest of my bunkmates, one at a time, and then they formed a line and went out into the hallway. I followed from behind. My heart was already racing. I knew that my name was on one of those dice. I knew there was a good chance that I could end up in a room with a girly boy. And I couldn’t decide if it was what I wanted or what I was dreading.

We went through the usual ritual of waiting for the teacher to pass before announcing the girls and rolling the dice. I was relieved and disappointed when my name wasn’t picked. Me and eleven other guys were left in that room while eight lucky men went off to get laid.

I watched the men as they migrated over to one side of the room where a big box was sitting. Dennis pried the box open. “These are the clothes she got for us,” he said. Then he started pulling out outfits. Some of the boys watched while some moved in to inspect the options. One of the men held up a little yellow dress. “I like this,” he said. “This is cute,” said another boy, holding up a black skirt with pleats.

It was surreal watching the men talk so openly about dressing up like women. They were really into it; it wasn’t just something that they were doing for some sort of cause, like Lottie made it seem. It wasn’t just ‘making the best of a bad situation’; it was more like a hobby.

“I’m going to try this on,” said Kyle, one of the shorter men in the school. He got undressed and then he pulled a red one-piece onto his body. It was a swimsuit, like something that would be on Baywatch. He did a full turn while the other boys watched. “How do I look?” he said.

“You look like you need to try on this blonde wig,” said another boy, tossing him a long blonde wig. He put it on. Another male helped him get it on right.

Then Cash slapped him on the bum—not quite hard enough to make a loud noise, but enough to make Kyle perk up and giggle.

“That was made for your body,” said another student.

And I just stood in awe. The men were all acting like chicks in a shopping mall. They were swooning over outfits and discussing ways to look ‘cuter’. At the same time, Kyle did actually look kind of cute. His legs were amazing: smooth and long. His bum was perky.

“You like it, huh?” said Cash, motioning down at his crotch. Kyle had a stiff erection. Now Kyle’s face was turning red.

“I like it,” he said, suddenly using a girly voice.

“I think she wants it,” said another student with a chuckle.

“I’ve never done group before,” Kyle said, biting her bottom lip.

“You’ll like it,” said Cash. He put his hands on her hips and turned her around before bending her over. Then he caressed her perky butt cheeks. Two other students moved in to feel her body. Then Cash pulled the thin strip of red fabric out from Kyle’s butt, exposing her butthole. “Dibs first.” Cash reached into his pyjama pants and suddenly pulled out an erection. Kyle looked back at it and gasped. “You’re hard for me?” she said.

“Yeah. Look at you,” Cash said.

Kyle blushed more and bit her bottom lip again. “Just be gentle. I’ve never done group.”

Two other students now had their cocks out, standing close by as if they were waiting for their turn. I remained still and silent on the other end of the room, watching with wide, frightened eyes. Were they really all about to take turns fucking her? Was she actually okay with it? Was this the only way to pass time within the walls of that strict boarding school?

Cash penetrated Kyle with a saliva-coated cock. Kyle gasped and then Cash began thrusting quickly, going deep each time. He was in a rush to come, and he came fast, before a full minute was up. He groaned and clutched her butt cheeks, and then he stepped back. I watched his thick cum begin to ooze out, and then another student pushed it back in using his erection. Now, Kyle was getting fucked by a new partner, and four other men were in line, jerking off, waiting for their turn.

The next creampie came two minutes later. It began to ooze out and then the third man took his turn. “Fuck,” he said. “It’s already getting sloppy in here.”

“She loves it,” said another student, with his stiff cock clutched in his fist.

In the next ten minutes, eight men came in her asshole. Now, the men couldn’t swap out fast enough. Every time they pulled out, large amounts of cum would pour out of Kyle’s reddened hole. Kyle was limp on the desk now, moaning as if she was high on crystal meth. The final man snuck up behind her and pushed that cum back into her body.

“Oh God, there’s so much,” Kyle moaned. “I can feel it—there’s so much!”

I looked to the side and noticed Cash staring at me. “Get ready. You’re next, Nate,” he said.

“What?” I said. My heart suddenly fell into my gut.

“You’re next,” he said. “Get it out and get ready.”

All of the men were staring at me, except for the one man who was finishing inside of Kyle’s tush. But I didn’t want to fuck Kyle. I didn’t want to stick my cock into a tight hole that had the cum of ten different men in it. Or did I? If it wasn’t what I wanted, why was my cock so hard in my pyjamas?

“C’mon, man,” said Cash, pushing me from behind. “Don’t be a loser.”

For some reason, I pulled down my pants, letting my erection spring up. I took a deep breath and watched as the man before me stepped to the side, letting that waterfall of cum spring. Then Cash gave me another shove. “Don’t let it all fall out. Go.”

I pressed my cock between those firm cheeks. I used my tip to plug that hole and then I felt the rush of warm goo against my manhood. I shuddered, grossed out and aroused at the same time. I hated the emotions that were swirling inside of me. I had no idea how I was supposed to feel. I closed my eyes and bit my tongue and pushed my cock inside of her.

She gasped. “Oh my God,” she said. “He’s so big. He’s so fucking big!”

She clutched the edges of the desk and moaned loudly. I pushed in deep, feeling all of that warm good squishing around inside of her body. It was an awkward feeling: horrible and amazing at the same time. No man’s cock should ever touch the cum of ten other men—but still, it felt good. I pushed in and out, feeling that cum squishing out and splashing at my feet. I could feel the other men watching me with glowing eyes. I ran my hands up and down Kyle’s trembling sides.

She looked good in that red swimsuit. I couldn’t get over how amazing her legs were. They made me think about the real differences between men and women. Maybe there were fewer differences than I thought. Maybe this really wasn’t so much crazier than eleven men sharing a real, biological girl.

But I hadn’t forgotten that cock that was hiding on the other side, squished into that tight bathing suit.

I looked at her amazing body and I watched as she shuddered and trembled with euphoria. Then I came, adding my own substance to the load. I took a deep breath and stepped back, and then we all watched as the mass of goo came out and splashed on the floor.

Kyle didn’t move for a few minutes. Her body remained limp until she finally had the energy to pick herself up and turn herself around. Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes were flashing. She smiled and looked down. “Nate made me come,” she said. And then we all looked down at her crotch. She had a big wet stain around the tip of her penis.

But she’d been clutching the desk the whole time, meaning I made her cum with anal stimulation alone: something I felt strangely proud of, even though it was something that should have been a real reality check. Once again, I had sex with a biological male: my third sexual experience with a man. Now I was beginning to wonder if I was being turned gay, along with all these other social outcasts.

“Let’s get her cleaned up,” whispered Cash. “The big break is almost over.”

After we left that room, the incident was never brought up again, as if it never happened. And a part of me couldn’t help but wonder if the whole thing was just a weird dream. The other guys all went on with their lives as if it never occurred, and maybe it never did. Maybe I was just losing my mind.


CHAPTER VIII

I didn’t want to be gay. I hated to think that I was being turned gay, one night at a time. It wasn’t even happening slowly: after just a few nights, I was already imagining the girls with their hard cocks tucked into their tight outfits. I even caught myself smirking as I imagined that hot third period teacher with a hidden cock of her own.

But I didn’t want to go down that rabbit hole. I didn’t want to end up like the other guys, looking through boxes of outfits and talking like chicks in a shopping mall. I was a man and I wanted to continue being a man. I had to fight these strange new urges. I couldn’t let them overwhelm me.

Thankfully, the hot third period teacher reminded me that I was still straight. She looked at me with a smile near the end of class, while we were all quietly reading the course material. Then I looked up at her again and saw that she was looking at me. I swear she gave me a little wink before looking down at her desk.

My heart throbbed and I nearly jumped out of my seat with joy. I was excited and aroused without any confusion or conflict. It was the way that I, as a man, was supposed to feel: attraction for a normal, beautiful woman (with no cock between her thighs). I dropped my pencil, just to get a view up her skirt, and I saw the contour of her plump pussy lips: the exact sight that I needed. I loved the way that pussy looked, though a strange part of me was a bit disappointed that she didn’t have a cock.

As I came back up, she smiled at me again. Did she spread her legs just for me? Was she trying to seduce me, or was this just part of me losing my mind? What if I was imagining all of this? What if she was just sitting quietly and minding her own business while my brain invented all of this sexual nonsense?

I was a good looking student. There were no adult men around, aside from us students—so maybe I was best thing she’d seen in a long time. Maybe I was the closest guy she’d seen to a mature male, thanks to my height and muscle mass. I was definitely the most muscular guy in the class—and maybe the school. I don’t think I was the tallest, but I was the only one who could grown some stubble. I was one of few men would wouldn’t be able to pass as a woman—and I was one of few men with hair on my legs, which I’m sure she noticed.

So maybe she really did want to fuck me. Maybe I was a manly sight for sore eyes. And maybe it would be worth getting kicked out of school for a fun romp with the sexy teacher.

When class ended, I decided to follow her. I wanted to pull her aside and find out with certainty if she was interested in me. Those looks couldn’t have meant nothing. So I followed her from a distance: fifty feet away, down a series of hallways as she made her way to the teachers’ side of the boarding school. She looked back at me, smiled, paused, and then went into a room. My heart flew up into my throat. I perked myself up, took a deep breath, and then I let myself into her room without knocking.

She was sitting on the edge of her bed, taking off her shoes. “You aren’t supposed to be on this side of the school, Nathaniel,” she said without looking up at me.

“I wanted to talk to you,” I said.

“What about?”

“Um,” I said. “The course work. I, uh, already went over all this stuff at my last school.”

“A few days of review won’t hurt you, Nathaniel,” she said.

She put her shoes down on the floor and then she walked over to the other side of the room and started to take out her earrings.

“You’re very pretty, by the way,” I said. “What’s your name?”

“You know my name,” she said. “It’s Miss Grant.”

“I know your last name, but what’s your first name?” I said.

“You don’t need to know that,” she said with a grin. “I need to change. I’m heading into town to pick up some things.”

“You can change. I don’t mind,” I said with my own little grin.

She stared at me for a long moment and then she shook her head. “You’re on thin ice,” she said. “I could turn you in, and you’d be instantly removed.” She turned around and then she pulled off her shirt. My heart skipped a beat. She was really changing in front of me! She must have really been into me.

And she couldn’t have been much older than me—maybe seven years my senior, at most. Now I could see her perky breasts in the reflection of her bedroom window. I watched her bend over to slip down her skirt and her pantyhose.

“You look good, Miss Grant,” I said, biting my bottom lip.

“You shouldn’t be looking, Nathaniel. It’s highly inappropriate”

“Are you going to punish me?” I said with a smirk.

“Should I?” she said, turning to me while holding the little dress she was going to wear.

“Maybe I need to be punished,” I said, taking a step towards her. I wanted to feel her soft body. I wanted to touch those breasts, and I wanted to stroke that amazing cunt.

“Okay,” she said. “In that case, bend over my bed.”

“What?” I said.

“I said bend over, and pull down your pants. Show me that muscular bum of yours.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Grant. I think you’ve got the wrong idea.”

“The other option is I take you to see the principal, and I tell him that you let yourself into my room while I was changing. The option is yours, Nathaniel.”

I froze. My skin tingled cold. I felt sick—on the verge of passing out. I looked at her bed and then I walked over. She went to her dresser and pulled out a long dildo.

“You’re kidding, right?” I said.

“Just be quiet and try to relax. I promise it will feel good—but it will also be a good punishment. You’ll think twice before following a teacher into her private room.”

“Miss Grant, please don’t do this,” I said.

She walked over and grabbed a handful of my butt. She squeezed, making me tense up. I closed my eyes and groaned. Then I felt her slide the dildo between my butt cheeks. She pulled it up and down. Then she giggled.

“I’ve learned my lesson,” I said. “I don’t want this.”

“Be quiet, Nathaniel. The other teachers will be in the hallway soon. If they find us in here, we’ll both be gone. Though I have another job opportunity at a school an hour from here—I’m thinking of taking it. But you—this is all you have.”

I felt the tip line up with my hole. I bit down hard on my tongue.

She pushed the tip into me. I gasped, trying to clench it back, but it was moist with her spit. She twisted it and crammed it deep into me. I groaned, not wanting to be penetrated—but I couldn’t help but remember the amazing feeling of Betty’s fingers in my asshole just a few nights before. Miss Grant’s dildo was headed for the same sweet spot, and I was afraid that it was going to feel just as good—or even better than those feminine fingers.

I took a deep breath. “Relax, Nathaniel,” she whispered. Now I could hear footsteps outside in the hallway. I knew I had to be still and silent for the sake of my academic career—and my future in general. I bit hard on my tongue and she began to plunge the toy in and out of me. I could feel it sliding around, stretching me wide as it pushed in deep. It felt weird, like it should have hurt, but there was no pain. I groaned and rolled my head from side to side, waiting for that pain to suddenly take over. But instead, pleasure was starting to seep in. I suddenly had the urge to moan but I fought the urge away.

And then my body started trembling. She began plunging the toy in and out, even faster. I gripped the bed sheets and let out a whimper. Then I covered my mouth with my hand.

“Feels good, right?” she whispered.

At least she was a real girl. At least she was a beautiful woman, so somehow this felt less gay, even though I was now being penetrated repeatedly by a replica cock. More confusion began to swirl in my head. Why did this feel good? Why did I like it? Why didn’t I want her to stop?

The euphoria was growing stronger and stronger. I could feel my cock stiffening in my shorts. “Shit,” I moaned.

“Swearing is against the rules, Nathaniel,” she said, pushing that cock in deeper. It struck my sweet spot. I groaned and shuddered all over. Now she was rubbing that cock against that amazing spot. My whole cock began tingling.

“I’m going to come on your bed,” I said, warning her, hoping it would make her stop.

She didn’t reply. She just kept thrusting the toy in and out, for the next two minutes. My body was completely overwhelmed.

And then I came, spewing white cream all over her silky sheets. She pulled the toy out of me and then she pushed me down to my knees, so I was face-to-face with my cum. “Now lick it up,” she said.

“What?” I said.

“Lick it up. Clean up your mess.” She stood with her hands on her hips, staring down at me with her amazing naked body. I knew I didn’t have a choice, so I turned to my dripping cum and I began to lick it up. It was bitter, and a bit sweet. It didn’t taste horrible, but it did make me feel like a complete degenerate.

“Now pull up your pants and head to your next class. Tell your teacher that I was giving you an extra assignment.” She handed me a bundle of paper: a workbook.

“Do I actually have to do this?” I asked, flipping through the pages, feeling defeated and vulnerable.

“Of course you do,” she said. “Now go, while the hallways are clear.”

I turned around and left, not sure if I was thrilled to have fooled around with Miss Grant, or if I was regretting having ever been attracted to her. On my way out, I noticed a box by the door. It looked just like the box that the boys had gone through the night before. I turned to Miss Grant and looked into her eyes.

“What is that?” I asked.

“Clothes,” she said.

“For what?” I said.

She smirked. “Just trying to give you boys something to do,” she said.

Miss Grant was the one providing the boys with clothes, and probably makeup and wigs too. She was the secret organizer of the nightly sex romps.

I turned around and left quickly, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Miss Grant and that box of clothes. It was hard to believe that a teacher was behind the feminization of the boys of the school. She was the curator of the degeneracy.

And if she really was considering this job at another school, how long did we have before the whole operation was shut down? Before she left, would she rat us all out? Could the show go on without her?

I felt strangely terrified and uncertain. The revelation didn’t sit well with me. Miss Grant was up to something—more than just giving us something to do—I could sense it and see it in her eyes. We were all playing into her hand, but I had no idea what her plan was, or how I could let the other students know.

My classmates were already too far gone. They were too obsessed with becoming women and enjoying each other’s company. And soon, I would be just like them. I needed to do something fast. I needed to find a way to end the whole operation before Miss Grant got away with whatever she was doing.

Or maybe she really was just giving us all something fun to do. Maybe she was just trying to give us a little break from the dull life that was provided by that mundane boarding school.

I saw Dennis getting the dice ready again that night. Then, in the bathroom, I walked in on Cash posing in the mirror: practising a few different mannerisms before he noticed me standing there. He cleared his throat and his face turned red. “What?” he said, looking at me. I wanted to ask him if he knew that Miss Grant was the one fuelling the whole operation, but I knew we weren’t supposed to talk about it.

“Nothing,” I said, and then I used the bathroom and went back to our bunk room to finish my extra homework.

I wanted to bring up Miss Grant at our secret meeting that night, before the silence broke after the teacher walked by, ushering in the big break. But I was too afraid: afraid that I knew too much, and afraid that I would piss off the wrong student. Maybe I just needed to ride out the next five months. Maybe I could play along with whatever this game was and then forget it ever happened.

They rolled the dice and I wasn’t chosen. I let out a sigh of relief, but a part of me was disappointed that I wasn’t going to get to have a romp with a cute T-girl.

Dennis looked over at me as some of the men dug into a new box of cute outfits. I had no interest in dressing up. Unlike them, I wasn’t built for girly outfits. I spent too much time in the gym. My shoulders were too wide for any of those outfits, and my arms were too toned to pass as feminine.

But my God, some of those guys looked just like girls as soon as they had wigs on their heads. Some of them didn’t even need the wigs. Some of them took off their boyish pyjamas and instantly looked like chicks, with long eyelashes, curvy figures, and smooth skin. The shaved legs helped. I didn’t feel right looking at them. I knew that they were still boys, but I could feel a tingling inside of me: an attraction that I couldn’t push away. A strange part of me felt relieved once the boys had their little dresses on, with their wigs and their stockings. At least then I could convince my brain that I was looking at a girl and there wasn’t anything wrong with that. But I knew deep down that I was looking at a group of young men, all with penises between their legs and testosterone flowing in their body. I knew it wasn’t right, but I just couldn’t say no when a cute, short blonde walked over to me wearing a red plaid skirt and a tight white blouse. “I heard you have a big dick. Can I see it?”

I bit my lip and then I pulled down my pants so she could see my half-erect cock. She stared at it with glowing eyes. “Can I suck it?” she asked. I noticed a few of the other ‘girls’ looking my way now.

“Okay,” I said. The girl in the red plain skirt dropped to her knees and picked up my heavy shaft with one of her soft hands. She pulled my foreskin back and then she leaned forward to suck me off. It was only thirty seconds later when another cutie was next to her, on her knees, waiting for her turn. A third girl sat down, and then they began to pass me off, sucking for ten beautiful seconds at a time before passing me off. It wasn’t long before it became like a game. They each took ten second turns and they were determined to be the one to get me off, as if I was some sort of opposite Jenga.

It was the girl in the red plaid who finally pushed the right button. There was something about the way she pumped with her tight grip and teased my tip with her tongue at the same time. I came on her face, but she had the decency to share my cumshot with her friends, turning my cock to make sure they all got plenty on their tongues.

Her skirt was standing up, propped upright by her throbbing erection. She saw me looking down at that huge bulge. “Do you want to suck me now?” she asked.

My skin turned cold and my heart fluttered. I shook my head. “No,” I said.

“Do you want to watch them do it?” she asked with a grin. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. So they went ahead. She pulled up her skirt and then the other two girls bent over, taking turns sucking her cock, which wasn’t nearly as big as mine. She stared into my eyes with that grin the whole time. I wanted to run away—or at least look away—but I couldn’t. I stood there with that cold terror until the girls got their friend off. She came all over her own bare tummy and red plaid skirt. Then the girls licked the cum off of her tummy, giggling the whole time.

The orgy then turned into the girls taking turns stuffing the ass of the girl with the red plaid skirt. Four different beauties came in her bum and then they all took turns eating her out: eating the mixed cum out from her stretched hole.

And I just stood there the whole time, in disbelief and terror. What happened to these men that they all became so feminized? What was happening to me now? Why couldn’t I look away? Why did I let myself be part of the experience? Why was I already looking forward to the next night of debauchery?


CHAPTER IX

The next day, I noticed Dennis was taking his time gathering his things after our third period class. It almost seemed like he was waiting for everyone to leave while trying to remain inconspicuous. Miss Grant wasn’t leaving either. She was sitting behind her desk, staring at her computer screen, even though she was finished for the day. I knew there was something weird going on.

So instead of heading to my next class, I snuck outside when nobody was looking, knowing I was making a huge gamble. I ran around the school’s desolate yard until I was outside of Miss Grant’s classroom window. And sure enough, I saw Miss Grant and Dennis talking with the classroom door closed and locked. Miss Grant slid a box out from under her desk and opened it. Dennis looked inside and nodded his head. It almost looked like a drug deal in progress, but it was really just a sissy outfit deal.

The window to my left was slight cracked, so I ducked under it, and could just make out what they were saying. “I’ll put it all in classroom 3B. You can get it after fifth period; that’s when we’re going to have our weekly teachers’ meeting,” she said. I had a hunch that Miss Grant was working through Dennis, but now it was confirmed.

“This all looks great. This will be perfect,” said Dennis.

Then there was a knock at the door. The two froze and looked towards it. I ducked down, just in case they decided to look back at me. Dennis carefully walked over to the corner while Miss Grant went to the door. She opened it slowly before opening it all the way to let Cash in. His hair was scruffier and blonder than ever.

She closed the door behind him. “You need to get changed fast,” said Dennis, stepping out from the corner, where he hid just in case the newcomer was a teacher.

“I know, I know,” said Cash. “Is this the new stuff?”

“That’s it,” said Miss Grant. She opened the box. “For you, I’m thinking something like this.” She pulled out a strappy black piece of lingerie and a sheer red kimono to go on top. “You’ve got fifteen minutes until he shows up. In fact, I bet this is him calling now.” She pulled out a phone and answered. “Hello? You’re early? Just park your car and come around to the back entrance.”

I looked to my left and saw that very back entrance. My heart fluttered. The wall was straight and the field was big and open: nowhere to hide. I scurried away from that window and started running down the wall before the mystery caller came around the corner from the school’s small parking lot.

I reached a curve in the wall and quickly through myself around it. I took a few deep breaths and peeked out just as an adult male—probably thirty years old—walked around from the parking lot. He was tense and nervous looking, with a beard on his face. He came to the back door and stopped. He looked around and I hid. Then the door opened and he went inside.

I took another deep breath before slipping out from my hiding spot. I went back over to Miss Grant’s window and looked in, but now Cash and Dennis were alone together in the room. “You’re going to do fine. Don’t sweat it,” said Dennis. “Everyone is nervous the first time.”

“I know, I know,” said Cash, now in a wig and that black strappy outfit. He had a makeup mirror set up on the desk and he was about to apply eyeliner.

“He’s going to love you,” said Dennis. “You’ll do great.”

Miss Grant poked her head into the room from the hallway. “He’s in classroom 14C,” she said. “He’s waiting. Try to be quick.”

“I’m almost done,” said Cash.

Cash looked cute, with her long blonde hair and thick black eyeliner. She blinked a few times, making her natural eyelashes flutter. Dennis pulled out a black robe and wrapped it around Cash’s body. “You don’t have time to be a perfectionist. Let’s go.”

Cash’s face was white. From that window, I could see his hands trembling. He was nervous. “You’ll do great. I promise,” said Dennis.

They left the room together. Now Miss Grant’s room was empty.

I went back into the school through that back entrance. I knew that I was supposed to be in class, and there was a chance I would get in trouble for being absent; my plan was to say that I had the runs and spent the class in the bathroom. Teachers never questioned the runs.

I followed the doorways until I found classroom 14C. I put my ear gently against the door and could hear a soft moaning. It sounded feminine, but I had a good feeling that the noise wasn’t coming out of any biological girl.

I noted how many doors were between the exit and 14C, and then I zipped back outside to try to get a glance into the classroom from outside. The window was high up, but there was a convenient set of pipes to climb to get a peek through the window.

And there was the thirty-year-old man, standing behind a bent over Cash. That sheer lingerie was on the ground next to the black robe, and now he was only wearing the strappy number. The man was erect, pushing his big, thick cock up between Cash’s petite, feminine butt cheeks. The cock was glistening and so was the area around Cash’s mouth, making me think he’d just finished a quick blowjob. Now, the man was pulling a black strap aside to expose Cash’s asshole. As he pressed his tip into that hole, he reached around to squeeze Cash’s small, feminine erection.

I stood in complete shock as I watched the scene. I knew what I was seeing: Cash was prostituting himself out to the man, and the whole operation was being orchestrated by Miss Grant and Dennis. They were running a transgender brothel inside the walls of that isolated boarding school.

I couldn’t look away as that thick meat slid deep into Cash’s body. His head tilted back and his cheeks turned a shade of dark red. His lips parted and I could almost hear his elated whimper through that thick pane of glass.

The man squeezed his erection with a firm grip, pulling back to pull the foreskin away from his feminine penis. Cash’s legs trembled, then the man began to pump, making Cash fall forward, gripping the edges of the desk.

I knew I needed to do something. I needed to tell someone before Dennis and Miss Grant feminized all of the students and spoiled everyone’s innocence. This wasn’t right. She was abusing her power.

I crept back into the school. My heart was pounding. I knew I needed to hurry. I went down the hallway towards the principal’s office, crossing the no-students line, going into the teachers-only side of the school. A teacher came around the corner and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Hey,” she said. “You can’t be over here. Stop!”

But I didn’t stop. I had to tell the principal what was happening. I went down a series of hallways, knowing I was being followed now by the teacher. I could hear her heels echoing along the empty halls. “Stop!” she called out.

Then I found the door labelled ‘PRINCIPAL HERRING’. I tried to open it, but it was locked. So I knocked. “Principal Herring!” I called out. “I need to talk to you. Quickly! It’s important.”

Then the teacher put her hand on my shoulder. “You can’t be over here. You’re in serious trouble.”

I turned to her. “Where’s the principal? This is important.”

“She’s out,” she said. “This better be really important. We have a one-strike policy here.”

“Miss Grant—the teacher—she’s whoring out the students. She’s selling us to men, like prostitutes. I can prove it! It’s happening now.”

“You’re coming with me,” she said, grabbing my arm.

“I’m telling the truth! I can prove it, but we need to hurry. Please—let me show you.” She started pulling me in the opposite direction with impressive strength.

“No! I’m not lying! You need to believe me.”

She pulled me into an empty teachers’ lounge, which didn’t look too different from the one that I got caught with the last principal’s niece in. “Sit down and wait while I call in the vice principal,” she said.

“You have to believe me. It’s happening right now, in room 14C. Go look, before it’s too late. This is real—and it shouldn’t be happening. It’s not right.”

She didn’t reply. I tried a few more times to convince her to spare me and to investigate, but she was determined to treat me as if I was the problem. She hung up the phone. “She’ll be here shortly.”

“Why won’t you listen to me? I’m trying to do the right thing here.”

“You can wait and explain it to Vice Principal Morrison.”

“But I’m telling you. It will be too late in a few minutes.”

She didn’t reply, so I gave up. I sunk into my seat and let out a long sigh. Then three women came into the room. I had no idea which one was the vice principal, so I didn’t bother looking up from my lap.

“He says he saw a student with a client,” the teacher said. “He said that Miss Grant is prostituting out students, and he can prove it.”

“Can you prove it, Nathaniel?” asked one of the women.

I looked up slowly and shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. It’s probably too late now. You can go check room 14C—that’s where they were doing it.”

“You saw this happen? You understand how unbelievable it sounds, right? You’re saying a teacher sold one of our students to a client—at a boarding school that’s almost an hour from the nearest town.”

“It sounds just as crazy to me, believe me,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Nobody will believe you,” said one of the women. I looked up slowly, put off by the strange comment. It wasn’t what I expected to hear. Maybe she could have said ‘I don’t believe you’ or ‘We don’t believe you’—but ‘Nobody will believe you’?

“What do you mean?”

“You can try to tell people about this, but of course we’ll deny it,” said one of the faculty members. “We aren’t forcing anyone to do anything. But for some students, it’s part of the rehabilitation program. It’s none of your business, so you need to keep your nose out of it.”

“Don’t bother telling him anything,” said another faculty member. “Let’s just expel him. We don’t need anyone snooping around. Snooping around is against the rules and we have a one-strike policy, don’t forget.”

“True,” agreed the original woman. Now I was confused.

“You know about this?” I said. “You know that men are paying to be with students?”

They all stared at me with blank expressions.

“Is this what you wanted to do to me? You were going to try to make me into… what—a transgender prostitute?” I felt sick. I could feel my skin turning pale. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue to stop myself from having a big outburst.

Then the women laughed. “No, of course not,” they said. “You were brought in to be a bull. Most of the students we bring here desperately need to learn to respect women; they’re boys who have mocked or abused or mistreated girls for various reasons. But sometimes we bring in boys like yourself; you get into trouble but you don’t exactly disrespect women. You have a high sex drive, so you’re the perfect candidate to be a bull.”

“A bull?” I said, almost unable to speak at all with the giant lump in my throat.

“That’s right. Before we send students off with clients, they need to have practise. You’re a young man with a high sex drive, therefore you’re the perfect candidate.”

“This is insane,” I said. “I—I’m going to tell everyone about this. This can’t go on.”

“Nobody will believe you,” said the teacher. “Especially with your track record. Now that you’re expelled, people will assume that you’re just desperately trying to blame others for your own shortcomings.”

Now I really had nothing to say. They were right: nobody would believe me. I was helpless, and now I was being kicked out of school.

“Well hold on,” said one of the teachers who hadn’t yet opened her mouth until that moment. “Maybe we can offer him a deal. We’re short on bulls right now, so we can’t just send him home.”

“It’s not safe to keep him here. He’s a liability,” said the woman I assumed was the vice principal. “And we have a one-strike policy. He broke the rules.”

“We have a long list of clients waiting for dates, and we only have a few students who are ready to entertain them. Maybe just this one time, we can let this slide—assuming Nathaniel will agree to help.”

The women all looked at me. “I’ll consider it,” said the assumed vice principal. “What do you think, Nathaniel?”

“I think this is nuts,” I said.

“He’s not interested. Let’s send him home.”

“Wait!” I said. My skin tingled all over. I groaned and bit hard on the edge of my tongue. “I—I guess I’ll do it. If it means graduating, I’ll do it. But this isn’t right. You can’t force boys into being women. You can’t force them to be prostitutes. That’s… That’s trafficking!”

“It’s all voluntary. As far as they know, there is no operation here. Some of them know that Miss Grant is providing outfits, but beyond that, they all think that this is a student led and run operation. We put a lot of effort into keeping it that way.”

“But still—prostitution is illegal.”

“Who said that there’s an exchange of money?”

Now they were staring at me again, and I had no idea what to say. “Why else are you doing it?” I asked.

“Rehabilitation.”

I let the answer sit for a minute. It stung, but it made sense in a strange way at the same time.

“Now we can either send you home, or you can play along. Be a bull for us, until the end of the year.” She looked over at her co-workers. “You know, I think Nathaniel might have come a long way since arriving here. Look at him: risking his last chance at a diploma because he thinks he’s doing the right thing.” The women all chuckled.

“We’re proud of you, Nathaniel.”

They sent me on my way. I don’t think I blinked for another ten minutes while the whole conversation repeated itself in my brain. I was being used as a pawn in a large-scale transgender prostitution ring, which may or may not have been illegal. What was I supposed to do about it? If it really was all voluntary, was there anything that should have been done about it? If it really was helping to rehabilitate young men who had been bad to young women, then was it my place to stop it?

I remained in shock for the rest of the day. I didn’t fall asleep before I was nudged by one of my bunkmates. It was showtime.

I saw Dennis looking at me. I could tell that he’d been filled in on everything. He knew that I knew everything.

He did his own rolling that night, and I was the first name to get rolled. “Nathaniel,” he said. “Make the first pick. By the way, I hear Hunter is especially cute tonight.” He stared into my eyes as he said it, as if he was nudging me to choose Hunter. Maybe Hunter needed a bit of work. Maybe she needed a bit of help before she was ready to take the next big step in her feminization.

“I’ll pick Hunter,” I said.

“Okay, go ahead,” he said. So I went down the series of hallways to that classroom where all of the girls were finishing getting ready.

“I’m here for Hunter,” I said at the door.

She came out. She was cute: a short redhead wearing a tight black dress. She took my hand and led me to an empty room that had been assigned to her.

I could tell that she was shy. She stood with her hands clutched at her waist. “Do you want to be top or bottom?” she asked.

“Both,” I said. My gut turned, but I knew that she needed to practice both. “I’ll start on top.”

She turned around and bent over.

“Wait,” I said. “You need to relax first. You’re tense.”

“Sorry,” she said, looking at the floor with her big eyes.

“Don’t be sorry. Look at me.” I tilted her head up so she was looking into my eyes. Then I kissed her. She had soft lips.

I knew that I was kissing a biological male, but it didn’t matter anymore. Now I knew that I was doing something good—at least I was pretty sure it was good, though I needed some more time to really think about it. I knew that Hunter was actually Harry, a boy who came to the school not long before me. Just a few days before, I overheard him talking with another student about why he was at the school. Apparently he convinced a girl to send him nudes, and then he sent the nudes to all of his friends—and it wasn’t the first time he did it.

Now he was starting to learn what it was like to be vulnerable, as a girl named Hunter “Bend over,” I said, turning her around and bending her over a desk. I pulled up the skirt of her dress, revealing her round bum. Her butthole was barely covered by a G-string.

I looked around. We were in the art room, and there was a Polaroid camera on the desk. I grabbed it and walked back over. I snapped a photo of her ass just as she looked back to see what I was doing. “What’s that for?” she asked, tensing up. “What are you going to do with that?”

“I’m going to keep it,” I said. “I’ll use it when I need to be turned on.” I winked at her. I’d taken pictures of vulnerable girls before, but unlike Hunter, I’d never shared them with anyone.

But I could tell that Hunter was uneasy about the pictures. She knew that they could easily be sent around or shared online.

I pulled out my cock and slid it up between those perfect butt cheeks. “You’re soft—and warm,” I said. “You’re cute, too.”

“Thanks,” she said with a smile in her voice. I spread her cheeks wide, pulling that G-string to the side. I could see her ball sack now, trying to slip out from the little pair of undies, but I didn’t mind. I sunk down to my knees and pressed my face into her bum. I gently licked her hole, making her giggle nervously. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Getting you wet,” I said. I pushed my tongue into that hole and then started to explore. She let out a soft moan after a minute, and then I knew that she was ready. I stood back up and pressed by cock into her body.

I couldn’t put into words why I knew that I was making the right decision, but in my heart I knew that it was right. I knew that I belonged in that school. I knew that fate led me to the right place. In a weird way, I knew that it was my job to help all of those naughty students get in touch with their female sexual side. It would take some time to process, and it would take some time to truly understand how I was helping—but at least I knew that I was helping.

It wasn’t long before I came inside of her tight hole: a few dozen pumps, and then I was draining inside of her.

I pulled back. Now she was more relaxed and comfortable. She reached her hand back to catch some of the oozing cum. She pulled it up to her erect cock and she coated herself with it, to act as lubricant for the second part of our rendezvous. “Now you get to bend over,” she said with a grin and a wink.

I bent over for her. She stepped up behind me and pressed her girthy cock between my cheeks. “Ready?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said, closing my eyes tight.

I was doing the right thing. I was being rehabilitated in an unorthodox way while helping my schoolmates to be rehabilitated as well. We all did bad things, and now we were learning to be better. And I couldn’t think of a better way to be rehabilitated.

THE END


PRETTY FEET

Stanley needs money.

He goes on a cheap Tinder date with a girl who can’t keep her attention away from her phone. It’s a habit that annoys Stanley, until he finds out what she’s doing: replying to comments on a website made for lovers of feet. Stanley’s date is a foot fetish model, posting shots of her feet for men to buy online.

Stanley checks out her photos and decides it seems easy enough. His feet are petite, and with a shave, they look feminine enough. He needs the money, after all. Though he has no idea what kind of rabbit hole he’s stepping into when he posts the first shot of his pretty feet.


CHAPTER I

The date wasn’t much to remember. She was cute in her profile picture, but the moment she walked into that cafe, I knew that her profile picture was five years old, touched up with Photoshop, and taken from a very specific angle to make her face as flattering as possible.

I still gave her a chance. I bought her a latte and took her for a walk around the park. She was present at first, but about thirty minutes into the date, her attention started drifting to her phone screen. At first she apologized each time she took out her phone to see why it was buzzing. Then the phone started coming out every three minutes, and each time our conversation would come to an abrupt end. “What were we talking about?” she would ask, without even looking away from her screen.

“Your brother. You said he’s in the military,” I said.

She typed the end of her message. “Sorry, what was that?” she said.

I forced a smile. “It’s okay. If you’re busy, we can maybe plan to meet up another time.” It was my polite way of telling her that I was over the phone.

She looked into my eyes with a glazed over look, as if she still wasn’t listening—waiting for my words to ping around in her brain enough to be recognized. “Sorry,” she said. “I just keep getting these messages and I don’t want people to think that I’m ignoring them.”

I tried not to scoff. She didn’t want people to think that she was ignoring them? “Well, it’s getting late and I’ve got plans for dinner,” I said.

“No, I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not usually on my phone like this. I’ve just been getting a lot more messages than usual.”

“Is something wrong?” I asked, trying to be as polite as possible. I was tempted to be rude, but I wanted her to regret screwing the date up—and I knew she would regret nothing if she went home thinking that I was just another asshole.

“No, it’s not that. It’s really hard to explain,” she said.

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“It’s kind of embarrassing. I guess you could say that I’m working—and I know that that’s no excuse for being on my phone through a whole date.” Had she been a knockout in the looks department, I think I would have forgiven her. But she was painfully average; she didn’t have much of an ass or much of a rack. Her skin was a bit blotchy and her hair was a bit scruffy, as if she didn’t bother to do much more than brush it back before our little meetup.

“I thought you worked at a shoe store,” I said.

“I do. I mean—that’s part time, and this is part time too. But this actually makes me more money. But like I said, it’s kind of embarrassing and I didn’t want to tell you about it, because I don’t want you judging me, or whatever.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “What? Are you selling nudes or something?”

She laughed and her cheeks turned red. Was she selling nudes? Was I on a date with some OnlyFans model or something? “Seriously?” I said.

“No, no,” she said. “I would never do that. My dad would murder me. But I am selling pictures.”

“Okay…” I said, trying to wrap my head around whatever her little scheme was. She took out her phone and started dabbling on it again. Now, I was ready to turn around and leave. She couldn’t even commit the closest thing we’d had to a real conversation without pulling out her phone.

I looked back towards me car. “I should be—”

“—Look,” she said, interrupting my escape attempt. She turned her phone to me and showed me a picture of her bare feet. I stared for a moment.

“Why are you showing me your feet?” I asked.

“I found this website where you can—I know it sounds stupid—sell pictures of your feet to men.”

“What?” I said, scratching the back of my head. “Why would anyone pay money for that? No offence.”

“None taken,” she said. “Some guys are really into feet. To them, it’s like staring at naked breasts, or a pussy or something. They’ll pay a lot of money for feet pictures.”

“You’re kidding, right?” I said.

She tapped a few more buttons before turning her phone to me again. “That’s how much I’ve made this month.” The number was close to eight hundred dollars. It wasn’t quite enough to live off of, but it was enough to make me speechless for a moment. We took a seat on a park bench.

“How much are guys paying for a picture?” I asked.

“It varies. Usually about a dollar per person.”

“You’re telling me eight hundred guys have paid to see your feet?”

She smiled and then she opened up her phone’s camera. She slipped her shoes off and lifted her feet off the ground, pointing her toes forward. She had her toenails painted pink. She played around with the camera angle for a moment before snapping a few shots. Then she went into her profile on the strange website and posted a picture. “Watch. In a few minutes, I’ll have made another twenty bucks or so.”

We both watched her screen as the sales trickled in. It was only a minute before the first guy bought the photo for a dollar. Then a few more, then a few more.

I laughed. “I should have made you pay for the coffee,” I said.

And then she was distracted by her phone again, replying to the comments being posted on the picture of her feet. I sat for five long minutes, waiting for her attention to return, but now she was fully distracted, obsessed with the strange attention she was getting from men on her bizarre website.

The date ended a few minutes later. “I really have to get going,” I said. And she didn’t even look up from her phone to acknowledge me. “Maybe we’ll hang out again.” I stood up. “See you later.”

“Bye,” she said, without fully realizing the date was over. I think it was just an automatic response to hearing the words ‘See you later’. I walked away, leaving her on that bench, replying to her ‘clients’.

And when I got home, I found that weird website and perused around it, trying to figure out if it was legitimate or some sort of weird scam. There were hundreds of profiles, and some of them had thousands of followers. A few profiles had free pictures—probably free to lure in new customers. I scanned through the website and found myself chuckling.

I have to say: I was a bit disappointed in my fellow men. Why would anyone pay money for a picture of feet? It was impossible to even tell if any of them really belonged to a woman—especially a pretty woman. A simple Google search could turn up a million pictures of feet, so why pay money?

I grabbed a beer from the fridge and looked at the site again. The featured profiles blew my mind. If they had thousands of paying customers, all paying a buck at least for a picture of feet, then how much scratch were these girls taking home? Even if they were just selling a single picture each week, that was possible tens of thousands of dollars. Even girls like the one I met earlier that day: it was no work for a decent chunk of change.

I finished my beer and then I chuckled as a silly thought entered my head. I began to wonder if I could trick a few guys into spending a few bucks on my feet. I took off my socks and looked down. They would need a shave, and probably a touch of nail polish as well. There was an old thing of nail polish in the bathroom vanity. I think it was left behind by the previous renter of the suite—I never bothered to throw it out because I never used the vanity.

I bit my lip as I thought about it, trying not to laugh at how ridiculous the idea was. Even if I only sold the picture to one person, it would be worth a laugh if nothing else.

So I went to the bathroom with another beer and my face razor, which I only used once a month because my facial hair was almost non-existent. I shaved my feet and toes and ankles, and then I spent twenty minutes carefully applying that pink nail polish to each toenail. I felt stupid and silly, but that tingling curiosity kept me going.

It was forty minutes before my feet were ready for their closeup. I stretched out my legs and extended my phone, camera turned on. I pointed my toes until my feet looked especially girly, and then I snapped a photo. Now I was laughing out loud. The feet in the photo actually looked like they could have belonged to a woman. I knew I had small feet, but I never thought that they were feminine.

I sent the photo to my computer and then I made myself an account on the website. I uploaded the photo, setting the price to a mere fifty cents, which was the cheapest option. Then I sat and waited for my first sale to come in. My profile’s name was Fae, with a little heart emoji after it.  I waited for an hour, but nothing happened. I looked down at my painted toes and suddenly felt like a complete idiot. Maybe it took more work than I thought. Maybe I was missing something—or maybe my feet were obviously not worth spending money on.

But how could anyone know? I didn’t have any free photos to entice men to buy my fifty cent photo. So I pulled my pants back up and I extended my toes again, snapping another photo—this time in my bathroom, just to change up the setting. The lighting was better in my bathroom anyway.

I posted the photo and made it free. Then I spent another hour refreshing the page and waiting for a sale. I don’t know why I cared so much. It was just supposed to be a dumb curiosity, not something I actually cared anything about.

After that hour, I was tired. I realized I was wasting my time on a dumb gag that wasn’t even enough to make me laugh out loud. So I closed the website, scrubbed the polish off of my toenails (which took a good amount of time), and I went to sleep.

It was a full week before I returned to that website. I went in for a job interview at an engraving shop at the mall. “You seem qualified,” said the interviewer. Of course I was qualified: the job had zero necessary qualifications. It was a minimum wage entry-level position. “I’m sure we can bring you on board, but first I’ll do a little background check to make sure you aren’t crazy. It’s just protocol.”

I smiled and nodded. “Sure. Sounds good.” On my way home, I remembered that website. I had a mini panic attack, suddenly worried that page would come up if my name was searched. Why didn’t I delete that stupid page that night? I started rushing home, walking as fast as I could without running.

I pulled out my phone and tried searching my own name. I scrolled through twenty pages of results, and then a car honked loudly. I looked up and saw that I was in the road: on a crosswalk with a red light. A car had slammed on its breaks to avoid killing me. “Sorry!” I yelled.

I got home and went straight to my computer. I was pretty sure that feet website wasn’t tied to my name in any way, but I wasn’t willing to take the risk. I needed to delete the profile, just to be safe. I opened the website up and logged into my account so I could locate the ‘delete account’ button—and that’s when I noticed the account balance.

I had twelve dollars, ready to be cashed out. Twenty four men had purchased my fifty cent picture, and three of them had added me to their ‘following’ list. I paused and stared at that green figure. Sure it wasn’t a lot, but twelve bucks was more than I was going to make in an hour at my new job.

I decided not to delete the account. I left it up after going through every single page of my settings, to make sure it wasn’t tied to my name or my e-mail address. Then I cashed out the twelve bucks, sending it directly to my bank account. I needed a few bucks for groceries after all.

As I was at the grocery store, buying a couple supplies, a weird tingle crept through me. I knew that my small haul was being funded by my feet. It was weird to think that I convinced enough men into thinking my feet belonged to a woman to pay for a couple dinners.

So when I got home, I took another picture of my feet after doing a fresh shave and a fresh coat of nail polish. This time the preparation only took twenty minutes. I posted the photo, and before I went to sleep, I had my first two sales with the new shot.


CHAPTER II

The days were long and boring at that engraving store. We only got a handful of customers each day, usually between the hours of 2:00 PM and 5:00 PM, so the first five hours of my day were spent sitting in silence, staring at a computer screen that had restricted internet access. My boss told me that I wasn’t allowed to have my phone on the floor during working hours, but by my third day on the job, I was being left alone to keep the shop by myself, so of course I took out my phone to help pass the time.

Every few hours, I checked my sales on LoversOfFeet.com. I had four pictures of my feet for sale now, and I was close to making my first hundred bucks. I still got a weird feeling inside of me every time someone purchased one of my pictures. I still couldn’t understand what they saw in my feet that they couldn’t find on Google—and I couldn’t help but wonder what they were doing with the photos. Were they jerking off?

It was an especially long and boring day. No customers were coming in and I had nothing to do; I felt like I’d already surfed the entire world wide web five times over, and I was sick of refreshing my social media pages. One of my managers came in to check on me. She was in a red dress and bright red heels, having just come from some conference brunch across town. She spent an hour in the office filing paperwork, and then she left after saying, “We don’t need to both be here. It’s pretty dead today.” I couldn’t think of a single day that more than one person needed to be there. Some days we got no business at all. I wasn’t entirely sure how that engraving store stayed in business.

Once she was gone, I got up and wandered around the shop, stretching my legs. I went over to the office and poked my head inside. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go into the office, but I was bored and desperate for something to hold my attention for even just a few minutes. That’s when I saw my manager’s red heels by the door. She must have taken them off and forgotten them. I knew that she kept a pair of slippers under the desk, so maybe that’s what she left in.

I sauntered over to the heels. I put my foot next to them and wondered if they would fit my feet, just for a quick shot for my LoversOfFeet profile. I peeked out into the shop to make sure I was alone, then I put the shoes on. They fit remarkably well. Luckily, my feet were newly shaved from a photo I took the night before, so all I had to do was pull up my pants. But I needed some good light. I peeked back out into the brightly lit shop, making sure it was empty, then I stumbled out from the office. It was hard walking in those heels, but I didn’t need to go far. I went behind the counter and put my feet up. I angled my phone until I had the perfect shot, and then I snapped it. I took a minute to post it to my page, and then the door opened.

I quickly pulled my feet down. My heart leapt. An older man walked in and paused. He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment—possibly having seen me in those red heels, which was still wearing under the counter. “C—Can I help you?” I asked.

He stared at me for a moment longer before stepping up to order an engraving for his grandson’s graduation. I could feel that my face was almost as red as those shoes. I put in his order, and then I slipped my shoes off while he was turned and looking at the display wall.

Then I took his little plaque over to the engraving machine. He looked down at my bare, shaved feet, but he didn’t comment. He kept his distance, probably thinking I was a serial killer. I gave him his plaque, freshly engraved, and then he went on his way, looking back at me once with those narrowed eyes. Once he was gone, I took a deep breath and relaxed my shoulders. I felt so stupid—until I opened my online account up and saw that I already had twenty sales on my latest picture. It was a personal record: twenty sales in under twenty minutes. I was officially past one hundred dollars in total earnings, and I still didn’t even have my first paycheque from the engraving store yet.

So I kept posting pictures. I posted one each night, always of my bare feet in my apartment, and then the odd photo of my bare feet in that engraving shop, when nobody was around.

I started getting regular clients: men who were happy to buy each photo that I posted. The comments were always positive, and sometimes frighteningly dirty. “I want to fuck your feet so badly,” one man said. “I just want to cum on your toes and make you lick my load off.” But it was only a week before I started getting some less positive comments. “More of the same,” said one man. “Post something different,” said another. “Or I’m unsubbing.” My heart fluttered. Now I was close to having two hundred dollars in total earnings, in just a couple of weeks. But my new photos weren’t performing as well. I needed to step up my game. I needed to give my clients more, even though I had no idea what else they could possibly want. What else could I do with my feet to make the men happy?

I had a lot of spare time to think about it as I sat in that empty engraving shop, hoping a customer would come in just to obliterate my boredom. Nobody came in, so I was left with that dwelling thought in my head: how could I improve my feet photography game?

I decided to use a bit of the money I made selling feet photos to invest in some inspiration. I bought twenty top rated pictures from top users, a total cost of forty dollars, almost half of my earnings—but you have to spend money to make money, right?

The pictures were in a whole other league: high resolution, taken with impressive cameras, with perfect lighting (probably studio lights). The girls wore different shoes in the different photos, as well as stockings, leggings, pantyhose, and of course fishnets. Only one of the twenty photos I purchased had bare feet. Even the settings were often creative, with a bit of a theme to match whatever the style of the photo was. In one photo, the girl was kicking off her cowgirl boots, and in the background was an impressive old west town—maybe a set or maybe she drove a few hours just to get that picture.

I didn’t have the money for an expensive camera or fancy sets or studio lighting. But I knew I needed to do something, even if it was just a slight improvement.

I found a pair of fishnet stockings online for eight dollars. I ordered them, knowing I would make the money back. Then I ordered a single LED light for twenty dollars, and a new colour of nail polish, just to vary my look up a bit. I went with a glittery gold colour. And just like that, I was broke, having spent every dollar that I’d made. But you have to spend money to make money.

Three days later, all of my online purchases were at my door. I brought everything inside and set up for my newest and best photo yet: smooth feet in fishnet stockings, with a nice key light to the left, making the photo look a tiny bit more professional, nails sparkling with gold polish. I spent five minutes finding the right angle, and then I posted the photo for my small audience.

Within an hour, I sold the picture to forty different men. The new photo was on its way to paying itself off. I smiled, feeling proud of myself. The comments started coming in. I sat on my couch for the next hour answering all of them, making sure my fans remained fans. Another hour went by as I refreshed my sales and answered more comments, even getting a bit flirty with a few guys, hoping they would ‘tip’ me, which was an option on the site. I got one five dollar tip, so the effort paid off.

And then I realized it was getting dark, and I realized I was still wearing the fishnet stockings. In a weird way, I kind of liked the way they felt on my legs, hugging my skin. Though I felt kind of dumb with my legs only shaved up to the middle of my shins. I don’t know why I didn’t just shave all of my legs. I guess I figured I could still pull up my socks and appear manly while wearing shorts. But every time I went to take a photo, I was showing off a bit more leg.

Just before I went to bed, I received a new comment. “Do you have an OnlyFans I can sign up for?” the man asked.

My stomach churned at the thought of men jerking off to the pictures I was posting. I hated to think that I was getting men off, but I knew that men only used OnlyFans for one thing: getting off. “Not yet,” I said with a winking emoji.

“You should get one. I’d sign up,” he said.

The comment lingered in my gut for a while. I don’t know why it bothered me so much, but I didn’t like it. I didn’t want people asking for pictures above my shins. It was a website for feet, and that was what I was giving them. Why couldn’t they just be happy with my feet pictures?

When I woke up, that twenty dollars had doubled into forty. I wasn’t too far off of making more with the feet pictures than I was at my actual job.

My heart fluttered and my skin tingled. I knew that I was onto something. I knew that I had stumbled into the easiest side-hustle imaginable. Sure, there would be a bit of an initial investment, but I knew that each little investment would go a long way. I saw that my following was growing, and the numbers were on an upward trajectory. It was exactly the extra income I needed to get back onto my feet after my split with Fiona.


CHAPTER III

Fiona took everything when she left me—including my dog. I never found out why she decided to leave me—probably for another man, though she never posted any pictures of herself with another guy. One day I just woke up and she was gone. The note on the table said that she was moving on and couldn’t say it to my face. Her friends came by that afternoon to pick up her things. I was heartbroken. We’d been together for nearly three years and I was planning on proposing. I thought everything was going great, and then that day happened.

“I want this split to be easy and painless,” she wrote in her note. But the split was anything but painless.

It was only a week later when a couple of large men in matching uniforms came for my dog. They had some papers written up by a lawyer, apparently saying that the dog belonged to Fiona. I loved that dog. Sure, we got it together, but I was the one who had always taken care of it. I was the one who fed it and walked it and bought its treats.

I hired my own lawyer to fight for the dog. It was an expensive battle, which I lost simply because Fiona’s name was on the adoption paper and not mine. I couldn’t even remember signing adoption papers (and I guess that’s because I didn’t sign any).

And then it got worse. Fiona fought me for everything, including the television and the couch. I kept trying to meet up with her, to figure out why she was bleeding me dry, but she refused to meet and she refused to give me her address. I still think that she’d moved in with another man and was too afraid of me finding out.

The legal battle crushed my spirits and drained my bank account. I said some ugly things about women in a public Facebook post during a particularly low moment, and then my then-boss saw the post and fired me. I was broke and unemployed and heartbroken. I won’t lie: I thought about ending it. I even walked to a bridge one night and looked down at the water and tried to convince myself to close my eyes and jump; but I chickened out at the last second, as I had my foot over the railing.

Fiona destroyed me, and I never found out why. She didn’t need my money; she had a decent job at a pub. Some nights she would come home with four or five hundred dollars, just in tips. She wasn’t particularly brilliant or qualified, but she was pretty. She was the one that taught me that, as a girl, you’ll be fine as long as you’re pretty.

That split was two long years before I started dating again. I was alone and sexless for two excruciating years. I was unemployed for most of that time as well, unable to hold down a job because of my emotional instability. There were days that I would just break down. But I was better now, for the most part. Fiona’s face would come into my mind from time to time, and I would find myself in that old state of sad confusion. I hated that I had no idea why she left. In her note she claimed that it was her and not me—whatever that meant. But deep down, I knew that it was something to do with me.

It was a quiet Thursday afternoon and I had the day off of work. I was trying to get a decent picture of my feet in my apartment, but I couldn’t get a shot that was any different than any of the shots I’d already posted. I was afraid of making my audience upset. I didn’t want to make them pay money to get a photo that they already had. I hated the negative comments. I hated seeing the ‘followers’ number dip on my profile page. If this was going to be at all worth my time, I had to be careful.

And while I was trying to get that shot in a new and special light, I remembered Fiona. I remembered her pretty feet, and then I remembered that I had a pair of Fiona’s panties stuffed in the far back of my sock drawer.

I felt my cheeks turning red as I remembered the red lacy panties. I stole them from her after the first time we had sex. I woke up before her and those panties were on the floor of my bedroom. I knew that David, an old friend, wouldn’t believe me that I got laid, so I kept the panties to prove it. I hid them in my sock drawer, and then I ended up keeping them there, to remind me of how lucky I felt on that morning, when I woke up next to the girl of my dreams.

I never had the courage to throw the panties away—and to be honest, I forgot about them for many months. I never dug into the back of my sock drawer.

I retrieved them now. They had a dusty smell, but it wasn’t unpleasant. I felt the fabric with both of my hands, remembering feeling them for the first time when I slipped them off of Fiona’s tight, smooth body. I closed my eyes and tried to push back the swell of emotion inside of me. Then I bent over and slipped the panties around my ankles.

Now I had a better shot: something different, with red panties around my ankles. I got my little light in close and then I snapped a picture. I posted the shot and waited for the money to come in.

Once again, the photo broke my personal record, making sixty dollars before the end of the day. I caught myself grinning in the mirror. Between that photo and all of my other photos, I made eighty dollars. It was my day off and I ended up making more money than I would have made at work. For the first time in a long time, I felt excited, even though I knew that what I was doing was silly and stupid and probably wrong. I was essentially a catfish, tricking men into giving me money. But it’s not like I explicitly said anywhere on my profile that I was a girl. It’s not like there was a rule on the website that said that the users had to be women.

I received a message right before going to bed. I’d received similar messages before, but this was caught my interest for some weird reason. “I’ll tip you one hundred dollars if you send me a picture of your asshole.” Usually people wanted tit shots or pussy shots—but this was the first asshole shot. I didn’t have tits or a pussy, but I did have an asshole. And the message got me wondering: if my feet could pass as feminine, could my asshole pass as feminine?

I didn’t love the idea of sending a stranger a picture of my asshole, but I liked the thought of having a spare hundred bucks for almost no extra work. I walked over to my bathroom mirror and turned to look at my backside. First, I needed to shave. I grabbed my razor and carefully spent the next thirty minutes removing all the hair—even carefully gliding the razor up my crack.  Then I looked at myself and laughed. Now, with my ass all shaved and my calves all shaved, I looked ridiculous, with a band of hair around my thighs. So I decided to do away with all of it. It was a small price to pay for a decent side hustle.

I had to figure out how to put my camera’s phone on a timer, because I couldn’t hold the phone and bend over at the same time—also while spreading my butt cheeks and holding the red panties away from my crack.

I paused for a moment to laugh while snapping the photo. It was definitely not a position I had ever seen myself in before. I never thought that I would be bending over and taking pictures of my butthole while wearing my ex-girlfriend’s panties. But there I was.

I didn’t have high hopes for the photo, but it seemed like a waste not to try. After taking a deep breath, I looked at my picture. I was shocked: the photo could have been a photo of a woman’s asshole. The bum cheeks were smooth and round. You could see some of my thighs, but they looked good, like they belonged to a model. And the lower back that could be seen also had a feminine quality to it—maybe just because of the way I was curving my spine.

I sent the man the picture in a private DM, and fifteen minutes later he sent me a $100.00 tip. I nearly shouted out with joy. $180.00 in a single day. It was more than I’d ever made in a single day at any job.


CHAPTER IV

I was quickly becoming a pro: motivated by big green dollar signs. I had my sights set on a camera, but it was fifteen hundred dollars and that didn’t even include the lenses—but I knew it was what I needed to push my sales into a whole new category: maybe even eliminating the need for a day job.

It was funny to think that I could end up making a living with pictures of my feet, but I knew I couldn’t just turn down a golden opportunity because I thought it was silly. I came from a long line of entrepreneurs: business men and women who were successful in the best and worst of times. I knew that I had success in my blood, and this was the card I was being dealt.

If I was going to save for that camera, I needed to be thrifty. I needed more settings and accessories to keep my game going strong.

And I was already learning lessons; I learned that it was silly to post two photos in the same day. I was starting to figure the website’s algorithm out; it was better to get one picture with lots of likes and comments and purchases than it was to get two photos with as many likes and comments and purchases spread across both. The trick was to get high in the rankings, and only photos with lots of activity rose high. Once a photo was high up in the rankings, it got more visibility, and more sales at an exponential rate. The first few pages of results on the website’s homepage were posts that went up within the past twenty-four hours. With some simple logic, I figured out that the results were sorted with a formula that went something like: likes plus comments plus purchases, all divided by days since posting.

So I couldn’t just be lazy and waste a day. Each day was important for growth. So I was nervous when I got to work and had no photo to post. I sat anxiously behind that counter in that empty engraving store. Each hour that went by was a wasted hour: an hour that someone else had my potential spot in those search results, taking my potential income away from me.

I surfed the website, buying a few of the top selling photos of the day for the sake of research. One of the top photos was of a pair of feet with streaks of glistening cum across the toes. ‘Met up with one of my fans today,’ the comment read. My heart galloped and my skin tingled. I had a feeling that the girl didn’t actually fool around with a fan—probably just her boyfriend, and she was now just putting ideas in the heads of her fans. But the photo gave me a naughty idea.

I went into the back room and pulled out my cock. I began to stroke it, knowing there was a very low chance that someone would come into the store. It had been a while since I’d had any action, so I knew it wouldn’t take long to get off. I felt stupid and exhilarated at the same time while I stroked myself in that little store.

I thought about pulling porn open on my phone, but I needed to have my camera ready to get the perfect shot before all the cum oozed off of my feet, so I kept the camera app open instead. It didn’t feel like I was just masturbating at work; I was doing business. I was imitating the pros, and they say that the best way to be successful is to imitate the pros.

I squeezed hard and tugged fast, trying to come up with sexy images in my mind. But instead of pornographic scenes, I started thinking about Fiona. It was a problem that I’d had for years, since she’d left me. I struggled to get off because her face always came into my head, making me depressed and lonely. I couldn’t allow those feelings to ruin a good business opportunity, so I opened my eyes and pushed the thought away.

I looked down at my feet. I wasn’t a foot fetish guy, but at least my feet looked feminine. I had my painted toes and my smooth hairless skin. I guess my feet did kind of look sexy. I could see why men would have believed them to be female. And my legs were pretty cute too. I pulled up my pant legs to expose my smooth skin, making the illusion a bit more convincing. Now it felt like I was staring at a woman’s legs as I jerked off, which was much better than depressing thoughts of my ex-girlfriend.

I bit down on my tongue as I moved my legs into various feminine poses. It was kind of fun, modelling for myself. I was coming up with lots of ideas of poses for future photos. And with each stroke of my cock, I was realizing more and more what some people saw in a good pair of feminine feet.

“Shit,” I moaned, grabbing my camera. Then I pushed my erection down and I pulled my feet in close. I shuddered all over and then I came on my feet. It was a big come shot. I recorded a video of the action, with my cock out of frame. I had my feet turned in a way that looked like the cum was actually coming from the side, and not from between my legs.

Then, I started snapping photos as the cum oozed down. I probably took thirty shots from different angles, making sure I got the moment covered. I felt relieved and naughty in a fun sort of way. Even as I scrolled through the shots, my heart continued to pound as if I was still fooling around when I should have been working.

I watched the video of my feet getting streaked with cum. I watched it again and again, making sure there were no reflection in the background, and making sure it really did look like someone else was coming on me. I must have watched that thirty second video fifteen times before I felt like it was acceptable to post on the website.

‘A client came into the shop and we had some fun,’ I wrote as the caption. I attached the video and two pictures, selling the action as a bundle. It seemed risky and awkward, but I knew I needed to imitate the pros if I was going to be successful.

But I still felt like I’d crossed a line. It was one thing to post public photos of my feet, but it was a whole other thing to post photos of cum.

That awkward anxiety soon fluttered away as the sales rolled in. Once again, I made more money selling pictures (and now a video) of my feet than I did while sitting around a shop for eight hours.


CHAPTER V

Two days later came new trends. All of the top girls were posting top down shots of their lower halves: on their stomachs, legs bent, heels against their bums. They were showing off a lot more than just their feet: now they were showing everything below their waists. Some of them were nude, others were in lingerie, and some were just in cute dresses.

I spent my entire afternoon getting a similar shot. I had to create a special stand for my phone using two stacks of old books and magazines and a long board that floated six feet off of the ground, and three feet above my body on my bed. Then I spent some time setting up lights (I got my newest light in the mail that morning). Then I changed my old bed sheets; stuffing my torn blue plaid sheets into my closet and putting on the inexpensive pink sheets I bought on Amazon.

Then I had to do a fresh shave. I also bought a moisturizer that had a skin tone tint in it that was supposed to hide blemishes. It wasn’t a cheap product, but I saw online that many models were using the same thing for their legs before photoshoots.

I took a few naked shots, obviously with my cock and balls tucked under my body. Then I put on those red panties and took a few more. Then I put on my fishnets and took some. And then I put on a dress that I picked up from a thrift store for eight dollars. It was yellow with short sleeves, and shockingly cute for eight dollars.

While I was in each outfit, I also took a few shots in different poses around my apartment. They were all shots that I planned on saving for later. I only planned on posting one that day, and I hadn’t decided which one I liked best. But I’d spent some time going through the back catalogues of some of the more successful girls, and I saw that they all used photos from the same photoshoots, posting many months apart. Nobody seemed to notice that the settings and outfits were the same—as long as there was enough time between each post. And I knew that I was going to need material if I was going to keep my profile going strong. There would be days that I wouldn’t be able to take photos—maybe even entire weeks. And there would be a day that I would be too old, and my feet wouldn’t be sexy any more. Sure, that was decades away, but if I was going to turn this into a proper source of passive income, then I needed to think far ahead. I was even already trying to think of ways to automate the posting process, so that I could just let a computer take over once I had a few hundred—or a few thousand—photos. Maybe it could truly be a low-effort source of passive income.

I was averaging just over one hundred dollars per day. My follower count was growing by the day. 99% of the comments I was receiving were positive.

It was only two weeks later when my bank account had enough money in it to afford that camera and a used lens from the same store. “Great camera choice,” the man at the camera store said to me. “What kind of pictures do you plan on taking with it?”

I felt myself blushing as a smile crossed my face. It wasn’t a question I was expecting, but I wasn’t sure why. “Mountains and stuff,” I said.

“Are you sure this is the lens you want then?” he said. “This is more for closeups and portraits and stuff like that. Maybe you want to get a wide lens, like this prime fourteen millimetre lens from Rokinon.”

“No, that’s okay. I want to do all sorts of stuff,” I said, taking my new haul. “Thank you though.”

He looked at me strangely, probably wondering why I wanted a professional camera even though I didn’t even know what I wanted to shoot.

I was so excited about the new camera that I ended up spending the rest of the day taking pictures of my feet, and some pictures of my legs and bum. I put on all of my few outfits and did every pose I could think of, replacing all of my old photos with shots with my new, high-resolution camera.

The camera’s resolution was so high that I realized I needed to do a better job of shaving all of the tiny blonde hairs on the backs of my thighs and bum. I also had to learn how to colour grade photos. But it was a fun learning curve, playing around on my computer with all of my photos. It was also a great opportunity to spend some time with pictures of my feet and legs and bum, to see what looked good and what didn’t. I felt like I was learning a lot about my own body. I was definitely learning that my body was quite feminine.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if that was part of why Fiona left me. Maybe I wasn’t manly enough for her. Maybe she would have preferred a guy who couldn’t pass as a woman on the internet. Maybe that’s who she left me for: a guy with big, hairy feet, and strong, muscular legs. But that guy probably wasn’t on track to make an extra four grand in a month, with only a couple hours of extra work each day.

I posted a photo of my bare legs extended in a classic photo, lit evenly with my set of LED lights. The reception was amazing. At a dollar per image, I sold one hundred images in under an hour: another new record. “New background photo,” said one man. Another man sent me a private message of his computer screen, with my photo on his screen, and streaks of cum oozing down. He jerked himself off to my photo, and in a weird way it felt like a victory.

“Please get an OnlyFans,” another poster wrote. “I’d buy every picture you posted.”

It was a recurring comment that I was getting more and more with each passing day. And it was starting to feel more and more awkward, ignoring the comments.

“I’m sorry,” I wrote. “I don’t think I’m quite ready for that yet.”

He sent me a private message. “Send me a picture of yourself,” he wrote. “I’ll tell you if you’re ready or not. I bet you’re smoking hot and you don’t even realize it.”

I laughed and shook my head. I rolled my eyes as I replied to the flirtation. “You’re so cute. Thanks.”

“Seriously,” he replied. “Send a full body shot, with your face. I promise not to share it.”

“I think I’m too shy,” I wrote, trying to stay in my girly character, which was strangely easy and natural. “But you’re sweet.”

“I’ll tip you a hundred bucks,” he said. “And then I delete the photo right away. C’mon gorgeous, don’t be shy.”

I won’t lie: I thought about digging around on the internet for a picture of a random girl. I even did a tiny bit of searching before realizing it was too risky. It would have been too easy for him to reverse-search the photo and realize it wasn’t me. And it would involve Photoshopping my small birthmarks onto my legs.

I walked over to the mirror. It was hard to turn down a hundred bucks, especially because I was already eyeing up tripods and new lights and new lenses and tons of new outfits online. I needed a lot more money to get myself established and comfortable. One hundred bucks would have gone a long way.

I’d been meaning to buy a wig. I’d seen many pictures on that website of hair dangling down into the frame. It was one little thing that would sell me more as a woman. And I was pretty sure that I had a bunch of Fiona’s old makeup in a box in my storage locker, in the apartment building basement. I went down to look.

Sure enough, there was lots of old makeup, and there was even a couple outfits that she left behind: dresses that I bought for her that she only wore a few times. I picked up one piece of black lingerie from one of the boxes. “I forgot about this,” I said aloud to myself. I bought it for her for Valentine’s Day, and she looked amazing in it—but she never wore it again after that night. Also in the box was an old Halloween costume, with a pink bob wig; it was part of a go-go girl costume that Fiona wore one year to a Halloween party.

Also in the box was a pair of heels that she wore to a convention, and a pair of gladiator sandals that she begged for and then never wore after I got them for her for Christmas. She said that they weren’t comfortable, but I was sure now that they would be fine for a photoshoot. I took the whole box up to my apartment and started trying things on.

I put on my little yellow dress, and then I put on the gladiator sandals, strapping them all the way up my calves with the tiny leather straps. I got that wig snugged onto my head, and then I brought all of the old makeup into my bathroom, and that’s where I spent the next two hours: trying on various supplies, dolling myself up, and then washing my face so I could try again, until I felt like I actually had a look that seemed somewhat convincing.

My eyes looked huge surrounded by eyeliner. My lips looked plump and juicy with a touch of lip gloss. I had to pluck a few eyebrow hairs to get the shape of my eyebrows right, but with a bit of plucking, my face looked genuinely feminine. I felt strange staring at myself, like I was staring at completely different person, at a real woman, yet somehow I still looked like me.

“Whoa,” I said, leaning in to see how bright my eyes were. I never realized just how bright and captivating my eyes were before.

I stepped back and did a few poses in the mirror. My skin tingled. Maybe I could do an OnlyFans page if I was crafty enough. Maybe I could start a second source of passive income using this strange talent that I apparently had.

I set my camera up on top of my dresser and I snapped a full body shot. It was just too revealing for my comfort level. Maybe the guy wouldn’t be able to tell that I was really a man, but I could see that I was really me—so I needed to be more creative.

I put the camera down on the ground and I focussed it on my feet, which were stretched out towards it. You could see me in the photo, leaning back and looking into the lens, but I was out of focus and unrecognizable. But technically, it was a full body shot: you could see everything from my dress to my face to my pink hair.

I sent the man the photo. “You tease,” he said. “I’m only tipping half for this. But I can see that you’re beautiful—even though you’re out of focus.”

I caught myself blushing.

“Seriously,” he continued after seeing that I read his message. “You’re hot. I would pay five thousand dollars to spend one night with you. You don’t live near Sacramento, do you?”

I don’t know why I was blushing so much. The words shouldn’t have come across as complimentary. As a man, his flirtations should have come across as insults. But instead of feeling angry, I was smiling and biting down on my tongue like a teen girl talking to a cute boy in the school hallway.

He sent a fifty dollar tip, which still seemed worth the effort. “You’re so sweet,” I said. I was already navigating over to the camera store website to place an order for a tripod. Shots were going to be so much easier with a tripod.

The next day, I decided to post that same shot onto my profile, listed at $1.00. By the end of the day, I hit another new sales record. My audience grew and my picture made it onto the fourth page of the website’s search results: another new record. I deposited all of my account’s money into my bank and then I hit up the thrift store on my way home from work. For one hundred and fifty bucks, I got three pairs of shoes, five complete outfits (skirts, blouses, dresses, tank tops, and sweaters), and then I ordered a wig online after picking up my tripod from the camera store. I also grabbed another bigger LED light to be my key light; my other lights would become my fill light and my backlight.

My bedroom now looked like a studio, and I already had ideas on how to make it even better. I knew that the pictures would be better if I could make the room lighter, which meant painting the walls white. I needed to invest in some generic artwork for the walls and some knickknacks to put up on shelves, to make my bedroom background look more appealing. That night, I started looking into locations around the city that could serve as photoshoot locations. I had my eye on a cute boutique hotel room that would cost me $150.00 for a night, but I knew I could get tons of material there: easily enough for a week or two of posts. It seemed like a penny in the bucket, and a worthwhile penny at that, so I booked the room for the following night.

I packed a whole suitcase with my wigs, makeup, outfits, shoes, shaving stuff, moisturizers, and toiletries.


CHAPTER VI

It took three trips from my car to my room to load everything up, and then it took a good hour to set up all of my equipment: battery chargers, lighting, tripod, and so on. I turned that boutique hotel room into a legitimate photography studio.

Then it was time to do my makeup. There were many mirrors in that room, and where there weren’t mirrors, there were windows: reflections everywhere. I knew that my face would inevitably end up in the blurry background of at least one photo, so I had to make sure that I had all of my bases covered. I dolled myself for an hour, getting my eyeliner perfect, contouring my face just right, and making sure my new wig looked perfectly convincing and not at all like a wig. Then I spent a good amount of time picking out my first outfit for my long night of shooting.

I did a few standard shots, and then I started to mimic what the pro users were doing. I did shots in cute outfit after cute outfit. My personal favourite (especially with the yellow painted walls in the room) was my red gingham romper. I made a point of getting most of my body into my feet shots while I was in that romper. I did my best to pose sexy, curving my back and pouting at the camera like a bonafide model. I ended up turning myself on when I looked over at a mirror and saw myself bent flirtatiously over a bed, kicking back my feet with the camera behind me for a feet-and-bum shot. I could feel my shaft throbbing. I was getting hard and excited. I bit down on my lip and looked down. The new hardening bulge wasn’t going to help me with my photos; I knew it needed to be dealt with.

I looked to the television and turned it on. It had all of the classic hotel movie options. Normally, I would have skipped them to watch free television, but now that I had some expendable cash, I was curious. I flicked over to the adult section. I started looking through sexy posters of girls sucking cocks thicker than Coca Cola cans. Then I noticed a category: gay, bi, and transsexual. I paused for a moment before clicking on it curiously. I wasn’t gay or bi or transsexual, but I wanted to know how the trans girls looked compared to me. I was curious to see what they were doing to make themselves look convincingly feminine. I scrolled through a few posters until I found one with a truly hot girl, who was apparently biologically male. I stared at the poster for a moment. She had a similar brunette bob and glossy lips. The video was only two dollars to rent, so I rented it, and it suddenly started.

I found myself staring at her as she flirted with the film’s first male lead. He put his hands on her and started kissing her neck. I could see her Adam’s apple bulging slightly, but aside from that, she looked perfectly convincing. And some girls have Adam’s apples, so it wasn’t even something I could really judge her on. She had a black choker on—maybe that’s what I needed. Her breasts weren’t big at all. They were B-cups at best, and I could probably muster up some B-cups using some hormones—and then I could tell people in public that I just had a bit of a chip addiction; nobody would think that B-cups were true breasts unless they were inside of a dress or a bra. People would just assume I had man boobs—and I didn’t mind people thinking I had man boobs if I was secretly making big money on the side. It seemed like a small price to pay.

I shook my head, pushing away the strange thought. Why was I considering taking hormones? Why would altering my body even be a remote option? A chill crept through my body, then I looked back down at my big erection. It was harder than it had been in a long time—almost painfully hard, throbbing intensely. Why was I so horny? Was it the transgender pornography or the fun of being dolled up? Either way, it was concerning.

On the screen, a biological girl—fully naked—was bending the pretty trans girl over. She had a big dildo, which she slid down to the trans girl’s puckering asshole. I watched for a moment with intense curiosity. I bit down on the side of my tongue and took a deep breath as the girl pushed the toy into the trans porn star. She pushed it deep and began to plunge in and out. The trans chick moaned. Her cheeks turned a shade of dark red.

“Hold it,” the girl said. “I’ll be right back.”

Then the trans girl did something curious. Instead of using her hands to hold the toy (her hands were busy playing with her own breasts), she used the heels of her feet to hold the toy inside of her body. It gave me an idea.

I looked around and spotted a shoehorn in the closet. I zipped over and gave it a wash in the little sink before sitting down on the floor with my camera now off of its tripod. I faced the camera towards me, and then I spread my knees, showing my panties and erection off to the camera. The erection wasn’t important—I knew I could hide it with my hand. I pulled my panties to the side and then I went to push the shoehorn into my asshole.

I’d never penetrated myself before, so I had no idea what to expect. I figured there would be a bit of initial pain, but nothing unbearable. I knew the pain would be worth the clout online. I twisted and pushed, but the shoehorn wouldn’t go into me, even though it was blunt and shaped like an average sized cock.

I needed lubrication. I thought for a moment before deciding to use my own saliva. I spat on the shoehorn and then used my fingertips to spread the spit around, making the black phallic object glisten. Then I brought it back to my hole and began to push again. Still, it didn’t want to go in. “C’mon,” I said. I really wanted that picture. I knew it would perform well. I knew tons of men would pay as much as five bucks for it. I twisted and groaned. “Why won’t it go in?” I said aloud. Then I leaned back a little bit and tried again.

It suddenly penetrated me and went in three whole inches before I grabbed it and stopped myself. I gasped, feeling my insides stretching. “Fuck!” I said, waiting for the pain to set in. But there was no pain. Maybe the shoehorn wasn’t quite big enough to stretch me painfully.

My heart was pounding fast. I took a minute to catch my breath before looking down. I used my hand to press my ball sack down so I could see the shoehorn, half gone inside of my body. “Holy shit,” I said. Just like that, I’d taken my own anal virginity. And for what? For a picture? Was it really worth it? Was my innocence really worth money?

I tried pushing the shoehorn in a bit deeper. Then I suddenly hit something that made a warm shiver run through my body. I perked up and gasped again. It actually felt kind of interesting, so I pushed again, pressing that dull end against that same spot. I perked up again and felt my face turning red. I looked up at the screen and saw the biological female thrusting that dildo hard and fast into that trans girl’s asshole. It was a surprisingly calming sight, seeing just how much an asshole could take. Gently pushing in that shoehorn was nothing.

So I started to pump it slowly, pressing against the little spot that made me tingle. I let a small giggle slip, then I bit my lip. I knew that I was getting distracted, but now I was curious. I turned my gaze from the screen to the mirror. I could see everything, and I looked kind of hot. I stared into my own big, stunning eyes. Then that tingle grew stronger. A whimper escaped my lips. I started plunging harder and harder. Then I realized it would make for a good video for my page, as long as my feet were prominently featured. So I placed my feet down in front of my grounded camera. I focused manually on my feet, with myself blurry in the background, and then I pressed record. I leaned back. I hide my crotch using one hand and I pumped the dildo in and out using the other. I watched my little monitor carefully, making sure there were no ‘masculine slips’.

“Fuck,” I moaned as that tingling grew into a euphoria. It was a great feeling: so relaxing and pleasurable at the same time. I pumped harder and faster, biting down on my tongue.

My knees began to tremble. My head tilted back and another loud moan slipped out. I was pumping fast: sodomizing myself like I never thought that I would. That tingling consumed me and crept up to the tip of my cock. “Shit,” I squealed, and then I felt wetness gushing between my fingers. I looked down and saw that I was coming. My cock was pulsing out giant globs of white cream, and now that cream was streaming down my fingers, towards that shoehorn.

So I pulled the thing out from my ass and I leaned forward to stop the video. I took a few deep breaths, staring down at my crotch in a state of disbelief. Did I seriously just make myself cum by fucking myself in the ass?

After a shocked moment of complete silence, I got up and got myself cleaned up. My cock finally settled down and allowed me to finish my long night of shooting. I filled up two entire SD cards: thousands of pictures to skim through. I was tired but I stayed awake, on my laptop, going through all of the photos. I was so excited to go through the shots that I didn’t even change out of the last outfit that I’d been wearing, which was actually quite comfortable: a leopard print satin romper, and a pair of black thigh-high stockings. I even still had my wig and makeup on. I told myself that I was just being lazy, but really, I was enjoying the occasional glance over at the mirror; it was almost like a pretty girl was in the room with me, firing a flirtatious look over my way every so often.

I knew she wasn’t actually a pretty girl; I knew she was a biological male dressed up while acting as a catfish online—but I enjoyed the moments between the awkward dread and swirling confusion.

Then I told myself that I was just doing it for the money: because the money was good. I posted a slightly edited down version of my ass-plunging video, selling it for $2.00 to all interested buyers. And within an hour, I made nearly one hundred dollars.

And on top of the big money that was already streaming in, I now had about sixty polished photos (from the lot of thousands) that I could use over the coming weeks and months and years to keep the content flowing on my page.

Before I went to bed, my new video had found its way onto the first page of that website. I was getting sales unlike ever before. That boutique hotel rental had already paid itself off.


CHAPTER VII

I woke up to three hundred new followers and eight hundred sales across my whole platform. I wasn’t just matching my regular job now: I was blowing my regular job out of the water. I had momentum—and I had fans. I knew that my numbers would continue to grow with a little bit of effort, so I couldn’t slow down.

I called in sick for work. I spent the day promoting myself: creating accounts of various social media websites to push people towards my profile on that foot fetish website.

One of my fans quickly found my new Twitter page. He messaged me. “You would make so much money on OnlyFans. Why don’t you have a page?”

The comment made me pause. I had an awkward moment of nervous silence before typing that website into my browser. I’d never actually been on OnlyFans before. It wasn’t something I’d truly considered before. But what did I really have to lose? Maybe I could post a few careful photos and make a few extra bucks. If nothing else, I could send a few people from OnlyFans over to my page on the foot fetish website.

So I signed up for an account. I went through the whole process of verifying my age, and then I got the green light to start uploading content. I felt awkward. I wasn’t sure what to put up, so I started by putting up a few of my racier pictures and videos that I’d already posted on the foot website. I messaged that fan to let him know the page was up, and then I made it public on my new social media accounts. My number on OnlyFans started ticking up, from zero to ten before the end of the afternoon. I made a few sales and earned a few dollars.

But I knew I couldn’t get by on OnlyFans with just pictures and videos of my feet. I needed to provide the goods. I needed to do a face reveal, which meant getting myself all dolled up once again.

It was something I was getting pretty good at. I could do my makeup in just twenty minutes now. Even shaving my legs was turning into a quick process as I mastered all of the little techniques. I knew how to set my lights up for the most flattering look, and I’d been staying on top of keeping my room tidy because it was now also my studio.

I stared in the mirror at myself. I looked like a girl. I would convince total strangers, without a doubt. But I also looked like myself. I could see myself from every angle, inside of every feature of my face. What if a relative stumbled onto the account? What if a friend found it and shared it with my other friends? What if I posted a picture that became popular? Sure, I would make some extra money, but would I be able to sleep knowing it could be a matter of time before someone I knew saw it and recognized me? What if that very someone tipped off my fans?

It was a tense moment as I got ready to take a few pictures of myself on my bed. I took a deep breath, and then I turned my camera onto self-shooting mode. I leaned back, on my mattress, and started posing. I tried my best to look sexy, but I felt so vulnerable. Now I wasn’t just aiming that lens at my feet. Now I was shooting myself, with nothing to hide.

I didn’t have tits to flash or a pussy to show off, so as the shoot got more and more racy, I started showing off my ass more. I used my hand to hide my cock and balls while using the other hand to spread my butt cheeks. I felt strange, looking back at the camera, knowing that I was now in focus and not just a blurry face lingering in the background. But maybe this was the next step. Maybe this was the last thing I needed to feel like I could quite my tedious job engraving plaques and watches.

It took three hours to get that perfect shot, from setting up to getting the SD card into my laptop. It was more work than I’d ever put into a single outfit shoot: taking the same shot five hundred times until I got the angle absolutely perfect. But in the end, the shots were amazing. I looked sexy, feminine, convincing, and photogenic. The lighting was perfect. I spent another three hours touching up the shots: colour grading, editing out little cat hairs and flakes of dust from my outfit. Then, after a terrifying moment staring at my computer screen, I uploaded the shots onto my OnlyFans. I put a feet shot from the same photo set on my foot fetish profile, linking it over to my new OnlyFans. Then I waited for the numbers to come in.

I waited five long, tedious minutes before clicking on refresh. Then I stared in awe at the thirty dollars I’d already made on the foot website, and the forty dollars that came in suddenly on OnlyFans. “Holy shit,” I muttered. I waited another few minutes and then I refreshed again. Now I had dozens of comments, over one hundred likes, and another fifty dollars in sales between the two sites.

The numbers eventually slowed down, but not until the two sites had combined to earn me nearly three hundred dollars. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world. I felt like I stumbled onto the secret of life, but I had nobody I could share the news with. My future looked bright. I was going to be well off, and I wasn’t going to have to spend my life working.

I just couldn’t believe my luck. Everything seemed like it was going perfectly. I ended up spending the entire night on my new social media accounts, interacting with my fans, promoting myself, and finding myself being consumed by a community of other content creators, all of whom seemed perfectly happy to accept a newcomer like myself.

I sent an e-mail to my boss. “I won’t be coming in tomorrow. I’m afraid I have to quit. The job isn’t for me.”

I got a reply around 6:00 AM (I still hadn’t gone to sleep because I was so excited). “You useless piece of shit,” he wrote. “Thanks for wasting my time.” He was angry, but I didn’t care. I had something better. I had something that was going to make me a whole lot of money.

And then I went over to my new Instagram page, where I posted some censored teases with links to my OnlyFans. I noticed a new comment on one of the photos. My heart stopped as I read it. It was written by Fiona, my ex-girlfriend. “Stanley? Is that you?”

I sat in frozen terror for a long moment. How did she find the profile? Was it linked to my name or something? I suddenly began to look through my settings, and that’s where I saw a little box that was checked: ‘Let people with my phone number find my account.’

I was doomed. I quickly unchecked the box, but I had a feeling it was already too late—and not just with Fiona.


CHAPTER VIII

I could feel cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I instantly deleted her comment, before any of my fans read it and started wondering if I was a male named Stanley. I spent the next three hours carefully going through the settings on all of my different social media pages, making sure that I wasn’t being linked to anyone that I knew in real life. But I knew that the damage had been done. I knew that Fiona had seen my pictures: me dressed up like a girl, flirting with the camera. Maybe she’d even seen some of the comments: me flirting with men online.

My stomach groaned. Fiona had my parents’ phone numbers. She knew most of my friends. It was just a matter of time before she told one of her own friends about what she saw, and then everyone would find out.

I thought about deleting everything: all of my accounts on all the sites. I could start fresh, with new profiles on all the different sites. It would only be a matter of time before my old fans found my new pages, and then Fiona wouldn’t know what to search to find me… but there was a chance she would figure it out.

I had to accept it: the damage was done. I needed to confront her about it before she made my situation worse. I felt sick. I stood up and looked towards my bathroom, wondering if I was going to throw up. Then I paused.

No—I had to just ignore Fiona’s comment, which was already deleted. I had to just pretend like it never happened. Maybe she would think that she’d made some sort of mistake. I saw that I had a new comment on my Instagram page. My heart sunk into my stomach and I closed my eyes as I clicked on the notification.

“When are we getting a new picture? I just got paid at work,” said one of my fans.

I let out a deep sigh of relief, but the terror wasn’t over. I knew that Fiona was at her house right now, trying to wrap her head around what she saw—or what she was seeing. I unlinked my phone number from my account, but she probably still had the page open. She still knew my handle.

I crawled into my bed and tried closing my eyes, hoping I would open them and find myself back in reality. A part of me was convinced that I was just having a long, strange nightmare. Maybe Fiona never found my pages. Maybe I never got wrapped up in dressing up like a girl to pose for photos on the internet. Maybe I was just a normal guy applying for jobs at the mall. Maybe I never even went on a date with Fae, the amateur foot fetish model.

But it wasn’t a nightmare. I opened my eyes and I was still in my bedroom, still wearing lingerie, still under pink sheets and surrounded by inactive LED lights on stands.

I didn’t sleep that night as I waited for Fiona to message again. I looked through her Instagram profile and tried to track down any comments she made on other posts, terrified that she was telling other people about my secret. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I thought that I was going to pass out from the swirling nausea in my stomach.

Then sunlight started coming through my window. My phone began to ping as my fans began to hunger for new content. ‘Any new photos for me this morning?’ one man asked. ‘Hoping for a sexy pic before I head off to work,’ said another.

“I’m working on a good one!” I wrote back.  I ended up using one of the shots from the catalogue that was supposed to be for the future, when I wasn’t able to produce new content. I just didn’t have the stomach to set everything up, get myself dolled up, and pose for photos.

I made some sales, but nothing record breaking—nothing to get me onto the first page of any websites. At least it was something—something to keep the income coming and something to keep my momentum chugging along. But I knew that I couldn’t just phone it in every day. I knew that I needed to pick myself back up for a new shoot.

I just couldn’t bring myself to do the research. I needed ideas, but the only thing in my head was Fiona. She knew what I was doing. She was probably seeing every new post that I made, and every comment. I found myself being careful with what I was saying with my fans. I didn’t want Fiona thinking that I was a homosexual, even though I didn’t really have a good reason to care what she thought.

I thought about calling her, and telling her that it was just business. I thought about pleading with her, and I even considered sending her some money to keep her mouth shut. I had money now and I knew that she liked money. But I was terrified of reaching out to her, even just casually without mention of my little feminine scheme. There was a chance she dismissed my girly account and chalked it up to a case of mistaken identity; a sudden phone call would certainly set off alarm bells in her head. I had to leave her alone. I had to hope that she would forget about what she saw and keep her mouth shut around people that could destroy the whole operation.

It was a long week, constantly checking in on her various profiles. I had gone so long without thinking about her, and now I couldn’t go ten minutes without thinking about her. I was more nervous than ever at every moment of the day—even more nervous than when I stuck a shoehorn into my ass to get a video for a foot fetish website.

I needed something to take my mind off of the new stress. I needed a distraction. I was pacing around my apartment when I got a new message from one of my original fans.

“Your latest post—I think we live in the same city,” the man said.

My heart stuttered. I went back to my latest post: a shot of me next to my window. It was a cute shot, showing off my bum as I stood profile to the camera.

“That’s Victoria, right?” he wrote.

I bit down on my tongue before writing my reply. “It is!” I wrote. “Small world.”

“We should meet,” he said.

My heart fluttered again. “I’d love to,” I wrote before really thinking about it. “I’m just so busy right now.”

“Busy with what?” he asked.

I thought for a long moment. “Everything,” I said. “Photoshoots, networking stuff, and life in general. Plus my boss has me working every day this week.” None of my fans knew how much money I made, so I had them thinking that I still worked a crappy nine to five job—the pity helped rake in a few extra dollars.

“I’ll pay you,” he said. “We can spend an evening together.”

“That’s sweet,” I wrote. “But I really don’t know if I can get the work off.”

“Call in sick,” he said. He was persistent—almost annoyingly persistent, but it was kind of warming to think that he was this devoted to meeting with me.

“I only get so many sick days a year,” I said.

“Use one of them. It will be fun—I promise.”

Now I was trying to think of some excuse to brush him off without scaring him away. He was a good client. He bought all of my photos and always left a nice tip.

“A thousand dollars for an evening. Tonight. I’ll pay you in cash. And I hope you don’t think that I’m treating you like a prostitute. The cash can just be a tip, for all of the great work you do. I think you’re beautiful and I’d love to spend an evening with you.”

I felt sick. I knew I needed to turn him down, but I also wanted that thousand dollars. I could upgrade my equipment in a big way with a thousand dollars. I could get a fancy new lens for my camera. I could buy a whole month worth of lingerie for photoshoots—nice lingerie, not just crap that was made for a fraction of a penny in some Chinese sweatshop.

“I don’t know…” I wrote.

“Two thousand, and I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll even book the room. The Historian Hotel, downtown. I’ll send you the room number once I know it. We’ll meet at nine tonight.”

“I’m not promising sex,” I said.

“I’ll leave that up to you,” he said. “But you might struggle to resist me. The money is yours either way.”

Two grand was more than I had in my bank account. I had no idea what I would do with that kind of money. I couldn’t turn it down. I was already drifting over to the fancy lingerie sites to peruse the new releases. I wanted all of it—and I was going to get all of it, assuming the man was real.

I got myself dolled up to take a shot for the day. I went with a cute cat-eye look, wearing my classic leopard print romper and a pair of black swede boots that touched just above my knees. I took a few dozen shots before finding myself in front of the mirror, closely examining my face. I cleared my throat and started practising some lines. “How are you today?” I asked in my best girly voice. After forty minutes, I took out my computer to record myself. Then I started tweaking my tone.

Then, after another hour, I started watching YouTube videos on how to do a perfect girl voice. I did some more practise. My throat was starting to hurt from talking so much, so I took a short break, and then I started again. My voice was already naturally higher than the average male’s voice. I often had people mistake me for a girl over the phone, so it was an easy feat, making myself sound like a chick. It wasn’t exactly a skill I was proud of, but it was about to make me two grand, so I wasn’t mad about it.

Before I knew it, it was almost nine. I had to get going or I was going to be late for my two thousand dollar date. I stared at myself in the mirror for a long moment, even though I’d spent the better part of the day staring at myself in the mirror. Was I really going to try to fool a man—in person—that I was a woman? Was this horrible stress really worth an extra two thousand dollars?

I looked down at my red dress, which I’d recently bought but hadn’t had a chance to wear until that moment. It had a long slit down one side, almost showing off my matching red panties. It had a low cut top, which nearly showed off the padded bra I bought online.

“You’re insane,” I said to myself, and then I turned to the door to go and meet my date.


CHAPTER IX

He was already at the hotel waiting for me, with a bottle of wine already open. He poured the wine into the glass as soon as I stepped into the room. “I’m so glad you made it tonight,” he said with a surprisingly charming smile. I had been expecting a total creep: the kind of man who can’t get laid unless he pays thousands of dollars. But he was shockingly normal—and even a bit handsome. He had a stubble beard and thick, muscular arms. He was wearing an expensive suit, so I could only assume that he was rich (the room was also an expensive penthouse suite, which was probably costing him a thousand bucks for the night).

“You look beautiful,” he said to me.

I smiled. I still hadn’t opened my mouth. A part of me wanted to try to get through the whole night without saying a word, but I knew that was likely impossible.

“Don’t be shy,” he said. “We’re going to have fun. Here. Have some wine. It will help you relax.”

I took the glass from him. I caught a whiff of his cologne, which was like a combination of expensive scotch and cedar wood. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said. I still hadn’t said anything. I forced another smile and sipped from my drink. Now my silence was starting to feel awkward. I apparently had him fooled with my looks. I didn’t want to spoil it with my voice. I had no idea whether or not my voice would pass his boy-or-girl test.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

He walked over to the window and looked out. “When I saw that you were in Victoria, I knew that it was a sign. You might not believe me, but you’re the only girl I follow on that website—on any of those websites. Your profile came across me by incident.” He looked over at me with that warm smile. “It’s actually a long story—for another time. But I was just shocked by your beauty. Even when I just saw your feet—I’m not even a foot guy; though I do like a nice pair of feet.”

I took another big sip from my wine before trying to look around the room for a clock. Exactly how long was I expected to stay before I could have that money?

“You have a beauty about you—something special that I just can’t put my finger on. Did you bring your camera?”

“My camera?” I asked.

He laughed. “Your profile makes it seem like you bring your camera everywhere. I thought maybe you wanted to get a shot with me—for your page.” And that’s when I remembered seeing one of the top girls on the foot fetish site posting a picture of an erect cock between her pretty feet. It wasn’t a bad idea—that picture was on the front page for four straight days, and it probably made her a few thousand dollars. Maybe I could do something like that. Maybe I could get a quick shot that would make this night even more profitable.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I brought my own camera. Don’t worry, I won’t share these photos. Only with you—if you want them.” He leaned over and picked up a very expensive camera. I saw it when I was doing my research—the body alone was nine thousand dollars. I didn’t recognize the lens, but it was big and shiny and probably worth about the same as the camera body.

“That’s a nice camera,” I said.

“Is it? I know nothing about cameras,” he said. “It takes the occasional nice photo though.” He chuckled. Then he walked over to me. “You don’t mind if I take a few photos of you, do you? If it creeps you out, please tell me.”

It did creep me out, but I didn’t want to turn him down. Besides, if he wanted to send me the photos, then I wasn’t going to be mad. I’d never had someone else taking my photos. I was always stuck using a tripod and a timer. Maybe this was a good opportunity to get shots that I could never get before.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked softly, praying that my voice sounded girly enough.

“Why don’t you go to the bed. Bend over and look back at me.” He raised his camera up. I paused for a moment before walking over to the bed. The room was silent—I hated that silence.

I heard his camera snap a shot. “Look right into the lens,” he said. I didn’t realize I was signing myself up for a photoshoot. But it was his money and his time—I suppose he could do what he pleased. “Pull your dress up a little bit. Tease me.” He let a small laugh slip. I grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled up very carefully, making sure not to reveal too much, because I had stuff down there that I didn’t need him seeing.

“Beautiful,” he said, snapping a few more shots.

“Now get on the bed. Crawl on all fours for me,” he said. I followed his directions. He snapped a few dozen photos from every angle. He had me roll on my back and then onto my stomach, and then onto my side.

He asked me to show him some skin. I gently pulled up the skirt of my dress to show him everything but my crotch; I used my hand to keep my bulge covered. And that’s when I noticed a bulge in his own pants. It was big and stiff and pointing upwards. I paused, staring at it. It was big—too big for his frame. Was it a joke? Had he slipped something into his pants to try to freak me out? It must have been nearly a foot long.

He looked down and laughed. “I’m sorry about that. You just turn me on in a way that I’ve never been turned on. I can’t put my finger on it.”

I could feel my face turning white. “It’s okay,” I said. I cleared my throat. “It’s hot.” I forced a smile. I needed to stay in character. Online, I was a flirty slut. I didn’t want him thinking that I was actually a shy shut-in.

He stared at me for a long moment before lowering his camera. He walked forward and brushed my hair off of my face. I had the wig clipped on with nearly a dozen bobby pins, so I was confident that it wasn’t going to budge.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said.

His compliments should have been insults, but for some reason they made my lips curl into a smile. I felt my cheeks becoming warm. “You’re sweet,” I whispered.

He reached down and unzipped his fly. “You can do what you want with it,” he said. “No pressure.” He reached into that opening and fished out a thick appendage: a meaty, foot-long cock. I gasped as it throbbed. I could see a vein pulsing right down the base. It was too big to be true.

He aimed his camera at me and snapped a photo before I even looked up at his face. “Is that real?” I asked with a lump growing in my throat. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock in person before. I didn’t like the weird feelings that were now swirling inside of me. I was too in character. I needed to take a step back, but I couldn’t seem to gather my thoughts in a coherent way.

“It’s real. You can hold it,” he said.

I wanted that money, and I didn’t want to disappoint my highest paying customer. So I reached out, bit hard on my tongue, and wrapped my fingers around that impossible girth. I gasped again. “You like it,” he said with a grin in his voice. It was warm. I could feel it throbbing intensely. He aimed his camera and snapped a few more shots.

Then I looked up at him. “Can I rub it with my feet?” I asked.

He laughed. “I would love that.”

So I leaned back and clasped both of my feet around that thick slab of hard meat. “Take a photo,” I said. He snapped a few shots as I jerked up and down, pulling back his foreskin to reveal a tip that was too big to exist on a white man.

“That feels good,” he said.

“Keep taking photos,” I said. I wanted to make sure a great photo came out of the set. I wasn’t willing to take any chances.

“Want me to come on your feet?” he asked.

“Maybe,” I said.

“Why don’t you suck me?” he said. He pushed my feet off of his cock and then he climbed up on the bed, on top of me, before I had a chance to tell him that I didn’t want to suck his cock. Now the lump in my throat was huge—blocking my words from escaping my mouth. He dangled that massive cock over my face. I really didn’t want a cock in my mouth. I was straight. I liked women. But for some reason I just couldn’t look away from that thick piece of cock. It was so big and so impressive. Why couldn’t I look away? Had I let myself becoming my online persona? Was I turning into the girly slut that I pretended to be online?

He grabbed his shaft and aimed it down. “Open your mouth,” he said. I hated being pinned under him. I couldn’t even reach for my own crotch. I had no way of pulling down my dress, which felt like it was riding up. “It’s okay. You’ll like it,” he said.

I closed my eyes and parted my lips. Then I felt that warm tip pressing against my mouth, forcing it to open wider. I groaned and tried to turn my head away, but now his cock was stopping me, pushing into my mouth.

“Suck it, beautiful,” he said. I pressed my lips around the cock and began to suck. It was a weird feeling: hard and warm, in my mouth. I no longer felt like the straight man that I knew I was. I hated the weird feelings inside of me: especially the feeling that I liked the way the cock felt as it slid along the length of my tongue and pressed into the back of the throat. I liked that it was throbbing so hard—for me. It was like a weird compliment. And now that he was groaning with pleasure, I felt even better about it.

I began to bob my head to the best of my ability, stuck underneath him. I could feel him getting even harder, which seemed impossible. I was determined now to get him off: partly because I knew that I could bring the night to a swift end if I got him off, and partly because I wanted to know if I could do it: I wanted to know if I could make a man so horny that he came in a matter of minutes.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he said.

“Film me,” I said, muffled by his cock. He lifted up his camera and aimed it down at my face and started to film. I couldn’t believe I was asking a man to film me sucking his cock, but it seemed like a wasted opportunity not to have the footage to post online. I liked the feeling of that camera rolling. Maybe I kind of liked being a slut and an exhibitionist. Maybe I’d stumbled onto a little hidden passion.

“Don’t stop sucking,” he said with another deep groan.

I kept sucking. I bobbed hard and pressed my lips thin. That throbbing got harder and harder, and then I was just about to tell him how much I loved his cock when he groaned loud and came hard in my mouth. I gagged and used my tongue to block my throat. I tried to squirm but his cock was gagging me and pinning me in place. I could feel giant blasts of hot cum filling my mouth. He held that camera still the whole time.

He came so much that it started billowing out of my mouth, falling down my cheeks and ruining my makeup a bit. But it was okay—definitely worth the footage. That footage was going to make me more money than I’d made on any photo or video.

He finally stood up, letting me roll over to spit the giant load of cum out so I could take a breath of air.

“Fuck, that felt good,” he said.

I was still wiping cum off of my lips, and I could feel some trickling down my throat. I felt weird, like I’d been violated—like I’d violated myself. But at the same time, I felt strangely giddy, like I’d accomplished something.

I wanted to be upset with myself over what I’d done, but I couldn’t help but feel anything but a strange sense of pride. Sure, I knew I was going to make money with the footage he took, but there was something else: a strange sense of belonging, like I was finally being recognized. 

We spent the next three hours taking photos and chatting casually. We had a few more glasses of wine, and then he sent me on my way with the money: two thousand dollars to spend on whatever I wanted to spend it on.

And before I went to bed, I perused that foot fetish website, which I was spending less and less time on now that my OnlyFans was where all of my fans seemed to be congregating. I scrolled through a couple dozen pages of new posts, until I found a familiar username.

It was Fae’s account. She was still posting pictures, but her photos were getting fewer and fewer likes—probably because she wasn’t being creative enough to keep up the momentum. She had links to an OnlyFans page of her own, but she only had a couple of followers there. I felt a bit bad for her, but it’s not like she was making no money. She was probably still making some decent side income—but seeing her profiles did make me realize something: this wasn’t just something that anyone could do. It wasn’t even something that any girl could do.

I had a special skill. Maybe I was prettier than I realized, or maybe I was just better at marketing, or maybe it was something else.

I hadn’t just stumbled into some easy money. I was earning my money with a skill that I was working hard to perfect. I had a talent, and I couldn’t just write my talent off as luck. I was fortunate and blessed. I went to sleep with a smile on my face after posting the video that my date sent me. It was weird watching myself sucking a cock, but it was also kind of hot. I watched the video a few times, and I even jerked myself off while watching it (still wearing my cute dress).

I slept with a smile, but I woke up in a nervous panic. I still hadn’t figured things out with Fiona, and now she had probably seen that video—or at least the teaser that I put up for free. She was probably shocked, seeing her ex-boyfriend sucking a cock while dressed like a girl.

And maybe I was thinking about her because she was thinking about me. Maybe there was some strange energy connecting us, because as I sat up, my buzzer went off. I went to the intercom with a pounding heart. “Hello?” I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, even though it was nearly noon.

“Stanley? It’s Fiona. I think we need to talk,” she said.

A sickness trembled inside of me. I was terrified of what she had to say, or of what she’d already said to other people. I had a terrible feeling that my easy ride was now coming to an end.


CHAPTER X

It was surreal seeing her in my apartment. I was as tense as a board, looking around every few seconds to make sure all of my gear was put away. I only had a minute before she reached my door to stuff all of my camera gear and my outfits into my bedroom. All of my makeup (a lot of it was her makeup) was crammed into a bathroom drawer, but I had a feeling that there was still a hint of perfume in the air.

“What brings you over this way?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes and smiled. “It’s been a long time,” she said.

“Yeah. Sorry—I haven’t had a chance to tidy up yet today. It’s a bit of a mess.”

“It’s not a mess. It’s cleaner in here than it ever was when we were together,” she said with that soft smile that I’d almost forgotten. I hated that she was back in my life now. I spent so much time trying to push her out of my head.

“I have to get ready for work,” I said. “Did you want to talk about something?”

“Where are you working now?” she asked.

“The engraving shop at the mall,” I said, biting my tongue.

She smiled. “Why are you lying?”

“What do you mean?”

“I could always tell when you were lying,” she said. “Your face gets so red so quickly. You would be a terrible poker player. Where do you actually work?”

My heart sunk down into my stomach. “Did you come here to ask me where I’m working, Fiona?” I said.

She shook her head and looked down at her feet. “No. I was just in the area and I thought I would swing by. I wanted to make sure that you were—um—okay. Are you okay?”

I shrugged my shoulders after a moment of silence. “I’m fine, I think,” I said, biting hard on my tongue to stop my face from turning red. “How are you?”

“I’m okay. I’m recently single actually. Living alone again. I’ve been thinking about you a lot. We had a good thing back in the day. I’ve always regretted leaving you the way I did.”

I nodded my head. I wanted to tell her that it was alright, but it wasn’t alright: almost committed suicide because of her. “That it?” I said.

She stared into my eyes again. “Stanley, I came across something a bit worrying online. I don’t want to embarrass you, but I worry about you. I worry about your mental health.”

“What?” I said. Now I could feel my fingers shaking. Cold beads of sweat dripped down my back.

“I found pictures of you,” she said. “Dressed like a girl.”

I nearly fainted on the spot. If I was near that bridge now, I would have definitely jumped. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“C’mon, Stanley. You’re wearing my old clothes in some of the shots. And I recognize the apartment. What’s going on? Do you need help?” She asked with a gentleness that sounded genuine, but somehow it felt like a horrible insult.

“I’m fine, Fiona. I—I just think you’re mistaken.”

“You think?” she said with a small laugh. “Do you need me to pull the pictures up?” She pulled out her phone.

“No—don’t do that. What I do here is none of your business, okay?”

“I worry about you, Stanley. I left you, but I never stopped loving you. I think you need help. I want to get you help.”

“I don’t need help. I’m doing better than ever.”

“You need to see a therapist,” she said. “Come with me. I’ll take you to a place.”

“Fiona, no,” I said, stepping back. “You need to leave. Please just forget about all of this. Delete that stuff off of your phone and leave me alone. I’m really fine.”

“I don’t want to have to tell your family. I’d hate to have to do an intervention.”

My stomach turned and that faint sensation came back. “Why can’t you just leave me alone?” I asked.

“Because you’re disturbed, Stanley. I was worried about you after we broke up. I’ve been watching you on your social media accounts. I’ve talked to your friends. They say they don’t hear from you much anymore.”

“Because I don’t talk to them because I know that you still talk to them!” I said, getting defensive.

“Let’s start by getting rid of all my old stuff. Let’s get the women’s clothes and makeup out of here.” She marched over to my bedroom.

“Don’t. You can’t do that,” I said, but she opened the door anyway, revealing my room with my pink sheets and all of my outfits and camera equipment.

“My God,” she said.

“It’s none of your business, Fiona,” I said. “Just drop it and go.”

She shook her head. “I think I need to call your parents. We need to get you help.”

I closed the door of the bedroom and stepped in front of her so she couldn’t attempt to touch any of my things. “You need to leave and you need to get out of my life. You ruined the last two years of my life by running away with another man, and now you’re just trying to ruin me again. Just admit it: you’re upset because your boyfriend left you and I’m over here thriving without you.”

Her eyes became wide and her lips parted. No words came out.

“That’s what I thought,” I said. “I’m sorry you don’t agree with what I’m doing, but this is who I am now. I’m happy doing this. It might not be something I talk about with my friends or with my family members, but I’m doing well and I’m happy and I’m not hurting anyone, and that’s all that matters. Now you made the decisions that you made; you’re responsible for your own life. Don’t try to ruin mine because you don’t like it. I suppose I can’t stop you from telling people about this, and maybe you already have told people. Maybe I should give you some money so you’ll keep your mouth shut, but something tells me it wouldn’t even make a difference. So just go do whatever it is you’re going to do and I’ll figure out a way to live with the consequences. Maybe my parents will disown me. Maybe I’ll lose all of my friends. But at least I’ll still be here feeling happy about myself, and not feeling like anyone controls me.”

She stared at me with big, frightened eyes. Her ego was being shattered for the first time, maybe ever. “But this isn’t right, Stanley. You can’t just dress up like a girl unless you are a girl.”

“Why not? And maybe I am a girl—inside—if that makes any sense. I don’t know. Maybe that sounds stupid, but I don’t care how it sounds. I like doing what I’m doing and you aren’t going to stop me no matter how hard to try to destroy all of my relationships.”

She looked at the floor and then she turned away from me. She started walking towards the door. “Fine,” she said. “I’ll just drop it and I’ll forget all about this.” She walked to the door, and then she paused. She looked back at me. “This is why I left you, by the way.”

“What do you mean?”

“I wanted to be with a man, but you were always just so… feminine,” she said. “The way you talk and the way you walk and the way—the way you do everything; you’ve always acted like a girl. It was awkward for me. I loved you, but I didn’t want people thinking that I was with some transgender or something.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me that?” I asked.

“I suppose I didn’t want to offend you. There wasn’t another man. I was alone for eighteen months after we split. I met a guy and lived with him for a few months, but we just broke up. It didn’t work out. I guess it’s good that you’re happy, though I’m still going to keep an eye on you, to make sure you aren’t having a complete mental breakdown.” She smiled.

I laughed. “Well then don’t look at my OnlyFans post from last night.”

“I already did,” she said. She took a deep breath. “I have to admit that you looked pretty cute. Just be careful you don’t get hurt.”

She turned around and walked to my door.

“Fiona, wait,” I said.

She looked back at me.

“I loved you. Maybe I still love you in a way,” I said. “I almost killed myself after you left me.”

Her smile disappeared.

“But we weren’t meant to be together. I always knew it and was too afraid to admit it. It’s better this way. You’ll find a guy—I’m sure of it.”

“Thanks, Stanley,” she said with a little smile. Then she turned to leave.

She never did tell anyone about my secret, and I was fairly certain that she was the only person who knew about it.

My accounts continued to grow. I woke up the morning after Fiona left with a strange sense of freedom. I was no longer worried about censoring myself. I no longer felt like I needed to be too careful about what I was posting. I felt like a giant weight had been lifted from my shoulders. And on top of that, I felt inspired. I spent the rest of the week doing shoot after shoot, populating my profile with great material that helped to grow my audience and my bank account.

I was on track to becoming one of the top users.

And it wasn’t too long after my encounter with Fiona that I decided to go out as a girl: not just in an Uber to a hotel, but out during the day, around people. I wore that yellow dress that I loved so much and I turned a few heads. A week later, I decided to announce on my OnlyFans account that I was a transgender. I lost a few followers but gained a few more shortly after. My fans were mostly supportive, which was better than I was expecting.

As the weeks went by, I started going out more and more as a girl. I started thinking about coming out as trans in my real life—though I couldn’t help but wonder how many people already knew. Fiona’s comments made me think that people already thought that I was a girl trapped in a boy’s body (although my body wasn’t all that manly). A part of me was nervous, but another part of me was excited for the reactions I would get.

I wasn’t just ready yet, but I was getting there. For the time being, I was just happy to share my feminine persona online with my thousands of fans. And to think that it all started with a picture of my pretty feet.

THE END


SPICE IT UP

Chris has kept a secret from his wife for many years. He's even tried keeping it from himself, but it pops into his mind from time to time.

Then, one day, his wife, Lottie, comes home with Fifty Shades of Grey, an unusual book pick as she's never been very much into that sort of thing. Suddenly, their bedroom life goes from nearly non-existent to an almost daily affair. Lottie suddenly wants to try everything, including a role reversal, which Chris begrudgingly likes just a little bit too much.

Now Chris is worried his old secret is going to come out as Lottie begins to discover what really makes him tick in bed.


CHAPTER I

I can distinctly remember when my life stopped being ‘normal’. It was a warm summer day in 2005, a few weeks before the start of my junior year of high school.

I didn’t know that my life was normal—I never thought about it, to be honest. But after that quiet afternoon, it would be something that crossed my mind every day for the rest of my life. After that day, I found myself wishing I could go back in time and bask in that normalcy again—but sadly, I knew it was gone.

My morning was very normal: I woke up and poured a bowl of cereal before migrating over to the TV to watch a few shows. I had plans to meet up with a friend, so I was taking it easy. I’d been taking every day that summer easy. It was my last free summer. “Next summer,” my dad told me, “you’ll be getting a summer job. No more lazing around the house.” So I was trying to enjoy the end of my freedom. I was enjoying the sleeping in and I was enjoying the video games and the movies and the occasional outing with friends. Life was simple back then, and it was normal.

I was on my way to my room to get dressed for the day. I wanted to shower before going out, because it had been a few days since I’d bothered. I went to start the shower and then I saw that my bottle of shampoo was gone. That’s when I remembered that my sister had borrowed it because she ran out. I figured that it must have been swept up with her makeup supplies and taken to her room, so I went to look for it.

Still, the day was going very normally. It wasn’t the first time my sister had borrowed my shampoo and it wasn’t the first time I’d ever gone into her room to look for it.

It wasn’t on her dresser, with the rest of her makeup. But she’d recently cleaned up her room, so things were put away that normally weren’t put away. I figured she must have tucked it into her closet, where she kept her moisturizers and face creams. The bottle was small and white, just like her face wash, so maybe she made a mistake. I sifted through her closet, but couldn’t find that bottle of shampoo. Then I looked over at her nightstand. I walked over and pulled the drawer out, revealing a mess of pictures and knickknacks and old Pokemon cards. I moved it all aside, feeling little hope that I would find my shampoo, and that’s when I found her dildo.

I paused and gasped. I had no idea that my sister owned a dildo. And it wasn’t exactly a small dildo. It was a thick unit, and nearly ten inches long, bright pink in colour. What was she doing with that toy? Where did she buy it? What did she do with it?

I quickly closed the drawer, feeling awkward. My heart was pounding now. I suddenly felt the need to go through her room and put everything back exactly as it was before. I’d gone through her room many times before, but I’d never cared to reset everything. But I couldn’t let her know that I found that sex toy.

I had terrible images in my mind. I kept trying to push them out. Why the hell did she own that dildo!? I went back to her closet to reset all of the little dresses and skirts and blouses that I’d budged while looking for my shampoo.

Then I backed out of her room and went searching elsewhere. I eventually found my shampoo in my own room. Apparently I’d accidentally swept it up with my last towel, and it had fallen on the floor. I felt silly, but now I could only think about that pink sex toy.

I went to fire up the shower and then my friend sent me a text message. “Sorry, man, but I have to cancel. My dad wants me to help him dig these planters in the back yard.”

“No worries,” I replied. And now I had nothing to do. My day plan was ruined and I still had many hours ahead of me. I was home alone. My sister was out with friends at some music festival and my parents were both at work. I had nothing to do, and that boredom was dangerous.

I found myself back in my sister’s bedroom, carefully opening that nightstand drawer to look at that dildo again. I still couldn’t believe that my sister owned it. I couldn’t believe that she actually used it (I assumed that she used it based on the fact she owned it and kept it next to her bed). I tried not to think about her using it, but for some reason I found myself frighteningly intrigued with the thing.

My heart was pounding hard now: harder than it had ever pounded at the end of any exhausting gym class. I reached into the drawer and picked the dildo up, just to see what it felt like. It felt surprisingly like real skin. It was smooth and a bit squishy. I gave it a quick sniff, ready to revolt, but it actually smelled kind of nice, like perfume. My sister clearly kept it clean.

Also in the drawer was a small bottle of lubricant. What was that for? Was my sister lubricating the dildo before inserting it into herself? My heart shuddered again, but that curiosity continued to grow inside of me. I felt naughty holding that dildo, and that naughtiness was filling me with adrenaline. I kind of liked that tingly feeling; it was the complete opposite of boredom.

I’d seen a few porn movies before where girls took dildos and put them into men. I usually clicked away from those movies when I found them online, but I’d seen enough to know that the men seemed to like it. In school, our sex education teacher told us that a man’s G-spot is in his anus. And how could I not be intrigued? I loved masturbating, like any young man, so I’d obviously toyed with ideas of how to make it even better in my mind.

The thought of penetrating myself was obviously terrifying, but I knew that the curiosity that was now burning inside of me wasn’t going away any time soon, so I shimmied down my pants and pulled off my shirt. I climbed up onto my sister’s bed on all fours and then I took the dildo and squeezed a dab of lubricant onto the tip. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. My heart was pounding harder than ever before now. A part of me was worried that I was going to pass out and then my family would find me naked on my sister’s bed, with a big dildo in my hand. But I wanted to know if it was true: I wanted to know if there really was an amazing G-spot in my back door.

I brought the dildo around back and pressed it against my hole. I tried pushing it in, but it wouldn’t penetrate. I squirmed and groaned and pushed harder, but it just felt strange and wet. But I wasn’t ready to give up. I tried sitting up and aiming the toy directly up from the mattress. I sat down on it, using gravity to help push the toy into me. And that’s when I saw myself in my sister’s full-length mirror.

I looked like a girl in a porno, minus the tits and pussy and long hair. But my back was curved in a feminine way as I lined that toy up with my hole, and my thin frame looked more girly than ever, probably because I was sitting on a pink bed with pink walls all around me (and a pink cock going into my ass).

I suddenly had a curious idea, to make that mirror into my own porno movie. I loved watching solo girl clips online, so maybe I could do a bit of roleplaying, just to give myself some visual stimulation.

I sprung to my feet and went to my sister’s closet. I looked until I found the skimpiest little dress. But first I put on a bra and stuffed it with socks. I slipped on a red thong, to hold my cock against my body (so it would be out of sight) and then I put the dress on. Now I was standing in front of the mirror, trying to get into character. I put my hands on my hips and swayed from side to side, letting a little giggle out. That’s when I saw the heels on the ground. I put them on, making me taller than ever (almost as tall as my male classmates). I giggled again, but I wasn’t satisfied. I remembered the wig we had in the basement, from some old Halloween costume my mom wore. I went to retrieve it, to complete the look.

Then I found myself back in my sister’s room, back in front of that mirror. I was pleasantly surprised with how feminine I looked. I caught myself giggling again. My cheeks were turning red. I suddenly had the urge to try on another dress, to see how I would look in it. I got undressed quickly, and my hands were trembling as I pulled a new dress over my body. I was breathing deeply. Beads of sweat were beginning to form down my back. Maybe it was time to stop. Maybe I’d done enough indulging for the day.

Then I saw a cute red skirt hanging in my sister’s closet. I had to try it on. Then I had to try on her bodysuits, and then her short shorts. I was on the strangest dopamine high. My whole body was buzzing with excitement. I was putting on outfits quickly, unable to feel full satisfied, thinking that full satisfaction was just around the corner. And then I found the little piece of lacy lingerie hiding in the far back of my sister’s closet.

I gasped and covered my mouth. I took it out slowly, feeling that soft lace against my fingers. The outfit was so light, almost weightless. I pressed it against my chest and felt a warm tingle consuming my body. Then I bent over and started to put the tight number on my body.

That’s when something happened: I looked down and saw that I was erect. My erection was throbbing and pressing firmly against the tight fabric of that outfit. I squirmed awkwardly, feeling embarrassed, even though nobody was around to see. Then I noticed that pink dildo on the bed, and I was suddenly encouraged to pick up where I left off.

Clad in lingerie and heels and a long brown wig, I climbed on the bed. I aimed that dildo upright and gave it a new squirt of lubricant. Then I wiggled my bum until that dull pink tip was pressed firmly against my tight hole. I took a deep breath and then I sat down. The dildo quickly penetrated me. It was inside of me completely before I could clench to hold it back. I gasped loudly, clutching my sister’s pink bed sheets. “Oh my God,” I said, looking down at the base of the fake cock. I felt stuffed. I felt like my anus was being stretched wide open. I groaned and squirmed and then I looked up and saw myself in the mirror with my curved back and my flushed face. I looked cute. I looked like the type of girl I would watch while scrolling through porn videos.

And now I wanted to watch that girl ride that cock, so I started to bounce slowly. My face turned redder and redder. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually penetrated myself. I couldn’t believe that I was losing my anal virginity. Was I gay? Was this the first step towards realizing I was a full-blown homosexual?

I bounced faster and faster, taking that cock deep in my ass. I tilted my head back and moaned. My erection was rubbing inside of that tight lingerie: my tip mashing against that beautiful lace. It felt good: not just in my cock, but in my whole body. I couldn’t stop. I wanted that pleasure to continue, so I kept bouncing, faster and faster.

And I could feel it! I could feel that amazing stimulation, deep in my asshole: a growing tingle. It felt so good and it was feeling better and better with each bounce. I felt like I was coming, but that euphoria wasn’t ending. I could see why men liked getting pegged, but I could also see why so many men were so uncomfortable with the thought. It felt good, but it also felt weird and humiliating. It didn’t feel natural, even once the pleasure reached an amazing climax.

I screamed and reached down to grab my cock instinctually. That’s when I felt the warm wetness filling the lace around my crotch. I was coming, spilling warm ejaculate into my sister’s lingerie. “Oh God,” I moaned before falling forward and pushing that fake cock out from my anus. My body was trembling and surging with euphoria. And before that euphoria went away, I knew that my life would no longer be the same. I knew that my sexual fantasies would never be the same. But I didn’t know that it would be over a decade before my new fantasies ever seeped into my real life.


CHAPTER II

My wife, Lottie, wasn’t a terribly sexual woman, so I was surprised when she picked up a copy of Fifty Shades of Grey at the bookstore. I looked over at her and laughed. “You know that’s erotica, right?” I said. “I heard it was just erotic Twilight fan fiction, and then they made it into its own thing to turn a profit.”

“Everyone’s talking about it,” she said. Her cheeks were a curious shade of red. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw her look so shy about something.

“Read it if you want to read it, I don’t care,” I said with a chuckle. I’m just surprised—that’s all I’m saying.” I was actually a bit happy that my wife was interested in reading the book, even though I suspected she wouldn’t get far into the book before realizing that I was telling her the truth. But maybe it would put some kinky ideas in her head. Maybe we would have sex for the first time in a long time.

I knew that my wife wasn’t a very sexual woman before we got married. I knew that she liked her very occasional sex: a few times a year at most. I knew that it bugged her when I tried to convince her to put out, and she especially hated it when I begged. She didn’t seem to mind me watching porn in the bathroom after she went to bed, though it wasn’t something I was proud of. I had friends at work who claimed that they had sex nightly with their wives, but I suspected that they were all liars.

Once you’ve been with someone for over a year or two, the spark tends to fade. It’s not unnatural—I think it’s completely normal. At some point, you’ve explored your wife’s body. You know what she likes and you know what she doesn’t like, and you know how she is when she doesn’t want it and you know how it is when she does want it. There’s no sense into making it into a chore.

That being said, I wished we could have had sex at least twice each month—even once per month would have been okay. I didn’t mind slipping into the bathroom with my laptop—in fact, sometimes it was even better than the real thing. My wife rarely orgasmed, and sometimes she would just lay there looking uncomfortable. At least porn had all the screaming and moaning and convulsing and salivating. And honestly, I could make my fist tighter than my wife’s pussy. But the occasional sex was nice.

I couldn’t believe when she actually opened up the book that night in bed. I watched her curiously from my side of the bed as she thumbed through pages. “How is it?” I asked.

She looked at me with a narrowed look. “I’m one page in,” she said. “Why are you so obsessed?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m not obsessed. I’m just… curious.”

“Let me read in peace,” she said.

“Fine,” I said. “I’m not really tired. I might actually stay up for a bit.” I slipped out from the bed and looked at her as she continued reading.

I went to the living room and sat down in the corner with my laptop. After checking some e-mails, I navigated over to my favourite porn site to pick the video of the night. After scrolling through a few pages of options, I came upon a video that looked especially enticing, with a beautiful blonde with large breasts and a man who didn’t look too different from me.

I clicked on the video and then I took my laptop quietly down to our basement bathroom.

I suspected that Lottie knew that I masturbated to porn most nights, but I didn’t know for sure. It’s not like I said, ‘Hey sweetie, I’m heading to the basement to beat off now! See you later!’ It was more of an unspoken thing. She didn’t put out and I didn’t harass her about it. But I had to get that horniness out of my system somehow.

I loaded the video up and set the laptop up on the toilet. I sunk down my my knees and began to massage my flaccid cock. The video started playing. The beautiful blonde started down on her knees, sticking a dildo up her skirt. She moaned and squirmed and squeezed her beautiful breasts while she plunged that dildo in and out of her wet cunt. It was a nice video.

Then the man entered the scene. He walked up to the girl and started massaging her shoulders. I was erect by this point, stroking my stiff shaft. I took a deep breath and clutched the tip of my cock firmly, jerking it a little bit faster as the man fondled her breasts.

Then the woman stood up and said, “Wait. I want to try something different. Come with me.” The couple went into a bedroom. The door was closed for a second before it opened again. Now the girl had a strap-on tied around her hips, and the man was now dressed up like a startlingly convincing woman. I paused and my skin turned cold.

The man went down on all fours and the girl came up behind him with her big dildo. “Are you sure about this? Won’t it hurt?” the man said.

“Be a good girl and take it,” the blonde said with a cute smile.

I was frozen. I looked over at the bathroom door to make sure it was locked. I had no idea that it was a sissy video. I’d spent years avoiding videos like it, worried they would destroy my marriage. It was a fad I went through as a teenager, and it was something I worked very hard to rid myself of.

I could still remember how I looked in my sister’s clothes. I could still remember the feeling of her big dildo pressing into my body. Whenever I had the house to myself, I would sneak into my bedroom and I would put on her clothes. I would try on a dozen different outfits in a single night. If I knew I had lots of time to myself, I would even put on her makeup, making myself even more convincing. Then I would sit that dildo up and ride it until my cock spewed cum all over the insides of her clothes. Sometimes I would have to hide her soiled dresses in my bedroom, until I had enough free time to sneak them into the wash.

But by the time I turned eighteen, I began to worry about my sexuality. I was no longer watching regular porn between straight couples. Now I was watching transgender porn and pegging porn. I occasionally saw thumbnails for gay porn, and I would wonder how long it would be until I entertained the idea of watching gay porn.

I didn’t want to be gay. I didn’t want to allow my sexuality to become completely perverted by my sissy indulgences. So I forced myself to stop wearing my sister’s clothes. I retired that dildo—and I was relieved when my sister moved out and took that sex toy and all of her clothes with her. There were times I was tempted to go online to buy myself a dress or a pair of heels or a long dildo of my own—but I resisted those temptations and focussed on trying to be a normal adult male. And thankfully, I managed to remain normal enough to find a pretty woman who was willing to marry me. I couldn’t ruin all of that now.

So I quickly turned off the video, even though a dark part of me desperately wanted to watch the video. It had been a long time since I’d watched a video like it. I had always told myself that with enough time, sissy videos would no longer be arousing. But seeing that video in my basement bathroom, I realized that those temptations were just as strong as ever. I wanted to put the movie back on for a quick wank. But I knew where that indulgence led. I knew that it would turn into watching similar movies every night, and then I may end up where I was when I was eighteen, considering hiring a special prostitute that specialized in dolling up men before pegging them.

I knew my wife wouldn’t approve of me hiring a prostitute, and I had a feeling she wouldn’t have approved of me watching weird female domination porn videos, with men dressed up like women. Hell, I didn’t even know for sure if she was actually okay with me watching porn at all. Maybe she didn’t know that I was jerking off almost every night. Maybe she was oblivious and I was just fooling myself.

I curiously clicked on that sissy video again. I watched it for a few minutes with a pounding heart before noticing the similar videos in the box below the video. They were all new videos, with amazingly convincing sissies. I clicked on a couple of them, turning the volume completely off just in case my wife decided to put her ear against the door. I couldn’t believe how good some of the boys looked all dolled up. They had come a long way since I stopped watching similar videos when I was eighteen.

I looked down at my erection, which was rock hard. I wanted to squeeze it and tug it until I was coming all over the bathroom floor, but I resisted the urge. I couldn’t submit to my urges. I needed to cling onto my last shred of normalcy. But I couldn’t help but click on a few more videos.

I found one video where a man and a woman with a strap-on were double-penetrating a young sissy, who looked absolutely stunning. One real cock and one fake cock pressed deep into his asshole, stretching his rectum wide while he moaned and squirmed. And there were more videos just like it, making my heart race. The genre truly had come a long way in less than a decade.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. I slammed my laptop shut and jumped to my feet. My heart skipped a beat and I suddenly felt nauseous. Was I caught? Did she know that I was looking at taboo content on the Internet? “What is it?” I asked. “I—I’m going number two.”

“I need toilet paper. We’re out upstairs,” Lottie said.

“Can you wait?” I said.

“Just slip a roll through the door,” she said.

I quietly put my laptop into the vanity where she wouldn’t see it. But my cock was still rock hard and my clothes were in a pile in the corner.

“Uh, okay,” I said. I grabbed a roll and opened the door a crack—just enough to slip the roll out. She looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You okay?” she asked.

“Just a bit of an upset stomach,” I lied.

“Okay,” she said after a short pause. “Well thanks for the toilet paper.”

She closed the door and then I took a deep breath. She didn’t call me out, but she definitely knew that I was masturbating. On the bright side, there was no way she could know that I was looking at sissy pegging porn, unless she had some sort of app on her phone that told her what I was doing on my laptop.

I felt sick. I no longer felt right about masturbating, so I got dressed and snuck my computer out from that bathroom. I could try again later, maybe once she was asleep and I knew that I had free rein over the house. I probably should have waited to begin with.


CHAPTER III

It was a few days later when I went outside to do a bit of yard-work. I still had that strange guilt churning in my stomach: a guilt that hadn’t gone away since Lottie caught me in the basement bathroom. It wasn’t the first time she’d ‘caught’ me masturbating, but it was the first time that I’d been caught looking at content that I wasn’t supposed to be looking at.

And a strange part of me thought that she somehow knew what I’d been looking at. A strange part of me thought that she was silently judging me for watching that sissy content. Did my own wife think that I was gay? I kept reminding myself that it was impossible: I had the volume turned off and I had my browser set to ‘private browsing’. So there was no way she could know, but she kept looking at me with a curious look that I wasn’t used to seeing on her face.

The house was strangely quiet that afternoon. I cleaned up some old leaves that I’d been meaning to get around to for a few months. Then I trimmed some dead bits off of Lottie’s flowers before looking back at the house and wondering, ‘Why is it so quiet?’ I could see the TV screen through the window, and I could see the Netflix warning ‘Are you still watching?’ Why wasn’t Lottie pressing ‘Yes’? Why was she just letting the screen stay black? Did she fall asleep on the couch?

I put down my little snips and walked to the house. I opened the door and looked around. Lottie wasn’t on the couch watching TV. She wasn’t anywhere to be seen. Instead of calling for her, I decided to walk around. I didn’t want to yell out for her if she was taking a nap. So I walked over to the bedroom and carefully pushed the door open.

And that’s when I saw my wife with that Fifty Shades of Grey book in her hand. She was holding it up with her free hand pressed between her legs. Her face was flushed and her lips were parted. I watched for a moment. She hadn’t noticed me yet. Her hand was moving: pressing in and out from between her legs. Was she masturbating? Was she fingering her cunt while reading that erotic novel?

“Lottie?” I said.

She screamed and threw the book to the side. Her face suddenly turned a dark shade of red. I’d never seen her masturbating before. She told me that she’d never masturbated before, that she thought it was gross. “What are you doing?” she asked. “I thought you were outside.”

“I was, and now I’m inside,” I said, cracking a smile.

“I was just reading,” she said with wide eyes.

“Right. Just reading,” I said, still smirking.

“Seriously. I just—I had an itch on my thigh. I was scratching an itch.”

“That must have been quite the itch,” I said, and then I reminded myself to cool it. I didn’t want her reminding me that she’d caught me in the bathroom just a few nights before.

“So are you done in the yard then?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No. I, uh, think I’ll keep working out there.” I found myself backing out the room, suddenly feeling awkward and overwhelmed. I had never seen that side of my wife before. I didn’t know that she was capable of being ‘horny’. I couldn’t remember the last time that she looked like she wanted to have sex. And was this my opportunity to slip into the bedroom to have sex with her? Did the book put her into the right mood, or did she now want some alone time so she could continue pleasuring herself? Was I okay with her pleasuring herself?

My heart was racing and my head was spinning. I wasn’t sure how to process this new information. So I just went back outside and let her do her thing. I continued pruning the flowers and bushes, and then I tuned up the lawnmower and did a pass over the whole backyard. And the whole time, the house remained silent. Was she finishing up business? Or was it really just an itch the whole time?

I couldn’t get the image of her fingering herself out from my mind: her pretty, manicured fingers plunging in and out of her tight pussy. The thought made my skin tingle, and my cock hard. And I liked that I was getting aroused by the thought: it was a nice reminder that the sissy porn hadn’t yet turned me into a homosexual. I still liked women. I still loved my wife.

But the sight of her fingering herself was concerning. Was she capable of being aroused this whole time that we’d been married? Was I wrong about her not being a sexual creature? Was it possible that I just didn’t know how to properly turn her on? Maybe there was some sort of secret in that book. Maybe she wanted me to be more like some fantasy character in an erotic novel.

I snuck back into the house and poked my head back into the bedroom. She was still under the covers, but now both of her hands were on the book. Either she heard me coming and stopped touching herself, or she had sincerely been reading. She was more than halfway through the book already: reading faster than I’d ever seen her read before. “Good book?” I said.

She nodded her head. “It’s surprisingly not so bad,” she said.

I didn’t prod any further. Now I was planning to read that book once she was finished. I needed to figure out what was turning her on. I wanted to know how to make my wife want to stick her fingers into her cunt.

We had sex that night. When I slipped into bed, she rolled over and slipped up in front of me. She pressed her lips against mine and smiled.

“Really? Tonight?” I said. I had to stop for a moment to make sure it wasn’t my birthday.

“Why not?” she said before kissing me. She reached down under my sweatpants and grabbed my cock firmly with her hand. She began to stroke it, making me tense up. She hadn’t initiated sex since we first moved in together—and even then, I suspected she was doing it more as a chore than as something she actually wanted to do.

She shimmied up close to me once I was hard. She nestled herself onto my lap, and then she stuffed my cock into her wet pussy. For the first time in years, we didn’t need to use lubricant: she was already moist. I pushed my cock up into her as she put her hands on my shoulders. Then she rolled on top of me and sat up, looking down at me with my cock deep in her pussy. She giggled. “You hate being on top,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “No I don’t,” she said.

“What? Since when?” I said.

“You never want to do it,” she said.

“I ask you all the time to be on top,” I said.

She shook her head. “No you don’t.”

I stopped to think for a moment, sure that I would be able to remember an instance to prove her wrong. But I couldn’t think of any examples. Maybe she was right. Maybe I never asked her to be on top. But I liked it now. I liked the way her tight pussy lips felt around my shaft. I liked it when she started bouncing up and down, massaging my length with her beautiful pussy.

“It feels good,” I said.

She nodded her head with a smile. Then she bent forward and pressed her hands against my chest. I watched her for a minute while she bounced, and then I turned my head to the side to look in the mirror. And for the first time in a very, very long time, I found myself wishing that I could have been the one on top, with the shaft pushed deep into my body. I was jealous of her.

She bounced faster and faster and faster, and then her nails dug into my chest as she had her first orgasm in many years.

I stared into her eyes, shocked and confused. I felt guilty, as if I’d been failing her for years. I had myself convinced that she wasn’t capable of having a proper orgasm. I had been convinced that she was just not a sexual creature. And that whole time, I’d been wrong.

I groaned and clenched, and then I came. She gasped, taken by surprise. It usually took me much longer to reach an orgasm. It usually took me at least five or ten minutes just to get into the right headspace. But now we were finished in just a few minutes. She was staring into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. My cock kept blasting giant shots of cum deep into her pussy, and she flinched slightly each time.

Then she stood up on her knees and let the cum all fall out. Some landed on my abdomen and some landed on the tip of my cock before oozing down towards my pubic hair.

I stared at it and had a warm shiver consume my body. Lottie giggled as she stood up. “I, uh, am going to go get cleaned up.” Her face was dark red. She was flustered, as if we were two teenagers having sex for the first time.

“Okay,” I said, still staring at the cum that had fallen out from her cunt. I couldn’t help but imagine that the cum didn’t belong to me: that someone else had aimed their aroused erection at my crotch and coated me. I don’t know why the thought was so enticing, but I couldn’t get it out from my head.


CHAPTER IV

When Lottie returned home from work with her the next day, she had a bag with her. “What’s in the bag?” I asked. And then she scrunched it up towards her hand and shook her head quickly. “Nothing. Just—just girl stuff. You know.”

I would have believed her had her body not become completely tense when I asked. Now I was curious: what was in that bag? She took it up to the bedroom with her before she got ready to take her evening shower. I went upstairs to see what was in that bag, but now the bag was gone. I even poked my head into the bathroom as she started her shower. “Are you looking for something?” she asked.

“I thought I left my phone in here,” I said.

“There’s no phone here,” she said, and then she stepped into the shower, letting the steaming water glisten on her naked body. I smiled and nodded at her, and then I slipped out. She liked to take long showers, so I knew I had at least ten minutes to snoop around.

I wanted to find that plastic bag. Where did it go? Even if she unloaded the bag, she never brought the plastic bag down to the garbage. What was she hiding from me?

I started looking through drawers, opening them slowly so they wouldn’t make any noise. I suddenly felt like my teenaged self. I could vividly remember going through my sister’s drawers. And there were even times when I went into her room while she was showering, taking the opportunities I could get.

When I was a teenager, entire weeks would go by where my sister wouldn’t leave the house—but I couldn’t go entire weeks without getting my fix. So I would wait for her to get into the shower before sneaking into her room. I always had to work quickly, but quietly. Her bedroom was right next to the bathroom and the walls were thin—just like the house I now lived in with Lottie. I would always start by going to her nightstand to get her dildo. I would stuff it down my pants to hide it before zipping over to her closet to pick out two or three outfits.

I would snatch a few makeup supplies from her drawers and then I would retreat to my room where I kept that wig. Returning everything was always much trickier. I had to get that dildo back into that nightstand before she went to sleep (I assumed that was when she used it). So I would usually make a very risky move while she was either watching TV or ranting on the phone with her friends.

The risk always got my heart pounding: quietly running through her room to put the dildo back and all the dresses and makeup supplies. But it was all worth it. The adrenaline I got from raiding her bedroom every few nights made the masturbation sessions so much more rewarding. There were times that I nearly screamed out in pleasure when that dildo pushed into my ass. And I don’t think my cock had ever been harder: before or after. I never lasted long: a minute or two at best. Even if I didn’t touch my cock, it would still end up coming from the amazing anal stimulation.

But I always knew it was wrong. Once everything was returned and my heart rate had dropped back to normal, my stomach would fill up with a mixture of regret and guilt. Men aren’t supposed to wear their sisters’ clothes, and they aren’t supposed to play with their sisters’ dildos. But I couldn’t help myself. The temptation was so strong when I was young. I couldn’t resist it, even when my sister was home, and sometimes I couldn’t even wait for her to get into the shower. I could remember a few times I risked everything, running into her room while she was in the kitchen making lunch. I needed to get my fix, and I was determined.

And I put a ton of effort into making those urges go away. It helped when she moved out and took all of her clothes with her—and that dildo. I was never brave enough to use the little money I had to order my own clothes and dildo. I was terrified of my parents getting to the package on the doorstep before me, and I was terrified they would find it all in my room at some point. So I transitioned out of that stage of my life. I put that degeneracy behind me and focussed on being normal. That normalcy got me far. It was only a couple of years before I started dating cute girls, and it was only a few more years before I was married to a perfectly normal girl. We were happy and moderately successful. I rarely thought about getting dolled up anymore, even with Lottie’s clothes and makeup all around me. I’d managed to turn that old urge into a fading memory.

But now it was back. As I searched for that plastic bag, I paused as my fingers touched the soft fabrics of Lottie’s dresses. I stood silently for a moment before taking one down from the rack. It was a little white lace dress that Lottie wore to a summer party a couple of years before. It was tight to her body, and her skin showed through the small holes in the lace. It was a cute outfit, and now I found myself wondering if it would be cute on me.

It had been a long time since I’d put on a dress. I could still remember how cute I looked in the mirror (though I’d spent a lot of time convincing myself that I was delusional, and that I actually looked quite silly). I was a whole decade older now. Would I still look cute? Would the sight of myself all dolled up make me hard?

I put the dress back and fought away the urge to quickly try the dress on. I knew I had just enough time to get it on, look in the mirror, and then get it off again—but I didn’t want to lose my chance to look for that plastic bag. Lottie was hiding something from me and it was driving me crazy. So I continued my hunt, looking through drawers and closets.

Then I came upon her underwear drawer. I paused again, looking at her cute panties and thongs. I picked up one red pair and felt the softness between my fingers. I suddenly remembered what it felt like to wear a cute thong: I used to love the feeling of a thong pushing up into my butt crack. I loved how it squeezed my crotch and framed my ass. I would steal pairs of my sister’s panties and I would wear them underneath my clothes.

“Chris?” Lottie said.

I jumped and spun around. Why was she out of the shower? How long had I been standing there, looking through her panties? Did I lose track of time? “Huh?” I said.

“What are you doing with my panties?” she said, with only a towel wrapped around her wet body.

“Um, nothing,” I said. I quickly put the thong back into her drawer. “I was, uh, just looking for something.”

“Still looking for your phone?” she said. She was staring at me with narrowed, untrusting eyes. I knew that look well: it was the same look I got from my sister once my sister started noticing that things were being misplaced in her bedroom. After a few months of putting on her clothes, I started getting sloppy. I was so desperate to wear her outfits that I would run in and grab them so quickly that I wouldn’t take proper note of where they needed to be put back. And sometimes I was in such a rush to get her clothes and makeup and dildo back that I would just toss everything back into place. One time I even forgot to close her nightstand drawer.

“No, I found my phone,” I said. And her eyes continued to narrow, so I knew I needed to come clean. “I, uh—I saw that you had that bag, and I really want to know what was in it. Where did it go?” Coming clean was better than making her think that I was secretly putting on her panties while she showered.

“Why do you care so much?” she asked. Now her cheeks were turning red.

“I just want to know. Why are you keeping it a secret from me?” I asked. “You know I don’t like secrets.”

She took a deep breath and shook her head. Then she walked across the room to the closet. She opened up the door and dug in deep, pushing beyond her dresses. Before pulling anything out, she looked back at me. “Promise you won’t make fun of me?” she said.

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

“It’s not like this is something I want. It’s just—I saw the store and these were in the window, and… I don’t know. It’s embarrassing. Maybe it was stupid to buy them. It’s fine if you aren’t interested. To be honest, I’m not even really interested. It was just a weird impulse. Maybe that book is putting dumb ideas into my head.”

“Just show me, Lottie,” I said.

She sighed and then she pulled out that plastic bag. She reached a hand in and then pulled out two pairs of handcuffs, a blindfold, and what appeared to be a long plastic vibrator. “Please don’t make fun of me,” she said.

I wanted to laugh but I was frozen with shock. Did my wife stop at a sex shop on her way home from work? And if she wasn’t planning to show me, what the hell was she planning to do with the gear? I stuttered.

“Are you mad?” she asked with dark red cheeks.

“Mad?” I said. I cleared my throat. “No. I’m not mad. Why would I be mad? I mean—it’s… it’s not quite like you. But if you want to try it, that’s fine.”

“Really?” she said softly.

My heart skipped a beat. I shrugged my shoulders and cleared my throat again. “Sure, why not,” I said. “And if we don’t like it, we just won’t do it again. I mean—what’s the harm in trying, right?” I faked a laugh but I was nervous. I didn’t love the idea of trying out the weird BDSM gear. I didn’t want my wife to like it. I didn’t want her going further down this rabbit hole. I knew what it was like to get lost down a sexual rabbit hole; it’s hard to get out—impossible, even. I still couldn’t go a whole week without reliving some embarrassing moments from my teenaged years, putting on my sister’s clothes.

It was a few days after my eighteenth birthday when my sister caught me wearing one of her dresses. I also had her white stockings on my legs, and that wig on my head—and some eyeliner around my eyes. I tried to tell her that it was just for a joke I was doing on Twitter, but she didn’t believe me. She laughed and laughed and laughed, and then I started begging her not to tell our parents. “Please don’t,” I said. “Please don’t tell mom and dad. It’s just a joke—I swear!” It didn’t help that her panties weren’t doing a good job of holding down my erection, so I had to keep one hand pressed between my legs so that she wouldn’t see that I was aroused—though I suspect it was obvious.

That moment replayed in my head every few days for many years. It was replaying through my head now as I stared at my wife, with handcuffs dangling in both of her hands.

“Okay,” I said. “So what do we do? How do we start?”

“Well,” she said, looking down at her feet. “You tie me up and then blindfold me.”

She was still and silent for a minute, until I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Alright. Let’s do it then.”

She turned around and let the towel drop to the floor, exposing her whole naked body. She walked over to the bed and climbed up. Then she rolled onto her back and awkwardly spread her arms out, so her hands were touching the corner bed posts. I walked up next to her. My heart was pounding. I took the first pair of handcuffs and attached them to her left wrist. Then I attached the other side of the cuffs to the bed post. She gave it a gentle tug, to make sure she was properly restrained. “Is it too tight?” I asked.

“It could probably be tighter,” she said, looking into my eyes. The room was frighteningly silent. I hated how quiet it was.

“Maybe we need some music,” I said, pulling my phone out from my pocket. “What do you want to listen to?”

“Whatever,” she said.

“Anything come to mind? I need some guidance.”

“Just whatever, Chris,” she said. So I put on some country music, which made her laugh. “This is what you put on?” she said.

“What’s wrong with this?”

“It’s fine. Just do my other wrist.” I could see her chest fluttering as her heart slammed against her ribcage. She was nervous—worried about what I thought about her; and to be honest, I had no idea what I thought about her. I wasn’t sure how to process her new little interest. And was it an interest, or just a little experiment? Maybe I was thinking too much into it. Maybe I needed to calm down and play along, so she could get it out from her system.

I tied her other wrist to the other post. “Now blindfold me,” she said.

So I grabbed the blindfold and positioned it properly over her eyes. She giggled. “I can’t see anything,” she said.

“That’s the point,” I said.

“It’s weird. It’s like I want to pull it down, but I can’t.” She laughed nervously again.

“Yeah, that’s the idea, Lottie,” I said. “What now?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “Now just do whatever you want to me—I guess.” Her face was dark red. I had no idea what to do to her. So I started by walking up next to her and grabbing her breasts. She jumped a bit at first and then she relaxed as I began to fondle her chest.

“Like this?” I said.

“That’s nice,” she said. “But maybe try to do something you wouldn’t normally do. Surprise me.”

I looked around the room, not sure what she was expecting. Then I saw that vibrator that she bought. It was a long cylindrical toy with a rounded tip. I walked over and picked it up. I pressed the button on the back and then it started buzzing. It was a powerful buzz considering it made no noise (at least not that could be heard over the music). I walked it over to Lottie and then I gently pressed the vibrating tip against her left nipples. She gasped and her body jolted.

And then I laughed. “How’s that?” I said.

She bit her bottom lip and squirmed slightly. “It’s so sensitive,” she said. I brought it over to her other nipple and made her jump again. Then I saw her head roll to the side as she continued to squirm slightly. She liked it. Maybe this was something she was going to be into. And maybe it was something I could benefit from as well. I put the toy down and then I shimmied out from my clothes. Then I pressed the toy to her nipple again while I gently massaged my cock. “You really can’t see anything?” I asked.

“I just see black,” she said.

Once I was hard from watching her naked body squirming, I stepped up next to her head and used my hand to turn her face to the side. I used my fingertips to pry her mouth open, then I walked my cock through her lips. I was shocked when she actually closed her lips around my cock and began to tease my tip with her tongue.

Lottie never liked giving blowjobs. She always told me that she was never in the mood to give them—and in many years, that ‘mood’ only came around maybe three times, always on birthdays. Now she was sucking and seemingly liking it. So I pressed that vibrator harder against her nipple. Her knees rose up. I took a deep breath. I was terribly uncomfortable for some reason, but I was feeling a bit optimistic. Maybe our sex life would see a sort of resurgence thanks to that Fifty Shades of Grey book. Maybe we would end up having sex more than a few times each year.

I took the vibrator off of her breast and then reached it down between her legs. It was a bit of a stretch, but I was able to get the tip right on her clit. It was only a few seconds before she started moaning, muffled by my cock.

And then I looked over and saw her open panties drawer. I looked at her blindfolded face and then back at the drawer. “Just wait right there,” I said. Now my heart was pounding ferociously. I picked up that red thong and felt it between my fingers. What was I doing? Why wasn’t I stopping myself? Was I really sure that she was fully blindfolded? I bent over and stepped into the panties. I pulled them up my legs. A warm euphoria blasted through me and I trembled. “Oh fuck,” I whispered. I loved that feeling and it had been so long since I’d indulged.

“What’s going on?” Lottie said.

“Nothing,” I said. I went back to her with the vibrator in my hand. I pressed it against her clit again and she began to moan almost instantly. I rubbed it up and down, and then I even pushed it into her wet cunt. Then I used my free hand to begin fingering her. But my eyes were no longer on her; now, I was staring at myself in the mirror.

I looked hot: just like I remembered. My petite body was so cute in those panties, and I looked hot fingering my pretty wife: like a stunning couple of lesbians. I pushed my fingers deeper and deeper before dropping to my knees to eat Lottie out, like a proper lesbian.

She moaned louder. I kept that vibrator pressed against her clit while my tongue went in and out from her wet hole. She gushed a bout of warm fluid onto my face.

“Fuck, it feels so good,” she moaned. “I think I’m coming.” She had an orgasm, but she wasn’t finished.

I reached down and grabbed my cock, which was too hard to stay in my panties. I began to tug it, stroking it firmly. The euphoria was unbelievable. I squeezed tighter and groaned louder. “Oh God,” I moaned.

Her knees were up against her chest. I kept licking her and stroking myself. And then I could feel my own orgasm coming, so I stood up and walked up next to her. I aimed my cock down at her body and then I let out a loud sigh of relief as I unloaded all over her wobbly breasts and her flat tummy. She gasped, still squirming, still revelling in the final moments of her second orgasm. “Are you coming on me?” she said.

“Yeah,” I replied through clenched teeth. I made a real mess of her recently showered body. And the cum wouldn’t stop coming. Apparently I was fully loaded, with enough substance to fill a pint glass. I coated her completely before using my erection to spread the glistening goo all over her breasts.

“Take my blindfold off so I can see it,” she said with a moaning voice. So I reached out and took off her blindfold, two seconds before remembering that I was wearing her panties. She noticed the panties instantly. Her body froze and her eyes became wide, lips parted. “W—What are you wearing?” she asked.

I looked down, trying to think of a good excuse. Why did I forget I was wearing her panties? How did I manage to screw up so tremendously? “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t know why I put these on. I—I thought it would be funny.”

But it didn’t even sound right to me. She was shocked, but clearly not comfortable making fun of me after I just played along with her little sexual game. “Is that something you like?” she asked softly.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “It was just something stupid I did. I don’t know why I did it. Let’s just drop it.” I took the panties off quickly and tossed them into the laundry bin. “Just drop it.”

“Okay, Chris,” she said, looking away.

Now the room was very silent, even though there was country music playing.

“Do you think you could unlock these handcuffs?” she asked. Her voice was almost a whisper.

“Okay,” I said. I unlocked the cuffs and then I left the room, feeling horribly humiliated. I felt just like I felt when my sister caught me wearing one of her dresses. All of that same embarrassment was clenching at all of the bones in my body. I felt sick and stupid and I just wanted to get into a time machine so I could take it back. Why did I put those stupid panties on? Why did I allow myself to indulge in something so stupid? The tiny bit of pleasure was definitely not worth the humiliation that was now set out before me. Maybe Lottie would never forget. Maybe she would never look at me the same. And for what? So I could relive some dumb fad from my childhood?

I went down to the TV room and flicked on the TV. I started to mindlessly watch some gardening show, hoping I would forget about that embarrassing mistake if I could just stop thinking about it.


CHAPTER V

We didn’t talk much the next day. I still felt horribly embarrassed, and I was still hoping that she would just forget about the little blunder if I didn’t bring it up. But I could tell that it was on her mind—I could tell by the way that she just wouldn’t look me in the eye for longer than two seconds. And I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d done lifelong damage to our relationship, with that stupid red thong.

It was two days later when I saw her with that book in her hands again. She was still reading it, so she must have not been too disturbed by our little romp a few days before. I felt somewhat relieved, but still embarrassed—too embarrassed to bring the sex up. But I was starting to become paranoid. I found myself getting tense every time I saw her holding her phone, texting with friends. Was she telling her friends about what I did? I would try to peek over her shoulder subtly, without making her think that I had gone full paranoid mode.

“Looking for something?” she asked, looking back at me as she texted her friend about some soup recipe.

“Huh?” I said. “No. Just thought I saw a spider on your lap there, but it’s just the pattern on your pyjamas.”

She gave me a weird look as I walked away. Why was I so paranoid? Why did I think that my wife was going to rat me out to her friends?

It was just two more days later when I went to peek to see what she was doing, and she turned her phone away so I couldn’t catch a glimpse. “What are you doing?” she asked.

And now I was nervous. What was she hiding from me? We hadn’t had a real conversation since the unfortunate bedroom incident; we’d hardly even made proper eye contact. And maybe that book was putting ideas in her head. Maybe she was planning to leave me so she could enjoy the single life that the character in the book was living. What if that book was making my wife realize that she didn’t love me? What if it was giving her the idea that there was someone out there who could satisfy her sexual desires—and that person wasn’t me?

“What are you doing?” I asked.

I saw her slyly press a button before turning her phone to me, showing me her Twitter feed. “Just checking Twitter,” she said. I wanted to tell her that I knew she changed the page before showing me, but I didn’t want to make my situation any worse. I needed to relax and I needed to try to figure out what was happening without her realizing.

That night, she was reading the book again. “Are you almost done that thing?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I’m almost done the first one. There are sequels though,” she said, looking up at me for a brief second. Her cheeks were red—she must have been reading one of the book’s many sex scenes. She cleared her throat. “Maybe we can fool around again tonight,” she said.

I paused for a moment. It wasn’t at all what I was expecting, and the thought of getting intimate again scared me. I didn’t want to give her any reason to think of me in her red thong, and I had a feeling any sexual intimacy would pull her mind back to that awful moment. “O—Okay,” I said.

She was looking at me again. Her face was now a dark shade of red. “I bought some lingerie online. It came in the mail this afternoon,” she said.

I took a deep breath. “Really? What kind of lingerie?” Now I was beginning to squirm. She’d never owned lingerie before, and the last time I saw lingerie, it was on my body (and it belonged to my sister).

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. It probably won’t even look good on me. I haven’t tried it on yet.”

So we quietly ate dinner and then we quietly watched our usual television programs. She stretched her arms into the air and yawned. “I think I’m ready for bed. Meet me up there in a minute?” she said, rising to her feet.

“Sure, sounds good,” I said. And now my heart was pounding ferociously. I watched as she disappeared up the stairs, and then I sat in silence as I waited for full minute to tick by. Why was I so nervous? Wasn’t it a good thing that she still wanted to sleep with me? Wasn’t it a positive that she was still willing to put out, and still more often than I was used to? Maybe she didn’t really care about the panties. Maybe she didn’t think too much into the fact that I took off her blindfold and she saw me in her underpants.

I made my way up the stairs. My head was spinning slightly, and my stomach was gargling. I saw our bedroom door and I took a deep breath. Then I pushed it open. “All ready?” I asked.

She was standing naked in our bedroom, looking at me with those red cheeks. The lingerie was on the bed: a red lacy one-piece, which reminded me of the red lacy thong. It almost seemed like it was part of the same set. “Why aren’t you wearing it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It doesn’t quite fit me right,” she said. “It didn’t look great.”

“Try it on again. Let me be the judge of that,” I said, forcing a smile through my nerves.

She looked down at it. “I don’t know. It’s just not really my style. Let’s just have sex.”

I didn’t want to push it. I didn’t want her to think that I had some sort of lingerie obsession. So I walked up to her and kissed her on the lips for the first time since our last intimate meeting. We kissed for a minute and then I stripped down, so we were both naked. She reached down and grabbed my cock and started tugging on it, but I couldn’t make myself hard. I tried to focus hard, but I couldn’t stop thinking of that humiliating moment that I was caught wearing her panties.

I closed my eyes, trying to get into the moment, trying to release that anxiety that had been weighing on my shoulders for so many days. But that horrible feeling just wouldn’t go away, and my cock just wouldn’t get hard.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

“Nothing,” I said. “Why?”

“You’re soft,” she said.

“I know. It’s just—I think it’s because we’ve been having more sex than usual. I’m just not used to it, I guess.” I faked a little laugh. Then we got onto the bed. I got on top of her and began to kiss her body. I grabbed her breasts with both of my hands and squeezed. She let a slight moan slip. Then I pressed my flaccid cock against her damp pussy and began to rub, hoping it would make me hard. But I just wasn’t getting hard. I closed my eyes again. I knew a trick to making myself hard, but I didn’t want to cave. I knew I just had to imagine myself in a cute pair of panties, and I would be hard in seconds—but I couldn’t allow that programming to take over my brain.

So I bit down hard on my tongue. I looked over and saw the lingerie sitting on the bed. “What is it?” she said.

“Nothing. I’m just—I have work on my mind, I guess,” I lied.

She looked over at the lingerie and then she looked back at me. There was a long silence, and then she said, “Do you want to try it on?”

My heart skipped a beat and a nausea quickly filled my gut. “What?” I said. I could feel my bottom jaw quivering.

“Just try it on. Why not?”

“I—I don’t want to do that,” I said.

“Okay,” she said.

“No—why would you suggest that? Do you think I’m some sort of cross dresser or something?” I asked, sitting up, feeling suddenly vulnerable as I looked down at her naked body.

“No, I didn’t say that,” she said. “Chris, calm down. It was just an idea.” She had wide, worried eyes.

“But why would you suggest it? Where did it come from?” I asked. Now my heart was pounding violently into my ribcage.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just—the other day, when you put on my panties. You were really hard and you got off really quickly. You seemed to like it. I just thought that maybe you liked that. I don’t know—it was just an idea, Chris. It wasn’t supposed to get you all worked up.”

I lowered myself back down. I just wanted to pretend like everything was normal. I wanted her to get this idea out of her head. But then she spoke again. “You can put it on. I don’t care one way or the other. Maybe it would be fun—like roleplaying. I can pretend like you’re my secret lesbian lover.” She had a grin on her face. That embarrassment quickly filled me up again.

“I don’t want to wear it!” I said. And her smile quickly disappeared.

And then I paused. The idea was slightly tempting. I did like the little piece of lingerie. I was sure it would have looked good on me, and it would have felt good against my skin. Maybe putting it on for a minute or two wouldn’t be such a bad idea. Maybe it could just be fun roleplaying, as she put it.

“If I put the thing on, will you drop this from now on?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said. “Like I said, Chris. I don’t care either way.”

So I stood up and grabbed the piece of lingerie and I assessed how to climb into it. It was a familiar cut: not so different from the piece of lingerie I often stole from my sister’s closet. I stepped into it carefully and pulled it gently up my body. The fit was perfect: snug around all of my curves. I could feel my blood getting hotter. I took a series of deep breaths and then I looked over at my wife. “Happy?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I think you look fine,” she said.

So I walked back over to her and I climbed back on top of her. She put her hands on my sides and gently stroked up and down. She smiled and then she giggled. “It fits you nicely,” she said.

“I guess so,” I said. “If that’s what you’re into.”

She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down. Then she started to explore my body with her hands as we kissed, running her gentle fingers over my lacy curves. I could feel that lace tightening around my cock. Was I getting hard? My tip pleasantly mashed against the crotch of the outfit. I tried not to moan, but it felt nice.

She put her hands on my bum and squeezed. “I love your girly bum,” she whispered into my ear. The comment made me freeze. My skin became cold, but I forced myself out from my paralysis. I didn’t want to ruin the moment and I didn’t want her thinking that I was too self-conscious in the outfit.

She reached down and slipped her fingers over my throbbing erection. “Oh, you sure are big down there, for a girl,” she said, and then she giggled. She fondled and squeezed, making jolts of pleasure surge through my body. I let out a soft sigh. Why did it feel so good? Why did that lingerie get me so aroused? I made a point of avoiding women’s clothing for so many years—was it all for nothing?

She pulled the bottom of my lingerie aside, making my erection spring out. She gasped and grabbed onto it. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s so hard.” She squeezed it firmly and gently began to tug on it.

It felt good. It felt even better when she sunk down and pressed her face between my thighs and started to lick the length of my erection as if it was a pussy. She held my thighs with both hands and moved her head as if she was eating me out. And I couldn’t help but turn my head to look at myself in the mirror. I really did look good in that lingerie.

But I knew I was going to end up regretting this moment. I knew that once this little romp was over, it would be right back to not being able to look into Lottie’s eyes. I didn’t want that—but it was so hard not to cave to the pleasure. It felt so good. Her tongue was flicking up and down in the most amazing way. How did she even know how to lick like that? Did she have some lesbian phase in college that I didn’t know about?

“Stop,” I said. I was worried she was about to make me come before I could even give her any pleasure.

She looked up at me with bright, smiling eyes. “Now you eat me out,” she said. So we awkwardly traded places. I pressed my face between her thighs and began to lick the length of her slit. It was rare that she let me eat her out—and it was possibly the first time she’d ever asked for it. And it was definitely the first time she’d ever gotten off to me eating her out. It was only thirty seconds of licking before she was moaning and letting a small amount of warm juice slip out from her pussy.

I couldn’t believe it. Was she actually attracted to me when I was wearing lingerie? Did she secretly have a bit of a lesbian fetish? Was she a bisexual? I wanted to ask her so many questions, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment, so I just kept licking. I pressed my tongue into her warm cunt and she shivered all over with a soft moan.

“Oh God, just fuck me,” she said in an elated voice. I crawled on top of her and then I easily slipped my cock into her soaking-wet pussy. Fluid gushed out in every direction as I started pumping. Her head was turned to the side; she was watching the mirror: watching herself getting pumped by her lingerie-clad husband. I wanted to look too, but I resisted the urge. Her hands slid up and down my lacy sides. She moaned and clenched and then her body trembled. Was she enjoying this more than usual because of the lingerie? Or was she just enjoying it more because I was harder than ever before and brimming with sexual energy that I just couldn’t contain.

I was pounding her harder than ever before, sinking my fingertips into her soft skin as I pinned her down to the bed. I watched as her face turned red and her head rolled from side to side. And she kept feeling the lingerie on my body. Did she buy it for me? Was it never for her at all?

I closed my eyes as a euphoric surge pulsed through my body. I groaned and tried to clench back my orgasm, but it was too late. I was filling my wife with my enormous load. I only lasted a couple of minutes, almost a new record.

Lottie was out of breath with a smile on her face. I waited until I had the energy to stand up, and then the first thing I did was take off the lingerie. I couldn’t let her think that I wanted it on my body. I couldn’t let her begin to question my sexuality.

“That was fun,” she said.

I nodded my head. “It felt good. Not sure about the outfit though—it was kind of itchy. But I’m glad you liked it.” I faked a little smile as my heart fizzled down into the pit of my stomach.

I figured that would be the end of it. I assumed Lottie would be happy with the little experiment and then move onto the next thing. She was almost finished that book, and within a few weeks, she would be finished the whole series, and then hopefully life would return to normal.

I was wrong.


CHAPTER VI

I was late coming home from work the next day. And honestly, I was late on purpose, knowing Lottie had the day off of work. I was afraid of being stuck in a room with her while we both remembered that romp with me in her lingerie. I was just buying myself a bit of time to come up with an excuse as to why I went along with it. But after a long day at work, the only excuse I could think of was, ‘I thought it would be funny’. That’s what I planned on telling her as soon as I got home, but then I saw her and my plan fell apart. I very suddenly realized that playing it off as a joke wouldn’t be believed. I had to just make her think that I was no longer thinking about it, that it was just some silly thing that happened and now I was over it.

She yawned before saying hello. “You’re home late,” she said.

“Sorry. I got stuck at the office,” I said.

“Did you eat dinner? I ate an hour ago.” She was looking into my eyes, making me feel strangely vulnerable. I couldn’t help but think that she was thinking about our lingerie-clad romp.

“Um, no, I’ll just grab something out from the fridge. Sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine.” She checked the time on her phone. “I might head up to bed. I had a pretty long day out in the garden.”

I forced a smile. “Okay,” I said. I grabbed a plate of food from the fridge and I heated it up. The house was uncomfortably silent. Was Lottie actually tired, or was she just uncomfortable being around me? Was she going to bed early for the same reason that I stayed at work late?

I took a shower after eating and then I found myself pacing around, not sure what to do. I thought about watching television, but I didn’t want to watch any of our shows without Lottie. I thought about tackling an overdue project in the garage, but the sun was dropping below the horizon and I didn’t want the neighbours to think that I was crazy, firing up the power tools so late at night.

So I went up to bed. I opened the door and was surprised to see that Lottie was still awake. She had that book in her hands. She looked up at me with a smile.

“What are you still doing up?” I asked as a cool chill crept down my spine.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m just reading, and waiting for you,” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

Then her eyes looked down towards her feet. At the bottom of the bed was a little satin night slip, long white stockings, and a pair of pink panties. “I found this cute wig at the store. It’s in the bathroom,” she said.

I could feel my blood beginning to boil. My stomach groaned and my legs began to wobble as that familiar nausea returned. “Why?” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “Just put it on—and shave your legs. Meet me back in here in ten minutes.”

“Lottie…” I said.

She interrupted me. “Just do it, Chris. Oh, and I think I’m going to call you Trixie. I like that name, don’t you?”

I was frozen with terror and confusion. Why was she doing this? Why was she allowing me to go down this rabbit hole? Did she think it was funny? Was she oblivious to the fact that she was feeding into a legitimate addiction? I squirmed and groaned and then I turned around with the pile of clothes in my hands.

The next ten minutes ticked by in super slow motion. I felt so stupid getting naked in the bathroom. I felt even stupider running the bath so I could shave my legs. I looked down at my first clean-shaven leg and bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. It didn’t occur to me until that moment that I wouldn’t be able to wear shorts again, until the hair grew back. It was too late to turn back now.

I’d always wanted to shave my legs. When I was a teenager, I found myself with my sister’s razor in my hands many times, but I never had the courage to go through with it, knowing I would end up being mocked ruthlessly in the changing room. But now, there was only my wife to mock me. I no longer had to worry about gym class. I could go out wearing pants for a couple of weeks and my life would be no different.

But why was Lottie doing this? Where did she get the name Trixie? Was that in her book, or just pulled from the back of her mind?

I finished shaving my other leg, then I slipped into the little satin slip and I pulled up the stockings. The soft cotton of the stockings felt nice against my smooth legs. I took a moment to feel my own soft skin before getting the wig fastened on my head. I turned to the mirror.

I looked cute. I leaned close and stared at my own face, which somehow seemed more feminine, even though I’d done nothing to alter it. And that’s when I noticed Lottie had left some makeup supplies out on the counter. It was something she often did—leaving them out when we had no plans of having guests over. I saw her little tube of eyeliner, and I couldn’t help myself. I picked it up and drew thick lines around my eyes. Then I decided to put on a bit of lip gloss as well, and some eyeshadow, trying to mimic a style I loved to do when I was a teenager.

The look came together quickly. I apparently hadn’t forgotten any of my makeup skills. I caught myself smiling in the mirror as a pulse of warm energy filled my chest. I forced that smile off of my face. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t like what Lottie was doing to me, even though she likely had absolutely no idea what she was doing. How was I ever going to have normal sex again after this? How would I ever get hard knowing that I could look so cute in her lingerie?

“Trixie? Are you almost ready?” Lottie called out from the bedroom.

I took a deep breath. “Just get it over with,” I whispered to myself. I knew that I had the ability to stave off this addiction. I didn’t have to let it get out of hand. I could just fool around this one night and then explain to Lottie that I no longer wanted to dress up anymore. She would understand, especially because it seemed like she was under the impression she was doing it for me.

I walked into the bedroom. She was standing next to the bed, in the piece of lingerie that I wore the night before. It looked good on her, hugging her body the same way it hugged mine. So was she lying about it not fitting? Was it all just a ploy to get me to wear the outfit?

I took a step into the room, and then I noticed the handcuffs. “That again?” I asked. I had no idea she liked the cuffs enough to use them again.

She nodded her head with a smile. “You look cute. I love the eyeliner,” she said.

I tried to stop myself from blushing. I bit my tongue and forced a smile. She walked towards me and put her hands on my shoulders. Then she leaned in and kissed me on the lips. It was a dominant kiss. It felt different than what I was used to. Even the way her hands explored my body, she was holding me firmly, making me feel strangely weak. I put my hands on her, and somehow I just felt dainty.

“You’re a good kisser, Trixie,” she said, getting deeper into the role play. And now I was really starting to worry that my wife was secretly a lesbian. Maybe that’s why she was always so deterred by the idea of sex. Maybe she masturbated more than I knew, and maybe she would only touch herself with feminine images in her mind. Maybe she even thought about girls when we were having sex.

“Thanks,” I said softly.

She tilted my head back and started kissing my neck. Again, I felt like I was being dominated. I felt like she was taking control, as if she was the boy and I was the girl.

We fell down on the bed and rolled around a little bit. Her hands explored my body, pushing up my satin slip. She rolled on top of me and reached down between my thighs to feel my throbbing erection. Then she gasped. “You’re so hard,” she said.

Now I was blushing. It usually took me more than a few minutes to get hard, but the feeling of that slip on my body and the gloss on my lips—I just couldn’t help it! She giggled and then she took my wrists and stretched out my arms. She began to kiss my lips again, and then I felt something tighten around my wrists. I looked up. “What are you doing?” I asked. My voice was hardly a whimper. I could feel that my face was hot and dark red.

She giggled again, closing the other cuff around my other wrist. “I think you’ll like it,” she said. I tried to pull my hands down, but they were trapped. She kept giggling as she reached over and picked up the blindfold. She brought it down to my face. “Lottie, I don’t know about this,” I said.

“Look to your left,” she said. So I looked over to my left and saw something new: a long purple dildo, attached to a sort of harness of black straps.

“W—What’s that?” I asked.

She giggled and then she pulled the blindfold over my eyes. “We’re going to try something new. Just try to relax.” I was truly blind. It didn’t help that the room was already dimly lit—not even a sliver of light seeping in from under the blindfold.

“Lottie—I don’t know about this,” I said.

“Trixie, relax. It’s out of your control now.”

The room became silent. I heard her move from one end of the room to the other, then there was another long silence. Then I heard a familiar squishing sound: the squirting of lubricant. A chill consumed my scantily clad body. I bit my tongue again. Then the end of the mattress pressed down and she started crawling towards me. She grabbed underneath my thighs and lifted my legs apart, making me jump. “Oh God,” I moaned.

She giggled. Then I felt something slide up next to my erection. Why was I still so erect? Why was I still so aroused? I didn’t want my wife to see me so humiliated—and I definitely didn’t want my wife to be the reason for my humiliation. This was a sight she would never forget, and it was one that I could only imagine, seeing as I was blind.

“It feels big,” I said as she rubbed that big strap-on dildo against my cock.

“It is big,” she said. She slowly slid it down until the tip was pressed against my bum. Then she used one of her hands to pry my ass cheeks apart, making me jump again with a little gasp.

“Don’t worry. It shouldn’t hurt. I read all about it this afternoon,” she said. I knew it wasn’t going to hurt; I’d penetrated myself many times, but not since I was a teenager. I used to love it. It used to be the only thing I would think about after I woke up, until I successfully satisfied myself for the day. And now I was going to be reminded of that pleasure, and I would have to struggle with it all over again.

She gently rubbed the length of my legs, trying to make me relax. “Take a deep breath,” she said. “Relax your muscles.”

I followed her command and successfully made my body relax for a moment, and that moment was all she needed to penetrate me. I gasped, feeling that thick cock sliding into my body. I heard her gasp, possibly surprised that the penetration worked. I could feel my asshole stretching out for the first time in a decade. “Oh God,” I groaned again, rolling my head to the side.

“How does it feel?” she asked as she slowly pushed that cock into my body.

I didn’t want to tell her that I liked it. I didn’t want to tell her that it was bringing back some of the most euphoric memories of my life. So I just bit down on my tongue and groaned.

She wasn’t very gentle. She pushed in deep and then quickly started to pump. She was a bit inconsistent at first as she figured out the movements. Her fingernails dug into the skin on my thighs as she held my legs apart, and she occasionally had to let go of my right leg to stabilize the cock that she was pushing into my fuck hole.

“Shit,” I groaned. It felt good, but I was terrified of letting my soft moans turn into full-blown euphoric screaming. I tried to hold back, but the more I held back, the more I wanted to scream. I wanted to look down, to see what it looked like: the cock going in and out of my tight hole—but I was still blind. I tried to take off my blindfold and the handcuffs yanked on my wrists, reminding me that I was stuck for her to do whatever she wanted.

And all she wanted was to pump my asshole with that lubricated strap-on dildo. She pumped fast and hard, making me groan loudly. Then she reached down and clenched my cock with one of her hands. She squeezed it and pulled up to my tip, making my body tremble. Now the pleasure was too strong—I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I tilted my head back and screamed. “Oh God, it feels so good!” I said. I instantly regretted saying it, but it was too late.

She squeezed my cock harder and gave me a little jerk, and that was enough to make me come. I felt my own substance shooting all over my chest. It was warm and wet, and it didn’t seem to end. Blast after blast after blast, coating my chest. I groaned loudly and then I screamed out, sounding like a girl, even to myself.

She pulled the dildo out from my ass and then she crawled forward, slapping that same dildo down on my stomach and using it to spread around my ejaculate. She giggled the whole time.

“You made a real mess, Trixie,” she said.

And now that humiliation was starting to set in. She reached and pulled the blindfold from over my eyes, so I could see my cum-soaked chest, with my nightie pulled up to my nipples. The nightie wasn’t saved from my cum, and neither was the bottom of my face.

“Can you undo these handcuffs?” I asked.

She stared at me for a long moment. “Didn’t you have fun?” she asked.

“No. Now undo these handcuffs. I let you have your fun, but it’s not fun anymore,” I said. I couldn’t stop thinking about that long month after my sister caught me dressing up in her clothes. It was a horrible month, unable to look her in the eye, and unable to talk properly with my family, worried my sister had told them and they were too afraid to admit that they knew. It wasn’t until that moment, as Trixie undid my handcuffs, that I truly remembered how horrible that humiliation was. I could remember my sister having her friends over, and hearing them giggle in the other room. I felt like dying, and there were moments I considered running away and never contacting my family again.

I felt that way now. My wife seemed to think that I was only pleased in women’s lingerie. She assumed I wanted to be a girl in bed. And it didn’t help that I voluntarily put on the eyeliner and the eye shadow. Why did I do that? Why couldn’t I just follow her commands and be done with it?

Once I was untied, I quickly got undressed. I went and hopped in the shower and tried to forget about the terrible humiliation that was only just starting to set in. I looked down and saw my smooth legs. I knew they would be horrible reminders for the next few weeks. I knew it would probably be a few years before I could properly look into my wife’s eyes again.

She slipped into the bathroom while I was washing off my face. “Everything okay?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “I’m embarrassed! You’re treating me like some sort of… pervert! I don’t want to shave my legs and I don’t want to put on lingerie, and I don’t want to wear makeup!”

She was wide-eyed, staring at me quietly from the doorway. “You didn’t have to put on makeup,” she said. “And you didn’t have to do anything. It was just an idea. It was just supposed to be fun.”

“Well I don’t like it!” I said. “And I don’t want to do this again. I’m not gay. I’m not transgender, or whatever they call it these days. I’m a straight man, Lottie.”

“Okay, Chris, jeez. It was just sex. Why do you have to make it mean so much more than it did?” she said before turning around and leaving the room. And I couldn’t help but wonder: was she right? Was I making it mean more than it really meant?


CHAPTER VII

I didn’t catch her reading that book again the next evening. Even after she went to bed, she picked up an older book that she hadn’t gotten around to finishing. It wasn’t until I slipped into bed that I noticed the book wasn’t even on her nightstand. Did she finish it when I wasn’t around?

The next day, I found the book in the basement, on an old shelf with some old cookbooks and textbooks from our college days. The bookmark was still nestled at the three-quarter mark, as if she never finished it. And maybe my little rant a couple of nights before shamed her out of finishing it.

And now I felt guilty. I felt like she was finally starting to discover her sexuality, and I ripped it away from her. Was I being a villain? Was I supposed to play along with her game and let her think that her husband was some sort of wannabe-sissy?

Three more days went by. Lottie didn’t try to initiate sex. She even put all of the lingerie and toys she bought into a bag and stashed that bag in the corner of our basement storage area. When I found the bag down there, I became very guilty. I didn’t want to ruin her fun, I just wanted her to think of me as a man.

Though now, as I looked at that bag in the corner, with the lacy lingerie poking out, I found myself imagining my body clad in lingerie. I wanted to put the outfit on, even though Lottie was just upstairs, watching one of her workout videos.

It was a few hours when she took off to meet some friends for a hike at a park on the other end of town. I didn’t hesitate to jump on the opportunity. I ran up to the bedroom and went straight into the closet. My legs were still smooth and hairless: perfect for getting dolled up. First, I put on a little plaid skirt and a white blouse. I used one of Lottie’s bras to give myself a bust. Then I skipped to the bathroom to doll up my face. I looked cuter than ever now that I had that wig (which I pulled out from the basement bag).

After posing in front of the mirror for a few minutes, I grabbed a new outfit: a tight pink dress that Lottie once wore to a wedding. I spun around and giggled and felt that desire growing inside of me. I wanted to try on everything! I’d been resisting this moment for so many years, and now I was unhinged; now I was completely free to put on whatever I wanted. I kept Find My Friends open on my phone, so I could make sure Lottie wasn’t on her way home. I knew I still had tons of time.

So I kept trying on outfits, even putting on her her heels (which were only a little bit tight). I must have put on ten different pair of panties, eight dresses, rompers, skirts, blouses, and outfits that I had no idea the names of. I was so tempted to take pictures, so I could admire my feminine self—but I knew that was a recipe for disaster.

Finally, I saw Lottie’s Find My Friends dot starting to move away from the park, so I knew it was time to clean myself up, as well as the house. I put everything back where I found it, feeling like a teenager all over again.

I was finished cleaning up minutes before she walked in the door. I followed her to the kitchen. “How was the hike? How are your friends doing? It’s been a long time since you’ve seen them, right?”

She looked at me curiously. “Everyone’s good. The hike was fine. What’s up with you? Did you drink that strong coffee again?”

I laughed. “No,” I said. “I was just bored while you were out. I thought maybe we could go see a movie or something tonight.”

She nodded her head slowly. “Yeah, if that’s what you want to do.” She started to rinse out her water bottle. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and I squeezed her tightly.

She giggled and pressed her bum back against my crotch. “What are you doing, Chris?” she asked.

“I’m just hugging you. I’m your husband—am I not allowed to give you a hug?” But I really didn’t know what I was doing. I felt weird. I felt like I had ten cups of that strong coffee (minus the heartburn).

Lottie turned around and wrapped her arms around me. She looked into my eyes and then she jumped up, forcing me to hold her. Now her bum was pressed firmly against my pelvis. “So you missed me, huh?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Definitely.” But now I could feel a throbbing between my legs. I was starting to get hard, to my surprise. I didn’t normally get hard without a bit of effort. I usually had to close my eyes and focus for at least a few minutes to make my shaft grow stiff (or put on women’s clothing). Now, it was just doing it on its own.

I tried to adjust her before my erection touched her bum, but I was too late. Her eyes grew wide and she giggled. “Are you horny, Chris?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so. Is that weird or something?”

“It’s just—it’s not something I’m used to.”

She reached down with her hand to feel my growing bulge. Her eyes opened even wider. “You’re really hard!” she said. “What were you up to while I was gone?”

My heart bounced and skipped a beat. I obviously couldn’t tell her the truth, but I had to tell her something. “I was just watching gardening shows,” I said.

“Was there a cute host or something?” she joked.

We kissed. Now I was really hard. My pants were starting to hurt from being so tight. Luckily, Lottie was quick to reach down and unzip my fly. She reached into my pants and pulled out my cock. She looked at it and gasped as if she was seeing for the first time. Then she sunk down and clutched it with both of her petite hands, and she started to suck.

It felt nice. It was nice to have a normal male-on-female encounter with my wife, without any makeup or wigs or cross dressing of any sort. But there was a missing satisfaction. A regular blowjob was nice, but I knew it would have been so much better if I was in a cute little outfit, with thick mascara on my eyelashes.

And if my cock was pressing through a hole in a pair of naughty panties—that would have been a much more arousing sight. Or maybe if Lottie had the strap-on fastened around her waist, and I was the one on the ground! I knew that they made strap-on cocks with vibrating harnesses, designed to vibrate harder when the cock part is stimulated.

Now I was regretting shaming Lottie into putting the girly stuff into a bag and hiding it in the basement. Maybe I should have let her go a little bit further with that whole experiment. Maybe we could have had some real fun together.

No, no—this was better. This was normal. I needed to get used to this.

She was sucking like a pro, with closed eyes and a bobbing head, massaging my length with her tense lips. She was using her tongue to stimulate the underside of my cock. It felt very nice. “You’re going to make me come,” I said through clenched teeth.

She giggled. “That’s the whole point,” she said, and then she kept sucking, now using a hand to massage my ball sack gently. I groaned and squirmed. I closed my eyes and then that image came back to me: myself in the mirror, makeup looking nice, dress fitting tight. I knew I couldn’t make those feelings go away. I knew that they would never go away.

“Stop!” I said. I kept my eyes closed, already feeling embarrassed for what I hadn’t quite said yet. “Just stop. I like it, okay?”

“What are you talking about, Chris?” she asked, still holding my cock with a firm grip.

“I liked putting on your clothes.” I took a deep breath. “I even did it while you were hiking. that’s why I’m so… aroused right now. Okay?”

She was silent, staring at me with frightened eyes. Now I was really regretting saying anything. Was it too late to take it back? Could I say that I was kidding? For some reason, my mind seemed to think it was a good idea to double down. “I used to dress up in my sister’s clothes when I was a teenager. I liked doing it, but I hated myself for it. And the other day—when I saw your panties sitting there… I couldn’t help myself, okay? It’s not that big of a deal. I’m still the same person you married. I’m still the same guy you met eight years ago. I’m still Chris… And until today, I’ve never tried on your clothes, I promise. I don’t know what came over me today. I don’t know why I did it—”

She pressed a finger against my lips. “Chris,” she said. “I don’t care. You can do whatever you want in the bedroom. You shouldn’t be afraid of doing anything with me.”

I couldn’t believe her response. Was she being genuine, or was she just trying to calm me down?

“We’ve been together for so long. It kind of hurts to know that you’ve been keeping a secret. It hurts me to think that you don’t trust me. You can trust me with anything. I don’t care if you want to put on my clothes. We’ve been having fun the past couple of weeks. It doesn’t seem that weird or unusual. It’s actually kind of nice, with your smooth legs and soft outfits. I kind of like it.”

I froze for a moment, processing everything she was saying. “But—But it’s not manly. Men don’t put on girl’s clothes.”

She wrapped her arms around me and looked into my eyes with a warm smile. “My man can put on whatever clothes he wants to put on.”

I felt myself blushing. She leaned in for a kiss. My heart was still pounding, but now there was a peculiar confusion swelling inside of my stomach. “I don’t understand. Aren’t you mad? Aren’t you going to leave me for this?”

She leaned her head back and nearly gasped. “Leave you? Why would I leave you?”

“Women don’t want their men to be… cross dressers,” I said. I hated the term ‘cross dressers’; it made me wince.

“I don’t care one way or the other, as long as you’re loyal to me and we have fun together—no secrets.”

I felt a strange wave of relief wash over me. For the first time in our eight year marriage, there really were no secrets. Lottie officially knew everything about me, even my deepest, darkest secret. But it turns out, it wasn’t such a dark secret. Lottie didn’t seem to mind it one bit. In fact, she was into it. “Go get changed and meet me in the bedroom.”

After I finished getting ready, I saw Lottie in the bedroom, sitting on the bed with her laptop open. She was on a lingerie website, and she already had fifteen outfits picked out. “I think I got a bit carried away,” she said, her cheeks turning red.

“So you really are okay with this?” I asked, looking over and seeing myself in the mirror. I still looked cute. I still looked convincing. But for once, I didn’t look so nervous.

She looked down at my cock, which was rock hard and throbbing in my tight panties, creating a noticeable bulge against my tiny dress. “How can I be mad about that?” she said, gently biting her bottom lip with a warm smile. I climbed on top of her, but that’s not where I ended up. Instead, I ended up on all-fours, taking that familiar dildo in my ass again. She pumped for five minutes before we swapped places. On her back, with her legs spread wide, I gave her a screaming orgasm with my erect throbber. She gushed fluid all over the bed and all over my crotch. I pulled out and sprayed her cute body with my sissy cum. Then we both giggled as we held hands, staring up at the ceiling, looking forward to our newfound sexuality.

THE END


FASHION CLASS

Pierce screwed up. He thought he had the necessary credits for college, but he was wrong: he was one class short. Now, it’s a week into summer and his college application has suddenly been declined. But he’s been given a chance: take a single summer class and the university will hold his spot.

All the summer classes are full, except for one: a female fashion class. Pierce is desperate, so he signs up. But showing up and getting a bunch of Ds won’t be enough to make it through the class. The class has a dress code: each week is a themed after a different decade, which means Pierce will be wearing a lot of dresses and skirts. And that’s not all: he’ll also be required to model for the other students.


CHAPTER I

It was a warm summer morning, the first day of the summer break. The birds were singing, the sun was shining, kids were laughing as they ran down the street with a soccer ball, and I was just starting to wake up. I took a big breath of fresh summer air into my lungs and then I stretched out my arms. I had no plans for the next ten weeks: no job, no school, no errands, no responsibilities. I had my summer all mapped out: snoozing, video games, movies, a bit of hockey when I felt up to it, and free reign of the house while my parents and sister toured Europe for my sister’s string of international volleyball tournaments.

It was the first day of the best two months of my life—or so I thought. I rolled over and grabbed my phone, just to see the time. And that’s when I saw that I had five missed calls: one from the high school where I’d just graduated the week before, one from the university I was due to start at in ten weeks, and three from my parents. There was also one text message, from my dad: “Pierce, pick up the damned phone right now.”

What did I do? Was I in trouble for something? It wasn’t unusual for my dad to overreact, but what about the calls from my high school and college? And my dad was cheap, so why was he making long-distance calls from Europe? I sat up, stretched my arms out again as I yawned, and then I dialled my dad back.

“You have some serious explaining to do,” he said after picking up the phone, before it even rang one time.

“I do?” I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, even though it was already past noon.

“What do you mean, ‘I do’?” he said. The volume of his voice was already starting to rise.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

And that’s when he told me. In an instant, my perfect summer was ruined. My ten week fantasy staycation was over in an instant. “You have to be kidding me...” I said. And then my dad started to yell, as if it was my fault.

But it wasn’t my fault. It was the university’s fault for not catching my mistake. Math wasn’t my strong suit. Why did nobody catch my little calculation error?

When I submitted my college application, I wrote that I had the required 100 high school credits—and I really thought I had them. But apparently there was a mistake. Apparently I accidentally added five in there somewhere—maybe counting senior-grade gym twice, seeing as it felt like I was stuck in that class for twice as long as I was—so I really only had 95 credits. And apparently, you can’t get into college with just 95 credits. “So what the hell am I supposed to do?” I asked my dad.

“You need to enrol in summer school before it’s too late!” he said.

My stomach groaned and turned. I suddenly felt light-headed, hoping I was just having a terrible nightmare. It literally was a recurring nightmare of mine: having to go back and redo school. Even though it was just one class, it still felt like I was being forced to redo everything.

I had to hang up on my dad because he wouldn’t stop yelling and I already felt like my time was running out. I had friends taking summer classes—and they’d been going to class for days already. I wasn’t even sure I would be able to find a summer school that would take me. And then what about my college? Would they still take me in? Would they save my spot for me, or would I be forced to wait a year—to fall behind a year? I didn’t want to fall behind. I didn’t want to be the oldest guy in my classes. I didn’t want people thinking that I was held back. I wanted to go to college. I wanted to move into a dorm and experience that amazing college lifestyle that everyone talks about.

So I quickly looked up nearby summer schools and started making calls. “We’re booked full,” I was told by three different institutions. “It’s a busy year this year for summer classes. Lots of students are upgrading.”

“Please—you have to just squeeze me in. I’ll even do an online course.” But nowhere was offering online courses that were shorter than ten weeks. But I couldn’t accept defeat.

My dad had already sent me a follow up text message: “If you aren’t in summer school, you’re getting a job. I’ve already messaged Uncle Rob. He’s going to set you up.” My Uncle Rob worked at the dump, sorting recyclables from the trash. My stomach groaned again. I couldn’t even be around Uncle Rob because he smelled so bad—how would I spend a whole summer in a hot landfill?

My hands were beginning to tremble. I needed to find something—anything.

“Granville College, how can I help you?” said the next woman to pick up the phone.

“I need five high school credits. Can you help me?” I asked. “I already have biology and physics—and I’m not doing chemistry. I already failed chemistry and I know I’ll just fail again. Please tell me you have something. Even something stupid, like drama.”

The woman giggled before saying, “We have a few classes starting this afternoon, actually.”

“What are they? Put me in one of them.”

“You’ll have to come down to register. I can’t register you over the phone.”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes. Just wait. I’ll be right there!” So I quickly got dressed, hopped on my bike, and raced down to Granville college, which was nearly fifteen miles away. At least I now had hope. Though I hadn’t quite come to terms with the sadness dwelling inside of me: knowing that my carefree summer had officially been ruined. I’d been looking forward to that summer for nearly a year. I had a group of friends planning to start a League of Legends guild. We were going to hit the game hard. I was going to take my computer over to Kristopher’s house and we were going to pull all-nighters. We were going to watch movies and eat junk food and smoke pot and go to parties, and we were going to throw a few parties. Maybe I could still make it work. Maybe I could take this one condensed course while also enjoying my summer...

I didn’t even bother locking my bike at the college. I just needed to get the registration over with, so I could tell my dad to tell Uncle Rob that I wasn’t going to be spending the summer sorting through trash. I ran up to the front desk. “Can I help you?” the woman asked. I recognized her voice. She was younger than I was expecting, probably just out of high school herself. She was blonde and a bit chubby, with a round face and plump bee-stung lips. Her eyelashes were obviously fake: nearly an inch long, curled up and clumped together, making her look a bit like SpongeBob.

“It’s me,” I said. “We just talked on the phone. Put me in a class—whatever’s the easiest one you’ve got. I have all the requirements for my university. I just need the credits.”

“Well, we have computer programming, fashion, art, photography, math—”

“—No math,” I said. “My shitty math skills got me into this mess.”

She nodded her head slowly. “Okay. So no math then.”

“Put me in photography. That sounds easy. Can I do most of the course from home? Do I need a camera? I don’t have one, but the camera on my phone is pretty good.”

She giggled, gently biting her bottom lip. Did she think that I was cute? I suddenly became overly self-conscious, perking up and making sure my chest was full of air, so it looked bigger than it really was. “I can sign you up for photography. There’s one spot left. I can’t promise you’ll get in. They have to process the application, which takes a day or two, and it’s possible that one spot’s already been taken and the name just hasn’t come up in the system yet.”

“Just the one spot, huh?” I said. “Well how’s about this: sign me up for all the courses, and then I’ll just drop all of them but one once I get accepted. Can you do that?” I said.

She looked at her computer screen and then back at me. She shrugged her shoulders. “As long as you don’t mind paying the admission fee for each course,” she said, staring into my eyes. She had blue eyes: big and glistening, as if they belonged on an anime character. Her nose was cute too: round and bulbous at the tip, but sloped like a ski jump.

“What’s the fee?” I said.

“Fifty dollars,” she said.

“So if you put me in five courses, I have to pay two-fifty?” I said. It was about all I had in my bank account. “Maybe just put me in three then. Photography, art... and what were the other options?”

“Math, computer programming, and fashion,” she said.

“Hm,” I said, thinking about the options. I knew that computer programming would be a bitch. I was terrible at math and programming was essentially just math combined with a foreign language. Math was off the table as far as I was concerned, so that only left fashion.

“Fashion had five open spots,” she said with a giggle. “I can almost guarantee that you’ll get into that one if the others a full.”

I laughed. “Fashion,” I said, shaking my head. “Oh well, it’s just a last resort back up. It’s not like I’ll actually end up in a fashion class. Put me down for that one.”

“Okay,” she said. She handed me the paperwork for the three classes. I filled everything out and then I handed it back to her.

“I’ll go scan these forms and send them in,” she said. “You’ll miss the first couple of classes, but you should be able to catch up easily.”

She stood up with my forms. Then I said, “Wait.” I looked around. There was nobody around. All of the classes were in session, behind closed doors, and the lobby was completely desolate. “I like your dress.”

She smiled. Her cheeks turned red. She was wearing a cute yellow dress: the perfect summer outfit, cutting off around the middle of her thighs. “This old thing?” she said, lifting up her skirt.

“I’d love to see what’s underneath,” I said with a little wink.

She gasped and then she giggled. “You’re bad,” she said.

“Am I?” I said, looking down at her smooth body again. Now that the paperwork was filled out and I was as good as guaranteed a spot in a summer course, I was suddenly comfortable. The anxiety had fluttered away and now I could breathe. And now that I was relaxed, I couldn’t help but flirt with the full-figured blonde at the college lobby desk. “Why don’t you come get a drink with me?”

She giggled and looked around. “Well aren’t you forward? I’m working, silly.”

“There’s no one around. We can be back before anyone notices you gone.”

“I can’t just leave,” she said, blushing even more. “Besides, you don’t even know me.”

“I know all I need to know: you’re adorable.” I leaned over the counter and smiled. “C’mon. Let’s grab a drink.”

“I’m sorry...” she said, looking down at my paperwork. “Pierce. But I just can’t leave. But if you get into one of these classes, maybe I’ll see you around.”

“What’s your name?”

“My name?” she said.

I nodded my head. “Yeah. Your name.”

“It’s Cara.”

“I like that name.”

“You’re too sweet.”

I winked.

“But I think I’m a bit old for you,” she said.

“You’re eighteen, I’m eighteen.”

“I’m twenty-nine,” she said with a big smile. “But that’s awfully nice of you. We just don’t have time to sneak off, I’m afraid. The next class will be out in fifteen minutes.”

“Well what can we do in fifteen minutes?” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment as her cheeks reddened and her lips curled into a big smile. She let a small giggle slip and then she looked around. “Okay,” she said. “Come with me.” She led me down a narrow hallway to a small room with a coffee maker, a foldable table, and two plastic chairs. She closed and locked the door before turning back to me. “I don’t normally do this—in fact, I’ve never done this. But if you promise to be fast—and to pull out—you can fuck me.”

My heart stuttered. “Really?” I said.

“You’re running out of time,” she said, turning to the table and bending over. I looked down at her perfect legs. She was wearing a cute pair of scuffed black boots. I stepped forward and put my hands on her hips. I wasn’t used to girls being so easy. In high school, most of the girls were virgins—and the ones that weren’t were terrified of being known as sluts, so breaking through usually took days and sometimes weeks (or one good party with plenty of booze). But Cara was more open. She didn’t mind me caressing her long legs. She didn’t mind me pulling up the skirt of her yellow summery dress to expose her firm tush and matching yellow panties. I ran my fingers over the bulge of her pussy. I rubbed in small, careful circles until a dot of moisture began to form between her plump lips.

“Hurry up, Pierce,” she said. “I’m giving you five minutes. Take that cock out.”

So I unzipped my fly and fished out my cock, which was already erect and throbbing. I pulled her panties down to her knees and then I pressed my cock between her warm butt cheeks. She giggled, trying to look back. “It feels big. Are you big?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Am I?” I stepped to the side to show her my raging erection. Her eyes lit up, answering my question for me. I could even see a dab of saliva on the corner of her mouth, as if she desperately wanted to drop onto her knees to suck it. I stepped back behind her. I grabbed her ass cheeks and I spread them as wide as I could, opening up her butthole and making her damp pussy lips spread wide. A shudder ran through me.

Maybe my perfect summer wasn’t over. Maybe it was just getting started. Maybe my summer was going to be even better than I originally though. Maybe my class would be filled with girls like Cara: horny sluts who couldn’t be satisfied. Hell, maybe I was even better off in that fashion class, surrounded by girls, with no competition unless you count the gay boys.

I pressed my tip up between her juicy lips. She groaned. Her cunt was warm. I pulled up and down, rubbing my tip around her pussy. I watched as her back curved, her shoulder blades lifting into the air like a stretching cat. I gently rubbed her bum, and then I began to push into her body.

She wasn’t my first fuck, but she was certainly my most experienced. There was no awkward ‘ouch!’ stage with Cara—not like with the high school girls before her. There was no ‘that hurts!’ or ‘don’t go so deep!’ Cara could take it. She liked it. She instantly started to moan as her pussy clenched the length of my shaft. She was tight and juicy. It wasn’t long before she started to push her bum back into my lap. And it wasn’t long before I was gripping her by the hips and pumping her with as much force as I could muster. My pelvis slapped loudly against her tush. I loved the way her chubby bum jiggled with each penetration; I loved how it was turning red. And I really loved the way she was moaning with her high-pitched voice.

She reached and grabbed both of her tits with both of her hands. She squeezed and then began to fondle her own nipples, contributing to her amazing euphoria. “Hurry up,” she managed to say. “Come already.”

“I’m working on it,” I said between grunts. But I didn’t want the fucking to end. I loved watching her bit of chub ripple when I struck her ass with my pelvis. I loved the way her legs trembled as she pushed herself up onto her toes. And I especially loved the warm fluid that was gushing out from her cunt, trickling down her thighs, inching towards her cute feet.

I held her tighter and pulled her closer. I started fucking her as quickly as I could, ramming her like a bunny on speed. I could feel the cumshot coming. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Her pussy clenched my cock hard: an amazing feeling. The sensation was so brilliant that I didn’t want to pull out, so I didn’t. I ended up coming inside of her velvety hole. She gasped. I sunk my fingers into the pudge on her hips. My legs shook and nearly buckled, and then I remembered that I was supposed to pull out.

It was too late, but I pulled out anyway. My cum gushed out of her and splattered on the floor. “You idiot,” she said. “I’m not on birth control! And I’m pretty sure I’m ovulating.”

“Why aren’t you on birth control?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes. “Because despite what you think, I’m not a slut. I can’t believe you came in me!” She reached her hand down and gently pressed two fingers into her snatch. She tried to scoop out the cum, as if it would make a difference.

“Well go get some Plan B, or whatever it’s called,” I said.

“You should probably go,” she said. “I need to clean this up. Ew—it’s everywhere. Why did you make so much cum?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. I could feel my face turning dark red. I suddenly wasn’t feeling so confident. I was more embarrassed than anything—so I backed out of the room and I took off. Once I was outside, I took out my phone and sent my dad a text message: “I’m in summer school now. I’ll call the college and make sure they hold my spot. Tell Uncle Rob not to worry about me.”

“Fine,” my dad replied simply. I could tell that he was still mad, but at least I wouldn’t have to spend my summer pulling used condoms off of empty beer cans.


CHAPTER II

The next two days were great: tons of sleeping, tons of video games, tons of junk food—but no calls from the college. It wasn’t until three days after my registration that I began to worry. Why weren’t they calling? Why wasn’t my application being processed? Did I write down the wrong phone number? “I’ll give it one more day,” I said to myself while playing a game of League of Legends. And then one more day went by and I still wasn’t in school. “One more day,” I said again. And soon enough, an entire week had gone by and I still hadn’t heard anything.

So I called the school (after three quick League of Legends games). “I’m just following up on my class registration,” I said to the man who picked up the phone.

“What’s your name?” he said.

I gave him the necessary information and then he put me on hold. It was five minutes later when he came back and said, “We don’t have an application from you.”

“Sure you do. I was there the other day. I left the paperwork with, uh… What was her name? It’s was something with a C...”

“Cara?” he asked.

“Yeah! Cara. I left it with Cara,” he said.

“Cara doesn’t work here anymore,” he said. “So I can’t reach out to her and ask her about it. Maybe you can come and register again, for the fall intake.”

“No,” I said. “It needs to be the summer. I can’t do the fall,” I said. My heart was suddenly pounding. What happened? Why wasn’t my application processed? Did Cara throw it out because I came inside of her pussy? “I’m coming down. We’re going to sort this out. I need to get into a class. I’ll be right there.” I didn’t even bother changing out from my pyjama pants before taking off for Granville College.

I was there within twelve minutes, huffing and puffing as I walked up to the man sitting behind the counter. “Look. I don’t want to have to sue or anything. I just want to get my five credits. There’s been some sort of mistake. That Cara girl must have misplaced my forms. But you can fix that, right? Just get me into a class. So what if I have to sit in the back corner? I’ll even stand if I have to. Just squeeze me in.”

He stared at me for a long moment. “We can’t just squeeze you into a class—that’s not how our system works. You’ll have to fill out an application for a class that has space, and right now, there’s only one.”

“Okay, put me in. I’ll start today.”

“It’s fashion class,” the man said, looking down at my pyjama bottoms.

I hesitated for a moment while my heart plunged into my stomach. Fashion class? I groaned. That was my nightmare. “Okay, whatever,” I said.

“It’s kind of a female only class,” he said.

“What? How can that be true? Isn’t that discrimination? I want to speak to your manager. Go get him—or her.”

“Well, it’s not that it’s only for women, it’s just… it’s a female fashion class. It’s class to learn about female fashion styles.” He looked down at his computer screen. “The curriculum includes making and wearing outfits. For your final, you have to make a dress, and appear as a model for three other students. I mean—I can put you in it, if you want. It’s all we have.”

I felt the colour drain from my face. I needed those five credits. It was either play dress up like a sissy or sort garbage at the dump—possibly for a whole year, until I had another chance to apply for college. I opened my mouth to reply but words were slow to come out. I stuttered. “Put me in it. I need the credits.”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes. “I’m not sure if you heard me correctly. You’ll have to make a dress as well as appear as a model for three other students… wearing a dress.”

“Whatever. I’ll figure it out. Just put me in it,” I said, looking away from his eyes. I couldn’t look into his eyes—I was too embarrassed. I didn’t want to put on a dress. I didn’t want to stand there while girls squeezed me into a dress. I knew they would all laugh at me, unless they assumed I was a flaming homosexual. It was probably going to be the most humiliating nine weeks of my life, but I needed credits, and I desperately didn’t want to face my father at the end of the summer if I ended up with a full year of nothing to do. I’d heard enough disgusting stories about my Uncle Rob’s place of work.

“Okay, well then fill out this form and I can run it straight up to the admission desk. You can probably start this afternoon.”

“Okay,” I said softly. My voice was suddenly weak and broken, as if I’d spent the week screaming at the top of my lungs.

I watched him as he took my paper upstairs. Then I stood there silently and awkwardly. Minutes later, the front door of the small college opened and a group of young women came in. They were cute: ten girls in total, some blonde, some brunette, a couple with black hair, and one redhead. They were slim for the most part, and all looking very chic in their own way.

I looked down and noticed they were all carrying binders. I saw the spine of one of the binders: ‘FASHION’. The girls were my new classmates. These were the girls who would soon be laughing their asses off at me, talking about me behind my back. Thankfully I didn’t recognize any of them, which gave me hope that none of my friends would find out that I was enrolled in a fashion class. But still, I couldn’t help but think about the landfill. Maybe I was better off working at the dump. My Uncle Rob smelled like shit, but he made good money. And in one year, maybe I could make some decent money. Maybe I could make enough to pay for college, and maybe I could even rent a house so I wouldn’t have to share a small dorm room.

One of the girls looked over at me with a cute smile. I wanted to smile back, but instead I looked away. Maybe she thought that I was cute, but she wouldn’t be thinking I was cute once she realized I was joining her class. None of those girls would have any respect for me once it came time to put on a dress.

The man came back down the stairs. He was holding a binder and a textbook; he placed both on the counter and slid them towards me. “So these are yours. Your class starts in five minutes, it’s just upstairs. They’re rushing your application through, but it shouldn’t be an issue.”

“Thanks,” I managed to say, pushing that single work awkwardly past the lump in my throat.

He stared at me for a long moment. “So...” he said. “Good luck.”

I nodded my head and then I looked towards the stairs. Those girls were at the top of the steps now. They were pretty. If they were ugly, it wouldn’t have been so bad. I didn’t care what ugly girls thought of me. But pretty girls? I didn’t want them laughing at me. I didn’t want to feel that horrible humiliation. But what other choice did I have? It was either nine weeks of fashion class or a year of sorting trash.


CHAPTER III

I walked slowly into the class. The girls were all chatting merrily, unaware of my existence. I stayed near the wall and inched towards the back of the classroom. Nobody turned to look at me. And a part of me wondered if I could remain invisible for nine weeks. Maybe nobody would notice me. Maybe I could quietly pass the tests and make my stupid dress without anyone noticing me. And as for wearing the other dresses—maybe I could just be sick on that day. Maybe I could fail that assignment and still slip through the class with a passing grade. I didn’t need good marks, after all—I just needed to pass. I just needed the credits.

I took a seat in the back corner and sunk low behind my desk. I watched the girls as they showed each other pictures in their binders. They all seemed happy. They all seemed excited for class. I envied their elation; it was exactly how I thought I would be feeling through the summer, before I found out I didn’t actually have enough credits for college.

The teacher stepped into the room: a woman in her forties with some grey scraggly hairs. She was pretty in a mature way, with graceful lines on her face but otherwise tight skin. She had her hair tied into a loose bun and she was wearing a slimming black dress with a line of big buttons down the middle. She smiled at her girls. “Today we’re going to start sewing. Who’s excited?” she said.

A few of the girls cheered, the rest giggled.

“But first we’ll take a look at your look books. I’m excited to see what you girls came up with.”

One of the girls flipped her binder open. “I came up with the cutest summer line, only using pictures from a 70s Sears catalogue.”

“That was my idea, by the way,” said the girl sitting next to her. The girls giggled and the teacher didn’t seem to mind that no one was putting their hand up. The class was easygoing and casual. Everyone was happy and comfortable—until the teacher looked up and noticed me. Her eyes narrowed and her smile suddenly faded from her face.

“Can I help you?” she asked. Then all of the girls looked back at me, making me sink further into my seat. My heart fluttered and I forced a smile.

“Hi,” I said softly. My heart was suddenly racing. I could feel cold beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck.

“Sorry. Who are you?” she asked.

“I’m, uh, Pierce. I’m new to the class,” I said.

“Are you sure you have the right room?”

I nodded my head slowly. “Yes. I’m sure,” I said. I bit hard on my tongue and closed my eyes in an attempt to wake myself up from my nightmare. But when I opened my eyes, they were still there, still staring at me. I forced another smile. “It was the only class with an opening.”

She didn’t look impressed. “Are you under the impression that this is some sort of easy passing grade?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No, ma’am. I just need five credits before the end of the summer.”

“And you understand this is a woman’s fashion class, right?”

“That’s what they told me, yes.”

The girls giggled, giving me that first taste of horrible humiliation.

“I’m not changing the curriculum for you,” she said. “The course stays the same: you’ll have to pass all three tests, create a dress for your final project, submit each weekly assignment, and model for three of your classmates’ final projects. I don’t do grades in this class—it’s either pass or fail, and if you fail any of the aforementioned, you fail the class. Understand?”

My stomach groaned. I bit hard on my tongue. “I understand, ma’am,” I said. The girls all giggled again. The teacher seemed harsh, even though she didn’t seem to mind the girls giggling and whispering to one another. Maybe she just had a thing against men. Maybe she thought I was there to mock her class. And honestly, it was tempting to mock the class. At least if I mocked the class, I could distance myself from the embarrassment. But I was even too embarrassed to make a joke. Instead, I found myself sinking into my seat.

“Because you’re behind, you need to fill out a look book with at least forty pictures by tomorrow. Your look book is an imaginary fashion line that you’d like to propose to the class. Try to come up with some sort of theme. You can get your pictures from anywhere. Later in the class, you’ll be doing your own designing.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said softly. The girls all giggled again. They clearly didn’t think very highly of me—and I didn’t blame them. I was the only man in a female fashion class. I was submitting to the authority of a middle-aged female fashion teacher. I must have looked like the world’s biggest loser.

Luckily, I wasn’t called on again during the class. I was left alone in the back of the room, trying my best to follow along with the sewing machine instruction. We all had our own little sewing machine, which we were allowed to take home. My head was too filled with stress and anxiety to focus on the sewing instruction though. I couldn’t stop thinking ahead: in a few weeks, I would be wearing dresses for the girls in my class. And would they be taking pictures? Would the pictures end up on some class website? Would my picture end up in some girl’s resume, being shown around town to various employers? God, why did I sign up for this humiliation? Why was I submitting myself to this torture?

“Excuse me,” the teacher said. I shook my head and looked up.

“Huh?” I said.

“You’re just staring at your desk while I’m explaining how to properly mount a spindle. I assure you this will be on the first test next week.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m just trying to keep up.”

“If you fail the first test, there won’t be a second test. One fail, and you’re out.”

“I understand,” I said.

The rest of the class crept by. When the bell rang, I jumped to my feet like the other girls. But the teacher wasn’t finished with me. She pointed her long, manicured finger at me, and said, “You. Stay here.” So I waited while the girls filtered out. Was I in trouble? I’d been in trouble with teachers many times before, but always for a reason. Now, there was no reason. I was silent through the whole class, and I listened to most of it. I didn’t interrupt and I wasn’t late. But still, the teacher was looking at me as if I was responsible for vandalizing the staff bathroom. “What is it?” I asked.

“Is this class some sort of joke to you? Were you put up to this by your friends?”

“No, ma’am,” I said. “I just really need the credits and this was the only class available.”

“Well I don’t like that. The girls who take this class actually want to learn these skills. I don’t want some bum in here who just ‘needs the credits’. You won’t last long here like that: believe me.”

I nodded my head.

She took a deep breath. “The class is ten weeks—nine for you because you missed last week.  Each week is themed differently. Last week was the 1920s,” she said. “This week is the 30s. You’re expected to come in dressed for the period. And remember that this is a female fashion class. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

I stared into her eyes while my nerves went cold. “Are you saying I need to dress up like a girl for class?”

“Yes. On Mondays, some of the girls come here from gym class, so that’s why nobody was dressed up. But I expect you to be dressed up tomorrow and every following day. Next week we’ll be into the 40s.”

“Wait. You want me to come to school dressed like a girl?” I asked.

“That’s correct,” she said. “This course has three parts: fashion history, fashion design, and fashion modelling. You don’t pass without all three. On Fridays, we learn about the next decade, so you know what to wear. Your weekend homework will always be the same: track down your outfits for Tuesdays through Fridays.”

“Can’t you make an exception for me, because I’m a guy? I’ll track down some suits or whatever. I’ll be quiet during class. You won’t even notice me here.”

“I make no exceptions,” she said. “And if you want to catch up, that means finishing that look book by tomorrow and finding your outfits for the week. I understand that it’s a lot, but if I make an exception for you then I have to make an exception for everyone who wants one—and believe me, that would be a lot of exceptions. I’ve been doing this for nearly twenty years. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Now go,” she said. I took my binder and my textbook and I left the class. As I stepped into the hallway, I quickly realized my summer was truly over. This wasn’t going to be an easy class. It wasn’t just going to be a matter of skimming by for an easy grade. I was already overwhelmed with homework—in case the humiliation wasn’t bad enough.

I looked down the hall and saw a few of the girls from my class. They were looking at me and giggling. I looked away quickly. It had been a long time since anyone bullied me; the last person was Willie Fredericks, who used to beat me up for my lunch money when I was seven. Somehow, this was worse. Their giggled seemed to penetrate my soul, making me feel weak. Or maybe it was just knowing that they would soon be seeing me dressed like a girl. I had the sudden urge to run away and never look back.

But sadly, I really needed those credits.


CHAPTER IV

I got a dress that looked like something from the 1930s. It wasn’t easy to find; I had to go to eight different consignment stores before I found it, and of course it was one of the most expensive things in the store. I kept the receipt, planning on returning it after class on Friday. The look I got from the store clerk was painful when I brought the dress to the counter. She stared at the dress for a moment before looking up at me with narrowed eyes. She didn’t say anything as she scanned the tag and pushed the terminal towards me—she didn’t have to say anything. Those eyes said it all.

With a red face, I left that store and took the dress home. I made sure all of the doors were locked and the curtains were closed (the same thing I did whenever I went to masturbate to pornography). I laid out the dress on my bed as my stomach groaned. I hadn’t tried it on yet and I had no idea if it was even going to fit. I probably should have tried it on in the shop—not that it would have made a difference, seeing as it was the only 1930s dress I could find, so the size was hardly relevant.

The dress was pink, with big white buttons from the top of the chest all the way down between the knees. It had short sleeves, like a t-shirt, and it was tapered at the waist. It actually didn’t look much different from what was currently in style with girls: the muted pink, the floral pattern, the slim fit. The big difference between that dress and a current fashion was the way it covered the top of the chest, unlike current styles, which left a bit of cleavage space open. I knew this because, after class, I flipped to the section on the 1930s in my course textbook, and I made a note of the ‘defining characteristics of a 1930s dress.

Now, I was getting undressed. I stripped down to nothing—not even my boxer shorts—and then I grabbed the dress. It wasn’t until that moment that I noticed the perfume lingering on the dress: the perfume of the previous owner. It was a surprisingly strong smell; I’m not sure how I didn’t notice it before. I scrunched the dress up and then I pulled it over my head, letting it fall down around my body. The fabric was soft and flowing, but it wasn’t quite tight enough. It was a size too big, making me look somewhat like a box—and it was nearly touching my toes, even though it was supposed to cut off before the ankle.

I walked over to the mirror and looked at myself. I looked silly; the girls were definitely going to be making fun of me. But at least I met the class requirement. At least I would survive a few more days thanks to the dress. I only had to survive nine weeks—forty-four days.

The dress was particularly baggy at the chest, where my tits were supposed to be. I stared at the baggy fabric for a moment before getting an idea: I could borrow one of my sister’s old bras. I could stuff the cups with socks and then the dress wouldn’t look quite so silly. I knew that the class teacher wouldn’t hound me too hard if it looked like I was putting in a bit of effort.

I took a few steps towards my sister’s bedroom, and then I nearly tripped on the dress. It was too long; it was almost impossible to walk in without holding up the skirt with every step, and it danced around me too much—it was supposed to be fitted around my waist.

Luckily, I now knew how to use a sewing machine, and I knew that there was an old sewing machine in the basement of our house. So I fetched it and hooked it up in my kitchen (still with the doors locked and the curtains closed, just in case anyone decided to pay me a visit). I powered the old thing on, loaded up the thread, and then I took off my dress. Naked, I stood in the kitchen and sewed the back of the dress, pinching a vertical line from the top to the bottom. My line wasn’t perfectly straight, but now the dress actually hugged my waist. I took the dress off again and then I measured ten inches at the bottom of the skirt before snipping with a pair of kitchen scissors (which wasn’t easy), and sewing a new seam. It wasn’t the cleanest work, but the dress now fit surprisingly well.

I spun around in the little dress, feeling a strange sense of pride in what I’d accomplished. The dress actually didn’t look so bad! Though would they let me return it, now that I’d cut ten inches of the dress off? Would they notice? It was a consignment store—it’s not like they had an identical dress as reference…

I ended up getting a little bit carried away. Now that I knew I could manipulate the outfit, I figured it would be a good idea to thin out the sleeves a little bit, so they weren’t so baggy. Then—now that I was getting more comfortable with the sewing machine—I decided to go back and bring the skirt up even higher; it was a perfect opportunity to fix my wobbly seam.

I looked in my class textbook at the pictures of 1930s dresses and notices that many of them had pockets sewn on. I suddenly had the idea to use the extra fabric I’d cut off to make a pocket. If I could impress the teacher out of the gate, I had a feeling she would go easier on me over the next couple of months. They say that first impressions are everything. So I carefully cut out a pocket shape, and then I began sewing, moving slowly as I altered that little used piece of clothing.

It was around 11:00 PM when I was finally finished with the dress. I put it on and walked over to the mirror. I caught myself smiling—not because I liked wearing a dress, but because I’d successfully accomplished something that people pay a lot of money for. My mom was always going to the tailor to have dresses modified. Maybe now I could just do the modifying for her. I did a little spin in slow motion, trying to decide if there was anything else I could do to the dress to make it better. I looked at my textbook again and noticed that the girls in the pictures were wearing sea-foam green high heels. I knew that my mom had a pair of sea-foam green heels in the back of her closet (where she always hid ‘Santa’s’ Christmas presents before Christmas). I fetched those old shoes now and slipped them onto my feet. The fit was surprisingly fine, thanks to my small feet. It took a few minutes to figure how to walk in the shoes.

I found myself standing in front of the mirror, holding out my hand to block my view of my face. Without my face in the picture, I actually looked like a chick. I even caught myself giggling at one point when I was striking poses and pretending to be a model. I quickly stopped laughing when I remembered that I would actually have to model for my fellow classmates. When they were pointing cameras at me, it wasn’t going to be nearly as funny.

So I slipped out from the dress and I took off my sister’s bra and I kicked the sea-foam green heels off of my feet. I put the outfit in a small pile, yawned, reached for the ceiling, and turned towards my bedroom. And that’s when I remembered I had to submit a look book for class. My heart stuttered and then I nearly collapsed from the thought of pulling an all-nighter printing out pictures of clothes.

My summer was supposed to be spent pulling all-nighters with friends, playing video games, smoking bowls, eating junk, and watching movies. Now, I was in my kitchen with my laptop and a stack of old clothing catalogues that I pulled in from the garage. I was printing and snipping and glueing into the early hours of the morning, putting together my imaginary ‘fitness fashion’ line. I thought about simply printing off the first forty Google images that came up, but I knew I couldn’t risk failing the class. I had to pass. I had to get those credits.


CHAPTER V

The humiliation of walking into class wearing a dress was bad enough. The girls giggling in their little group was horrible. The students from the other classes were maybe worse: stopping to stare at me as I made my way from the bathroom where I got changed to the fashion classroom just down the hall. Some laughed, some just stared in horror as if I was having some sort of violent mental breakdown.

The exhaustion from getting less than an hour of sleep was bad too.

But the worst feeling that morning came at the end of that tediously long class, when the teacher told me to stay behind. “What’s wrong?” I said. “I modified the dress myself—I’m not lying.” I had a feeling she didn’t believe me—maybe she thought my mom did the sewing for me while I sat on my ass and played video games.

“You were supposed to read all of the missed chapters from your textbook,” she said.

I hadn’t read the chapters, but there was no way she could know that. “I did read them,” I lied.

“Did you?” she said with wide eyes. “Then you would know that—especially when it comes to period styles—that a hair and makeup style is vital to an outfit.”

I stared at her for a long moment, trying to figure out if she was joking. “I don’t have long hair and I don’t have makeup,” I said. “I did the homework. I don’t understand.” She was still looking at me the way she looked at me the day before: like I was a virus that had slipped into her classroom. She still hated me; it didn’t seem to matter how much work I put into my homework. “I didn’t sleep last night. I’ve been working on this look book and this dress all night. You hardly even flipped through the look book.”

“The look book was mediocre at best. It’s basically a collection of ‘hot’ women in exercise gear. You didn’t approach this at all like someone trying to sell fashion to women. You approached it like a man who likes pictures of ‘sexy’ girls.” She kept staring into my eyes. I wanted to defend myself, even though she was probably correct. “I expect more than this from you. You don’t get a pass because you’re a man. If the quality of your work doesn’t improve, you won’t be moving forward in this class. You should consider yourself lucky that you’re getting a break.”

“But how can I approach anything like a woman? I’m not a woman. I don’t know how you think,” I said.

“That’s what research is for—and that’s why I told you to read all of the chapters that you missed when you started late. There’s vital information in those chapters.” I couldn’t even remember her telling me to read the chapters. Did she tell me? Was I forgetting? My mind was scattered; I could hardly gather my thoughts. The only thing on my mind now was my bed—and the fact that I was being yelled at while wearing a dress, a pair of high heels, and a bra.

I thought about fighting—maybe even threatening a lawsuit of some sort—but I was too tired and too embarrassed. I knew my words wouldn’t come out the way I wanted them to. So all I could do was say, “I’ll do better.”

“Good,” she said, taking a step away from me. “And don’t think you can just wear that dress every day this week. You need to show a comprehensive understanding of the era, and one dress isn’t going to cut it.”

I nodded my head, feeling horribly defeated. Now I had more homework: I had to track down another outfit. I had to find some makeup and figure out how to create a 1930s makeup style. I had find a wig and learn how to style it. And I had to read five long chapters from a tedious textbook. I was truly regretting my little mathematical error now; I should have looked closer at my college application before submitting it. I should have applied for summer school before the good courses filled up.

I changed in the bathroom, then I sat in the college lobby for two hours, reading the chapters I missed. There actually was some solid advice in those chapters. One chapter even talked about what women look for in a dress: how different colours and shapes affect different body types, and which body parts women are most self-conscious of.

Finding a dress wasn’t quite as hard this time. I knew that I could make small modifications to a modern dress to make it look more like it came from the 1930s. So I found a fine white dress at the first store I went into. It already had frilly sleeves, so it already looked a little bit like something from the 30s. And it had a high neck, which was a bonus. I cut some material off of the skirt of the dress to fashion a sort of collar, and then I brought in the waist to give it more of that classic 1930 hourglass look. The dress didn’t need much more modifying than that, so I was able to move onto my next task: tracking down a wig. It was only 5:00 PM and stores were still open. I had no money in my bank account, so I had to steal a few bills from our emergency cash box, which sat in the cupboard above the refrigerator. I went to a local wig shop and was shocked by how expensive the wigs were. I thought about buying a cheap costume wig, but I knew that a higher quality wig would get me further with my teacher—and it would be easier to style day after day as we moved through the different decades. So I used every dollar I stole from the emergency fund to buy a long blonde wig, made from real human hair.

The next three hours were spent learning to use my sister’s hair curler. I used Google to find 1930s reference photos. The girls in the 30s went super curly, so I did my best to imitate their big curls.

The girls in the 30s also went dark with the eye makeup: lots of eyeliner, tons of mascara, and thin eyebrows. Sadly, I had thick eyebrows. And now, I found myself standing in front of the mirror, wondering how long it would take for my eyebrows to grow back if I shaved them into thin girly lines. I groaned as I picked up the razor. I needed those credits. I needed to impress my teacher.

So I shaved. I moved carefully, and stopped whenever my hands started shaking. I felt so stupid. What if I just ended up failing after a week? Would I be stuck with these stupid narrow eyebrows?

I didn’t stop with my eyebrows; I decided to shave my armpits and my legs while I had the razor out. It wasn’t something I wanted to do, but I needed those damned credits.

It was midnight when I finally went to my sister’s bedroom to find makeup supplies. I had a long night ahead of me: trying to figure out what all of the different tubes and sticks and pens and gels and creams did. I ended up falling asleep in my outfit and makeup, slumped over the kitchen table in a pool of my own drool.

I woke up an hour before class. I sprung to my feet in a panic, worried I was going to end up being late. I hardly had time to brush my teeth before taking off. I certainly didn’t have enough time to get undressed and get to school with enough time to hide in the bathroom while I got dressed again and did my makeup. I was going to have to head to school in my dress and wig. So with my wig and dress on, I biked to school. I tried not to look over at the turning heads in the cars next to me. I couldn’t help but notice pedestrians looking my way as my dress fluttered in the warm summer air. God, it was so embarrassing. I was terrified someone was going to recognize me. I was horrified that someone would snap a photo and send it to one of my family members. I just had to focus on my target of getting to school before class started. I knew my teacher wouldn’t tolerate me being late after two consecutive days of letting her down.

I parked my bike out front with ten minutes to spare. Then I stumbled slightly in my sea-foam green heels as I made my way into the college. The lobby was bustling with students getting ready to go to class. A few of them looked over at me; I tried my best not to make eye contact while I waited for them all to burst into laughter.

But no one laughed. One girl smiled at me and then a guy dressed in gym clothes nodded and winked at me. “Hey cutie,” he said. But he had no friends around to laugh with. Was he screwing with me? Was it just a little jab for his own pleasure? Or did he actually think that I was a girl? I put my head down and I quickly zipped over to the stairs. It seemed like everyone was staring at me, giggling silently behind my back. I looked back once I reached the top of the stairs—but no one was looking, except for the one guy who complimented me. Now, I was fairly certain he was checking me out. Maybe he had vision problems.

I walked by the photography classroom and then someone said, “Hey!” I stopped but I was afraid to turn around. Once again, I was terrified I was about to become the butt of a joke. I turned slowly to face the man standing in the doorway. He had a camera in his hands. Was he about to snap a photo of me to share online? I was suddenly frozen. “Please tell me you’re our model today,” he said.

I shook my head.

“Oh. Are you one of the fashion girls?” he asked as he pushed his scruffy brown hair away from his eyes.

I nodded my head.

“Dang. Well you’d make a really great model. Though I think our classes come together later in the summer.”

“Okay,” I said softly. And once again, I couldn’t figure out if he was secretly making fun of me. Was he going to start laughing as soon as I turned away from him? Did he actually think that I would make a good model? Now I really wanted to look in a mirror. I wanted to see what other people were seeing. I didn’t have the time that morning to look in the mirror for more than five seconds: just enough time to make sure nothing was smudged. But did I actually look convincing? Did I look like a real girl?

“Maybe I can photograph you later,” the man called out as I made my way towards class. “For my portfolio. Hello?” I pretended like I couldn’t hear him as I scurried into the empty fashion class. I took my seat at the back of the room and then I tried to let my heart rate settle down.

The teacher showed up before the other students. She sat at her desk before looking up at me. She stared for a long time. I bit down on my tongue, waiting to see if she approved of the work I put into my appearance—or if she would even recognize me. It was a long thirty seconds before she said, “Is that you, Pierce?”

I nodded my head.

Then she cracked a small smile. “That’s a lovely dress you have on,” she said.

“I did the collar addition and the pocket myself. I also took in the waist to make it more 30s,” I said.

“Good,” she said, and then she looked down at her desk so she could sort some paperwork. It was a small step in the right direction, but it was enough to make me beam with a strange sense of pride. Maybe I wasn’t going to fail the class after all. Maybe there was a little bit of hope for me. But it wasn’t going to be easy; I still needed to track down my outfit for my last 1930s class, and that probably meant doing some more modifying on top of whatever other homework was assigned. But at least I now had hope. At least I was no longer looking down the barrel of a long year spent sorting through trash at a landfill.

The other girls looked curiously at me as they came in, taking a while before realizing I was their male classmate. A few of them didn’t even put it together on their own—their friends had to tell them. And for the first time, my female classmates talked to me. “Did you really do that collar by yourself? It looks so good!” said a cute blonde.

I nodded my head. A part of me was tempted to speak like a girl, with a female tone and female inflections. That urge never went away, even though I knew it wasn’t part of any assignment.

“You’ll have to show me how you get your stitches so clean like that. I just can’t seem to figure it out,” said one of the brunettes.

Then one of the girls pulled out a chair next to her. “Why don’t you sit closer? It must be so lonely at the back of the room.”

They were strangely embracing me. I was slow to accept their embrace. Though I have to admit that it was nice having the teacher look at me the same way she looked at the other girls. It was almost as if she’d forgotten that I wasn’t actually a real girl. Maybe the wig and makeup was enough to confuse her brain, and to diffuse her apparent male hatred. Or maybe she was just happy to have stripped me of my masculinity.


CHAPTER VI

I was walking out from the college, still dolled up, when a familiar voice behind me said, “Hey you! Girl in the dress! Wait!”

I had a feeling he was calling out to me, but I didn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t want to spend any more time dolled up than I absolutely had to. Plus I had things to do: I had to track down a new dress and make the necessary changes. I also had to figure out how I was going to make enough money to pay for the rest of the outfits I was going to need for the course.

“Wait!” he called out again. Now I could hear his footsteps behind me as he jogged to catch up to me. So I reluctantly stopped, knowing that a confrontation was inevitable. I turned around to face him. He was still holding his camera in one hand, using his other hand to push his scruffy hair off of his face.

“What is it?” I said in my best girly voice, which I’d been using unintentionally all morning, but now I was using it intentionally, not wanting him to realize I was actually a boy.

“I really want to shoot you,” he said.

My eyes went wide.

“No—not like that. With my camera,” he said, holding his camera up. “I want to take pictures of you for my portfolio. We’re supposed to find different models every week, and you would be perfect. I would definitely get an A.”

“I’m not a model,” I said softly. I was about to turn away and then he leapt forward.

“Wait. Sure you are. Look at you. Modelling is easy. All you have to do is be beautiful. I’ll tell you how and where to stand, and then I’ll take your picture.”

“I’m sorry, but I have homework to do,” I said.

“What about tomorrow, or maybe on the weekend. C’mon, it’ll be fun. You can wear one of your own outfits and then I’ll give you the photos for your own portfolio. You’re taking fashion, right? Don’t you need pictures for your fashion portfolio? Did you make the dress you’re currently wearing?”

“Um,” I said. “Sort of. I modified it.”

“Well you can wear that, or just one that you made—whatever. We’ll do a photoshoot, and then we both get what we want. C’mon. It’ll be fun.”

I remained paused for a moment. It really did seem like his photoshoot could benefit me. My teacher would have been thrilled to find out that I modelled one of my dresses. I would have the photos to prove it. Surely that would be worth some extra credit, right?

“Okay. Give me your phone number and I’ll set everything up. All you have to do is show up looking pretty.” He handed me his phone, so I put my phone number down and then I turned away with a pounding heart. I’d never done anything like modelling before, and I really didn’t love the idea of photos existing of me dressed like a girl—but I really wanted to impress my teacher, and I wanted to impress my fellow classmates.

I used the last of my money to buy a new dress (which needed lots of modifications). Then I tried to return one of my old dresses, but the store wouldn’t take it. “We don’t take modified clothes,” they told me. “But you’re welcome to put it in the donation bin.” The donation bin didn’t help me. I needed money. “You could always try selling them on Facebook Marketplace.”

“What’s that?” I said.

“You don’t know Facebook Marketplace?” she said. “It’s practically putting us out of business.” When I got home, I looked into it, and I was blown away to see girls selling used dresses for big money. I saw one dress go for nearly three hundred dollars. I ended up spending the next three hours scrolling through outfits—not thinking of buying anything, but suddenly inspired to sell. Before I got around to modifying my new dress, I snapped a few pictures of myself in the mirror wearing the dress I wore to school that day, and then I put it up for sale for fifty bucks.

I had someone at my door within the hour: a young woman with thick hipster glasses. She held up the dress and nodded her head slowly. “It’s gorgeous,” she said. “It’s so hard to find dresses like this with the collar and the short skirt. Where did you buy it?”

“I bought it used. I did the collar myself,” I said. And then I remembered that I was no longer dolled up. I felt my cheeks turning red as she stared at me. But she wasn’t laughing. She seemed impressed.

She bought it for the fifty dollar asking price. Then, before she left, she said, “Do you have a boyfriend? Because I have a gay friend who’s recently single.”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. “I’m not gay,” I said.

“Oh. I’m sorry,” she said. “Well… You make nice dresses.”

“Thanks,” I said awkwardly. Then she left.

Once she was gone, I put another dress up. And while I was sewing my newest purchase, another girl showed up at my door with cash in hand. In just a couple of hours, I’d earned a hundred bucks. So I put my final used dress up on Facebook Marketplace, this time for one-hundred bucks, and sure enough I sold it before the end of the night. “Do you have more?” she asked from my doorway, looking past me at the table where I had my sewing station set up.

“No, sorry,” I said.

“What about that one?”

“It’s not done,” I said.

“Is it almost done?”

“I need it for school,” I said.

“Oh,” she said, looking strangely disappointed.

“I mean—maybe give me a call next week. I’ll have more stuff then,” I said.

“Really?” she said, perking up slightly. I couldn’t believe the look on her face: genuine excitement for something that I’d made. “I saw your other posts earlier, but I was stuck at work. I would have bought them all for my store.”

“You have a store?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “It’s a small shop, across town.” She was staring into my eyes. Did she really like my dresses?

“Okay, well, give me a call next week. I’ll have more stuff—I’m sure of it.”

“Great,” she said. I gave her my phone number and then she took off.

I spent the rest of that night watching tutorials on YouTube: sewing tutorials, cutting tutorials, design tutorials, and so on. It was 5:00 AM when I finally dozed off, once again at the kitchen table, only to wake up an hour before class. But this time I still had to get dolled up.

I worked quickly. Thankfully my wig was still curled, so the only real hurdle was my makeup. But I was getting better. I knew which tools I needed and I knew how to use them. I was even already starting to develop the muscle memory to do my eyeliner quickly and efficiently.

I didn’t bike to school. Instead, I summoned an Uber and paid using my little stack of cash. I fixed my mascara during the quick drive, and then I was somehow still the first one to show up for class. I took a deep breath, relaxing into my chair. And then I realized that I didn’t hesitate once between my house and that classroom. I never stopped to worry that anyone was staring at my funny. I was never worried anyone was going to laugh at me. Even when I climbed into the Uber, I didn’t think for a second that the driver knew I was really a man.

I cracked a small smile. My hope of passing summer school just got a bit brighter. My teacher stepped into the room and smiled at me. I smiled back. I felt strangely comfortable. After just four days, I was settling into that fashion class. And now it wasn’t just a class—it was turning into a potentially profitable business venture.

I took my notes through class. When we got to the sewing exercise, I ended up being the one to go from girl to girl, helping them with their sewing curves (which I’d learned online just the night before). The teacher was impressed with me. The girls were impressed with me. And I was impressed with myself.

After class, I made a trip to one of the bigger consignment stores in town, along with a couple of the girls from my class. I tracked down four dresses for the upcoming 1940s week, and then I ended up buying a small stack of dresses that I figured I could modify and sell for a profit. The girls finished their shopping and came up to me. “We’re going to grab a coffee across the street. Why don’t you meet us there when you’re done?” they asked.

“Sure,” I said. But I was strangely obsessed with going through those clothing racks, taking piles of clothes to the changing room and trying everything on to see if it had potential. I always knew a good outfit once I had it on my body. I knew I had a winner when the dress or skirt or blouse made my heart swell. I always knew I had something that would make a great piece when it felt sexy on my body. I ended up spending all of my money at that consignment shop. I had three giant plastic bags, stuffed with dresses and skirts and tops.

The girls had already left the coffee shop once I was finished. I looked at the time and saw that I’d been in the store for over three hours. The sun was now starting to go down.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. It was one of my friends. “Big party tonight. Should I pick you up?” he asked.

I stared at the message for a minute before replying. “I have a ton of homework I need to do,” I said. But really, I was just buzzing with excitement over my clothing haul. I couldn’t wait to get started. I couldn’t wait to turn those somewhat-sexy outfits into drop-dead-gorgeous outfits.

Sadly, it took me an hour to walk home because I didn’t save enough money to get an Uber, and I didn’t even have my bike with me. So by the time I walked through the door, the sun was down. But it didn’t matter. I didn’t need to get any sleep for anything; it was the weekend, so I had all the time in the world to work on my outfits.


CHAPTER VII

It was 11:00 AM on Sunday when my phone rang. The sudden noise made me jump, hopping away from the sewing machine I’d been operating almost non-stop since Friday evening. It was hard to stop. There was something strangely addicting about making cute dresses. Every time I finished a dress, my heart would swell and I would bask for a few minutes in a satisfaction I’d never felt before. I was convinced that it was just because I knew that the dresses were going to make me money—and they would get me an easy pass in my fashion class. We only had to make a single dress for our final project, and I’d already made a handful in my spare time, not even a week into the summer.

I picked up the phone. It was an unknown number. “Hello?” I said.

“Hey,” said a male voice. “This is Eddie.”

“Eddie?” I said. I didn’t know an Eddie.

“I’m, uh, looking for a girl. I never got her name, but she gave me her number. Maybe she gave me the wrong number. She’s taking a fashion class at Granville College. You wouldn’t happen to know her, would you?”

It was a moment before I realized he was the scruffy-haired photographer who desperately wanted to shoot me for his school project. “Oh, uh, okay, hold on,” I said. My heart was suddenly pounding. I should have just told him that he had the wrong number. But then what would I say to him when I ran into him again at school? Would I lie and say that I accidentally gave him the wrong number? Or would I be forced to avoid him our of fear of having an awkward encounter?

I put the phone down, cleared my throat, and then I put the phone back to my ear. “Hello?” I said in my best girly voice.

“Hey. It’s Eddie, the photographer from school,” he said. “Was that your dad?”

I hesitated for a moment. “My brother,” I said, and then I bit my tongue. Why was I lying? Why was I entertaining this conversation?

“Oh, cool,” he said. “What’s your name, by the way? I don’t think you ever told me?”

I thought for a long moment. “It’s Petra,” I said. I don’t know where the name came from, but it seemed to suit me.

“Petra. Cool name. So are you free this afternoon? My dad works at The Cassiopeia Hotel, by the beach. All of the cabanas are closed today for cleaning. He told me we could do our shoot there.” I knew the hotel; it was a ritzy place with its own private beach and a hotel bar that was popular with rich people.

“Um, I don’t know if I can do it today,” I said. The thought of standing in front of a camera was horrifying. And I hated the idea of being away from my new little sewing hobby. I wanted to get all of my dresses finished so that I could sell them and make a bit of money.

“C’mon. Don’t you need pictures for your portfolio?” he asked.

Maybe I did—we hadn’t gotten there in our course yet. But regardless, I wasn’t a model. And I didn’t want him realizing that I was actually a man halfway through a shoot; that would just be humiliating for both of us. “I don’t know, Eddie,” I said. “I have a lot of homework.”

“You can wear whatever you want. Please?” he said. And then I looked down at my outfits, which had all been modified to fit my body perfectly. Then I thought about the Facebook Marketplace. The dresses that were selling for the highest prices all had professional photos: actual models photographed by expensive cameras. Eddie owned an expensive camera and he seemed convinced that I would make a fine model. So maybe this was my opportunity to get some free product photos.

“Okay, maybe just a quick shoot,” I said.

“Great!” he said with a big smile in his voice. “Meet me in the hotel lobby, and then we’ll go out to the cabanas. This is going to be a great shoot. The lighting is perfect and there’s just a hint of wind to really make those white cabanas dance.” I wasn’t entirely sure what he meant, but it didn’t matter. I saw it as an opportunity to make some money.

So I powered down the sewing machine, I packed up my five finished dresses, and then I went to get ready. It had been a couple of days now since I’d gotten myself properly dolled up. And in those couple of days, I’d come across so many different styles that I wanted to try out while trying to research dress making. More than anything, I wanted to see how a smoky eye look would suit me, so I pulled up a YouTube tutorial and I followed it carefully, going thick with the eyeliner and then heavy with the eyeshadow. I spent nearly two hours in front of that mirror. I would have spent even longer, but Eddie called again. “Are you almost here?” he asked. Time had slipped away from me.

“Shit,” I muttered. “I’ll be there soon.” I didn’t live too far away, but I still wasn’t dressed. I snatched my bag of dresses, put on a pair of slim black heels that would match just about anything I put on my body, and then I quickly styled my wig into loose curls. Once again, I was in such a rush that I forgot to feel terrified and humiliated as I left my house. It wasn’t until I was parking my bike next to the hotel that I remembered I was in public, dressed like a girl, with my bum practically out for everyone to see (I was wearing my shortest dress, so that it wouldn’t get tied up in the bike gears).

As I stood in front of the hotel doors, I took a deep breath. I still wasn’t entirely sure what I was getting myself into—or why. My original plan was to slip through the summer without being noticed: slouched in my chair at the back of the class, interacting with nobody on my way to and from school. Yet there I was, dolled up on a Sunday, about to participate in a completely voluntary photoshoot. And the worst part of it all: I was smirking with excitement. I could feel heads turning to look at me, and for once I didn’t mind. I didn’t feel like they were judging me or laughing at me. I knew that they were admiring me: the women wanted to be me and the men wanted to have me. It wasn’t a feeling I was familiar with; as a man, I was mostly invisible. But now, as a lady, I was like a shining star in a dark sky. I was glistening in every gaze that looked my way.

And I was starting to realize that my fashion class was truly taking a toll on my sanity.


CHAPTER VIII

Eddie’s face lit up when he saw me. I watched as his gaze moved slowly down, scanning my body, locking onto my bare legs for a little bit too long, making my squirm slightly, feeling uncomfortable. I forced a smile and his eyes shot back up. His pupils were dilated.

“I love the dress,” he said. “What’s in the bag?”

I held up the bag. “A few more dresses. I was hoping we could shoot all of them.” I was speaking quietly, still not terribly confident in my girly voice. I knew my voice wasn’t perfect. Sometimes when I spoke, I could tell that people could hear something off. It seemed like only a matter of time before someone realized that I wasn’t really a girl, and it would surely be my voice that would give me away.

“We can shoot as many outfits as you want,” he said. “I’m just excited to get you into my portfolio.” His face was glowing—he wasn’t lying; he really was excited. And that excitement only boosted my ego. In just a few days, I’d gone from being completely humiliated and vulnerable to being more confident than I’d ever been in my life.

I gently bit my bottom lip and smiled. “Let’s get started.”

We went out to the cabanas. I felt a wave of relief when I looked around and saw that the whole place was desolate, save for one Mexican woman who was slowly working her way from cabana to cabana, cleaning each one on her own time; she didn’t seem to care about us.

I took a gentle seat on the edge of one of the cabana beds. I took a deep breath. Then Eddie lifted up his camera and snapped a photo. I suddenly froze. I knew that we were alone, but I also knew that his camera lens represented the thousands of people who would eventually be looking at his photos—so in a way, we weren’t alone at all.

I reached down and pulled on the short skirt on my little dress. I was wearing my favourite: in my opinion the cutest dress that I’d made yet. It was a tight backless black dress, with a gold metallic band around the waist. Clipped to the band was the skirt (an invention of my own), and the skirt could be removed, turning the dress into a bathing suit (the dress was actually made from a bathing suit and a skirt).

“What should I do?” I asked as he snapped another photo. I was just sitting upright: stiff and buzzing with cold terror.

“Just be natural,” he said. “You can look at the lens or you can look around. Try to relax your shoulders a bit. Maybe cross your legs. Smile a bit—but not too much.” He snapped some more photos. I tried my best to follow his orders. I crossed my legs, using my hands to hold my skirt down so that he would see up my skirt. Though my cock was properly tucked between my legs, so even if he did see up my skirt, there was nothing to see, unless he could tell the difference between a pussy bulge and the bulge of my squashed down cock.

“Why don’t you try laying down?” he said. So I climbed carefully onto the cabana bed and I placed myself down on my stomach. Once again, I reached back and pulled my skirt down, worried my bum was out. And I couldn’t help but noticed that he was trying to get pictures of my bum. At one point I even caught him turning his zoom wheel while pointing his lens right at my ass.

I pulled my skirt down again. “I thought you wanted fashion shots,” I said with red cheeks.

He laughed awkwardly. “Sorry,” he said. “You just have a really great butt.” Now his face was red too. “Don’t worry. The pictures are tasteful—very artistic. You’ll like them. Why don’t you roll onto your back?”

I rolled onto my back and looked down his camera lens while he snapped some more shots. I smiled gently and put my arms up. I pulled one knee up into the air while stretching my other leg out, pointing my toes the way models do. He snapped a flurry of photos, obviously happy with my pose. I watched his lips curl into a smile. So I tried mimicking another pose that I’d seen many times while researching fashion, turning onto my side and striking a sort of Venus pose. Again, he happily snapped a number of photos.

“Are you getting good stuff?” I asked.

“Oh yeah,” he said with a big, toothy smile.

“You know, this skirt comes off,” I said. I reached down and carefully unsnapped the skirt from the bathing suit. I slowly pulled it aside and watched as Eddie’s face lit up and reddened.

“Wow,” he said. He snapped more photos. I had to look down to make sure everything was still in place, particularly when I was facing him. But to start, I decided to roll away from him, so he could get some shots of my backside: my ass and my bare back. I heard his camera snapping away. I nearly giggled with the strangest sense of satisfaction.

Then when I rolled back over, I noticed something: Eddie’s pants were tight. I could see a throbbing bulge in his tight white pants. He was trying to hide it by crossing his legs slightly—and I’m sure no woman would have ever noticed, but I was no woman. I knew what it was like to get an awkward erection. I knew how men tried to hide their unwanted boners. And right now, I was giving Eddie a raging erection.

I almost giggled. Now I wanted to have some fun, to see just how excited I could get him. I sat up and perked my chest out, crossing my legs again. I gently cupped my breasts with my hands and pretended to squeeze. I made an orgasmic face while he snapped more shots. Then I stood up and walked closer to his camera. I smiled into his lens before doing a little twirl. I gave him a shot of my backside again, this time as I held up my butt cheeks with both of my hands.

Eddie was now trembling. His erection was big and he couldn’t hide it. In an attempt to save himself from humiliation, he suddenly turned around and zipped over to a nearby table. “I just need to change a few settings,” he said.

I put my hand to my lips and giggled. I watched as he awkwardly rocked from side to side in his chair. He quickly reached his hand down the front of his pants to correct his pesky boner. Then, with his shirt now untucked to hide his waistband (where his cock was hiding), he stood up and said, “Okay, all good. Let’s keep shooting.”

I got back on the bed and continued posing. He got closer and closer to the bed, until he was nearly pressed against the edge. That’s when I got a naughty little idea, to see if I couldn’t drive him a little bit more crazy, just for my own personal enjoyment. I crawled towards him and then I turned around, showing him my bum while I was on all fours. Then I slipped my legs off of the bed, planting my feet right in front of his. I gently pressed my bum back into his lap so he could photography my smooth back, which was curled like a stretching cat.

And that’s when I felt his throbbing shaft. I’d never felt another man’s erect cock before. I couldn’t believe how hard and big it was. He really wanted me! He paused, suddenly no longer shooting. I froze, wondering if I’d gone too far and made him uncomfortable. Or what if he was suddenly realizing I wasn’t actually a girl? I was too afraid to look back—too scared to see why he was no longer photographing me. I bit down hard on my tongue, and then suddenly, I felt both of his hands land on my hips.

“You’ve got a killer body,” he said with a trembling voice. I finally managed to look back. His camera was hanging from his neck and now he was only focussed on me. He gently caressed my hips before sliding his palms onto my butt cheeks. Had I given him the wrong impression? Did I make him think that I was into him? And why wasn’t I moving away, or telling him to stop?

I took a deep breath. He moved his hands up my back and then back down. This time he grabbed my ass firmly with both of his hands—almost painfully. But in a weird way, it felt kind of nice. It was nice to know that he was hardly able to control himself with me. I was so convincing and so hot that he just had to touch me. “I thought we were taking photos,” I said softly.

He didn’t answer, as if he couldn’t hear me. He was so distracted by my body. It didn’t help that I was practically grinding my ass against his cock before he stopped taking photos. Maybe I went too far. Maybe this was all my own fault.

I looked back at him. His face was dark red and his eyes were glowing. He bit his lip and looked into my eyes. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“I like you,” he said with a big smile.

“You’re horny.”

“Maybe a little bit,” he said.

“A lot a bit,” I said with a small giggle. “You should get that out of your system before you meet with models. I don’t think your photography instructor would be too happy with your professionalism right now.”

“Maybe you can help me get it out of my system,” he said with a wink, completely ignoring the rest of what I said. He was seriously horny.

“We still have all those other outfits to shoot,” I said.

“I’m having focus issues,” he said with a chuckle.

“I can see that,” I said. His hands were still fondling my ass. And then I got a terrible idea in my head: an idea I absolutely hated, but for some reason the excitement to indulge was just too overwhelming. I rolled over and carefully slipped off the bed, onto my knees in front of him. I looked up into his eyes, which were now wide and thrilled. Then I looked down at his big bulge. “Close the cabana curtain,” I said. He reached out and closed the curtain with the quickest possible move. I located his fly. Why was I doing this? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to see or touch a man’s cock. Yet I wasn’t stopping myself. I was still on my knees, reaching for his fly so I could get his cock out.

What was I looking for? Did I need more reassurance that I looked hot? Why did I even want to look hot? What man wants to look hot? Why did the thought of getting a man off make me so excited? My own cock was now throbbing and beginning to grow. I pulled down his fly and then I slipped my fingers through the opening in his pants. I suddenly felt his warm pillar. I gasped: it was thick. I could feel his veins pumping and I could feel his member swelling. I looked up into his eyes and he looked down into mine.

“Don’t be scared,” he said. “It won’t bite.”

I slowly pulled it forward, slipping it out from under his waistband and then pulling it out into the open. He was huge: a curved cock like a scimitar with a massive, bulbous tip. I gasped again before biting my lip. Pulses of strange euphoria surged through me. I couldn’t look away from his cock. Why wasn’t it making me disgusted? Was I realizing that I was gay? Was I not as attracted to women as I thought I was?

I gripped the cock firmly and pulled back hire foreskin, revealing more of his reddened tip. He moaned slightly, and then a small clear drop oozed out from his tip. He was already leaking pre-cum. I already had him on the verge of coming and I’d hardly touched him!

I smiled. I truly was sexy. I could get him off easily—and I could probably get any man off easily. And would my fashion teacher be proud to see me now, on my knees like a real woman? Would I get extra credits for making a man’s legs tremble and buckle? Would I get extra credits for swallowing like a proper slut?

I leaned forward with opened eyes and an opened mouth. I pulled his hard erection down and placed it on my tongue. Another warm surge of euphoria pulsed through me. Maybe I had lost my mind, but I no longer cared. I loved this feeling too much. I loved being sexy. I wanted to remain in that moment forever.

I closed my lips around his tip and I began to suck while gently stroking his shaft with my hand. He groaned and tilted his head back. His legs shook. I used my free hand to gently caress his thigh. And then I paused for a moment, remembering that I wasn’t actually a woman, and there was a strong possibility that he would eventually find out. Maybe he wouldn’t find out during that photoshoot, but we had class at the same time every weekday, and our classrooms were less than thirty feet away from each other. And soon, our classes would start collaborating. Would one of the fashion girls tell one of the photography boys about my secret? Would he want me dead as soon as he found out a man sucked his cock?

I tried not to think of potential future disasters. I looked back up at his euphoric face and I found solace in knowing that he was turned on thanks to me. I wanted to live in that moment. I didn’t want to worry about the future or sulk about the past. In that moment, nothing mattered but being sexy and getting Eddie off in my mouth.

It didn’t take much. I clenched my fist tight, pumped hard, and sucked with my warm mouth. I used the tip of my tongue to tease the tip of his penis, and then I plunged his cock down the back of my throat, nearly gagging myself. He groaned louder. I was leaving lipstick along the length of his cock. After just a few pumps and a minute of sucking, I could feel his shaft bloating. He was straining and clenching. His skin was turning even redder. I knew what was coming, so I braced myself, aiming his tip at the inside of my cheek.

Then he unloaded with a loud groan. His massive cumshot pooled in my cheek and on my tongue. I used my fist to pull the final drop out before tilting my head back and sucking it all down.

He watched me with big, shining eyes and parted lips. I looked up at him as I licked my lips, making sure every last drop went down my throat. “That was amazing,” he said softly.

“Want to keep shooting?” I asked. I wasn’t sure whether I was supposed to feel proud or embarrassed. I didn’t know if his rosy cheeks were a good thing or if they were just proof that I’d slid far down a slippery slope that I was never supposed to step foot on.

We continued to the shoot. We shot for the next three hours, making sure to get pictures of me in every single one of my outfits. Then we parted ways. I got on my bike and went home as the sun was just beginning to set. It wasn’t even midnight when Eddie sent me a folder with dozens of amazing photos. And I must have spent hours sitting in front of my computer, staring at myself in those photos. I couldn’t believe how cute I looked. I couldn’t believe how natural I looked in those little outfits. It almost seemed like it was the way I was meant to be. Maybe I was supposed to be born a girl. Maybe there was some sort of mistake when I was in the womb. How could anyone look at me and then look at those pictures, and then think, ‘You look better as a guy’? It was unfathomable.

I had to pull myself away from my computer so that I could get some sleep before my Monday class. I was especially excited for Monday, because it wasn’t a period day; there was no class dress code on Mondays because some of the girls had gym class right before class. And that meant I could wear anything I wanted to wear—and I really wanted to wear one of my own little dresses: maybe even the tiny black dress that morphed into a bathing suit with a few little snaps.


CHAPTER IX

That week I sold eight dresses and made nearly a thousand dollars. I had some girls asking me to make a website, and I had other girls asking me to make them custom dresses for upcoming events. Some were willing to pay big money, but I wasn’t comfortable enough with my skills yet to accept their money. I’d only been sewing for little over a week—though the addiction was growing stronger and stronger. It was Friday when a friend called me and asked if I wanted to swing by his house to play League of Legends with our other friends. In that moment, I realized I hadn’t touched a video game in weeks—and I currently had no desire to. “Sorry, I’m busy,” I said. I really wanted to finish the dress I was working on, and I really wanted to meet up with the girls from my class. They were all going to a fashion show downtown, and I was hoping to get a bit of inspiration.

None of the girls in my class questioned why I showed up in a dress and my wig and a full face of makeup. As far as they were concerned, I was just another girl. It almost seemed like they’d forgotten that I was actually a boy, and that I’d come to class on the first two days as a boy. They didn’t even mind when I went into the bathroom with them when it came time to fix our makeup and gossip about the boys that had been eyeing us up all night.

It was a fun night. It even ended with me drunk and making out in the corner of the club with a man with a scratchy beard. I reached down and grabbed his cock, felt that it was rock hard, and then I found myself tempted to bring him home with me. Luckily I was able to remind myself that I was still a male and I couldn’t bring a stranger home and have him find my secret. I didn’t need my parents coming home from Europe at the end of the summer to find my dead body, clad in women’s clothing.

50s week came and went quickly. It was a fun week, though I wasn’t too fond of how conservative the outfits were. I kept trying to slut my dresses up a little bit, but I could tell that the teacher didn’t approve, so I set my sights on 60s week and started working on some seriously cute dresses.

It was 70s week when we met up with the photography class to collaborate on a fashion photoshoot. It wasn’t required to make our own outfits, but most of us did anyway. It seemed like a waste of an opportunity to simply wear something from a store. I decided to try my hand at making a dress from scratch, using fabrics from a quality fabric store. The outcome was cute: a yellow and white floral dress that showed off lots of leg. I had four different photography students that wanted to shoot me for their portfolios, including Eddie again—so my week was busy, because I let them all shoot me.

I even ended up letting one of them fuck me when the shoot was over. His name was Keith. He was the tallest in his class (though he wasn’t the best photographer). Some of his compositions were questionable, and he wasn’t great when it came to directing me—but his cock was amazing. He had an eleven inch shaft that was nearly three inches thick. I loved pumping it with both of my hands while trying to suck it with my mouth. I turned out the lights before crawling on top of him and pulling down my panties, so he couldn’t see my dangling cock and ball sack. I knew that I was flirting with disaster. I had no idea how he would react if he discovered my package, but I couldn’t resist the temptation; I had to have him inside of me.

It took nearly five minutes to get him inside of my body. The feeling of my anus stretching was intense—and a bit painful. But it was worth it once I started bouncing on his lap. I could feel all of him inside of me: his thick veins and the harsh ridge of his bulbous tip. I loved the way he held my hips while I bounced. I kept a hand between my thighs, holding my cock and ball sack so that nothing would slap against him once I started to bounce faster. I think I accidentally let my balls slap his thighs a few times, but he didn’t seem to notice.

He came deep in my ass, then he pulled me up to sit on his chest while it all poured out. He seemed to have a bit of a cum fetish, which I found a bit cute. He liked having his own load pool on his sternum. I pulled my panties up and then I rolled over to smear the cum that was once in my bum, all over his hard pecs and abs. I even made him lick his own anal cum off of my fingers, which he seemed to like.

I took his camera and took a few pictures of him slicked with jizz. His face turned dark red and he said, “I’m definitely going to delete those.”

“Pussy,” I said with a wink.

And then came 70s week. Now I was making almost all of my dresses from scratch, using the nicest fabrics I could afford. I was making nearly a grand a week in sales, but I was spending nearly all of it at the fabric store. My bedroom was quickly filling up with rolls of different fabrics. I had a few girls requesting dresses that I’d already sold, so I started to take note of my patterns, so I could easily recreate popular designs. I knew that once I had more time, I would easily be able to triple my output—maybe even quadruple it, once I refined my sewing skills further.

One of the girls from my class—a fan of my work—asked if she could help with my little operation. I brought her over to my house and we worked all night on recreating some of my more popular designs. It was that night that I learned that I wasn’t gay as I had started to assume.  I decided to take some lace and attempt to make some lingerie in her dimensions. It was a quick project, taking less than ninety minutes. I had her model the lingerie for me, and it looked amazing on her.

After sharing a few drinks, my classmate and I made our way to the bedroom. She sucked my cock and I ate out her warm, damp pussy. Then, while I was still dolled up in my cutest 1970s flannel dress, I bent her over and fucked her from behind. I pounded her tush until her ass was dark red, and then I filled her unprotected pussy with a gallon of warm cum. She asked if she could keep the lingerie, and of course I said yes.

We were three days into 80s week when I realized I hadn’t been a boy in weeks. I was sleeping in my wig most nights. I’d made my own little satin nightie, which I wore to sleep. I was only wearing panties now (I didn’t make the panties, I bought them from the mall). I was going out as a girl and even answering the phone as a girl. And it wasn’t even until one of my classmates referred to me as ‘trans’ that I realized I’d crossed over some threshold at some point—and I had no idea when. But the label didn’t bother me. I didn’t feel like an outsider. I was thriving with my new Petra persona, and I had no problem with that. Why would I be upset that I was more comfortable than ever? Why would I be uncomfortable with the fact that I was getting more attention and admiration than ever before in my life?

I was ahead of my homework and I’d just made five new sales of my 70s dresses. So I decided to celebrate by taking a trip to the fabric store. I bought five new rolls of the highest quality fabrics: the best lace, the best satins, the softest cottons, and the most meticulous polyesters. I had to get an Uber to get home with my bike and my heavy rolls. I had big plans to create my first little line using the new fabrics: four dresses, three skirts, three tops, a romper, and one-piece bathing suit. It was going to be the first staple of my new website.

I hauled my fabrics into my house and then I dropped the heavy load onto the kitchen table where I planned to carry out my operation. And that’s when I looked up and saw my parents across the room, staring at me with wide, terrified eyes. The room became silent, and then my mother said, “Who the hell are you?”

I thought about running. I could run for miles, buy some male clothes at a consignment store, and then return, pretending like I knew nothing about the strange woman who had been using our house as a dress making shop. But I knew my parents weren’t quite that dull. I knew they were seconds away from putting it all together, and I was seconds away from suffering the most horrible humiliation of my life.

I never stopped to think of what my parents would think of my new little persona and hobby. I just assumed that I would be all done with my girl life before they returned from Europe. I assumed I would pack away all the sewing stuff and sell all of the dresses once I was finished with my fashion class. But was that still what I was planning to do? Would I be able to put it all behind me? Would I be able to resist the temptation to return to the one thing that had brought me more satisfaction than anything else in my life?

“P—Pierce?” my dad said.

I was only able to nod my head. Words wouldn’t slip through my throat. I stared into his eyes before turning to look at the ground.

“What the hell is all of this?” he asked.

I opened my mouth to speak but still, nothing came out.

“Why are you dressed like that? Is this some kind of prank?”

My heart was now somewhere in the pit of my stomach. I could no longer feel my legs, but I had a good feeling that they were about to give out. So all I could do was explain what was happening. “The only class I could get into was a female fashion class,” I said. My parents just stared at me with blank expressions. “One of the class requirements is that we have to dress up. Each week is a different era.”

My dad took a deep breath and then suddenly relaxed. “Great. So it’s just for some class bullshit?” he said. “The things they make kids do these days… At least you’ll still be going to college in a few weeks.”

“Class ended four hours ago,” I said. “I’m still dressed up because I like it.”

I thought about going with the out my dad was giving me. I thought about lying and taking the easy pass, but I couldn’t handle the idea of not being able to dress up again. I didn’t want this all to end because I was afraid of what my parents would think of me.

I wanted them to love me no matter what, but I knew that I didn’t need them. I knew I could make my own living with the skills I’d developed. I knew that I was better off in that dress. So I shook my head. “I don’t think I’ll be going to college,” I said.

“Excuse me?” my dad said.

“I’m going to start a line instead,” I said.

“What the hell is a line?” His face was getting red.

“A clothing line. I’m going to sell my own clothes, which I’m going to make with these fabrics. I already registered the website.”

“Are you telling me you’re gay?” he said through clenched teeth.

“No,” I said. “I’m bi.”

My mom was speechless. I knew my dad was going to be mad, but it didn’t matter. I had to be truthful with myself. I couldn’t let fear hold me back. I went to the closet while my parents were paralysed with shock. I grabbed an empty moving box and then I came back to the kitchen. I started piling my fabrics into the box, along with the sewing machine. “I’m just going to grab a few things from my room. I’ll stay with a friend while you process all of this.” I carried three loads of stuff out to the curb while my parents stood in the kitchen in disbelief. I called a friend from school and she picked me up fifteen minutes later.

My plan was to wait for my parents to reach out to me. I had no idea if it was something they would actually do, or if they would just end up disowning me. So I was surprised not even twenty-four hours later when my dad called and asked me to come home. “If that’s what you want to do, then we’ll support it.”

Once he was over the shock, he realized it wasn’t so crazy. It also helped that I’d accidentally left my catalogue on the kitchen table, and he looked through it and saw that I actually had a real skill. “Do you need money to buy supplies?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No offence, but I’m almost making as much as you,” I said with a giggle.

He was in the house many times when girls came to the house to buy dresses over the next week, which was 90s week. He saw me in the kitchen making outfits, and he watched me as I did my best to follow along with YouTube drawing tutorials. “I’ve never seen you so devoted to anything before,” he said to me.

I smiled. “I don’t think I’ve ever cared this much about anything.”

I was even surprised when my dad came to my class’ fashion show at the end of the summer: an unofficial graduation, ten weeks after my actual graduation. I got my credits, though I no longer needed them. I decided to drop out of college before taking a single class. I knew I could always enrol again if I really wanted a degree. But now I had something much better than a degree: I had a tangible skill that could be translated into real money. And I was already translating it into real money.

I had a bright future: one that I never knew was possible, and it was all thanks to one little summer fashion class.

THE END


SISSIES IN QUARANTINE

Plumbers, Jared and Ben, think they're in for another usual day of work, with a few jobs scattered across the city. But they're ahead of schedule, with no traffic to slow them down between sites. It seems as though everyone is staying home, self-quarantining as cases of the new mirandavirus begin to rise across the country.

Their last job of the day is at an adult shop, swapping out the broken staff toilet with a new one. It's all going smoothly, and then the shop girl coughs and the lone browsing customer flees in a panic. Not even fifteen minutes later, a group of scared citizens is boarding up the shop's doors and windows, not willing to let the new sickness spread to the rest of the town.
Now Jared and Ben are trapped and nobody is coming to their rescue. All they have to kill the time, and to distract themselves from the possibility that they might be infected, are the movies, games, and clothes in that little store.

SISSIES IN QUARANTINE is the first ever novel from best-selling author of transgender fiction, Nikki Crescent.


CHAPTER I

I was surprised to hear that there were already sixteen cases of the mirandavirus in Edmonton when I woke up that morning. The day before, there was only one, and the day before that, the virus wasn’t even in the province at all—not even suspected to be on that side of Canada.

I didn’t think much of it. The morning news anchor kept saying that the officials had the mirandavirus under control. “Just make sure you’re sanitizing your hands and coughing into your arm,” she said with a big, calm smile. So I turned off the news and went about my day.

It was a busy day. I had more jobs to get to than usual. The month before, I only booked three small gigs, and I ended up eating cheap ramen noodles for dinner every night to make up the difference. But that day alone, I had three jobs to get to: small jobs, but jobs nonetheless.

I called up my buddy, Ben, to see if he was free to help, so I could get through the gigs quickly. “I’m totally free,” he said. “And I need the money. But my car’s in the shop. Think you can pick me up?”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” I said. And then I ended up at his door in five minutes. Strangely, there was almost no traffic. It was a Wednesday morning in the middle of August. Where were all the cars? Was there some holiday that I wasn’t aware of? Ben wasn’t quite ready yet. I went to the door and knocked and waited five minutes before he answered. He was shirtless and styling his hair. “How did you get here so quickly?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why are you doing your hair? We’re going to fix toilets. We’re not going to be picking up ladies.”

“I thought I had fifteen minutes. Give me a break,” he said. So I sat on his couch for a few minutes while he finished getting dressed. When I looked back, he was shaving his stubble, with a bottle of cologne on the vanity next to him. He really seemed to think that we were going to be doing more than plumbing.

So I turned on his TV and decided to watch the news. I was surprised to see the same morning news anchor in front of the weather green screen. She pointed to Calgary and said, “It’s going to be twenty-eight degrees in Vancouver today.” Then she looked across the room and said, “Oops. That’s not Vancouver. I’m sorry. Our meteorologist is taking a sick day. I’m not used to doing this.” She looked around with a red face, and then she called out to someone off camera. “Can you switch the screen? I know it’s not your job, but someone has to do it.” They were apparently understaffed and overwhelmed. The news anchor looked embarrassed, turning to the camera with an awkward smile.

“Okay, I’m ready to go,” said Ben. He was wearing a polo shirt and a new pair of jeans.

“Remember—we’re going to change out toilets and a bathtub.”

“God forbid I want to look half-decent,” he said. “Just because you’re a plumber doesn’t mean you need to dress like a hobo. By the way, when was the last time you changed your shirt? I can smell it from across the room.”

“I’m doing laundry tonight. Take it easy,” I said.

We got into my car and took off for our first gig. I thought we were going to be late, knowing we had to pass through downtown during rush hour traffic. But there still was no traffic. We cruised down the main drag, hit every green light, and ended up at the first house early, so we ended up sitting in the car until it was an appropriate time to knock on the door.

Ben turned on the radio to the morning news. “There are now confirmed cases of mirandavirus in Manitoba and Saskatchewan. Officials say that residents have nothing to worry about, but panic has set in nonetheless. Many businesses in Winnipeg are closed today. We spoke to the president of Rose Trucking, based out of Ottawa, and this is what he told us...”

A scratchy recording of an older man came on the radio. “It’s just not worth it. I don’t want any of our guys getting sick, even if it means taking a hit this month. If the officials say they have it under control, that’s great. We’ll start working in those cities again once the number of cases is zero. Until then, our guys are on vacation.”

“Rose Trucking is still operating in New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Newfoundland, where no cases of mirandavirus have yet to be confirmed or suspected.”

Ben turned off the radio. “I was listening to that!” I said.

“I don’t want to hear it. That’s all anyone’s been talking about for a month now. It’s tiring. Oh no, a few people are sick in a city with a million people in it.” He shook his head, rolling his eyes. “Make it news when it’s a few thousand. Do you have any idea how many people die from the flu every year? And I’m talking about the regular flu—the one that everybody gets from time to time. A lot more than the few hundred that have died from this mirandavirus.”

“You aren’t even a little bit freaked out?” I asked.

He shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know if it’s true, but I heard that white people can’t even get it. Something about receptors that don’t exist in our bodies.”

“Where did you hear that?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders again. “4chan,” he said.

“Great source.”

“Well it’s probably true. Watch the news when they show the people getting it. It’s never white people. Think that’s a coincidence?”

“Yes,” I said.

“You know what they’re doing in Vancouver? If they think you’re sick, they nail your doors and windows shut while you’re sleeping, so you can’t get out. They did the same thing the Black Death. I guarantee you more people end up dying from the hysteria than the actual virus—which is basically just a normal flu, by the way. Maybe a bit worse.”

“Well if I see someone coughing, I’m going in the other direction. You go ahead and give them a hug and test out your 4chan science theory.”

“I will,” he said with a chuckle. Then he looked at the time. “It’s nine. Let’s get this job done.”

We went up to the house and knocked on the door. There was no answer, so we knocked again. Then Ben peeked in through one of the windows, but the blinds were closed. “I’ll call the guy,” I said. It wasn’t unusual for people to forget about their plumbing appointments. Sometimes people left keys under rocks and asked me to simply let myself in.

The phone rang for a minute, and then the homeowner picked up. “Is this Jared?” he asked quietly.

“This is Jared. I’m at your house. I’ve got your new tub in the truck. Are you home?”

“I’m home,” he said softly. “But I—I can’t let you in.”

“Excuse me?”

Ben was staring at me with narrowed eyes. He shook his head. I raised my finger letting him know to wait.

“I have kids,” the man said. “I just—I can’t let them get sick. I hope you understand.”

“I’m not sick,” I said. I put the phone on speaker mode, so Ben could hear.

“Symptoms don’t show for five days once you’ve been infected. I just can’t take the chance. I’m sorry. I’ll still pay you for your time. But I can’t answer the door. I’m really sorry.”

“You’re kidding,” Ben said. I shushed him.

“I’m sorry, guys,” the man said, and then he hung up the phone.

“Paranoid twat,” Ben said, shaking his head.

“It’s fine, Ben.”

“It’s not fine. It’s a giant waste of time. He’s all freaked out over nothing. Is he white? Does he know that he can’t even get sick?”

“Ben, cool it. The guy said he was still going to pay us for our time. It’s his house and his tub. Let him do what he wants. I guess I’ll call the next place to let them know we’ll be early.” I called the next house. “Is it okay if we’re early?” I asked.

There was a long silence before the woman asked, “You aren’t sick, are you?”

“No, ma’am. We’re perfectly healthy. I promise. We’ll even sanitize before coming in.”

“Do you have face masks?” she asked.

“We can wear our face masks, sure,” I said.

There was another long silence. “Okay. As long as you’re quick and you’re wearing face masks.”

Ben groaned and rolled his eyes.

“You can’t be mad at people for being careful, Ben,” I said. “You want the work or not? Because I can drop you off at home.”

“It’s fine. Let’s give the crazy lady her new toilet. But wouldn’t it be funny if I rub my eyes to make them really red before we go in? I can do this thing where I hold my breath to make my skin look more pale.”

“Don’t do that, you moron,” I said. “Or you won’t be tagging along with me ever again.”

“You’re such a bore,” he said. We got into the vehicle and took off across town, once again with no traffic to fight. We got to the house in a matter of minutes. Ben rolled his eyes again when I passed him a mask.

“Don’t you dare take it off,” I said. “I can’t get another bad review.”

“No one looks at reviews when they hire a plumber,” he said.

“I assure you that you’re incorrect.” I put my mask on and then I squirted some hand sanitizer onto the palm of my hand. “We’ll be in and out quick—easy money.”

“When the woman answered the door, she was quick to jump back, keeping her distance from us, just in case we were infected. She was wearing a mask and a pair of rubber gloves. She pointed down the hall towards the bathroom and said, “It’s just on the left.”

The whole house smelled of vinegar, which she was probably using in lieu of chemical disinfectant. It was a nauseating smell that I wasn’t able to get used to for the whole hour we were changing out the toilet and the leaking intake behind it.

I looked back as I was finishing up, and I saw the woman mopping her hardwood floors. It didn’t take long to realize her mop bucket was filled with pickling vinegar, to kill any bugs we may have brought in with us. Maybe Ben was right: maybe she was a paranoid freak like so many other people in that city, or maybe she was being rightfully careful. It was unlikely that she would end up contracting the mirandavirus if she could continue being this careful—and maybe it was worth it in the end. Maybe looking a bit crazy was worth being safe from a virus that literally made people drown by filling their lungs with fluid.

Looking around her house, I began to wonder if maybe I should be taking a few days off of work, until the officials truly had the virus under control. Maybe skipping out on a few gigs wouldn’t kill me. Maybe my health was more important.

“We’re all done in here,” I said to the woman.

She nodded her head and then she pointed to the door. “Thank you. Now please try to leave without touching anything.”

Ben snickered and rolled his eyes, so I gave him an elbow to the ribs. We packed up out things and loaded up into the car, with one job left for the day. “Where to now? Another schizophrenic’s house?”

“A toilet in the staff bathroom of a store,” I said.

“Are they going to make us wear masks too?” he asked.

“I don’t know, but you might want to wear your mask, just to be safe—just in case your 4chan investigators are wrong about the whole white people being immune thing.”

“I’ll take my chances,” he said.

I punched the address into my phone and we took off for the last gig of the day—and it wasn’t even noon yet. Maybe I didn’t need Ben. Maybe I could have handled the workload on my own—though I couldn’t have predicted that the first client would turn me away, saving me a few hours.

I turned on the radio. “Panic in Alberta!” exclaimed the newscaster. “Emergency rooms reach capacity as frightened men and women wake up this morning with flu-like symptoms. Medical officials are asking people to stay home until they develop serious symptoms. Emergency room doctor, Dr. Peterson says, ‘If you have a runny nose, you probably don’t have the mirandavirus.’ We spoke to one concerned patient outside of the Rockyview General Hospital...”

“Do I think I have the mirandavirus? No. But in twenty-four hours, every hospital bed in the province will be taken. I’d sooner be around doctors and nurses without the virus than stuck at home with it. Know what I mean?”

The newscaster returned. “Doctor Peterson says that this is not the correct mindset to have...”

“If you stay clear of sick people and wash your hands often, you’ll be just fine. If you come to a hospital filled with potentially very sick people—then you’re quite possibly risking your life. If you have nothing but a cough, stay at home. This is very important.”

Once again, ben shut the radio off. “Aren’t you sick of hearing the same thing over and over?” he said. “Constantly hearing this hysteria can’t be good for your mental health. Put some music on. Doesn’t your radio get music?” He switched the channel to some rap station and began to bob his head. “That’s better,” he said with a big smile.

We pulled up to the third and final gig of the day: a small adult store on a busy downtown street. Ben looked around. “Which one is it?” he asked.

“That one,” I said, pointing to the adult store, which was literally called ‘ADULT STORE’.

“The porn shop?”

“I don’t think it’s a porn shop. But yeah—the one with the lingerie hanging in the window.”

Ben started laughing. “Oh God. I don’t want to touch this toilet. Ew. No way. Count me out.”

“What’s wrong? Afraid you’re going to pick up a sickness?” I laughed.

“If there’s even one man who works at this store, then you know that toilet is covered in cum.”

“Gross. Don’t be a sicko,” I said, trying not to think about Ben’s nasty theory. “Let’s just grab our tools and finish this job quickly. It’s literally just the toilet they want swapped out. It shouldn’t take more than half an hour.”

“Do you have a spare pair of gloves?” he asked.

“In the back.”

So we got geared up and we went into the shop. The woman behind the counter waved us down with a big smile. “You’re here to swap out the toilet, right?” she asked.

“Yeah. Sorry we’re early. We had a job cancel on us this morning.”

“It’s all good! Let me show you to the staff bathroom.”  She came out from behind the counter, and then both Ben and I paused. She was wearing a tiny lingerie skirt and fishnet stockings that covered her legs. As she turned away from us, we could see her bum; she was only wearing a red thong under those fishnet stockings.

Ben looked at me with a big smile. Then he motioned towards the wall of sex toys. “Think she’s tried them all out?” he asked.

I gave him a shove. “Please just try to be a professional for thirty minutes,” I said.

We followed the girl to the bathroom, which was thankfully very clean. Even the toilet appeared to be nearly brand new. “Why do you want this replaced?”

“It’s too loud. It must be the noisiest toilet on the planet.” She flushed it, and it was strangely loud. The water gushed violently before beings sucked down the hole with a noisy slurp. “It’s kind of embarrassing when there are clients in the store.”

“I’ve never heard a toilet like this one,” I said. “We can certainly swap it out. It shouldn’t take long. But I see that it’s got some big bolts holding it down. We’ll need a bigger wrench than this one—I think I have a bigger one in the car.” I looked over at Ben, but he wasn’t listening. He was too distracted by the girl’s low-cut top. Her plump tits were nearly bursting out, and I’m pretty sure that I could see the edge of her areolae. “Ben,” I said.

He cleared his throat and turned quickly to me. “Huh?” he said.

“Do you want to grab the bigger wrench from the truck, so we can get started?”

“Oh. Sure. Yeah—uh—I’ll go and grab it.”

Ben skirted away awkwardly, with red cheeks. And I have to admit: it was hard not to look at her fit body. She looked good in that outfit—like a high-class stripper, about to take the stage. She smelled nice too: a bit like candy and a bit like roses. She looked at me with her bright eyes and smiled.

I cleared my throat, feeling my own face turning red. “So, uh, how’s your day going?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Slow. No one has come in yet today, so I’ve just been entertaining myself.”

I suddenly imagined her sticking a vibrator into her snatch, under her little lingerie skirt. I bit down on my tongue and nodded my head. Then I looked up at the air vent on the ceiling. “Do you have the heat turned up in here?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. It’s actually kind of cold in here.”

I laughed nervously. “Oh, really? Maybe you’re right.” I looked away from her, feeling more and more awkward by the second. Ben came back with the big wrench. I grabbed it and quickly turned to the toilet. “I’m going to get started. We’ll call you if we need anything.”

She continued to linger in the doorway, as if she got some weird pleasure out of making us feel uncomfortable. She was sexy. I was pretty sure she was a minute away from asking us to tag-team her there in that bathroom. Ben’s eyes were glossy and for the first time that day, he was quiet. Then we were saved by a customer.

“I’ll go see if they need help,” the shop girl said, finally leaving us alone. I could feel beads of warm sweat on the back of my neck.

The toilet was bolted down firmly. I groaned as I tried to twist out the bolts, but they didn’t want to budge. “This might take a while,” I said.

“Why don’t you let me try?” Ben said. Ben wasn’t a big guy, and neither was I. Ben was a bit taller than me, but we were both scrawny. Ben grabbed the wrench with both hands and groaned as he tried to get the bolt to move.

“I’ll go grab the new toilet while you do that,” I said.

I stood up and walked into the shop. I saw the shop girl talking to the customer. Then, the shop girl suddenly started to cough. “I’m sorry,” she said, and then she kept coughing, turning away from the customer.

I paused, watching from across the room. The customer took a step back, suddenly turning pale. She pulled her arm up to cover her mouth. Very suddenly, the shop girl became pale. Her eyes seemed redder than before, and the customer noticed the change as well.

The mirandavirus was supposedly very sudden with its symptoms; people go five days without anything, and then they suddenly become ill. I took a step back. The customer turned around and left without saying anything. Then the shop girl turned and looked around. “Did she leave?” she said, still looking pale and sick.

“Um, I think so,” I said. “I’m just going to grab that new toilet.”

I skirted out the door and found myself at the truck. I thought about hopping in and driving away. But I couldn’t leave Ben behind. But how could I convince Ben to leave? He didn’t believe the mirandavirus was a real problem. If I told him what happened, he would probably just laugh. And maybe that was the proper reaction. Maybe I was overreacting now as I stared at my vehicle and thought about abandoning my friend at the adult store.

So I grabbed the toilet and hauled it into the shop. I forced a smile at the shop girl, who now looked sicker than ever: more pale and slouched slightly, as if she was about to throw up on the counter. My heart was pounding quickly. I took the toilet into the bathroom and then I crouched down next to Ben, who finally had one bolt loosened. “We need to go,” I said. “That girl is really sick. I don’t want to get sick.”

“Dude. Please don’t tell me your paranoid like the other people,” he said.

“I don’t know. I just don’t want to take the chance. Let’s get out of here.”

“We’ll be done in ten minutes. Just relax.”

But we weren’t done in ten minutes. It took ten minutes just to get that last bolt loosened, and then we still had to change out the pipes and connect the new toilet. It was half an hour later when Ben went to apply the seal around the toilet. I went to let the shop girl know that we were done, but she was gone. The shop was empty. There was a note on the desk. ‘I just ran out to run a quick errand. I’ll be back shortly.’ “I guess we can probably just leave,” I said to Ben.

“Just give me five minutes to finish this seal, and then we can go.”

So I stood over Ben’s shoulder while he finished the job. Then I heard a pounding. “What is that?” Ben asked.

I peeked out the door and saw five men standing behind the shop window. I watched them for a moment. One of the men made eye contact with me. Then he started hammering faster. “What the hell’s going on?” I said. I walked towards the door, and that’s when a piece of plywood went up, blocking the window, stopping me from seeing anything. “What the fuck?” I grabbed the doorknob, but the door wouldn’t budge. We were being locked in. The customer must have called the shop girl in, and now they were quarantining us, probably thinking the girl was in the shop with us.

“No!” I yelled. “Let us out! We aren’t sick!”

But the hammering continued. I knew they could hear me, but they didn’t care. They weren’t about to take any chances. This was what they felt they needed to do to protect themselves, and to stop the spread of the mirandavirus. Ben came up behind me. “What’s going on? Why are you yelling?” he asked.

“They’re locking us in! They think we’re sick.”

He came up and grabbed the door handle, as if he didn’t believe me. He tried opening the door, then he began to slam the door with his body. “Open up!” he yelled. They must have been using some strong materials. After ten minutes of pounding and screaming, we noticed that it was silent. The mob was gone. We were officially quarantined—locked in an adult store, which now seemed awfully dark with the window covered.


CHAPTER II

The solution seemed simple enough. We had our phones and we had reception, so we tried calling the police. But amazingly, the police didn’t pick up. We received a robotic message letting us know that all the lines were busy. “How is that possible? Can they even do that?” I asked. We tried calling again and again, but we got to reply. So we tried calling friends. I finally got through to one of my neighbours. “Some people locked us in this store while we were working. Any chance you can come down with a drill or something, to help us out of here?” I asked.

“They think that you’re sick?” my neighbour asked.

“Yeah. Some lady was coughing in the store, and another lady saw and called this mob in. So can you come let us out?”

My neighbour was silent for a long moment. “Sorry, I can’t really help you. I’m—uh—I’m busy.” Then he hung up.

“What the hell is wrong with people today?” Ben said.

“Everyone’s freaked out about this mirandavirus,” I said. “And now everyone thinks we have it because we’re stuck in here. And hell, maybe we do have it. That girl was coughing like crazy before she left. She didn’t look well at all. Don’t touch anything in here. Just sanitize your hands and then stick them in your pockets.”

Ben scoffed. “What did I tell you about white people?” he asked.

“The shop girl was white, idiot,” I said.

We kept trying to call the police, but the lines remained busy. Maybe thousands of people were calling, panicked. Or maybe no one showed up for work at the call centre, afraid of being around potentially sick people. “So this is it? We’re just stuck in here?” Ben said, staring at me with narrowed eyes.

“You’re saying it like it’s my fault,” I said.

“Well it was your gig,” he said.

“How can you possibly blame this one me?” I said.

We fought for fifteen long minutes. Ben was getting under my skin. He seemed so smug, as if none of this was his fault. But had he not spent so long staring at the shop girl’s scantily clad body, we would have been done the job before the mob came to board us in. He’d been treating the whole day like a big joke instead of doing much actual work.

But it didn’t matter. Our fight went around in circles and accomplished nothing. “Whatever,” I said. “We’re stuck in this store and we need to find a way out. So let’s start looking. Maybe there are some tools in a closet that we can use to cut the barricade down.” We split ways and searched the shop. Sadly, the shop was obviously owned and operated by women, so there weren’t any tools to be found, except for a little pink screwdriver that couldn’t have possibly been much use in driving screws. The shop had a small upstairs with a little office and a little kitchen. The little fridge had some food: a few plastic containers filled with dinner leftovers, a carton of coffee cream, a bag of baby carrots, and a pack of cupcakes with ‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY’ stencilled on them. In a cupboard, I found a few bags of chips, a box of soda crackers, and a few cans of soup. It wasn’t a lot, but at least it was food: enough to survive off of while we figured out how to escape the adult store.

Ben went around banging on the walls, trying to find a soft spot we could break through, to get into the next store over. But the framing was tight and the drywall was thick. We only had our wrenches and some soldering equipment. Ben still tried to break through the wall using a plastic chair. He was able to make a small hole, but he didn’t get much further than that.

After his brief attempt, he was sweating. Beads of moisture rolled down his forehead. He wiped his face and took a deep breath. “This sucks,” he said.

“You’re telling me,” I said. I hadn’t been pounding on the walls, but I was also hot. The store’s thermostat was locked in a firm plastic box, and the air conditioning was turned off. I couldn’t find the key anywhere to turn that air conditioner on.

“I don’t want to be stuck in here overnight,” Ben said.

I found a box of disinfecting wipes. I took the box and started to go through the store, wiping everything down: counters, walls, floors, and even the boxes of sex toys stacked throughout. “I’f we going to be stuck here, I’m not getting sick.”

“You might already be sick,” he said. “Didn’t you say it takes a while for symptoms to show up?”

“Five days,” I said.

“So do you think that’s when they’ll let us out? In five days, once they can see that we aren’t sick?”

“I hope they let us out sooner than that,” I said. I kept scrubbing everything with wipes. In just fifteen minutes, I’d gone through half that box. The whole store now smelled like toxic lemon-scented cleaner. But at least the wipes were giving me some peace of mind. I’d seen the videos of people infected with the mirandavirus; that wasn’t something I wanted to go through.

Ben just took a seat and watched. He took off his work belt and then he kicked off his shoes. “Quit working,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because you already stink. Don’t make your only shirt smell even worse.”

Ben was right: my shirt was starting to smell a bit ripe—even I was catching the occasional whiff. But it was the only shirt I had while we were stuck in that store.

“Maybe you can try washing it in that sink up there. There’s a bottle of dish soap. Dish soap and detergent are basically the same thing, right?”

It wasn’t a bad idea—and I had nothing else to do. And if a little speck of that virus was on me, then I wanted to clean it off. So I went upstairs to the little kitchen. I stripped down to my undies and put everything in the sink. I filled the sink with hot water and lots of soap. Then I swirled everything around, getting it all soapy. I left it there for fifteen minutes before rinsing everything out and hanging it on the nearby coat rack.

Then I looked at Ben. “You should wash your clothes too. Just in case her germs got on you,” I said.

“I’m fine,” he said.

“I’m not asking you,” I said. Ben rolled his eyes and shook his head.

“If it’s going to prevent another fight—fine. I’ll wash my clothes.” He stripped down and did the same thing with his clothes. I took some disinfecting wipes and rubbed down my body. The chemicals tingled—especially where I had little cuts and scrapes. But it was worth the peace of mind.

Ben was rinsing his clothes when the air conditioner suddenly kicked on. The whole building hummed loudly as cool air began to pour in through the many vents. “What the hell?” Ben said.

“It must be on a timer,” I said. I went down to that plastic box and saw that the temperature was now set to 61 degrees. “Why is it so low?”

“Probably to counter the hot air from outside,” Ben suggested.

“Great. Now we’re going to freeze.”

“61 isn’t that bad,” Ben said. “That’s, like, 16 celsius, right?” It didn’t sound too bad, but it sure felt awful once the temperature actually dropped to the planned setting. I had to keep moving or the cold would make my toes and fingers hurt. I saw Ben shaking as he rubbed his body with his bare hands.

It was late, probably close to midnight, when the air conditioner finally shut off, having reached the set temperature. But the temperature didn’t stop dropping. It must have been cold outside, because as the hours passed, the shop became colder and colder. We tried to make beds with what we had available: blow up dolls and piles of lingerie. But sleeping was difficult with the cold.

“Fuck it,” Ben said. “I’m not going to freeze my ass off. If you want to make fun of me, go ahead.” He went across the shop and grabbed one of the plastic slips containing a lingerie outfit. He ripped it open and pulled out a long pink dress, with fitted sleeves. He pulled the dress over his body, and then he grabbed another package containing white ‘schoolgirl’ stockings. He pulled them up his legs. I had to giggle at the sight: it was a ridiculous outfit.

“Laugh all you want,” he said. “It’s actually pretty warm.” He went back to his makeshift bed, and then I stopped laughing. He actually did look much more comfortable. He was no longer squirming and trembling. His skin was no longer exposed to the cold air conditioned air. I spent the next fifteen minutes trying to will the cold away, and then I caved. Maybe Ben’s idea wasn’t so bad. I went and grabbed a similar outfit: a red night dress and a pair of thigh-high black socks. But my dress didn’t have sleeves. Luckily, I found a pair of full-length satin gloves, which were surprisingly warm and comfortable.

“Don’t you look pretty,” Ben said from his bed.

“I thought you were asleep,” I said, feeling uncomfortable in the tight outfit—but at least I was warm.

“I was, and then I heard you prancing around the store, playing dress up.”

“I’m not playing dress up,” I said defensively.

“Sure,” he said, rolling over. But he was in no place to mock me. I could see the whole contour of his ass in his tight night dress. I could tell that he’d taken off his boxers: there was no crinkling or bunching up. And maybe that was a good idea; he only had the one pair after all, and that pair possibly needed to last five or more days.

So I leaned down and pulled my undies out from under my night dress. They were a bit damp with sweat that was now cold. I figured I could wash them in the morning.

I closed my eyes and let myself fall asleep, now that I was warm. And the nightdress was amazingly comfortable. The fabric was so soft, and the way the outfit hugged my skin was strangely pleasant: not bunching up anywhere or riding up anything. It almost seemed like I shame that men hadn’t invented some sort of male night dress.


CHAPTER III

When I woke up, I could smell burning toast. I opened my eyes slowly and saw Ben across the shop, looking at a wall of pornographic movies. He was still in his night dress and white stockings—and for a moment, from behind, I thought that I was staring at a woman. “What’s that smell?” I asked.

“I’m making toast,” he said. “I found a toaster and a loaf of bread. Want a piece?”

“Is it burning?” I asked.

“I literally just turned it on thirty seconds ago,” he said, shaking his head with a little laugh.

“I smell burning,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders, and then I noticed a bit of smoke coming from the stairwell. So I sprung to my feet and ran over to see what he’d done. He ran up behind me, noticing the smoke a second later. “What the hell?” I said as I bounded up the steps.

Our clothes were on fire. I ran forward and grabbed the coat rack, tipping it over. Then I turned on the sink and filled a glass with water. I tossed the water onto the fire, but one glass wasn’t enough. It took five minutes to put that fire out, leaving out clothes in a smoking heap. “What the hell happened?” I asked.

“Shit. My bad,” Ben said.

“What do you mean, your bad? What did you do?”

His face turned red and he smiled awkwardly. “Well, our clothes were still wet this morning, so I figured if I moved them over the toaster, the heat would help to dry them up. I guess one of our shirts must have gotten into the toaster or something.”

“You tried to use a toaster to dry our clothes? Are you insane?”

“I said sorry!” he said.

“No you didn’t!”

He shook his head. “It doesn’t make much difference, does it? The clothes are ruined. Your clothes couldn’t have been worth more than fifteen bucks. You can take it out of my paycheque.”

“I will,” I said, shaking my head. “Now I have nothing to wear.”

“That dress looks cute on you,” he said with a smirk. “Keep wearing that.”

I rolled my eyes. “Funny. You’re stuck in your dress too, idiot.”

“I don’t mind the dress. It’s comfortable,” he said with a smug smile. He must have thought he was very funny. I certainly didn’t think he was being funny.

“Well it’s starting to heat up in here,” I said. “And I’m not okay with you walking around with your dick out.”

“Fine. We have a whole store filled with clothes. I’m sure I’ll find something to wear.”

And an hour later, it really was starting to get hot. The air conditioner automatically turned off again. Whoever set it up must have accidentally set the time to AM instead of PM. Suddenly, that night dress was too hot, and I didn’t want to put my sweaty undies back on. So, like Ben, I went through the store looking for something to wear.

My stomach groaned at all of the options. The thought of wearing one of the tiny outfits was humiliating, but the humiliation seemed less bad once I saw Ben squeezing his body into a pair of panties and a little skirt. It was a silly sight. But of all the options in the shop, it was probably the least silly. It was either panties and a skirt or full lacy one-piece outfits, sexy Halloween costumes, or outfits designed for strippers and prostitutes.

So we both put on skirts and spent the day walking around, looking like fools. Ben giggled at me, and I felt my face turn red, even though he was wearing the same exact outfit. But I got a real laugh when I left the room and came back, and then I saw him from behind, bending over as he looked through cupboards for something to kill the boredom. From behind, he actually looked like a chick. His butt was perky and his legs appeared smooth (his leg hair was blonde and thin and invisible from more than ten feet away). “I thought you were a girl!” I said.

He turned around with red embarrassment on his face. “Yeah, and you look so manly,” he said.

There wasn’t much to do in that store. By noon, Ben was so bored that he ended up putting a pornographic movie on the shop TV. “I picked it because it seemed like it had the most interesting story,” he said.

“Sure. That’s why you picked it,” I said.

I didn’t like having the porno playing in the background. I hated that there was a beautiful blonde with bouncing tits in the corner of my eyeline. I didn’t want to get aroused in that little outfit. Those panties weren’t enough to hold back an erection. I’m not sure how Ben was watching so casually, without feeling any arousal. Or was he just good at hiding his hard cock?

The porn wasn’t enough to kill the boredom. After three hours and as many porno movies, the shop became especially quiet. Our phones were dying and we didn’t have chargers. The TV got no reception: just that DVD player and those porno movies. Ben tried to find the grossest, most obscure movie he could find, just because it was something to do. After forty minutes of searching through the most obscure options, he found a video called ‘TRANNY WATER SPORTS!’. He put it on, and it was exactly what it sounded like: trannies peeing on one another.

“They actually look like chicks,” he said. And he was right: aside from their appendages, they looked like girls. I found myself wondering if they just hired girls and put fake dicks on them. Ben was certain that they were really shemales. “There are some guys who can really look like girls,” he said. “I went out to a gay bar with some friends a few weeks ago. It was kind of scary.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I’m sure it’s obvious in person.”

He laughed. “I assure you that it’s not. Want to hear a story? Remember Ken, from high school? He was dating this girl for six months. She was kind of religious, and believed in no sex before marriage—right? So they were dating, and then he decided to propose, probably because he was sick of not having a girl to fuck. She accepted the proposal, but then she told him that she was a dude—he’d been dating a dude. And they saw each other every day for six months.”

“Ken? Seriously?” I said.

“Yeah. He was traumatized. He slept on my couch for a week after it happened. He told me not to tell anyone about it. But guess where he is now?”

“Where?” I asked.

“He went back to her and they got married. They live in Newfoundland together. Look her up before your phone dies. There are pictures of her on Ken’s Facebook page. That’s a guy, not a girl.” I looked before my phone blacked out, and she really did look like a girl. She was blonde and very pretty.

“You’re lying,” I said.

“I’m telling the truth,” he said. “You’re looking at a shemale. She’s got a dick. And apparently it’s bigger than Ken’s dick.”

I shook my head. “I just don’t believe you.”

“Well it’s true,” he said. And that was the end of that conversation. I found myself looking at that picture again before my phone died. I looked closely, trying to spot an Adam’s apple, or some defining masculine feature. I couldn’t see anything. Surely Ben was lying to me. But what if he wasn’t?

We both tried calling the police again. We left voice messages on our friends’ phones, telling them where we were, begging them to call the cops, to free us. But we heard nothing back before our phones went black later that day. Now we had no way of contacting the outside world. There wasn’t even a phone in that shop, or a computer that was connected to the internet. We could only hope that our calls for help would be heard, so we wouldn’t die of starvation in a small adult sex store on the edge of the downtown core.

It was still daytime; sunlight was creeping through the small slits between the boards on the windows—but it was quiet, as if it was the middle of the night. No one was walking the streets. People were probably too afraid to leave their houses. Ben and I took turns banging on the door while screaming for help, but our cries weren’t answered. Ben kept going to the sink, to make sure the water was still on. Now he was the one becoming paranoid, worried the vigilante mob was going to cut us off the way Russia cut off Ukraine during the Holodomor. It was just starting to get dark when his paranoia reached a climax. He went and found a recycling bin, filled with plastic bottles. He spent a good hour cleaning them all with soapy water, then he filled them all with cold tap water. He looked back at me with a nervous look on his face. “Just in case they cut us off,” he said. He left the filled bottles on the counter: three dozen, enough to last us at least a few weeks. “But don’t touch them unless they turn the water off. There’s also the water in the back of the toilet.”

Ben wasn’t the type to be worried, so his paranoia was making my spine tingle. What if we were stuck for longer than five days? What if no one came to let us out? What if the mirandavirus overwhelmed our city and left us stuck in that store for months? Would I have to eat Ben eventually? How long could we live off of the soda crackers and fridge leftovers.

That night, we agreed to start portioning our food—just in case. We knew that the leftovers in the fridge would only last a few more days before spoiling, so we agreed to eat that first. That night, we split a small containing of spaghetti. I was still hungry once we were finished—tempted to dig into one of the chip bags—but I resisted the urge. I kept telling myself that those chips could end up being the difference between life and death.

Later that night, Ben spent a good hour trying to chip away at the drywall, using a metal pen he found in a drawer. He managed to make a sizeable hole, exposing a few beams. But the beams were close together—too close to squeeze through, and they were secured with metal bracing. Ben’s efforts were pointless.

When I woke up the next morning, I could hear a strange thumping. I got up in my satin nightdress and walked over to the next room. Ben was there, throwing a rubber dildo against a wall and trying to catch it after it bounced in an unpredictable direction. He looked at me with a dull look on his face. “It’s not as fun as it looks,” he said.

“So why are you doing it?” I asked.

“I’ve been up for three hours already. I’m bored.” He threw the dildo again.

“You know, they’re going to make us pay for all the damage we’ve done to the place. We’ll have to pay for the wall, that dildo, those movies you opened, and these dresses—and whatever else we touch.”

“Bullshit,” Ben said. “I didn’t ask to be locked in here. That girl got us stuck in here because she got sick—that’s not my problem. If they want someone to pay for this shit, they can take it up with their insurance company.”

I didn’t feel like fighting. Maybe he was right. We didn’t choose to be locked in that store. It was only natural to panic: to tear into the walls and to find ways to kill the time. I asked Ben to stop hurling the dildo against the wall. “The sound is giving me a headache,” I said.

And then the boredom truly began to set in. Seconds ticked by in super-slow-motion. I watched the clock for nearly an entire hour, praying that it would suddenly be nighttime so I could just go to sleep. At least the time seemed to fly by when I was asleep. But awake, it didn’t seem to move at all. I could almost feel my brain rotting. It wasn’t long before I started to forget how long we’d been stuck in that store for: two nights? Three nights? Four nights? My timeline was quickly becoming unclear in the silent monotony.

I tried to take a nap, just because there was nothing else to do. But I couldn’t shut my brain off; I couldn’t stop thinking about the possibility that I was infected with the deadly virus. It apparently took five days, and it hadn’t been that long since that woman had coughed all over the store. And she’d probably been coughing before we arrived at the store. She must have sat on that old toilet at some point. Her body had barely been covered, so her bare skin had likely come into contact with many things in that store: things we probably weren’t thinking of sanitizing. Was I already sick? As I thought about it, I began to feel a tingle in my throat; was it the beginning of the mirandavirus? I coughed, trying to make the tingling go away. Then my heart began to pound, so I sat up and gave up on the idea of napping. Left to wander, my mind was just becoming more and more paranoid.

I looked across the shop. Ben was going through drawers—drawers he’d already gone through many times. “What are you looking for?” I asked.

“Anything,” he said.

“Anything for what?” I said.

“Anything for anything.” Then he pulled out a box. He flipped it open.

“What’s that?”

“Makeup,” he said.

Then he began to pull out all of the little tools. “What are you doing with it?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I’m going to see how hard it is to do my makeup. What the hell else am I going to do?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Are you going to try to seduce me or something?”

“You can stare at the wall all you want,” he said. “At least this is something to do.” I laughed again, but he had a good point: it was something. I was a bit jealous. I wished that I had something to occupy my mind, to stop it from drifting to dark, frightening thoughts. I was starting to become nauseous, thinking about the damned mirandavirus, wondering if I was living out my final days on the planet. It only killed about twenty percent of people infected with it—but then again, those were numbers that came from hospitals. If I was sick, I would have no way of getting to a hospital. There would be no machines to pump fluid out from my lungs, and no antibiotics to make the virus go away.

I watched Ben as he squeezed some skin-toned cream onto his fingers. He rubbed the cream gently on his cheeks. I wanted to laugh at him, but mocking him seemed pointless, seeing as there was no one else around to laugh with me. So I just walked away, looking for my own way to pass the time. I looked through all the board games in the shop, wondering if there was one that didn’t involve having sex. Maybe one of the games could be quickly modified to be a regular game, and not a sex game. But they were all overly kinky, requiring users to strip and to touch and penetrate one another. At best, the games could have been turned into a simple dice rolling game—but that would be just as boring as staring at the wall.

I still felt awkward looking at the sex toys, as if I was staring at things that my eyes weren’t meant to see. There was one toy, behind a shield of glass, with a nine-hundred dollar price tag on it. It was called Robo-Man, and it was essentially a metal box with a dildo attached to it. It had a dial with a number of settings. I looked closely at the settings and then laughed. ‘Bunny Fucking’ was one of the options, and so was, ‘Slow Sting Style’. There was a switch next to the dial, with two options: male and female. I had no idea what the switch could do. I was tempted to open the display case, plug in the unit, and turn it on, just to see how ridiculous it was. But I decided to leave it alone, just in case we ended up having to pay for all of the stuff we touched.

I looked back at Ben. Now he was gently brushing some shadow around his eyes. “How do you even know what you’re doing?” I asked.

“My ex-girlfriend used to do her makeup on the couch next to me,” he said. “Every morning, she did the same routine.”

“I see,” I said, watching for a few minutes. He didn’t seem to care that I was watching. I still had the urge to laugh, but laughing still didn’t seem right. I was still jealous that his mind was occupied.

I bit my tongue and forced a smile. “Well maybe we can see who can make a more convincing girl,” I said, pulling up a seat next to him. I reached over and grabbed the same tube of skin-toned cream that he started with.

“What’s at stake?” Ben asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. The loser has to do whatever the winner wants for the rest of the day,” I said. The bet felt childish, but it still left me buzzing with a curious excitement. More than anything, I was happy to have something for my brain to focus on. So I started to do my makeup. Ben worked slowly, applying each item carefully. I did my best to copy him, working quickly to catch up so I wouldn’t miss any crucial details. But after a while, once I started getting the hang of what everything was for, I started to go off on my own little route, playing around with the eyeliner in an attempt to make my eyes look bigger and more seductive. I caught myself giggling like a girl, and then he started giggling as well.

“I’m guessing you’ve done this before,” he said with a big, glossy grin.

I shook my head. “I was just thinking the same thing about you,” I said with a chuckle. I looked over at him and saw that he was looking surprisingly feminine, making me worried that I was going to lose. I didn’t want to know what Ben would make me do. I couldn’t even begin to imagine the possibilities, seeing as there was nothing to do in that shop. What was I going to make him do if I won? I looked around. Would I make him rearrange all of the DVDs in alphabetical order? Would I make him scrub the whole store down again, to give me a little more peace of mind? Or would I just try to embarrass him? Maybe I could make him dress up in a more scandalous outfit. Maybe I could make him act out one of the scenes from one of the pornography movies we’d watched.

I caught myself smirking with red cheeks. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath, and then I continued dolling myself up.

Ben knew a few tricks—supposedly from watching his ex-girlfriend. He took a darker powder and rubbed his cheeks, making his face look more narrow and feminine. Then he did the same thing to his nose, making his nose look cute and tiny. He used a skin-toned powder to blend everything together, and then he was almost unrecognizable. My heart skipped a beat as I glanced over at him. He was actually starting to look like a girl. And if he could make himself look like a girl with a bit of makeup, then maybe he wasn’t lying about our high school friend’s tranny wife. Maybe that really was a boy in those pictures.

I was losing hope that I could beat Ben. He knew what he was doing and I had no idea. I’d never lived with a woman, aside from my mother—and I never watched my mother doing her makeup. He had an unfair advantage, and I was starting to wonder if he’d done this before.

“Are you almost done?” he asked as he leaned forward to touch up his lip gloss. He was using a female voice, trying to taunt me. Even he knew that he’d already won the game. But I wasn’t about to give up. I wasn’t looking too bad. My eyes were frighteningly feminine; they looked big and glossy and cute with dark mascara on my lashes. And my lips looked plump and kissable—definitely more girly than his lips. I still wanted to try my hand at contouring, so I grabbed the dark powder and started to do my best.

As I was finishing up, I noticed the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple. Then I remembered seeing a small basket of lace chokers near the front of the shop, so I went to fetch one. I tied it around my throat, and that small addition made a big difference. Then I noticed the rack of costume wigs, so I grabbed a long brunette option. I played with the soft hair until it framed my face in a flattering way—and hid the more masculine parts of my jawline.

Now, looking in the mirror, I was sure that I had Ben beat. I caught myself grinning and biting my lip, ready to claim my victory—though I had no idea how we were going to pick a winner. I looked to my left, ready to say, ‘So who’s the winner? Me, right?’ Then I saw Ben, fitting a blonde wig on his head, looking more girly than ever. I froze for a moment. My lips parted. That wig made an enormous difference. I couldn’t even recognize him. I was convinced for a moment that a girl had slipped into the shop.

“Is that it?” he asked in his taunting girly voice.

I cleared my throat and pressed my lips thin. “You look…”

“Like a chick?” he said, playfully bouncing his hair with both hands.

“Yeah. It’s freaky,” I said.

“You don’t look half bad yourself. Kind of cute, actually,” he said with a big grin. “But I think we both know that I’m the winner.”

“You’ve done this before,” I said. “You played me.”

“Keep telling yourself that, loser,” he said with a laugh. “So you’re my slave for the rest of the day. Maybe you can start by making me a little bit of lunch. Actually, start by putting on something cuter, and then you can make me lunch. How’s about… this.” He picked an outfit off the wall: a sexy maid outfit, complete with a fishnet stockings and heels. “You know what? Let’s back up even further. Go and shave your legs and your chest and your pits and your crotch, then put on the outfit, then make me lunch. Oh—and put on a bit of perfume, too. I like the one in the pink bottle, by the cash register.”

My stomach flopped and groaned. At least it was something to do. I agreed to the challenge. There was no rule saying he wasn’t allowed to have practised before—if that was even the truth.


CHAPTER IV

So I went to the little bathroom and thoroughly washed the razor that was already there before touching it to my skin. The small shower made me nervous, even though I was fairly sure it hadn’t been used in years, along with that old razor. But what if the virus was living on those frosted glass walls? What if it was alive on that old tile, or about to come up from the drain?

I felt stupid shaving my legs. I felt even stupider once I looked down at my smooth legs and realized they actually looked kind of feminine. Then came time to shave my crotch. I wasn’t sure why Ben wanted me to shave my crotch, but I went ahead and did it anyway before doing my chest and pits. I hardly had hair on my chest to begin with, so the rest of my shower was quick. Once I was out, I rubbed some disinfectant on my body, just to be safe. Then, to hide the alcohol scent of the disinfectant, I sprayed a bit of perfume on my body: the one that Ben requested.

Then it was time to put on the sexy maid costume. It was a tight fit, and it took me a while to figure out all of the little garter belt straps. The crotch was especially tight—almost uncomfortable—and it hardly held my cock and ball sack in place. But I had to wear it because I lost the challenge. Again, I was just happy to have something else to think about besides the fact I may have been dying.

I had to touch up my makeup a little bit. Then I had to scour the store to find a pair of heels that actually fit my feet. It took about ten minutes to figure out how to walk in the heels. It was kind of nice being a bit taller, though it was quite the butt workout. I had no idea heels worked the ass so much!

“I’m getting hungry!” Ben called out. So I took a deep breath and went to work, going to the little kitchen to heat up some leftovers for Ben. He stood behind me while I worked: bending over in those tall heels to get the food from the fridge, then reaching up to put the food into the microwave.

“While it’s heating up, you can clean up a little bit,” he said.

I grabbed a cloth and wiped down the counter. I put away the toaster and I organized all of the little shakers and boxes. I felt awkward with Ben behind me. Every time I looked back, he was looking at me with a big grin, as if he actually liked what he was seeing. I didn’t love the idea of my friend staring at my bare ass, which wasn’t at all covered by the lingerie skirt of the costume.

“What do you want me to do now?” I asked.

“Well, first, I want you to speak like a girl. Then, I want you to sweep up the shop—and then maybe you can mop as well. Make this place sparkling clean. Then you can wash my bedding for me. Better wash your own as well.”

I didn’t mind cleaning up. I liked the idea of being trapped in a sterilized environment—not having to worry that I would accidentally touch the mirandavirus. But I didn’t love cleaning in those tall heels, with my butt completely out for my friend to see. It really didn’t help that he kept staring, making me feel self-conscious. And if definitely didn’t help when he said, “You’ve got a great ass.” He took me by surprise, slapping me firmly on the ass, making me yelp. I grabbed my butt and glared at him with narrowed eyes.

“Keep your hands to yourself,” I managed to say in a girly voice.

He giggled, and then I giggled as well. I kept cleaning while he watched. For a while, I started to become nervous about him watching; worried he was actually enjoying the sight of me. And then I remembered that there was literally nothing else to do, and he was probably just looking for something to occupy his brain while the hours ticked by. Maybe he was just as scared that he was sick.

I finished mopping. I gently wiped my forehead and took a deep breath. “Is that it?” I asked.

“Is that it?” he said. “Of course not. You’re my slave until the end of the day. That was the deal.”

“Okay. Then what do you want me to do?” I asked.

He was silent for a moment. He looked around the space, out of ideas. “Hmm,” he said, scratching his chin. It was weird hearing him using his normal voice. He was still in his makeup and wig, still looking like a convincing girl. But that voice made my head spin; it no longer belonged.

I watched as his cheeks turned red. “There’s a toy by the front, in a black box. Take it to the bathroom and put it in, then give me the remote.”

“Remote? What are you talking about?” I said.

He bit his lip. “You’ll see.”

So I went to the front of the store. I looked at the door and my heart skipped a beat. What would I say if that door opened right now? If one of our friends got our cry for help and they showed up at that very moment, how could I explain this sight? Would anyone believe me if I said, ‘We were bored with nothing else to do!’

I turned to the counter and looked around for the black box. There was only one black box: a vibrating butt plug with a remote. I picked it up and my heart fluttered. Surely this wasn’t what he was talking about. Surely he wasn’t asking me to stick a sex toy in my asshole? There were no other black boxes, and nothing in sight that had a remote. “Are you crazy?” I said.

“You lost the bet!” he called out. “You have to do it. Or are you scared you might like it?”

“I won’t like it!” I said. Now my hands were trembling. I wasn’t scared that I would like it, but I was definitely scared. I’d never stuck anything in my ass before, and that was something I was more-or-less proud of. I wasn’t gay. I liked girls. I liked penetrating girls. But to be penetrated myself? The though made my skin crawl.

I opened the box and looked at the plug. At least it didn’t seem that big. It was only three inches long, and maybe an inch and a half wide. It had a big base, so the toy wouldn’t accidentally slide inside of my body. And it even came with a small tube of lubricant.

“Fine,” I said. “But I’m only doing this because I have to. And by the way, you’re a sicko.”

He laughed. I took the toy to the bathroom, stared at it for a while, then I squished a large dab of lubricant onto it. I used the tip of my finger to coat the whole thing. I reached around and pulled the panties of my outfit to the side. I gently began to twist the plug into my butt. It was surprisingly hard to get it inside of me. I groaned and pushed, but it just wouldn’t slip inside. I had to take a deep breath and force my anal muscles to relax. Then suddenly, it plopped in. I gasped. It was a strange feeling: no pain, but a weird, dull pressure. My instinct was to push it out, but the shape of the plug didn’t let my anal muscles reject it. The only way to get it out was to pull it out with my hand, but I didn’t want to have to go through penetrating myself again, so I left it there. I put my panties back and I tugged down on my skirt, hoping to make it cover more than the nothing it was currently covering.

Then I went back out. “Okay. Now what?” I asked.

Ben was holding the remote, smirking and biting his lip. He pressed a button, then I felt the vibrating inside of me. I gasped and then I covered my mouth with my hand. “Holy shit, that’s strong,” I said.

“This isn’t even its strongest setting,” he said.

I laughed nervously. “Give me something to do,” I said.

“I know,” he said. He zipped away, leaving me with a vibrating butt plug in my ass. Then he came back holding a pink Polaroid camera.

“No way. You aren’t taking pictures of me,” I said.

“Too bad. Don’t worry though. I’ll destroy them. But for the next hour—or until I run out of film—you’re going to be my model. So strike a pose for me. Look sexy. Maybe put your hands on your hips.”

I groaned and thought about protesting, but deep down I was just happy to have something to do. So I posed for him, forcing a smile and putting my hands on my hips. He snapped a photo. Then he told me to turn around, and to ‘perk my butt out’. I did my best to follow the command, giggling slightly. Then he pressed a button on that remote, making the vibration a bit more intense. I tensed up and let a whimper slip out from my lips.

The vibrating actually felt kind of pleasant. The tip of the plug was pressed right against a soft spot, and that spot seemed to be connected somehow to my penis. I could feel the tingling right down to the tip of my cock. I giggled and bit my lip, then he took another phone.

“Get down on your hands and knees and purr like a kitty,” he said with a mean smile. I groaned and then followed the command. “Spread your legs wider. Wider. Wider still. That’s perfect.” I was nearly doing the splits on my knees. I looked into the lens of that camera and I purred.

“You better destroy these photos after we’re done here,” I said. He was just putting the pictures onto a pile without looking at them.

“Don’t worry about that,” he said, waving me off. “Now roll onto your back and spread your legs for me, as if you’re showing me your pussy.”

It was an awkward pose, especially because the panties did very little to hide my bulge. And my cock was a bit hard from the pleasant buzzing. I prayed that he wouldn’t be able to tell. So I opened up my legs and pressed my back against the recently cleaned floor. He snapped another picture.

He looked around, and then he pointed at the realistic girl mannequin at the front of the store. “Get behind her and grind your body against her, like you’re at a club together.”

“The mannequin?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. So I went behind the plastic life-sized doll. I wrapped my arms around her and then I realized it wasn’t a mannequin, but a sex doll. She was wearing a pair of panties to cover her fake pussy and asshole. And her tits actually kind of felt like tits—though the rest of her body was hard plastic. “Grab her tits and squeeze them, and then start grinding.”

So I followed the command. I squeezed the breasts and rubbed my cock against the mannequin’s soft bum (the bum was made with the same material as her breasts). I kept grinding, waiting for him to take his photo. But instead, he was just watching.

“Aren’t you going to take the shot?” I asked, feeling increasingly awkward. My cock was starting to get hard between the buzzing and the rubbing, and the feeling of the fake tits.

“In a second,” he said, continuing to watch. I closed my eyes. Then I felt the buzzing intensifying. He must have pressed a button on that remote. Now my cock was hard. I was afraid to pull away from the mannequin. Her butt was now the only thing hiding my erection, which was trying to break out from my panties.

“Oh my God,” he said. “Are you hard?”

“It’s just from the rubbing,” I said, feeling my face turning red.

He laughed and I felt embarrassed. I stopped grinding, but I didn’t pull away from the sex toy.

“Don’t stop,” he said with a big smile. “Stick it in her. Fuck the slut.”

“No way,” I said.

“Do it. You’re my slave. You have to do whatever I say.”

“I’m not going to fuck a sex doll in front of my employee.”

“Yes you are, because you lost the bet. Now stick it in her.” He grabbed a little bottle of lubricant from a nearby shelf and tossed it to me. I stood in silent horror for a moment, still with my erection. Then I bit down on my tongue, feeling foolish, but strangely still happy to have something else to think about besides the mirandavirus.

I squirted some lubricant into my hand and said, “Look away.” He turned around. I stepped back, coated my cock with lube, and then I awkwardly pressed my shaft into the mannequin’s silicone pussy. It was a weird feeling, especially since I could see my reflection in the nearby boarded window. “Okay, you can look now,” I said.

He turned around with a big smile. “You make a lovely pair of lesbians,” he said.

“Shut up,” I said.

“Don’t forget about your girly voice. I don’t want to have to punish you,” he said. I groaned. “Now fuck her. Give it to her, beautiful. Don’t mind me over here with the camera.”

“You promise you’ll destroy those pictures?” I said awkwardly, still squirming with a buzzing toy in my butt.

“Promise,” he said with a wink.

So I took a deep breath and then I started to gently thrust back and forth, in and out of that tight sex doll. I closed my eyes, feeling stupider with every thrust. My cock actually felt good. The stimulation was nice. The buzzing was becoming more and more pleasant. I was actually going to come. And I knew Ben would make fun of me for years because of it—but how could I avoid it? I couldn’t just tell myself not to come.

I tried to hold back. I tried to will away the pleasure, but it just got better and better. I groaned and squirmed and closed my eyes. “Keep squeezing her titties,” Ben said with a big chuckle. I hated him so much. I heard him snap a photo. My spine tingled, but that euphoria continued to grow.

“Oh God,” I moaned. And then I felt my tip tingling. I knew holding back was pointless. I knew I was going to have to get Ben back for this horrible humiliation. But it could have been worse. Someone could have come to our rescue at that very moment and seen me like that. Ben was a dickhead, but I knew he wasn’t cruel enough to show those pictures to anybody.

I came, groaning as my legs trembled. I filled that mannequin’s silicone pussy with a big, hot load—and it truly was a big load. I normally masturbated once a day, and it had been days since I’d had a chance to get off. It was probably the longest I’d gone without coming in many years. I stepped back and quickly tucked my cock back into my French maid panties. Then I watched as my cum streamed down the pretty mannequin’s legs. Ben roared with laughter. “You really did it!” he said.

“You made me do it!” I snapped, narrowing my eyes, but unable to look at him.

He kept laughing. I went to grab some cleaning supplies to clean up the plastic lady I’d just fucked in the fake pussy. Ben stood by and watched as I scrubbed her out, making sure that hole was pristine for whoever ended up buying the pathetic toy.

Then I went to take off my wig. “What are you doing?” Ben said.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” I said.

“It looks like you think your time is up.” He looked at his watch. “You still have a couple hours.”

“Seriously? Can’t we just call it a night?”

“Watch your voice.”

I could see in Ben’s eyes that he knew I planned on getting him back. He had a nervous look: red in the cheeks with thinly pressed lips. He knew I would get my revenge, so he was already trying to make the most out of my punishment.


CHAPTER V

For the next two hours, I was Ben’s play doll. He wanted to play dress up, so I changed into outfit after outfit. He ran out of film after just thirty minutes, but the dress up didn’t end. He wanted to get the absolute most out of my humiliation—but nothing was worse than having him watch me while I fucked the mannequin, not even when he had me put on the Playboy bunny costume before hopping around the store, wiggling my butt.

I was surprised by how comfortable he was when it came to slapping me on the ass and feeling my bare skin. He was treating me like I was a real woman—or maybe I should say, a real prostitute. He would giggle as I went by, cupping his hand on my bum and squeezing. I figured I would try to embarrass him at one point, while he was sitting on the ground. I went up to him, turned around, and pressed my butt against his face. Then I wiggled my bum, teasing his forehead with my bunny tail, making his nose and lips sink between my butt cheeks. But he didn’t seem to mind. Instead of becoming disgusted and outraged, he just laughed. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?” he said.

It was close to midnight when I started to worry that Ben was actually into my cross-dressing. He seemed to be excited. I even caught him a few times adjusting his cock in his own little outfit. Was he trying to hide an erection? Or was his girly outfit just a bit uncomfortable?

I was too exhausted to call him out once the clock struck 12:00 AM. I just wanted to go to sleep. So I changed into my nightie and I went off to bed, trying not to look him in the eyes, worried I would give him the wrong idea.

Was Ben gay? Was he actually attracted to me? With my head turned away, I was almost sure that I could feel him looking at me and thinking about me. Maybe he was just losing his sanity: trapped in that store, not sure if he was going to live for much longer. Maybe we were both losing our sanities.

I woke up before Ben. I wanted to change out from my nightie, into something that wouldn’t get Ben too excited—if my cross-dressing really was getting him excited. So I went to grab my boxers, but they weren’t where I’d left them to dry. I scanned around everywhere for them, but they were gone, as if someone came into the store in the middle of the night to steal them. Had we moved them while fooling around the night before? When I was cleaning up the shop dressed like a slutty maid, did I move them somewhere without realizing?

I thought about asking Ben when he woke up, but something stopped me. When I saw him dragging his feet over to the coffee machine, I realized that I was just being paranoid. Ben wasn’t attracted to me—he was just bored. He didn’t make me dress up like a girl because it got him off. He didn’t make me stick a vibrating butt plug into my ass because he thought it was hot. He just wanted to mess with me to pass the time.

I sat down and found myself counting the hours since we’d arrived at that shop. If we were infected with the mirandavirus, how long had it been? Had it been five days?

It was a few minutes later when my throat began to itch. I tried to force a cough to make the itch go away, but it kept getting stronger. I drank some cold water, and that helped for a few minutes—and then the itch came back.

The itch wasn’t so bad, but the nauseous dread that came moments later was truly terrifying. Was I just having a panic attack, or was the mirandavirus starting to take action? I had to sit down as the nausea swirled in my stomach. My head was suddenly pounding. I took a series of deep breaths. Then I looked up and saw that Ben was looking at me with a worried face from across the shop. “You okay?” he asked, taking a sip from his coffee. He was keeping his distance.

“Huh?” I said, trying to force a smile. “I don’t know. I think so. I just—I think it’s just anxiety.”

He nodded his head slowly, looking legitimately concerned for the first time—maybe ever. “What do you mean, anxiety?” he said.

“Has it been five days yet? They say that that virus will start to have symptoms after five days, right? I just—my stomach kind of hurts and my throat is itchy, and—”

“Just relax,” he said. “Just try to think about something else.”

“I can’t,” I said. The fear was getting worse. I had to sit down on the ground, bringing my knees up to my chest.

“Seriously. Just relax,” he said. He came closer, but he still kept a good five feet of distance. “Try to breathe.”

“I’m breathing,” I said.

“Take a deep breath in, hold it for five seconds, then breathe out. Keep doing that.”

“Ben. I’m breathing. My stomach hurts,” I said.

Ben looked around, starting to panic a bit himself. He zipped away to get something, leaving me on the floor: alone and afraid. How long before the pneumonia stage started? Would I survive once my lungs began to fill with fluid? I tried to take a deep breath in, and then I swear I could feel some moisture in my lungs. Was it already starting? “Oh God,” I whimpered. I did my best not to cry.

Then Ben came back. He had a coin. “Flip this coin,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Heads, I’m your slave for the day. Tails, you’re my slave for the day—again.”

I stared at the coin for a second. “Why?” I asked.

“Just flip it so we can get started.”

“Ben—I’m not feeling right. I don’t want to do that,” I said.

“Just flip the damned coin!” he said. So I took the coin and tossed it in the air. It flipped quickly and then it landed and bounced off, away from us. It rolled down the isle. We both got up to follow it. Now my heart was pounding for a new reason. I didn’t want to be the slave again—especially because it was still so early and there was so much day left. We chased the rogue coin until it hit a wall, spun in a few circles and then landed flat: heads.

“Shit,” Ben said.

I smiled. “Perfect,” I said.

“You can start by making me a tea,” I said. “And getting me a warm cloth.”

“That’s it?” he said with a smug chuckle, as if my demand was too lame for him.

“That’s just to start. Get me the cloth and start the kettle. While the water’s boiling, you can, uh...” I looked around the room. “Go put on that Playboy bunny costume—the one I wore yesterday. And shave your legs and chest and pits—and crotch too—everything you made me shave. Once my tea is done, you can go do your makeup.”

Strangely, my heart was starting to calm down a little bit. When he came out from the shower with a small towel around his waist and smooth, glistening legs, I started to laugh. He squeezed into the tight costume, which didn’t do much to hide his bulge. He gave his bum a wiggle to make the tail shake. I laughed. “You seem to be enjoying yourself,” I said.

“You aren’t going to make me feel humiliated. I’m perfectly comfortable with my masculinity.”

“You won’t be once you look in the mirror and see that you have a girl’s body,” I said. He turned to the mirror and his cheeks turned a shade of red.

“I couldn’t care less,” he said.

“Okay, Mr. Manly, there’s a butt plug on the edge of the sink in the bathroom. I think you know what to do with it,” I said.

His face turned even redder. “That’s it? You’re just going to copy me? Real creative, Jared,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“Once the plug is in, you can take thirty minutes to do your makeup. Then we’re really get started.”

So I got up and started looking through the store for the perfect revenge. I wanted him to admit that he was humiliated. I wanted to push him so far that he had to cave. I came across an adult board game, designed for a couple—but I was going to make Ben play it by himself. I took the game out from its plastic wrap and then I set it up on the cashier counter. Then I looked forward at the mirror behind the counter and startled myself, realizing I still had my makeup on from the previous night. I was so exhausted, I didn’t even wash it off!

“Shit,” I muttered. But I kind of liked the way that I looked. I was cute. I looked just like the kind of girl that I would have probably asked out on a date. I went to fetch my wig while Ben was still doing his makeup. I put it on my head and then I smiled at my own reflection. Maybe I could really tease Ben by pretending to be a girl. He seemed to like it the day before, and now he was in a very tight outfit—it would be hard to hide any erections in that little number.

I was staring at myself in the mirror when I realized my stomachache was gone. My headache was gone. Even my itchy throat was gone. Maybe I really was just having an anxiety attack. I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and thanked a god that I wasn’t so sure that I believed in. Then Ben called out, “I’m almost ready. You better have something good for me.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” I said. I made sure the game was all set up, and then I waited for my sissy slave to show up for a full day of revenge.


CHAPTER VI

Ben laughed when he saw the game. “So how does this work? You’re going to make me play a game by myself?”

“It’s really simple. You roll, and then if you land on a coloured square, you have to pick up a card with the corresponding colour. Then you have to do whatever the cards say.”

“Okay. Fine,” he said. “Seems boring, but whatever.” He grabbed the die and rolled carelessly onto the counter. Then he moved his little piece. The square he landed on said, ‘Wear the blindfold for your partner’s next move.’ Ben looked at me. “I don’t have a partner, so am I just ignoring that?”

“You aren’t using your girly voice,” I said in my own girly voice. “Ask again, properly.”

He rolled his eyes, then he cleared his throat. “Do you want me to wear a blindfold for your non-existent turn?” he asked, sounding perfectly feminine.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll tell you what you roll, and if you get a card, I’ll figure it out for you.”

He rolled his pretty eyes again before slipping the blindfold on. Then I handed him the die and he rolled. I moved his little character. “Blue card,” I said. I picked up the card. ‘Have your partner stick any body part into your mouth,’ the card read. I looked around, and then I saw a pink dildo on a shelf. I grabbed it and brought it over.

“Open your mouth,” I said.

He opened his mouth. Then I gently slid the dildo onto his tongue. He twitched, giggled, and then he said, “That’s it? A dildo in my mouth?”

“We’re just starting,” I said.

He pressed his lips tight and started to suck the fake cock. I let him go for a moment, and then I started laughing. “What are you doing?” I asked. “I didn’t tell you to suck it.”

His cheeks turned a dark shade of red. “I assumed that’s what you wanted me to do,” he said.

“No. You just decided that. You can take off your blindfold and roll now.”

He pulled the blindfold off carefully, making sure he didn’t mess up his carefully curled blonde hair. Then he grabbed the die and rolled. He moved his character onto another blue card. He picked up the card, looking at it for a moment, then he put it face down on the counter. “What does it say?” I said.

“It says not to tell you what it says,” he said with a grin. My heart bounced. Was he lying? “It says to tell you to close your eyes.”

“Why? I’m not playing,” I said.

“Just do it.”

I took a deep breath, and then I closed my eyes, shaking my head. I tilted my head up, waiting for him to do whatever it was he was going to do. Then I suddenly felt his hand groping my crotch. I perked up and froze while he squeezed gently, fondling subtly, teasing my shaft between his fingers. “What the hell are you doing?” I said, opening my eyes. He was standing right in front of me, staring into my eyes.

“This is what the card said to do. ‘Fondle your partner for ten seconds.’ So that’s what I’m doing,” he said with a big smile. I hopped back, away from his grip.

“I told you I’m not playing. I’m not your partner,” I said, feeling the heat rushing into my face.

“Sorry. You want me to just grab my own pussy?” he asked in that strangely feminine voice. He reached down and cupped his bulge. But there was nothing particularly interesting or exciting about him just holding himself.

“Okay, let’s keep going,” I said, still feeling awkward. He touched my cock—no, he didn’t just touch it, he full on groped me and felt me. He got his fingers around my whole package and he squeezed. I felt violated, but also strangely excited, like I’d just done something very naughty and taboo.

I cleared my throat and handed him the die. He rolled and landed on another blue card. He looked at it and then he said, “If you aren’t my partner, who do I do this to?” He turned the card to me. It was a picture of a man nibbling a woman’s earlobe. I looked around and spotted that mannequin that I came in the night before. I walked over and grabbed her, dragging her across the shop.

“Her,” I said.

Ben rolled his dolled up eyes and then he nibbled her plastic ear. It was another boring sight. Maybe my perfect revenge wasn’t so exciting after all. He didn’t seem too embarrassed. I needed to push him out from his comfort zone, which meant pushing myself out from my comfort zone.

He rolled again and got another blue card. He sighed, sounding bored as he picked up the card. “So you want me to kiss her then?” he asked, turning the card to me. It said to ‘french kiss’ the partner.

My heart stumbled and stammered. I stuttered, and then I said, “You can kiss me,” I said.

His face turned white. “Excuse me?” he said, somehow still using that girly voice.

I knew there was no point in making him kiss the doll, and there was nothing particularly interesting to kiss in that store—except for me. I didn’t want to kiss him, and I didn’t actually think he would do it. But I wanted to make him squirm. I wanted him to feel the same humiliation I felt the night before. And I could see on his face that he was about to throw his arms up and back out, so I found myself smirking, feeling like maybe I’d accomplished my goal. Then he took a deep breath and stepped forward. I froze, parting my lips as if I had something to say. Then he put his hands on my hips and leaned in. His lips pressed against mine, and then he kissed me, gently poking his tongue through my lips.

I remained frozen. It was a horribly confusing moment. His lips actually felt feminine. He was wearing a nice perfume, and his soft hands were moving so gently up and down my sides. It felt like I was being kissed by a girl, dressed in adorable lingerie—but I wasn’t kissing a girl; I was kissing my friend and occasional business partner.

It was six or seven seconds before I pulled away and wiped my lips. “Ew. What’s wrong with you?” I said, tempted to spit as I remembered he wasn’t actually a girl, even though he looked just like one.

“It said on the card to kiss for ten seconds. I was just playing your game,” he said.

I took a deep breath and shook my head. All of this effort and now I was the one feeling humiliated. I wiped my lips again. I didn’t like the tingling that was happening inside of my body. I didn’t want to have anything to do with this game. Why couldn’t he just humiliate himself? Why was I being roped into this?

“Just roll the dice,” I said, looking down at the board.

He rolled, landing on an empty space. He rolled again: another blue card. He was getting close to the middle of the board, getting close to the beginning of the red cards. I wasn’t looking forward to those red cards. I knew they were more intense: involving erections and penetration. I took a deep breath as he read the blue card.

He stared at it for a long time. I stared at him. But it was becoming harder and harder to see him as a man. The more I stared at his stunning eyes and plump lips, the more I saw a girl, and it was getting harder to convince my brain otherwise. She had a graceful look. She certainly made a better girl than a boy. And that perfume kept wafting up my nose, making me tingle all over with warm excitement. I held that excitement back, but I couldn’t stop looking at her. I couldn’t stop looking down her smooth body, at her long legs and perky bum. That costume looked amazing on her. Maybe it looked amazing on me, too—maybe that’s why she kept grabbing my ass the day before. Because now, I wanted to grab her ass. I wanted to feel her soft cheeks jiggling. I wanted to run my fingers up her smooth skin.

“Can I pick another one?” she asked.

“Why? What’s wrong with this one?” I asked.

“It’s dumb. Let me pick another one,” she said.

“Just do what’s on the card. It’s not fun if you just pick other cards.”

She sighed and shook her head. Then she closed her pretty eyes and took a deep breath. “Whatever,” she said. She reached a hand down her smooth body, sliding her fingers gently across her pelvis. She nestled those fingers under the thin strip of stretchy black fabric, grabbing her crotch. Then she pulled her flaccid penis out and began to stroke it. I tensed up, no longer sure where to look. I didn’t want to look at her cock, but I didn’t want to look away—looking away would defeat the whole point of the humiliation. So I awkwardly looked around, occasionally looking at her big dick as she tugged her foreskin back and forth. Then I saw the card in her hard: ‘Stroke your cock until you’re hard,’ it read. And she was really doing it: her cock was getting bigger and thicker and harder. Her bulbous tip was beginning to emerge from her foreskin. I looked at her shy face, which was now completely red. She was biting her bottom lip, keeping her eyes closed. Thank God her eyes were closed, so she couldn’t see me staring at her.

As she tugged her shaft, her ball sack slipped out and dangled in the open. I watched as it swelled while her shaft extended out. She let a cute little whimper slip out from her lips. Then her body trembled. She pressed her knees together. Her cock was erect now: standing tall, curving inwards towards her body. She let go of it suddenly, and pulled her hand away. She awkwardly wiped her face and let a small giggle slip. “Whatever. I did it. Now give me the die so I can roll.”

I handed her the die. Her erection was still out, with nowhere to go. It definitely wouldn’t fit back in her tight Playboy bunny outfit, so it was stuck out in the open, where it was impossible to look away from. But even with that cock erect and in the open, I still couldn’t force my brain to see her as a man. I still saw a woman with smooth skin and long legs and a pretty face. Even her wig looked real on her head.

She rolled and then she landed on one last blue card. “What does it say?” I asked before she even had a chance to look at it. I think my heart was pounding harder than her heart. I was struggling to catch my breath, fighting to act normal and not completely flustered and overwhelmed. She read the card for a moment, and then she reached out and grabbed my wrist. “Relax your arm,” she said. I hesitated, and then I relaxed. She brought my hand down to her crotch and curled my fingers around her warm erection. The skin on her cock was smooth. I could feel it throbbing. She showed me the card: ‘Make your partner feel your genitals for fifteen seconds.’ My heart was a pounding mess. My legs began to tremble. I didn’t like all of the emotions that were swirling in my brain. I didn’t want to be attracted to her, but I was attracted to her. I liked the way that cock felt.

I suddenly remembered the pleasant feeling of the butt plug in my anus; it felt so good—and I couldn’t help but wonder if a warm, throbbing cock would feel good as well. I looked down at the cock and could see the long, thick veins pulsing. I could see that tip glistening, wishing I would pump to make it come. And a part of me wanted to pump. I had to fight the urge to tighten my grip. I couldn’t let Ben know that I was having erotic and unwanted feelings. He probably didn’t want my hand on his cock.

Now I was regretting the game. It was not panning out how I imagined at all. This was supposed to be her humiliation, not mine. This was just supposed to pass the time, not leave us both feeling awkward and uncomfortable. So why were we still going? Why wasn’t I putting an end to the game? Why couldn’t I just say, ‘You know what? Let’s do something else.’ I could make her wash the dishes. I could make her prepare me some lunch. But instead, I was standing there with my fingers curled around her hard cock.

“Okay, let go,” she said. I hesitated, and then I let go. “That was more than fifteen seconds.”

I felt my face turning dark red as a copper taste entered my mouth. She was staring into my eyes with a curious look on her face. This wasn’t some mutual humiliation—this was turning into my own personal humiliation, and I hated it.

I cleared my throat, and then my voice cracked when I said, “Just roll the die.”

She rolled, and then her character crossed onto the red side of the board. She landed on a blindfold spot, so she put on the blindfold. Then she rolled again. I moved her piece for her, landing her on a red card. I picked it up for her. It was a picture of a girl on her knees, sucking a man’s cock. I froze, wanting to stop the game more than ever. But there was another feeling tingling inside of me. She’d gone along with everything so far—would she go along with this? Would it feel good? Did I want her to suck my cock?

“What does it say?” she asked nervously.

I took a deep breath. “Drop to your knees,” I said. My voice was almost a whisper. She dropped to her knees slowly, still with that blindfold on. “Open your mouth.” She opened her mouth and tilted her head up slightly. I stepped forward, then I reached down and pulled my panties to the side, letting my semi-erect cock fall out. And why was I semi-erect? Was I aroused from fondling her erection? Was I actually attracted to her? Was our quarantine making me lose my mind.

I took another big deep breath, then I grabbed my cock with my hand, which was trembling. I guided it forward and placed my tip on the edge of her lip. She twitched. Her face turned white. But she didn’t pull back, so I gently slid my cock forward, on her tongue, pushing it into her mouth. I cleared my throat again before saying, “Suck it.”

She slowly closed her lips around my cock. I felt her tongue carefully exploring my tip. Her hands found my thighs for support. Then she began to bob her head slowly back and forth. “Oh God,” I heard myself whisper. I hated that I was letting this happen. I hated that I was making it happen. Why was she going through with it? Did she wanted to suck my cock, or was I just awkwardly forcing her to do it?

I closed my eyes in an attempt to usher some sanity back into my head. But it wasn’t coming; it didn’t help that she was so beautiful, especially from that high angle. And her mouth felt so good: so warm, and her tongue moved so elegantly. It wasn’t long before my whole body was trembling. Her mouth made my cock hard quickly, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it seemed like she was enjoying herself as she bobbed up and down, teasing my length with her firmly pressed lips.

I groaned. Then she suddenly stopped, pulling her head back and wiping her lips. “That was about a minute. How long am I supposed to go for?” she asked. I looked at the card. It said thirty seconds.

“You’re done,” I said, trying to awkwardly hide my erection back in my panties, underneath my nightie. She pulled off her blindfold and stood up, not making any eye contact with me. “I guess I’ll keep going,” she said, grabbing the die and tossing them, landing on another red card. She picked up the card and stared at it for a long moment.

“I don’t really know who is who in this situation,” she said. She turned the card to me. It was a picture of a girl sitting on a boy’s face. I squirmed as a cold tingle ran down my spine.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Well, so far, I’ve been the girl, so we may as well be consistent,” she said. “So lay on your back.”

I followed her command, flattening myself on the cool floor, staring up at the ceiling while my heart throbbed. She looked down at my with a big smile. I tried to smile back, but I was terrified. What was I getting myself into now? Why was I implicating myself in this stupid game? She turned her back to me. She reached around back and pulled her lingerie out from her butt crack. Then she carefully squatted down with her bum over my face. She gently pressed her butt cheeks against my cheeks, and then I became completely frozen. Her asshole was pressed against my mouth and she was waiting for me to eat her out. But my head was still spinning as that adorable perfume was still wafting up my nostrils, and I could still see her cute heels planted near my head. I could see and smell a girl, but I knew that I was about to stick my tongue into a boy’s asshole.

I bit down hard on my tongue, trying to fight the unwanted urges surging through me. Then I caved, sticking my tongue up, pushing into that tight hole, making her gasp and giggle. I moved it back and forth, pushing it as far in as possible. She let a little more of her body weight come down, pressing her cheeks harder against my face, letting my tongue dig a little bit deeper. She was breathing heavily, enjoying the tonguing I was giving her. But I wasn’t enjoying myself. Now that horrible anxiety was coming back, but this time it had nothing to do with the fact that I might have been dying. Now I was worried that I had gone too far. Now Ben probably thought that I was a closeted homosexual—and I was starting to wonder if maybe I wasn’t properly straight either.

But I just couldn’t stop. I liked the way she squirmed and moaned as I flicked my tongue around her tight anus. I loved each little moan. I wanted to fill her body with an amazing pleasure. But I couldn’t have been gay. I wouldn’t have been on my back for Ben, the occasional plumber. If she wasn’t wearing an adorable piece of lingerie, with a long wig and beautiful makeup, I wouldn’t have my tongue anywhere near her asshole. Yet I knew that she was still Ben. I knew that she was still the bratty friend that I occasionally brought along with me for harder jobs.

She sat down harder, then I felt her ball sack slip out and fall onto my chin. Then the panic set in. I tapped on her thigh, making her sit up, and then I pulled myself out from underneath her. “No,” I said. “This is stupid—and it’s gross. That’s enough.”

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“This was just supposed to be funny. It’s not funny anymore, so we’re done here.”

She rolled her eyes. “That’s it then?”

“That’s it. Go get changed.”

“Changed into what? We have no clothes. It’s either this or another piece of lingerie. What would you prefer?”

“I—I don’t know. I’m not gay, by the way. I like girls. I’m going to go and brush my teeth. And those pictures you took, I want you to get rid of them. Don’t just throw them in the trash—really get rid of them. Burn them. I don’t want to see them or hear about them, ever again.”

“Calm down, Jared. You’re being crazy,” she said.

“I’m not being crazy. Just get rid of them.”

I went to the little bathroom and I closed the door. I sat down on the new toilet and then I stared at myself in the little mirror, once again almost making myself jump at the sight of my own reflection. I was still pretty, still dolled up and unrecognizable. Now I hated how I looked, because I liked it so much. I knew that I actually looked good, just like Ben, but that’s not what I wanted. Why couldn’t I just look ridiculous, like some jokey drag queen?

I stood up and walked closer to the mirror, hoping my brain would suddenly correct itself and reveal my true masculine reflection. But that masculinity was nowhere to be seen. I was looking at a girl, no matter how hard I tried to see otherwise.

And for a minute, that realization was devastating. And then I remembered that I had a much bigger issue on my plate: I still had no idea if I was sick. I had no idea if I’d been infected with the mirandavirus, but I knew that I would find out within the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Maybe this whole feminization thing wasn’t so bad. Maybe it was the perfect distraction. Being worried about my sexuality seemed much less horrible than worrying about my life.


CHAPTER VII

I washed off my makeup and I took off my wig. My heart continued to buzz, frightened that Ben would never forget what we’d just done together—and that I would never forget either. At least we didn’t go any further. At least we didn’t finish the game together. At least no part of him went inside of me and no part of me went inside of him. I was still a ‘virgin’ in the homosexual sense of the word, and so was he.

The next few hours were quiet as we waited for a rescue. I thought I heard people walked by the shop outside, so I went to bang on the door. I must have banged and yelled for an hour, but my attempts were hopeless. The streets were quiet, and there had probably never been anyone outside. Now, I was starting to lose my voice. My throat was itchy from screaming—at least I was hoping it was from all the screaming. I went to drink a glass of water. The tap sputtered for a moment, and then water stopped pouring out. My heart stopped beating for a moment. My fingers and toes tingled. I frantically pulled and twisted on the knobs, but the water had been shut off.

“No, no, no,” I said, pounding on the counter, hoping something had just come loose temporarily.

“What’s going on?” Ben asked from across the shop. He also had his makeup and wig off, but he was still wearing lingerie, as there was nothing else to wear.

“The water is off. They turned the water off!” I zipped over to the bathroom to try the bathroom sink, but that wasn’t working either. I dropped to my knees to check the shutoff, but it was untouched. Someone was trying to kill us, cutting off our water supply—or maybe the local water company had been abandoned like so many other businesses.

“What are we going to do?” Ben asked from the doorway. His skin was white and his eyes were wide.

“I don’t know,” I said softly as that itchiness returned to my throat. I reached up and rubbed my throat, hoping to make the itching go away. I’d read online a week before that the first sign of the mirandavirus was an itchy throat, though another website said the itchy throat thing was just ‘fake news’. I cleared my throat and then I took a deep breath.

“It’s fine,” Ben said, nodding his head slowly. “We have all those bottles that I filled. Aren’t you glad I filled those now?”

“And then what do we do when those run out?” I asked. My stomach was starting to turn and fill with nausea. I felt lightheaded, on the verge of collapsing. I looked down at my hands, which were trembling violently.

“We’ve got lots of water, Jared. You need to calm down. Just calm down.”

I shook my head. “We don’t have lots of water. We’re going to die in here.”

“Jared. I need you to calm down,” he said, taking a step towards me. I took a step back, then I suddenly lost the strength to remain upright. I dropped to the ground, and then suddenly, my vision went black. I could feel him touching me—trying to scoop me back up to my feet—but I couldn’t hear him. His voice was lost in a cloud of humming. Was I dying? Was the virus starting to take hold?

Suddenly, everything turned off. I could hear nothing, feel nothing, see nothing. The blackness turned into a bright light, making me wince. I reached up to cover my face as I opened my eyes. And then I heard Ben’s voice: “You’re awake,” he said. My vision began to settle. I could see the shape of his head hovering over me, surrounded by a halo of light. I blinked a few times and then his facial features started to fill in.

“Why is it so bright?” I asked.

“It’s the emergency flood light. The power’s out,” he said. “No power, no heat, no water. Luckily it’s warm out.”

“What time is it?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Our only clock was on the thermostat. Now that the power is out and the windows are still blocked, it’s anyone’s guess. You’ve been asleep for a long time—at least ten hours.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Well, that’s just a guess. Like I said, I have no idea what time it is.”

I blinked a few times again before looking around. I was buried under a pile of lingerie: a makeshift bed made by Ben after I passed out. I tried to swallow a bit of spit, and then I noticed that itchiness in my throat again. My head was pounding and that nausea was still churning in my stomach, but it could have easily been a symptom of my panic attack blackout. I sat up slowly. I was sticky with sweat.

“I spent all night trying to find a way out,” Ben said. “Hopefully I wasn’t too loud.” He motioned towards a hole in the wall. The hole was black: actually leading into another space.

“You got through?” I asked.

“Sort of. I got into another shop, but it’s all barricaded up. This whole building is probably boarded up, but there’s some good news: there’s a flat of water bottles over there, some snacks—and something that will hopefully help us with our boredom issues.”

Ben reached out his hand and helped me to my feet. I wobbled slightly. My heart was pounding with a tremendous sense of relief: more water and more food, and maybe a better chance of getting out of that little lingerie prison.

Ben helped me crawl through the hole in the drywall. We squeezed between the beams, ending up in a small cleaning closet. The door of the closet was open, leading into a hallway, which fed us into a small liquor store. Ben had a big smile on his face. “Booze!” he said. Then he grabbed a bottle of wine and took a big swig. That’s when I noticed that he was swaying slightly. He must have been awake all night drinking. Across the shop I could see that he’d already started tearing through the drywall to get into the next shop.

“Don’t drink too much booze,” I said. “You’ll dehydrate yourself. That’s the last thing we need.”

He rolled his eyes. “We’ll be fine. Don’t worry.” But it was hard not to worry. We’d been stuck in that little complex for days—maybe over a week already. The boredom was excruciating, but it wasn’t as bad as the dread of knowing we might die in that complex.

The shop had an unpleasant odour, like a mouldy locker room after a sweaty hockey game. I covered my nose, and then I spotted the source of the smell: a small pile of clothes pressed against the bottom of a door. The clothes were wet and sitting in a murky puddle. “Is someone else in here?” I asked.

Ben laughed and shook his head. “Just me.”

“Then where did those come from?” I asked, pointing to the clothes.

Ben shrugged his shoulders, not too interested in the heap.

The shop was small. There was a long hallway behind the desk, with many doors. One was for a bathroom, one was for the closet we crawled in through, one was for an office, and the last one was for a little staircase that went up to the rooftop (a little sign read ‘ROOF’), but it was locked. I gave the roof door a good thud with my body, but it wouldn’t open.

“I’ve been trying for hours,” Ben said, taking another sip of wine. “The lock is too strong.”

But the door couldn’t have been locked: there was only a handle and no deadbolt. I leaned forward and scanned down the slit between the door and the frame, but there was no lock, aside from the knob’s lock. “We just have to punch it,” I said. “We need something heavy.”

Ben watched me as I searched the small space. I found a door weight by the boarded front door: a heavy cement frog. I used the frog to bang on the handle until it bashed through the flimsy door. Then I pulled the door open, revealing a wall made from plastic chairs, side tables, and an old aluminium dryer shell (missing the drum and electronics panel). “What the hell is this?” I said.

“It’s them trying to keep us in,” Ben said, wobbling as more booze entered his system.

“Why didn’t they board us in properly?” I asked. “They used thick plywood and power tools on the doors and windows. But here, they just made a lousy wall out of crap.” I pulled a chair out and the whole ‘wall’ came tumbling down like a child’s block castle.

“Stay away!” a voice called out from up the dark stairwell.

Ben took a step back. I froze. I could think of many reasons to be scared, but for some reason the most terrifying thought was of being seen wearing lingerie. “W—Who’s there?” I called out.

“Don’t come near me!” the man said. “Don’t get me sick!” The stairway was dark. We were just staring up at a black abyss with a frightened voice.

“We aren’t sick,” Ben said. But I had no idea if he was right.

“How can you be so sure?” the voice asked. It was a meek voice and a bit hoarse, sounding dehydrated.

“We’re sure. We’ve been stuck in the store next door for over a week,” Ben said.

“That’s not long enough,” the man called out.

“What do you mean, that’s not long enough?” I asked.

“The virus can take fourteen days before you see any symptoms.”

“Says who?”

“That was the latest news before my phone died last night,” the man said. “Then I heard you guys bashing through the wall, so I retreated up here. Now don’t come up. Just leave me alone.”

“Can’t you get up to the roof from there?” I asked. “Just let us by so we can get out.”

There was a long silence. “You can get to the roof, but you won’t be able to get down. It’s a thirty foot drop. Not to mention the hazmat guys out there with the guns.”

“Hazmat guys with guns?” Ben said. His eyes were wide—maybe as wide as mine. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“They’ll shoot you if you try to get out.”

“Well how long do they want us to stay in here?” I asked.

“Well the virus can take fourteen days before showing symptoms, and then it can take another fourteen days to kill you after that. So I’m guessing they’ll let us out after a month—maybe two months, just to be safe.”

“Two months!?” Ben shouted. “We can’t sit in here for another seven weeks! We don’t have the food or the water for that!”

The man upstairs was silent again. “Just go back to your own shop. Board up that hole and leave me alone.”

Ben looked at me as I looked over at Ben. It was obvious that the man had a stash of food and water: more than he’d left down in the shop. And if he was right about us being stuck for two months, then we were going to need his stash to survive. “Let us up,” I said.

“No!” the man shouted.

Ben nudged me with his elbow, and then he leaned over and whispered into my ear. “We can take him together. He’s just one guy.”

My heart began to race. The man was most likely the owner of the liquor store—or possibly just a worker. But there was a good chance that he was armed, like many liquor store workers. I didn’t want to get shot. And maybe the man was right about keeping us away. Ben thought that we weren’t sick, but he couldn’t possibly know. I still had that itchiness in my throat, and Ben’s skin was more pale than usual now—though it was hard to tell for sure in the floodlight’s dim afterglow.

“We’re coming up!” Ben shouted. Then he began to pull chairs away from the barricade.

“No! Don’t! Please!” the man shouted.

“Help me out, Jared,” said Ben. But I couldn’t bring myself to help. I didn’t want to get the man sick. I didn’t want to be responsible for the death of a man, just in case we were infected.

I took a step back. But Ben didn’t stop to wait for me. He cleared a path and then he ran up the stairs to make his attack. I tensed up all over, feeling stupider than ever in my lingerie. But maybe Ben was right. Maybe we needed to overpower the man to give ourselves a chance. He had food and water and a door to the outside. It had been a long time since I’d seen the sky and tasted the air. Maybe he was right about the thirty foot drop and the armed men in hazmat suits, but maybe there was still a way to escape. Maybe we could scale down a pole in the night and slip by the armed men. Maybe I could get back to my truck and make it home without being noticed.

I heard the man scream. I heard Ben grunting as they wrestled. “Help me out, Jared!” Ben called out. And then I felt guilty, as if I was letting my friend down. So I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and I ran up the stairs to help. As I got close, I could make out the silhouette of Ben and the short man Ben was wrestling. I jumped in and managed to grab the man’s wrists, pinning them behind his back. Ben reached down and grabbed his ankles, lifting him up off the ground while he thrashed. “Now what?” I said.

“Let’s take him downstairs, into the light. We can tie him up with lingerie,” Ben said. So we wrestled the thrashing man down the stairs. We pulled him through the hole in the wall while he screamed for help that wasn’t coming or listening. Then Ben pinned him to the recently-cleaned floor white I grabbed a satin nightie off of a shelf. I tied it around his wrists and then I used another to tie his ankles.

“Damn you!” the man yelled. Now we could see his face. He was a young man—maybe twenty-one at the very oldest. He had long hair tied into a man-bun, and he was naked, save for his tight white undies. Thankfully he was small, without much muscle mass, so overpowering him was easy. “I might be sick now because of you!”

“I told you: we aren’t sick!” Ben said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. Ben wasn’t lying but he wasn’t telling the truth either. He saw me the night before before I passed out. How could he assume that I wasn’t sick? And if I was sick, then he was probably sick too.

The man thrashed some more, but he wasn’t powerful enough to break loose from the lingerie. Ben went to the back of the shop and retrieved some actual leather bondage, including a pair of leather handcuffs. He strapped them around the man’s wrists. “We’ll let you go when you calm down,” Ben said. He used a thick leather strap to tie the man’s ankles, replacing the flimsy satin nightie that we used originally. Now the man was hopelessly stuck. I was able to step back, no longer worried he would wriggle loose. “I’ll go see what he was stashing up there,” Ben said, zipping away towards the hole in the wall, leaving me along with our prisoner.

Now the man was looking at me with a scowl. “I should have shot you,” he said.

And it was only a moment later when Ben came back holding a pistol. “Holy shit. Is this real?” he asked. My heart fizzled into the pit of my stomach. We were lucky to be alive. We were lucky the man didn’t shoot us dead. He easily could have pulled that trigger.

But he also had five flats of water with him at the top of the stairs, and three boxes filled with bags of chips and peanuts: munchies for drunk partiers. Looking at the haul, it was hard to know if it would be enough to survive on for another seven weeks, split between three people, but it was better than the tiny amount of food and water we had left.

“What happened to your clothes?” Ben asked.

“They’re spraying that gas on the streets,” the man said. It was coming through the door, so I used my clothes to plug the gap. That gas will kill you. They say that they’re spraying it to kill the mirandavirus, but really they’re spraying it to kill us.”

I couldn’t help but wonder just how intense the hysteria had become since we lost our phones. I knew that the virus cases were supposedly multiplying exponentially, but I didn’t think that the world would become a complete dystopia within a week. Or was it? Maybe the man was just paranoid, like so many other people. Maybe he just read some fake news online about armed men wearing hazmat suits, so he boarded himself into a dark stairwell with enough food and water to survive for two months.

“Hey Jared!” Ben called out from the liquor store.

“What is it?”

“I think you should come and see this!”

I took a look at the liquor store man, hesitating for a moment before walking away. Even if he did manage to get out from his bondage—what would he do? We had his gun and there was nowhere to run. We were all trapped together.

Ben was standing at the bottom of the stairs. As I stepped up beside him, I felt a warm breeze coming from outside. It was a magical feeling: the first fresh air I’d felt in days. We went up the steps together. It was dark outside, even though I had been sure that it was the middle of the day.

It was darker than a usual city night. Entire buildings were black: no lights on inside, except for the odd emergency floodlight, draining the last drops of energy from the emergency generators. Entire blocks were blobs of blackness. Streets were desolate. I couldn’t spot any men in hazmat suits—or any men at all, not even the odd car. The city appeared to be abandoned. Had everyone left? Where did they go? Did they all get sick and die?

“Where is everyone?” I asked.

“I’m assuming something happened,” Ben said softly. His voice cracked slightly; maybe it was the booze or maybe it was the fear, finally setting in. Maybe Ben was finally realizing that the mirandavirus wasn’t just a little joke being blown out of proportion. “But we shouldn’t stay out here—in case someone notices us.”


CHAPTER XIII

The man’s name was Rich. He’d recently graduated high school and now he was saving up for college, working night shifts at the liquor store. He was only working his fifth shift when a gang of paranoid civilians came and boarded up the liquor store, along with all the other shops on the block. Apparently there had been multiple calls about a woman coughing violently in the area, so the vigilante team decided it would be best to block everyone in—and maybe they were right. It wasn’t fun being stuck in that little complex, but at least we weren’t out spreading a disease, if we did indeed have it.

We kept Rich tied up for the next couple of hours while we tried to come up with some sort of plan. We scanned around the rooftop for some way to scale down, but the only pipe we found was narrow and it probably wouldn’t have supported more than twenty pounds before dislodging from the wall. “I guess we just keep breaking through walls until we find an exterior wall we can break through—or maybe some old power tools we can use to cut through the boards,” Ben said after an hour of trying to figure out a way to make a thirty foot DIY ladder.

At least we had food and water. Our situation could have been worse.

“Are you going to untie me?” Rich asked. “My wrists hurt and it’s getting cold.”

Ben looked at me with worried eyes. We couldn’t just keep Rich tied up for the next seven weeks. “I guess we should just untie him,” I said.

“That gun is hidden. Don’t even think about trying to find it. If we see you crawling around looking for it, then we’re going to tie you up again.”

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever,” Rich said, shaking his head, looking small and defeated. So I carefully bent over and untied his wrists. I was expecting him to thrash at me, but instead he just sat there, looking bored and annoyed. “So why are you guys dressed like girls? What’s the story there?”

I looked at Ben and Ben looked at me. “He accidentally lit our clothes on fire,” I said.

“Oh. Is that what that fire alarm was all about the other day?” Rich said, nodding his head slowly. “You guys are pretty dumb, huh?”

“Says the guy who shoved his clothes against a door on a rainy day,” Ben said, rolling his eyes. “At least we’re sleeping warm at night.”

“Fair enough,” Rich said. Ben grabbed a beer from a box and cracked it.

“You’re going to get sick if you keep drinking,” I said.

“It’s better to drink up all the beer before the water,” Rich said. “Beer doesn’t have enough alcohol to dehydrate you. In fact, people drank beer during the Bubonic Plague, so they wouldn’t get sick from the water.” We both stared at Rich for a long moment. “I’m going to be taking history in university next year.”

That’s when I noticed his dilated pupils. Rich, like Ben, was drunk. I looked over at the flats of water and saw that they were untouched. He really was saving them, burning through the beer first. In the dark stairwell was a mound of beer boxes from Rich’s long week in confinement. Maybe he was right. Maybe it was safer to be drinking beer. Maybe the alcohol would even kill some bacteria in the stomach. I reluctantly grabbed a beer and took a long sip.

It was nice. The alcohol worked through my tired and hungry system quickly. Within an hour, I was tipsy off a single can of beer—but it was a nice feeling. For the first time in many days, I felt my shoulders relaxing. I felt the tension releasing itself from all of my organs. I took a deep breath and cracked a second beer. Ben put a hand on my back. “Slow down,” he said. “You’ve hardly eaten anything. You don’t want to end up with a hangover tomorrow.”

But the buzz was too hard to resist. It was an escape from the anxiety that had been resting on my shoulders for so many days. I went to the bathroom and found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror, watching my pupils as they changed in size: big one moment, small the next. When I emerged from the bathroom, Ben and Rich were playing cards on the floor.

“Where’d you get those?” I asked.

“We sell them at the liquor store,” Rich said. “Want to play?”

“I guess so.”

And the cards were fun for about an hour or two, and then our poker game started to lose its thrill. Ben kept going all-in with every hand. At first, Ben’s all-ins made us fold, then we started to call all of his bluffs, so we were all all-in with every hand. “Playing poker without money isn’t fun,” Rich said. His voice chattered.

“Are you cold?” I asked.

“Aren’t you?” he asked.

“No. Some of this lingerie is surprisingly warm,” I said, rubbing the soft fabric of my nightie between my fingers. I was also wearing thigh-high stockings, and I was considering putting on some satin gloves. Rich stared at my body for a moment, looking like he was wrestling with his pride. It was a minute later when he got up and grabbed a similar nightie from a nearby rack.

“I’m only wearing this because it’s so cold,” he said.

“We don’t care, dude. We’ve been wearing this stuff for days,” Ben said.

He returned to our game. “Whose turn is it?” he asked.

“Ben’s,” I said.

“All in!” Ben said, pushing his stack of pennies into the middle of our circle. Rich groaned while I rolled my eyes. Rich was right: playing poker without real money wasn’t fun—especially with Ben. We all called his bluff and Rich won the pot. Ben was out again, and I was left with next to nothing. After another hand, Rich was the winner. We sat in silence for a minute before Ben said, “So should we play again?”

“No,” Rich said, shaking his head. “It’s not fun playing with you.”

“C’mon. What else are we going to do?” Ben said.

“Anything else.”

And then we sat in silence for a long ten minutes. Then Ben said, “Why don’t we make the game more interesting. Whoever loses has to do whatever the winner wants.”

Rich perked up slightly, smiling with interest. But I wasn’t quite as excited. I knew where Ben’s mind was going. I’d already seen Ben’s idea of an ‘interesting’ game. I cleared my throat and I looked down at my lap. “Okay. That sounds like fun. Let’s do it,” Rich said.

“Jared, are you in?” Ben asked.

I hesitated. “I don’t know. I might just go back to sleep,” I said.

“Nonsense!” Rich said. “You dragged me down from my hiding place—the least you can do is play the game.” My stomach groaned. I remembered the feeling of Ben’s smooth ass against my face. I remembered the feeling of my tongue exploring the inside of his butthole. I didn’t want to end up in that position again—especially now that we had an audience member.

“Okay, fine,” I said. I took a deep breath. Surely Ben would control himself now that we had another member in our group. He didn’t know Rich the way he knew me. Surely he wouldn’t make Ben do anything disgusting. And even if that is what he had in mind: he still had to win the game.

So we started playing. Rich dealt the cards and we divided up our pennies: ten each, to make for a short game. I started out as the big blind, sliding two of my pennies into the middle. Ben was the small blind; he called for the first time in an hour, instead of sliding all of his pennies into the middle for an all-in. It was a welcomed change of pace: finally a real game of poker.

I lost that first hand after being raised twice. I lost half of my stack, but I wasn’t too worried. It was early in the game. I was the small blind next. I decided to call going into the hand, seeing as I had a ten and a queen, suited. And the hand was going well for me. A jack and a king came down, leaving me one card away from a straight flush. I decided to raise before the river, confident that I would at least get a flush if nothing else. Ben called my raise, making my heart tingle. I decided to lay low for the rest of the game, and it was good thing that I did because I didn’t end up getting what I assumed was coming. I had nothing but my queen high.

Ben won the hand, and now I only had a single penny left. It was looking like I was going to lose. Now, I could only hope that Rich would win instead of Ben. I figured Rich would just make me clean up some mess or organize some closet. I didn’t think he would make me do anything sexual. But Ben worried me. I could see him smirking, already counting on his victory, already ready to make me lay on my back so I could eat him out.

I folded right away, buying myself one hand. I knew that I would be all-in the very next turn, once I was the big blind again. My heart was pounding. I took another long sip from my drink to ease some of the tension, and it actually helped a bit. My game wasn’t over yet. There was still a chance I could win the next hand, giving me three pennies, then I just had to win one more, and I would basically be right back to where I started; it wasn’t an impossible scenario.

While I was trying to do the math in my head, I heard Ben say, “All in.” I looked over and watched as he pushed his big stack of pennies into the middle of the circle.

“I’ll call that,” Rich said. He pushed his stack in as well. They were even. Someone was about to be the loser, meaning I wouldn’t have to do anything. I smiled and took a deep breath, but I was still worried that Ben would win. I was still worried that Ben would make Rich do something disgusting, making Rich extremely uncomfortable. And if Rich was uncomfortable, we would all be uncomfortable. Seven weeks is a long time…

Rich was giggling: a bit drunk and completely oblivious to what Ben had in his head. I just remained silent, leaning back as if I wasn’t at all part of the game. The cards came down. Ben had a pair of aces in his hand; Rich had an ace and a queen. On the table came the final ace, a four, a seven, a nine, and a jack. Ben was the winner with his three-of-a-kind. He laughed and pulled all of the coins towards him. “You lose, Rich.”

Rich groaned. “You’re no fun to play with. You just go all-in all the time!” he said.

“That’s your problem. You don’t have to call me, you know.”

“If you did that in Vegas, they would toss you out!” Rich said.

“How would you know? Are you even old enough to go into a casino in Vegas?”

Rich rolled his eyes and groaned again. Then Ben stood up with a big smile on his face. He sauntered over to one of the shelves and grabbed a long blonde wig. “There’s a razor in the bathroom and some makeup on the sink,” Ben said. “Go get yourself dolled up. And do a good job—you’ve got a pretty face.”

“Get myself dolled up?” Rich said. I slouched down, feeling more embarrassed than when I was beneath Ben.

“Yeah. Make yourself pretty. And then we’ll play again.”

Rich narrowed his eyes for a moment, and then he let a giggle slip. “Alright. Well I guess you’re the winner, so if that’s what you want.” He went off to shave his legs in the bathroom.

Once he was gone, I peered into Ben’s eyes. “You’d better control yourself,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Relax, Jared. We’re just having fun.”

“You’re having fun. He has no idea what you’re doing.”

“Maybe you don’t have an idea either,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“I think I have a pretty good idea.” I could feel a nervous buzzing creeping down my spine. I didn’t like where this night was going, so I took another big sip from my drink, hoping it would flush away the rest of the anxiety that was tingling down into my fingertips. But that last shred of anxiety just wouldn’t flutter away fast enough.

I paced around the shop for the next forty minutes, trying to calm myself down every time I felt that itchiness in my throat, or that rumbling dread in my stomach. I crawled through the hole into the liquor store and started looking around for some sort of escape route. I gently knocked on all of the walls, trying to find a spot that sounded flimsy enough to break through. But that liquor store was on the corner, and I was mostly just banging on plaster and brick. Then there was the wall Ben had spent some time trying to break through. He’d opened up a three foot hole, exposing a row of tight beams near the back of the store. I tried to think of what was behind the liquor store. I’d driven around that area many times before, but I just couldn’t think of what was on the next street over. I was fairly sure there was a sandwich shop in that complex somewhere, but was it behind that liquor store? I tried to peel back some of the drywall. I figured I could use the cement frog to chip away at one of the beams, opening up a big enough hole to squeeze through. I went to retrieve that frog, and then I heard Ben in the other room. “Oh wow! Look at you!”

I walked over to the hole and peered through, into the floodlight-lit room. Rich was wearing a new outfit: a cute black two piece with lace and sheer tulle. The long blonde wig was a perfect match for his face shape, and he’d done a surprisingly good job with his makeup. Ben giggled and Rich giggled. “This is so gay,” Rich said.

“You wanted the stakes to be high,” Ben said. “Now put on some heels—complete the outfit.”

“Heels? I didn’t agree to that,” Rich said, giggling again.

“Sure you did. You agreed to getting dolled up, and you aren’t fully dolled up until you’re wearing a nice pair of heels.”

Rich hesitated, and then he went and grabbed a tall pair of heels from a nearby shelf. It took him a moment to find a pair that properly fit his feet, which were already small and feminine. He wobbled, throwing his arms out to his sides for balance. The heels were tall: the kind you might see on a night walker on the dingy side of town. He giggled, gently biting his bottom lip as if he was actually having fun. I couldn’t help but think that he was drunk. His cheeks were bright red, but I couldn’t tell if he was humiliated or just excited—or maybe he was humiliated about being excited.

He came over and sat down. I caught a whiff of a familiar perfume: the same one I wore with Ben. He looked over into my eyes, batting his eyelashes unintentionally as he got used to the new weight of his heavy mascara. I looked away quickly, feeling a tingling down my spine. He was pretty. He looked like a girl. And my half-drunk brain was begging me to look back over at him, down at his body so I could admire his curves and his soft skin.

“Ready for another round, Rich?” Ben asked.

“Call me Rachael,” he said in a girly voice. He started giggling and Ben did the same. They were both drunk, but I wasn’t quite there with them. The little feminization game wasn’t quite amusing to me—maybe because I knew that Ben had bad ideas in his brain.

Ben started shuffling the cards. His eyes kept looking over at Rachael, peering down her body, making me wonder if Ben had a secret little fetish that was becoming too strong to keep contained. He was looking at Rachael the same way he looked at the lingerie-clad shop worker a week before—and it was the same way he looked at me when I got dolled up with him. Maybe he liked girly boys. Maybe he had a thing for trans chicks.

I received my first hand. It was an okay hand: a nine and a queen, off-suited. I thought about playing it, but I knew I needed to be careful. I had to beat Ben, and I had to keep beating Ben until the night was through. I couldn’t let him unleash his terrible ideas on Rachael, and I definitely didn’t want to end up underneath him again. So I folded and watched as they went head to head in a careful round, not raising beyond the big blind. Rachael won the hand. She pulled her four pennies into her pile with a big smile. “You’ll have to do better than that,” she said in her girly voice. She giggled again, thinking this was all a big joke. But it wasn’t a joke to Ben; I looked over and saw that his cheeks were starting to turn pink. He took a big sip from his beer, making me groan. He certainly didn’t need any more booze in his system. He needed to sober up before he made another stupid decision.

My next hand wasn’t great either, but now I was the big blind. Ben raised the call to four pennies. Rachael folded, but I already had two pennies on the table, which I didn’t want to lose, so I went in. My stomach groaned and churned. This game wasn’t fun; it was nothing but stress. Rachael placed three cards down: nothing good. Ben raised again with a smirk on his face: two more pennies. I already had nearly half of my stack invested. I couldn’t just fold. My stomach turned again. I was a lousy poker player. I was about ninety percent sure that he was bluffing, but I was terrified of taking the chance. I knew that Ben would steal the whole game if he got that pot; he wanted that extra bit of power: enough to make us go all-in without sacrificing his own stash. So I called, groaning because I had nothing.

Rachael placed down the turn: another lousy card. There were no face cards on the table, but Ben continued to raise: one more penny. He still had that big smirk. I wanted to fold, but now I had way too much invested. So I went in. Then Rachael put down the river card, and my heart shot up into my throat. It was exactly what I needed to turn my nothing into a straight. I caught myself smiling. I bit my lip and then I went to raise two more pennies.

“Fold,” Ben said, pushing his cards forward towards the middle of our circle. I was shocked. I actually won a hand—and a decent pot along with it. I pulled my pennies into my pile. Now I had the power, and Ben didn’t even have half of what I had. I felt good. I felt like I was saving Rachael.

And Ben was clearly rattled. He folded his next hand and then he hesitantly went in when he had the big blind. He groaned when the flop came down, and then he reluctantly called when Rachael raised. I folded, keeping my stash safe. I didn’t care if Rachael won, as long as Ben didn’t come out on top.

And Rachael kept raising until Ben was all in. Ben’s face was pale and his hands were twitching. It was obvious that he had nothing. “Okay. Show ‘em,” I said, biting my tongue with anticipation. Then Ben flipped over his hand and started laughing. He had an ace-high flush. Rachael only had a pair of kings. “God, you guys suck at this game!” he said as he pulled the big pot towards him. Now Rachael had almost nothing and Ben had the biggest stash in the game. One minute later, Rachael was eliminated after trying to go head-to-head with Ben with nothing but a jack. She was the loser again.

But there was still a chance that I could win. There was still a chance that I could be the one to pick Rachael’s fate. Ben dealt the cards and I received a decent hand. I decided to go in. Ben used his usual all-in tactic to force me all-in. I thought I had him beat, then he got exactly what he needed on the river. I groaned, rolling my head from side to side. I wanted to save Rachael, but now her fate was sealed.

Rachael giggled, still so oblivious to what was coming her way. “Okay. What do you want me to do?” she asked before giggling again.

Ben smirked. “You have to suck Jared’s dick,” he said.

Rachael giggled again, thinking Ben was joking. Then, a moment later, the room became silent. Rachael’s face turned white and her pupils dilated. “Wait. What?” she said. And that horrible silence returned.


CHAPTER IX

Rachael shook her head. “No way. I’m not doing that. What the hell is wrong with you?” She was no longer using her girly voice, though her natural voice wasn’t too far off. She was naturally higher pitched with a softer tone. “You’re kidding with me, right?”

“The game isn’t fun without high stakes,” Ben said. “If you want me to tell you to sing a song or some bullshit like that, then we’re right back to a boring game where nothing matters. Is that what you want?”

“No, but you can come up with something less drastic than sucking a dick!” Rachael said.

“Like what?” Ben asked, raising his brow.

And Rachael was silent, apparently stumped. Stuck in that small complex, there really wasn’t much to do. Ben was sort of right: aside from sex-related activities, there was nothing particularly nerve-wracking or embarrassing. “I—I’m not sucking a dick,” Rachael said.

“Just for sixty seconds. And then we’ll play again, and if you win, you can do whatever you want to the loser. Now you know that the stakes are high,” Ben said. “Now the game will be a lot more thrilling.”

Rachael was silent for a moment. Then she slowly turned her head to look at me. I looked away quickly. My spine buzzed and my stomach ached. “Don’t I get a say in this?” I said. “I wasn’t the loser.”

“Look at her, Jared,” Ben said with a big smile. “She’s beautiful. Don’t you want a beautiful girl to suck on your pee-pee?” He laughed. My skin tingled. She really was pretty. She didn’t look at all like a man—even before she got dolled up, she hardly looked masculine at all. She had nice, smooth legs, and a pretty, soft face. Maybe it was the booze fizzling through my system, but I kind of did want to feel her plump lips and warm tongue on my shaft; the mere thought was making my cock throb. I squirmed. “And no offence, Jared, but you weren’t exactly the winner. You shouldn’t get off so easily.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. Maybe he was right about the high stakes making the game more exciting. Since the poke game started, I hadn’t thought once about the mirandavirus or about the sick woman who coughed all over the store before we got locked inside.

“So get down on your knees and once your lips are around his shaft, I’ll start counting.”

Rachael turned to me again. Her eyes were wide and glistening. Her cheeks were dark red as she held her wrist with her hand, looking small and fragile and nervous. She took a step towards me. I took a deep breath. Then I closed my eyes. When I opened them again, she was on her knees, looking up at me. She gently pulled up my nightie, revealing my panties. She closed her eyes for a moment before pulling my panties to the side so my cock could fall out. Then Ben started laughing.

“You’re already hard!” he said.

And it was true: the thought of Rachael sucking my cock was arousing. I couldn’t wait to feel her warm, wet tongue slithering all around my shaft.

“You’re all shaved,” Rachael said softly. Then she looked up into my eyes. I looked away, trying to hide my shame. She knew that we’d been playing this gross game before.

I felt her fingers gently sliding under my shaft. She lifted me up and then she leaned forward. Her soft lips slid around my cock. She began to suck. She was gentle, bobbing her head slowly, using her tongue to cradle my shaft. I looked down and saw that she was clenching: tense and nervous, doing something she didn’t want to be doing. And a little voice inside of my head was screaming at me to back up and end her suffering—but it just felt so good. It was exactly what I wanted. She was stimulating every inch of my dick, growing the euphoria between my thighs. My legs began to wobble, almost buckling. A groan slipped out from my lips. Now I was fully erect. My exposed tip was pressed against the roof of her mouth. I wanted to reach down and grab her head, but I resisted the urge. I looked down again. Now her face was relaxed. Her lips were puckered and her tongue was sliding around—no longer stationary. Was she into it? Did she like sucking my cock?

“Okay, that’s a minute,” Ben said.

Rachael pulled back quickly. She didn’t look me in the eye as she stood up, wobbling on her tall heels. “Okay. Let’s keep playing,” she said, wiping her lips. I cleared my throat and tucked away my erection. I felt so foolish. I didn’t even know Rachael. Until a couple of hours before that moment, I didn’t even know that she existed. And I hadn’t forgotten that she wasn’t really a girl, despite what my brain kept telling me. She was a boy: a young man who was stuck in the same lousy position as us. She didn’t want to be dolled up and she didn’t want to be sucking my cock. As I sat down for another round of poker, the guilt started to fill my gut. I shouldn’t have allowed myself to take part in the game. Yet there I was, still participating. And why? Was I hoping to win? Was I hoping to get a little bit more action before the game went away for the night? Was I just happy to have something to pass the time, or was I legitimately excited to fool around with a cute girly boy?

Ben handed out the cards to start the new round. I went to take a sip of my drink, and then I started to become lightheaded. It was a moment before I realized that I was no longer buzzed, but properly drunk. And I was no longer sure whether or not I wanted to win, end up in the middle, or lose. There were perks to all outcomes: the safety of winning, the excitement of losing, and the uncertainty of ending up in the middle. I folded my first hand, even though it was pretty good. Then I folded my second hand, even though I was the big blind. Rachael was also acting carefully, folding whenever Ben went all-in. Apparently that wasn’t just his pretend-money strategy. Maybe that was something he would have done in a Las Vegas casino.

Rachael ended up going head-to-head with Ben, raising until she was almost out of pennies. Then the river came down and it was time to show their hands. She had nothing. She giggled and said, “I thought I could bluff you out.” And then I got a weird feeling that she was trying to lose on purpose. Did she want Ben to sentence her to another cock sucking? Was she excited by the thrill of being dolled up? Was it just the booze?

So the very next round, it was my turn to go head-to-head with her. Ben folded early, with a big stack of pennies to relax with. I figured she was doing it again: purposely losing so she could fast-track her way to another sexual punishment. I didn’t have much: a pair of eights. I decided to push her all-in. Then it was time to show our hands.

Maybe she wasn’t trying to lose: she had a flush. Ben gave me a pat on the back. “I guess you’re all in now,” he said, looking down at my two pennies as it was my turn to be the big blind. He dealt me a lousy hand: a four and a five, off-suited. Two minutes later, I was the loser. I looked at Ben’s stack and knew that he was going to be the one to choose my fate. So I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing. I also found myself trying to control my excitement. I didn’t want to let a smirk slip. I knew he was going to order me to put on a wig and some makeup. I knew that I was going to get to fool around with Rachael, who was looking more and more beautiful as the booze helped her relax into her feminine character.

But to my amazement, Rachael made an impressive comeback. She won the next three hands in a row, taking the majority of Ben’s pennies. Then Ben went all-in with the few he had left. She called. Ben flipped over his cards. He had nothing. “I’m starting to get a read on you,” Rachael said with a grin. She flipped her cards over. She had a pair of aces, which turned out to be enough. She clapped her hands when she won. “What a thrill!” she said. Then she turned to me. “Are you excited?”

I shook my head. “Just get it over with.”

“Well first, you need to get yourself all pretty,” she said. I tried not to smile. “While you’re doing that, Ben’s going to help me get things set up.”

I nodded my head slowly and then I rose to my feet. I had no idea what she had on her mind, though I had a feeling it was going to be humiliating.


CHAPTER X

I went with a bit of a different style this time, putting on a cute anime girl outfit (complete with skirt, blouse, white stockings, and skinny black heels). I found a wig with straight black hair, which I tied into cute pigtails, and then I went super dark with my eyeliner and eye shadow, and extra glossy with my lips. I caught myself giggling along the way, and then I remembered that Rich gave himself a cute girl name, so maybe I needed to do the same.

I tried to think of different name option, but my mind kept coming back to Jessica. I liked Jessica. It suited me, and it seemed to suit my little anime outfit. I did a few little twirls in front of the mirror after looking around to make sure Rachael and Ben weren’t around. I gently bit my glossy lip, and then I noticed that my cock was still erect. I tried to shift it around so it wasn’t so noticeable, but the excitement buzzing inside of me made my cock throb out from my tight panties. So I went and found a pair of white ‘little girl’ panties, which had a pink butterfly on the bum. They were in the store’s ‘Special Fetish’ section. They did a much better job of holding my cock in place.

“Are you ready yet or what? You’re taking forever!” Ben called out.

I took a deep breath. I was more excited than ever. I couldn’t wait to see their faces when they saw me. I couldn’t wait to see their faces light up. I started heading back over to the other end of the store, where our little game was set up. I almost started skipping while giggling, and then I saw something that I’d forgotten about, now out from its glass case: Robo-Man.

Ben was standing next to it with a big smile on his face. Attached to its long metal arm was a rubber dildo, glistening with lubricant. A glob of lubricant dripped off the thick tip. I froze. My heart shot up into my throat. “W—What’s that?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what it was. It was a big machine that was going to fuck me in the asshole.

“Three minutes—that’s how long you have to take it,” Ben said. Rachael was standing behind him, giggling with her hand against her mouth.

“Three minutes? She only had to suck me for one minute. How is that fair?” I said. My heart was pounding ferociously. I didn’t want get get fucked by Robo-Man. I didn’t want both Ben and a complete stranger to stand there watching while I was sodomized.

“The stakes have to keep going up, otherwise it’s not fun,” Ben said.

“This is crazy,” I said.

“You aren’t using your girly voice. Be a proper lady now,” Ben said with his annoying smirk. “Just get it over with. Three minutes—I bet it will even feel nice. You probably won’t want it to end.” And that’s what I was truly afraid of: actually liking it. I didn’t want to like it. I didn’t want them to see me moaning. I didn’t want to end up coming like a sissy. I didn’t want Ben telling all of our friends about this once this whole scenario was over with. This was so much more humiliating than sucking a dick, and so much more humiliating than posing for a few sissy photos.

“Don’t be a bummer, Jared,” said Rachael with another cute giggle.

I cleared my throat. “Jessica,” I said softly. Their faces lit up. I’m not sure why I made the correction. I’m not sure why I was letting myself play along with all of this nonsense. And maybe being rammed by the machine really wasn’t any worse than what Rachael went through: sucking a stranger’s cock. I took an awkward step forward. My legs trembled. I took a deep breath in. They had a little towel placed down for me, so my knees wouldn’t be directly against the cool floor; it wasn’t much of a comfort. I settled down on my hands and knees. Rachael put her hand on my back and rubbed gently. “You actually look pretty good,” she said with another one of her classic giggles. The compliment didn’t sit well, even though it was exactly what I was looking for when I was getting myself dolled up.

Ben rolled the machine forward, until the tip of the dildo touched my butthole. I gasped, even though nothing was happening yet. My whole body tensed up and I squirmed. I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass. I liked having my anal virginity. I didn’t want to like it. I was already starting to question my sexuality.

“Ready?” Ben said with a grin in his voice.

Rachael rubbed my back again in sensual circles. “It’s okay. It’s just three minutes,” she said.

I nodded my head, unable to reply with words. I took another deep breath, then I heard Ben flick a switch. A motor began to hum. Gears began to turn. Then the dildo began to press forward. I leaned forward, and then Rachael put her hand on my shoulder. “Stay still.” She held me firmly while the cock pushed against my clenched hole.

“Tell her to relax,” Ben said.

“She just needs a second,” Rachael said rubbing my back again. “It won’t hurt, as long as you relax.”

The pressure from the dildo was strong as the machine desperately tried to penetrate me. Rachael took her hand off of my back and slid back. She gently put both of her hands on my butt cheeks and she pulled them apart, forcing my hole to open for the machine. Then it suddenly pushed into me—just the tip—somehow sensing that I was agape. I gasped, feeling the gooey tip squishing into my body. I tensed up, but now it was too late: the cock was inside of me and I could no longer hold it back. It slowly slid forward, filling me up more than I knew possible. I groaned and clenched and squirmed, but Rachael did a good job of holding me still.

“Just hold it there for a minute,” she said, so Ben hit a button and the penetrating stopped. The room was silent, and then Rachael slapped me on the ass. It hurt a bit. She giggled. “Sorry—I couldn’t help myself,” she said. “Turn it back on.” Ben hit another button and the humming resumed. The toy pushed further into me, making me groan louder. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely didn’t feel right or natural at all. I could feel my hole stretching and I could feel my insides stretching. Are insides supposed to stretch? What if something went wrong? We were stuck in that complex. If something tore or ripped, I would probably die, unable to get to any hospital. Luckily the dildo was covered in lubricant—and in case that wasn’t enough, Rachael was squishing a bottle of lubricant down my butt crack to make sure everything remained slick.

It kept pushing in. How far was it going to go? How much could I take? I shook my head and moaned. “That’s enough,” I said.

“It’s almost there. Just a little more,” Rachael said with bright eyes and a big smile. She rubbed my bum with her gentle hand. Then she slapped me again, making herself giggle once more. The machine began to pump slowly, back and forth, humming loudly. I could feel the thick tip and the toy’s fake veins rubbing my insides. I could feel the lubricant squishing out from my tight hole, dribbling down my thighs. But the worst part was my cock, which was growing and hardening, pushing against my tight cotton panties, trying to escape. I needed to keep my hands planted on the ground, so I wasn’t able to reach down to cover myself up. I was stuck with a growing erection, with an audience of two: one giggling sissy and an alpha male with a thing for girly boys.

The machine picked up speed. I groaned again, and then I started moaning. The toy was hitting a spot that made my legs shake. My cock was rock hard now, oozing a clear substance into my panties. Rachael and Ben both laughed—they could obviously see my stiffy. God, I felt so embarrassed, but at the same time I didn’t want it to stop. When the machine picked up speed again, I nearly smiled. Now that tingling was turning into a euphoria. It was exactly what I was afraid of: I liked getting fucked in the ass. It felt so good. It was perfectly stimulating my sweet spot, filling me with an orgasmic euphoria that just wouldn’t end. I moaned louder, gently pushing my bum back to get just a little bit more of the machine’s cock. Rachael slapped my ass again, sending a jolt of ecstasy through my whole body.

Then she reached up and cupped my breasts. She squeezed and let a soft moan slip out from her own lips. “Take it, beautiful. You’re doing great.”

I nodded my head. Her sensual touching was nice, making the whole experience even more orgasmic. My whole body was swirling with pleasure, starting to tremble all over. My eyes were rolling into the back of my head. The machine was fucking me quickly now: pumping back and forth. I was starting to scream. “She’s going to come!” Ben said.

I clenched and tried to hold back. My situation was humiliating enough—I didn’t need to add a cumshot on top of it. But holding it back was starting to seem pointless and hopeless. I wanted the pleasure to continue, but it was just too intense. “Oh God!” I screamed. And then I felt a warm rush between my legs. I looked down and saw a wet spot growing in my panties. Thick cum began to ooze out from the edges of the panties, oozing down my thighs along with the slick lubricant. I closed my eyes in an attempt to hide my shame. Ben laughed. Rachael giggled.

Rachael wiped some of the oozing cum up with her fingers. She brought it to my lips. “Lick it up, slut,” she said. And for some reason I followed the command, licking my own substance off of her fingers. It was sweet and a bit salty. She giggled before giving my ass another firm slap.

Then she let go of me, letting me fall forward, letting that toy slide out from my asshole. Now I felt empty, but filled with humiliation. I could still hear Ben laughing. I didn’t want to open my eyes. I hated that he was so satisfied. I wanted to get back at him, and I was determined to find a way to do it, as soon as I had the will to stand up.

And it took a few minutes before I was able to stumble to my feet. Rachael was staring at me with a grin and Ben was right behind her. I looked into Ben’s eyes and felt a strong surge of anger swelling in my chest. Then he shrugged his shoulders and said, “Hey, girl. Don’t be mad at me. I didn’t come up with this. Rachael won the game—remember?”

He was right: Rachael won the game and Rachael chose that Robo-Man machine for me. But I had a feeling Ben would have picked the same fate.

“Should we play again?” Rachael asked, bouncing slightly as her petite body jolted with excitement.

“I’m done with this game,” I said. “I’m going to sleep. If you guys want to play, you go ahead.”

“Boo!” Rachael said, grinning at me. I couldn’t believe how quickly she’d gone from being the scared young man hiding in the stairwell to being a flirty, daring little slut. It was nearly a week before Ben and I made it to that point. But maybe her mind really degraded while she was locked in that liquor store. Maybe all of the beer she’d consumed had taken some sort of toll on her mental wellbeing. Or maybe she was just thrilled to be doing anything besides staring blankly at a wall while drinking alone.

“Don’t worry. She can be a bit moody,” Ben said to Rachael. “Even before we got locked in here, she was like this. She’ll wake up in a better mood tomorrow.”

“Don’t talk about me like I’m not here,” I said, glaring at both of them. “And also: I’m not a she.” I pulled off my wig and tossed it onto one of the nearby shelves. My bum was still sore from the Robo-Man pounding. I scooped up my makeshift bedding and I carried it all across the shop, where I was as far away as possible from Ben and Rachael—no, not Rachael. I had to keep reminding myself that her name wasn’t Rachael and she wasn’t even a she. His name was Rich, the young liquor store attendant saving up for college.


CHAPTER XI

I was the first one awake. I got up slowly, lost in a state of confusion. The only source of light was still that emergency floodlight: the same light that had been on for many hours now. I had no idea what time it was, or even what day it what.

Ben was passed out on the ground, fifteen feet from his lingerie pile bed. Rich, still dolled up as Rachael, wasn’t far away, also sprawled out on the ground, next to a pile of empty beer cans. At first I rolled my eyes at the sight, but then I found myself thinking that it was probably just an escape: it was their own way of dealing with an immensely stressful situation. In a way, I was jealous. It wasn’t quite so easy for me to turn off my anxiety, to get lost in a night of debauchery and fun.

I crawled through that hole in the wall and I went to the stairwell. I looked up and saw the bright morning sunlight peering through the bottom of the door. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go up on the roof; supposedly there were men with guns on the streets, waiting to blast any person who could potentially be sick. Was that still true? Was it ever true? Even Rich had been without his cell phone for a few days. It was very possible that the world had degraded much more since he lost his phone—or maybe things had improved. I walked slowly up those stairs and carefully grabbed the door handle. I turned it and then I paused. Maybe it was safer to just listen to Rich, to stay off of that rooftop. But I hated not knowing what was happening. I hated having no idea if the world was on fire or if things were perfectly normal.

I pushed the door open. My heart bounced momentarily. It was daytime now: the first daylight I’d seen in many days. I took a deep breath as the warm sunlight touched my skin. I scanned around from the safety of that rooftop doorway. I looked at the other rooftops, which were all desolate. Then I took a step out. A strong tingle fluttered down my spine. A part of me was waiting for a gunshot to ring out, ending my life. But there was no gunshot—there was no sound at all—not even the distant humming of a vehicle. The city was just as desolate now as it was when we peered out in the middle of the night. I crept carefully up to the edge of the rooftop. I kept my body low, just in case some sniper was scanning rooftops.

I peered over the ledge, looking down at the street where my truck was parked. It was still there, untouched. I could see the thick beams of wood bracing the doors and windows. Across the street, I could see the blocked windows and doors that had been welded shut with metal bars. I wondered if there were people stuck inside those shops, and then I wondered how many people had died: trapped without food or water. There were surely many deaths across the country because of the mirandavirus hysteria, and not directly because of the mirandavirus itself.

I looked eastward down the road, then I looked westward. I could see for dozens of blocks from that rooftop, but I couldn’t see a single sign of active life: no hazmat warriors roaming the streets, no cars commuting from point A to point B. The city seemed to be abandoned.

My stomach turned and my head throbbed. I couldn’t believe society collapsed so quickly. Just a couple of weeks before, everything had seemed so normal; I was going from job to job without an ounce of worry on my mind. Now, there was seemingly nothing left.

I decided to stand upright, confident that the downtown core had been completely abandoned. Maybe there had been armed men in hazmat suits, but they were probably all gone now, at home with their families—or maybe they’d all packed up and left town before things got too crazy. I leaned over the ledge, planting my elbows on the long cement wall. I closed my eyes and I let the sun warm my skin for a few minutes. I tried to reassure myself that everything would eventually return to normal. Maybe it would take a couple of months and a few thousand casualties—but soon enough, society would carry it. Life eventually went back to normal after the Plague, so why would this be any different?

With my eyes still closed, I started thinking about the lingerie store beneath my feet. I remembered the pounding I got from Robo-Man. I remembered coming in my panties as an amazing euphoria surged through my whole body. Over the past week, things had gotten carried away in that little sex shop. We’d all done things we would likely regret, and if we were going to be trapped for another seven weeks, it seemed likely that the sexual depravity would go on. And maybe it was best to just accept it, the way Rich seemed to accept it so easily. Maybe getting dolled up and fooling around was the best way to make seven weeks into nothing. Hell—maybe surrendering to the excitement of the feminization was what I really wanted to do, deep down inside. Maybe I wouldn’t want those seven weeks to end, once I figured out how to get over the anxiety and the humiliation. I made for a cute girl, after all.

I opened my eyes and looked down that long road again. Staring back at me was a figure in a white hazmat suit. I froze for a moment. My skin turned cold and a terrible buzzing crept down my spine and into my gut. I had to blink a few times to convince myself that the sight was real, and it was real. The man in the suit turned around and jogged around the corner, out of sight. Was I caught? Was he going to come back to kill me? Would he kill Rich and Ben while he was at it? I turned around and zipped back into the building, slamming the door behind me before sinking down into a curled up position. I hugged my knees and took a deep breath.

Maybe the man wasn’t part of any vigilante squad. Maybe he was just out for a walk, dressed in that hazmat suit just to be safe. I took another big, deep breath. My hands were trembling. My stomach began to churn as nausea filled my body. It was a familiar feeling: the same feeling I felt before blacking out a couple of days before. Was I about to collapse on those stairs? I grabbed the handrail and I carefully pulled myself to my feet. I managed to make it down the stairs and through the hole in the wall. I went back to my little bed of lingerie and then I placed myself down. I bit my tongue, waiting for the vigilantes to come for me. Would they break down the door and shoot me, or would they just siphon gas into the building, killing everyone inside?

I almost wanted to black out. At least if I was black out, I wouldn’t have to tolerate this horrible anxiety. I looked over at the passed out Ben and then I looked at the passed out Rich. I should have listened: I should have stayed off of that rooftop. I envied their unconscious ignorance. They had no idea that there was a good chance they would soon be dead.

I closed my eyes and tried to put my body back to sleep. I wanted to simply pretend like I was no different from Ben or Rich: drunk and ignorant and blissful. But I didn’t fall asleep; instead, I remained on the floor for the next three hours, too afraid to get up. I was even too afraid to fall asleep, worried I would sleep through the final moments of my life.

It was later in the day when Rich finally peeled himself up off the floor. He groaned before looking down at his body. It took him a moment to remember why he was dressed in lingerie. “Shit,” he mumbled under his breath before stepping up to his feet. He didn’t bother taking his wig off; instead, he went to the mirror and fixed it, as if he’d just accepted that it was part of him now. I envied his carelessness. It probably helped that he didn’t know me or Ben. Once this was all over, he would never see us again, so it didn’t matter what he did in front of us. It wasn’t so easy for me; I wanted to put my wig on and try on another dozen outfits, but I knew that I would see Ben again and I would have to look him in the eye again.

But why is that what I wanted? Why did I want to put on different lingerie outfits? Why did I badly want to put on makeup again? Why did I want to find another cute wig to see again how I looked with long, soft hair? Had those feeling always been lingering deep down inside of me? When I admired a pretty woman before, was I really looking at her with a hint of jealousy? Was I admiring her outfit and imagining myself in it?

Rich stood up on his toes in front of the mirror, leaning forward as he admired himself with that precious carelessness. Maybe getting dolled up was something he’d done before this whole mess; maybe this wasn’t his first time getting pretty and dropping to his knees to suck a cock. He was certainly good at sucking—maybe too good to be a first timer. And his makeup was good too: too good to be something he managed to figure out after a single try.

Or maybe his makeup really wasn’t that great. Maybe he just had the face and body for sissification. Maybe this all came so naturally to him, and that was why he was seeming to embrace it so fully.

He looked over at me, batting his eyelashes. “Good morning,” he said with a wink. He wasn’t drunk anymore, but he was still staying in character.

“You can take that off now,” I said.

He stared at me for a long moment, narrowing his eyes. “Oh, that’s right. You went to sleep. We kept playing cards after you left last night,” he said in that girly voice. “I lost a round and Ben said I had to stay like this for twenty-four hours. If I break character, I get punished—that’s the game.”

“The game?” I said.

He nodded his head before smiling. I had to look away, not happy about where my mind was going. I knew that he was a boy, but even now that I was sober, my brain still saw a girl. All of his features were so soft. His lips were so full and his eyes were so big and shiny. And then there was that ass! It was so full and round; I wanted to spank it; I wanted to bury my face in it. I heard a whimper slip out from my lips. Then I remembered the man in the hazmat suit.

Was I supposed to tell Rich about the man? Or was it best to keep the sighting a secret?

“Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked.

I shook my head and looked away, feeling beads of cold sweat tickling down the back of my neck. “I’m just tired. I’m not staring,” I said. My heart fumbled and I cleared my throat.

It was only a few minutes later when Ben woke up, sitting up slowly with a groan. His gaze was glossy for a moment as he slowly returned to reality. He looked over at me and then he grinned. “How’d you sleep?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said, trying desperately not to think of the man in the hazmat suit.

“You look like you’re in a shitty mood,” he said.

“I’m fine,” I said, biting down on my tongue. Apparently I wasn’t very good at hiding my terror.

“Well, you can thank me later, but last night, while you were snoring loudly, I won a pretty epic game with Rachael.” His smile grew bigger. “She’s ours for the day—we can do whatever we want with her.” He looked over at Rachael, who was still touching up her makeup. “Isn’t that right, beautiful?”

She looked over with a smile. “That’s right,” she said, wiggling her bum, making her lingerie skirt dance elegantly.

Ben’s shame seemed to be nowhere to be found. He was openly excited about having a young man to fool around with for a twenty-four hours period. It almost seemed like he’d forgotten that Rachael wasn’t actually a girl. And once again, I found myself envying that strange ignorance. Rachael was the only thing on Ben’s mind; he wasn’t worried about any hazmat soldiers plotting to storm the building, killing everyone inside.

“But since I did all the work while you were sleeping, it’s only fair that I get the first go.” Ben stood up and straightened his little nightie. “Rachael, darling, want to come with me?” He walked up to her and took her by the hand. Her face turned dark red, looking more like a virgin than ever. Then she followed him away, through the hole in the wall, into the liquor store. And what was he planning on doing with her? Was he going to fuck her in the ass? Was he telling me that I could fuck her in the ass once he was done with her? And was she okay with that, just because she lost a card game? My heart stumbled again. I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of taking turns pounding a young man in the asshole, but at least it was a way to get my mind off of the impending death that was possibly on its way to our little complex.

The store was quiet with Ben and Rachael gone. I paced around, trying to control my nerves. Then I found myself looking at a rack of lingerie. My skin tingled. What was the harm in indulging? At this point, what did I have to lose? Ben had already watched me taking Robo-Man’s thick plastic cock. He’d watched another man suck my cock, and he’d gone down on his knees to suck mine. Would the level of humiliation really go up because I voluntarily tried on a few little outfits? I took a red one-piece off the wall. It was tight and lacy, and it had a $280.00 price tag attached to it. That little piece of lingerie was worth more than my whole wardrobe combined—and I could tell why. It was so soft and so meticulously made. The little lace embellishments were so cute around the panty-line and around the bra line.

In the back of the store I located a pair of silicone breast pads, designed to give flat-chested girls a realistic bust. I slipped the pads into the cups of the red lingerie one-piece, then I tracked down some black fishnet stockings, red heels, and a tube of deep red lipstick. My whole body suddenly felt wide awake. As I looked into the mirror, I caught myself with a grin that just wouldn’t go away. I was beaming with excitement—and a bit of terror, knowing that Ben and Rachael could return at any moment. But could they really mock me? Was I really doing anything beyond the scope of what we’d already been doing? Ben was currently ramming a young man’s butthole and Rachael was currently dolled up and taking it. If anything, I was still at least five steps behind.

I found a little eyelash kit, which I decided to try out. It was tricky getting the glue on correctly. I was terrified of getting glue on my eyeball, but I managed to get the eyelashes on straight, and they actually looked pretty cute. I blinked a few times, getting used to the new weight of my eyelids, and then I found myself inspired to take my look even further, using the jewellery that was kept near the back of the store. I put on some gold bracelets, a cute little necklace, and some gold hoop earrings, which clipped on. Then a little bottle of red nail polish caught my eye, and the next thing I knew I was painting my fingernails and toenails while humming under my breath. I was having fun. I was slipping into that blissful state of ignorance that I’d been jealous of all morning. Then Ben came through that hole in the wall.

His face was red and his eyes were dilated. He looked at me with a bright smile and said, “She’s all yours. Get her while she’s warm.”

And suddenly, all of that fear came rushing back into me. “What do you mean?” I asked. I was worried Ben was about to make fun of me, now that I was dolled up to the limit with my wig, my makeup, my lingerie, my jewellery, and my painted nails. He looked down my body and then up at my face, and then he said, “Go plug her tight hole.”

My heart fluttered up and down. I wanted to refuse the offer and hold onto my dignity, but I also wanted to do it: I wanted to feel the inside of Rachael’s tight body. I wanted to hear her moan while I pumped her with my long shaft. My heart soared up into my throat. I tried to speak but no words came out, so instead, I just nodded my head. Then I turned to that hole in the wall. Ben brushed by me, still with that satisfied grin on his face. Was I really going to do it? Was I going to fuck Rachael? I took a deep breath and left the room, leaving the bright emergency floodlight. With every step I took, the world around me became darker. I could see the open office door down the liquor store hallway. I knew Rachael was in there waiting for me.

There was a light glowing inside: hazy and white; it was a flashlight bouncing off wall, casting a dramatic glow on the side of Rachael’s pretty face and body, exaggerating her cute curves as she sat up on her boss’s desk. “Want to fuck?” she asked.

I remained still for a moment before nodded my head. Then she waved me forward using only a single finger. I took a step forward, and then I stopped. “W—Why are you doing this?” I asked.

“Because I lost the game,” she said softly.

“But why do you want to do it?” I asked.

She was quiet for a moment. “Who says I want to do it?”

“You just… you seem to be enjoying yourself.”

“You look really pretty. I love that outfit,” she said, looking down at my body.

“Why aren’t you answering my question?” I asked.

“Why do you care?”

“Because I do,” I said. My heart bounced up and down. My God, she was beautiful. I wanted to flip her over, pin her down, and fill her tight asshole with my gooey cum. “So just tell me—why are you letting Ben do this to you?”

She looked down at her cute toes before shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s just fun. Why are you making a big deal out of it? We’re all stuck here together for the foreseeable future. Why can’t we have a bit of fun?”

I knew I wasn’t getting a proper answer; I knew she wasn’t telling me the truth. I kept staring at her, hoping she would tell me an honest answer. But instead of an answer, I got something better. She rolled over, onto her stomach, touching her feet down on the ground. Then she reached down and pulled up her skirt, exposing her bare ass. She grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wide. A glob of Ben’s cum oozed out from her reddened hole, trickling down towards her round ball sack. “Put it in me,” she said, offering me Ben’s sloppy seconds.

I took a deep breath. How could I resist the offer? Her ass was so perfect—so round and so firm, yet jiggly. I took a step forward, and then another. I placed my hands carefully on her warm tush. I could see a red print where Ben had been spanking her. I grabbed her ass firmly and she let a moan slip from her lips. I didn’t know anything about Rachael, and that was becoming obvious. I couldn’t help but think that she was somehow behind this whole scenario, like some crafty movie villain. Had she been watching us for a week in the lingerie store? Was she responsible for having us boarded up? Was this all part of some strange sissification plot? If so: why?

I spread her cheeks apart, seeing the white glisten of Ben’s creampie in her anus. Then I reached down and slipped my semi-erect cock out from my panties. I was getting hard fast—faster than I’d ever gotten with any biological woman. But Rachael was prettier than any of the girls I’d ever been with. She had the body of a model and the face of an actress. She was irresistible. I slid my hands up and down, feeling her tight body. “You—You look so good,” I said.

“So do you,” she said softly. I tried not to smile. Did I really look good, or was it just pillow talk? I bit my bottom lip and a small giggle slipped out. “I like your nail polish.” She put a hand on mine, sending a warm jolt through my body.

“Thanks,” I said. Now my cock was rock hard and standing upright. I stepped forward, pressing it against her tight tush, sliding it up her butt crack. My body shuddered.

“Put it in me,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

She laughed. “I want you inside of me.”

So I pulled my shaft down, pressing my tip against her tight hole. I felt her puckering as she clenched and released. Then I felt a warm wetness. I looked down and saw a white glob of Ben’s cum oozing onto my tip. My body shuddered and my cock stiffened. A groan slipped out from my lips, then I pushed that cum glob back into her body with my erect shaft. She gasped. I could feel Ben’s warm goo squishing all around my member and I could feel Rachael’s tight hole tensing along the length of my rod. My heart was aflutter, pounding violently with a combination of thrill and terror. “Oh God, it feels so good,” she whimpered. I gently pulled back, staring down at my crotch. My cock was tinged white with leftover cum: the perfect lubricant. I pushed my cock and that cum back into her hole, eliciting another loud moan. I slid my hands up and down her hips, feeling her curves and her warm, soft skin.

Then, I started drilling her. I bit down hard on my tongue and stared at her soft, innocent body as I rammed my cock deep into her ass, slapping her bum loudly with my pelvis. I grunted with each penetration. It wasn’t long before her fingers were curled over the edge of the desk and she was moaning so loud that she was almost screaming. I was taking everything out on her tight body: all of my anger and all of my fear. I was letting everything go, slamming my cock as hard as I could into her body, plunging Ben’s cum out from that tight hole. I could feel globs of Ben’s load now trickling down my thighs, but I didn’t care. I just kept pounding, turning Rachael into a limp mess, digging my fingernails into her soft curves.

I looked to my side and saw my reflection in a pane of blackened glass. I looked hot and convincing. My body was just as precious as Rachael’s body. Our faces were equally beautiful. And in that reflection I could see Rachael’s stiff erection, aiming forward with her ball sack squashed on that desk. I reached around and grabbed it, curling my fingers around her warm stiffness. I squeezed tight, making her groan even louder. Then I began to pump it quickly. “Come for me,” I whispered. I was still pounding her tush.

It didn’t take her long. I could feel her cock swelling and throbbing. I knew that she was close when her legs started to squirm. I squeezed her cock even tighter, making her moan even louder. Then I watched in the window reflection as she streaked her boss’s desk with long strands of white. The sight was amazing and arousing—enough to push me over the edge. I groaned and clenched and shuddered and then I came, adding my own white goo into her deep anal cavity. When I pulled out, everything gushed out with me. It poured down her limp legs and splattered on the floor. I stumbled back into a nearby chair. I let out a deep breath as I sat down. A bead of sweat fell from my forehead onto my lap. Cum was still oozing out from my upright cock.

She looked back at me with glossy eyes. “That was amazing,” she said, unable to pull herself up from the desk.

I smiled. “It was,” I said. I stared into her pretty eyes before looking down that precious body. I still had no idea who I was looking at. Rachael was still just a stranger—someone I’d only known for a handful of hours. I still couldn’t wrap my head around her motives. I had a feeling that she was up to something—maybe even something nefarious—but I would never figure that out, because that was the last time I would ever see her.


CHAPTER XII

When I emerged from the liquor store, back into the lingerie store, everything was quiet. It was an unusual silence, seeing as Ben was always making some sort of noise—even when he was sleeping, he was snoring loudly. But now, I couldn’t hear anything. I stopped and looked around. “Ben?” I said as a strange dread filled my gut. I took another few steps into the room, and then I noticed a light coming from the door. It was dim—not nearly as bright as the floodlight on the other end of the room. Had Ben found another flashlight? Did he manage to break through part of the barricade? I stepped around one of the tall shelves and saw that the front door of the store was slightly ajar, letting sunlight seep into the room.

“Hey Ben!” I called out. I walked towards the door. The barricade was down and the door was open. Had someone come to our rescue? Did Ben take off? Was I free to leave? I looked down at my lingerie-clad body and paused for a moment, wondering if I should find something else to wear before leaving, just in case there was some news crew outside of that door, waiting to broadcast my face to millions of television sets across the country. But I was so excited to leave that I didn’t bother getting changed. I didn’t even take off my wig. I just wanted to go home. I wanted to fall down onto my bed and I wanted to have a proper sleep under warm covers. I wanted to feel the warm water of my own shower and hear the silence of my own house. I didn’t want to spend another minute locked in that lingerie store. So I went for the door, reaching out to grab the handle so I could feel freedom for the first time in nearly ten days.

I didn’t make it; I was grabbed before I could have a taste of the world outside of that complex. A set of gloved hands firmly clutched my sides and pulled me back, away from the door. Before I could turn my head around, a white bag was pulled over my face. I screamed, but the attackers didn’t stop. There were definitely multiple assailants: at least two sets of hands on my body, and a third person with a muffled voice standing about fifteen feet away. “Please don’t fight,” the muffled man said. “Or we’ll be forced to use the gas.”

My heart was pounding viciously. I didn’t want them to use the gas, so I bit hard on my tongue and forced myself to be quiet, even though it took all of my willpower. They pulled my hands behind my back and then tied my wrists together. Then they started wiping me with something cold and wet: some sort of chemical that left my skin tingling all over.

“Okay, let’s move her,” said a voice. And then I felt a hard tug. They pulled me outside. The white bag over my face became illuminated—almost blinding, even with my eyes closed. I could feel the warmth of the sun on my bare skin, but only for a few seconds. They hoisted me up into a large vehicle and then they slammed a heavy metal door, and suddenly the world was dark again.

“Please don’t kill me,” I whimpered, but my voice was almost too broken to produce much volume.

“Jared? Is that you?” Ben’s voice whispered.

“Ben? Where are we? Where are they taking us?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “They broke in while I was in the shower. They put a bag over my head and pulled me out.”

“Shut up,” another voice said. “Keep your mouths closed, and try not to cough. I have to deal with your masks later, and I don’t want to get sick.”

“We aren’t sick,” Ben said.

Then the man scoffed. Why was he scoffing? Why did he think that we were infected? Did he just assume that everyone was infected? Now, Ben was silent. I was too afraid to say anything. I didn’t know what the protocol was for people who disobeyed commands, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out.

The vehicle started to move and my terror began to fade slightly. A part of me was still worried that they were shipping me off to some mass crematorium for potentially sick people, but another part of me was relieved to be with members of society—possibly doctors. “Where are we going?” I asked quietly after a long period of silence.

“Don’t talk,” the man said, shutting me up. I’d toed the line enough. I decided it was best to remain quiet and allow the authorities to properly deal with me, put me in some sort of quarantine while they tested me. And then soon enough, they would release me and life would quickly return to normal.

The drive was long. After around thirty minutes, we hit a bumpy road, and we stayed on that road for another thirty minutes. The bumping was making my stomach ache. I was thirsty. My mouth became try and then my throat started to become itchy again. The itchiness in my throat made the anxiety worse, which made the nausea worse. It wasn’t long before my legs started to feel numb. I tried rubbing my knees together to stimulate some feeling in my legs, and that’s when I remembered that I was still dolled up in lingerie. My legs were shaved and smooth. The toes of my bare feet were painted to match my lingerie. I still had those gold hoop earrings clipped onto my ears. Oh God, how embarrassing! How was I going to explain my getup to the officials I was being hauled off to meet? I could no longer rely on the story about Ben burning our clothes: that didn’t explain the jewellery or the makeup or the shaved legs. And surely they wouldn’t believe me when I told them that I lost a series of games and bets.

The vehicle came to an abrupt stop, making me jolt forward, nearly falling over. The door opened and I was quickly pulled out. I could hear footsteps all around me: at least half a dozen people. No one was talking and I was too afraid to ask where we were. I heard gates open and then I heard heavy metal doors open. Suddenly I was inside of a building, with lights humming overhead. They kept pulling me, still with that bag over my head. We turned down a number of hallways and went through more doors. Then one of the men gave me a gentle push, making me stumble forward. He cut the tie around my wrists and he pulled the bag off of my head. Before I thought to turn around, a door closed behind me.

I was in a large empty room by myself. Ben was gone and maybe nowhere near me. “Hello?” I called out softly. My voice was still broken and rattled. The walls of the room were white, and so was the floor and the ceiling. “Hello!” I called out again. There was a small vent on the roof; it was humming and rattling, as if a small coin was trapped deep inside. I walked to the door and gave the hand a good pull, but it didn’t budge. Then I did a lap around the room before noticing the small glisten in the top corner: a camera watching my every move. Who was watching me? Doctors? Were they going to leave me in that room until the incubation period was over? Would they feed me? Were there thousands of others like me in similar rooms?

I knocked on the door, but no one answered. I called out one more time, and then I took a seat on the ground. If they wanted me dead, they would have killed me, so I could only assume that they were now monitoring me. Soon they would be testing me. And if I was sick, would they treat me or would they end me, just to be safe? There was a strange smell in that complex: a mixture of chemical cleaner and that burning smell that comes about when you turn your heater on for the first time in a year. Was I smelling a nearby crematorium? Before all of this nonsense started, I’d heard rumours of the Chinese government burning bodies in ‘mass crematoriums’. Had the same trend reached North America? Or was I just succumbing to a paranoid nervousness?


CHAPTER XIII

It was hours before a small panel on the door opened and a plate of food slid in. It wasn’t the most appetizing meal: a small slice of meat (maybe pork, maybe beef), a glob of potatoes, and four green bean strands. It could have used some salt—or just any seasoning of any kind. But at least they were feeding me. I sat around for many more hours, and then I dozen off. I didn’t wake up until there was a man nudging me, making me jump.

“Don’t hurt me!” I screamed as I opened my eyes. He was clad in a full white hazmat suit. I couldn’t see his face. As far as I knew, he could have been an alien.

“Relax,” he said with a monotone voice. “We’re just going to take a sample.” He suddenly pushed a needle into my arm. I gasped. I’d never liked needles, but I didn’t want to put up a fight. I wanted them to take their sample. I wanted them to see that I was healthy, so they could send me home, so life could return to normal. He filled four tubes with blood, and then he stuck a small bandage on my arm. He said nothing as he left the room.

My arm was sore after the blood sample. I don’t think the man was a qualified nurse or even a doctor—probably just a random staff member, one of the few left after the mirandavirus swept over the whole country. I rubbed my arm for a few minutes until the soreness was mostly gone, then I went back to doing nothing: staring at the wall, pacing around the room, wishing I had a change of clothes and some makeup wipes, and maybe some nail polish remover.

I thought about taking off my wig and my outfit, but I was too embarrassed to reveal myself. At least with the wig and the lingerie and the makeup, I was unrecognizable—not that I thought there was anyone I knew watching me through that camera. A part of me was convinced that the authorities at the facility were convinced that I was a woman, and maybe that was for the best. Maybe they were going easier on me because they assumed I was a lady. Maybe Ben wasn’t getting the same treatment.

It wasn’t particularly cold in that facility, but I did find myself shivering after a few more hours. It was hard to keep my blood moving. Pacing around the room was somehow even more boring than just sitting. But even pacing didn’t seem to get my blood flowing enough to warm me up. I started rubbing my arms with my hands. Then I pulled my knees up to my chest and rubbed the length of my thighs, trying to stimulate a tiny bit of heat. I slapped my thighs repeatedly until they were slightly red, then I did the same to my bum, which was particularly cold from sitting on that cool floor.

Someone was obviously watching me because it was only a few minutes later when the door opened and a man in a hazmat suit came in with a box of clothes. “These should be warmer,” he said, placing the box down. “Don’t worry—it’s all clean.”

He backed out slowly and closed the door firmly. I listened as the heavy bolt slid through its slot, locking me in securely. I carefully approached the box, peeling back the lid to look inside. It was a box of female clothing: two dresses, a blouse, a skirt, a tight sweater, a couple pairs of long stockings, two small bras, and an unopened pack of white cotton panties. They really did think that I was a woman.

First I slid on the skirt. It was knee-length and black, with cute pleats that danced around me. With the skirt on, I turned my back to the camera and wriggled out from my lingerie one-piece. I put on one of the bras (putting my silicone pads into the bra’s cups), and then I slipped into the sweater. It was a tight fit, hugging my curves, but it was warm and comfortable. The stockings were tight on my leg, but also warm and cozy. I was surprised by how well the outfit fit my body, though I didn’t have a mirror to admire myself in.

Another tedious day went by: five hours of nothing, then a plate of food slid through the small panel in the door, then another five hours went by and I fell asleep on the floor. When I woke up in that quiet, dimly lit room again, the frustration began to set in. I stood up, paced around the room for a long hour, and then I started waving at the camera. “Hello? Anyone there? Can you let me leave soon, or what?” I kept waving at the camera, hoping someone would answer me in one way or the other. But nothing happened. Maybe no one was watching my camera feed, or maybe no one cared.

I sighed and paced around the room for another hour before sitting on the floor. I closed my eyes and felt that wave of anxiety returning. What if they weren’t letting me go because their test came back positive? What if they found out that I had the mirandavirus, and now they were just waiting for the symptoms to kick in so they could study me?

I tried meditating, hoping it would pass the time, but meditating became boring quickly. I found myself staring at the wall again for another hour. Then I started to worry that I was beginning to lose my mind. So I stood up and waved at the cameras again. “Hello! I’m bored! I know you probably don’t care, but this boredom is killing me! Please do something! Anything!”

And then, five minutes later, I heard the heavy bolt sliding in the door. I stepped back, against the wall and watched as a man in a hazmat suit came into the room. He had a box under his arm. “Our facility is over capacity right now. It’s taking longer than usual to process all of our patients.”

“Is that what I am? A patient?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. He put the box down and then stared at me for a moment.

“So you haven’t looked at my sample yet? You don’t know if I’m infected.”

“This box should meet your entertainment needs for the next days, or few weeks, however long this takes” the man said. “It’s the best we can do right now.” Then he backed out of the room, closed the door, and slid that heavy deadbolt back into place. I quickly went for the box, thrilled to have something to pass the time. On the top of the box was a pack of cards. Under the cards was a stack of girly fashion magazines. Under the magazines was a used copy of Pride and Prejudice, and under that was a box of sanitary wipes, a tube of lubricant, and a vibrator. I felt my face turning red. Was this their go-to female entertainment box? It wasn’t even enough to keep me entertained until dinnertime, let alone a few weeks.

And was that a real estimate. Were they really thinking that I would be stuck in that quarantine room for a few weeks? I’d already spent nearly two weeks trapped in an adult store. That adult store was suddenly not seeming too bad—at least I had company and stuff to do.

I held up the vibrator. It was shaped just like a real cock—slightly bigger than my own. I pressed the button and it began to vibrate powerfully, making my cheeks turn even redder. And why did they include the vibrator in the box? Did they assume I would need to masturbate at some point in the next few weeks? Was this something they gave to all the girls that came through the facility? I suppose they were just trying to be accommodating, trying to make my stay in that white cell tolerable. Though I couldn’t imagine any woman toying herself with a vibrator while a camera peered down. And people were obviously watching through that camera, unless the arrival of the box was a complete coincidence.

I burned through all of the magazines in an hour, then I spent an hour playing with the cards. I had no idea how to play Solitaire and I wasn’t aware of any other single player card games, so I spent some time trying to make car castles. But making flimsy castles got old fast, so I moved onto the novel, which I finished by the end of that day. It was okay. I flipped through the magazines again, and then I decided to put everything back into the box. I was already over all of it.

Though now I could see the tip of that vibrator poking out of the box. My skin tingled with a curious idea—and a risky idea. I didn’t like the idea of people watching me play with myself, but I had to admit that the excitement was tempting. There was something exhilarating about the idea of pleasuring myself, not knowing if people were watching through a camera. My heart fluttered. I sauntered over to the box. I looked back at the camera, and then I carefully slipped my hand down, grabbing the vibrator. I pulled it under the sleeve of my sweater and then I sauntered back over to the corner of the room. Now my heart was racing.

I thought about draping something over the camera, but I knew if I did that, they would definitely know that I was up to something naughty. So I just waited a few minutes, hoping to bore anyone who might be watching my cell’s screen. Then I slipped the vibrator out from my sleeve. I’d forgotten to grab the lubricant, so I used my spit instead, letting a warm glob fall onto the fake cock’s tip before pulling the toy under my skirt. I used my other hand to pull my undies to the side, exposing my crotch and asshole. Then I started to pushed the toy into my body. It was a tight squeeze. I was tempted to clench, but I knew I had to act fast. I needed to get that toy into me before the security guard looked over at my screen. So I awkwardly pushed the toy into my butthole with a grunt, and then I fixed my skirt, trying to look as casual as possible. After a moment of heart-pounding tension, I reached down again, this time to turn the vibrator on.

The vibration was powerful, taking me by surprise. I gasped, and then I covered my glossy lips with the palm of my hand. My asshole clenched, gripping the toy firmly. I was tempted to squirm, but I fought away that urge. I remained still, hoping my heart would settle after a moment.

I looked up at the glistening lens of the camera and wondered if anyone had been watching me when I slid the vibrator up my skirt. I hated not knowing—but I also kind of liked the taboo aspect of the uncertainty. I leaned from side to side slightly, letting the toy slide further up my bum, until I had the vibrating tip pressed right against my sweet spot; then I let out a soft moan. I closed my eyes, trying to regroup. I didn’t want to end up attracting a crowd to my security screen. I had to act normal. I had to be casual.

So I bit my tongue and I carefully stood up. My legs were wobbling. The vibrating was still intense, still stimulating my prostate, making my cock throb with ecstasy. I grabbed one of the magazines from the box and sat down again. I opened it up and pretended to be reading. Now my cock was getting hard. The white panties were too flimsy to hold my shaft back. The fabric stretched out and my skirt began to lift up. I used the magazine to block my bulge from the camera’s view.

I looked down at a picture of a beautiful actress. I loved her dress, and I especially loved her shoes: a pair of knee-high gladiator sandals, with lots of straps hugging her toned calfs. I closed my eyes and imagined myself in the outfit, feeling those leather straps against my skin, and that tight dress around my curves. A strong pulse of euphoria surged through me. A whimper escaped my lips. I reached down and grabbed my erection firmly. I squeezed it and fondled it, sitting down hard on the ground to push the vibrator further up my asshole. I began to rock back and forth, making that toy explore the inside of my body. I understood why Rachael loved taking it in the ass so much. Being fucked by Robo-Man was fun, but it was scary because it was my first time. Now that I knew what I was doing, I was able to relax and enjoy the moment. I could enjoy every powerful pulse that ploughed through my body. I groaned and my legs trembled.

Then I came. My cock spewed a massive load of white cream into my white panties. A large wet spot formed before cum began to pour down my legs. “Oh God,” I moaned, looking down at the mess I’d made. Then I watched as the vibrator slid out from my ass. It was glistening right down to the base: all ten inches. Now I felt empty, but ridiculously satisfied. I bit down on my lip and then I slumped against the wall. I could feel the redness slowly beginning to leave my face.

I washed the vibrator awkwardly in the little sink next to the little toilet, then I stashed it back into my entertainment box. I looked briefly at the camera in the corner, and then I looked away quickly, feeling awkward and nervous, worried I was making eye contact with someone who just watched me toy my own butthole with a vibrator.


CHAPTER XIV

I was surprised to see a new box in my cell when I woke up the next morning (or maybe it was the afternoon or evening, I had no way of knowing). It was a cardboard box, and inside the box were new items to keep me entertained, including an old Game Boy, new magazines, a portable DVD player from the early 2000s, three romance movies, and a large, thick dildo with a realistic tip and bulging veins. The sight of the dildo made me blush. Did they include it because they saw me with the vibrator the day before, or did they just include sex toys with all of their entertainment boxes?

A second box was dropped off an hour later, containing new outfits for me to wear: new skirts, new dresses, and a particularly cute red bodysuit with a paisley pattern. Before getting to my DVDs and magazines, I played dress up for a good two hours. Then I found myself flipping through magazine pages, admiring celebrity outfits. My heart literally swelled at the sight of certain outfits. I even found myself planning on tracking those very outfits down once I was freed from my quarantine and back into the real world. Maybe this could be my secret little hobby; maybe I would invest in a number of outfits and play dress up after work every day.

It wasn’t until that night when the boredom returned. I spent hours playing with that old Game Boy and I watched all of those romance movies, but it wasn’t enough to fight off the boredom. Thankfully, I had that thick dildo. I ended up doing the same thing: sneaking it over to my little corner (this time with the bottle of lubricant), slipping it under my skirt and then sitting down on it while trying to act casual. The thick toy stretched my anus wide as I sat down. I groaned and squirmed, and then I bounced slowly on the cock, with a magazine in my hands. I must have looked ridiculous to anyone watching—hardly subtle at all. But I couldn’t help myself—I wanted to fuck that thick toy. I ended up coming after about ten minutes of bouncing. It was a few hours before my anus stopped hurting once I was done with the toy.

The next day was the same: a new box and a new sex toy. This time they gave me a long string of beads. This time, I didn’t wait all day before getting them inside of me. I still had the vibrator from my first box, which I pressed against the tip of my erection, making myself come in another pair of panties. I felt bad for whoever was taking my soiled clothes away and washing them. I began to suspect that they were watching me pleasure myself, and it was becoming hard to think that they still thought I was a biological female. But they kept dropping off toys and they kept dropping off outfits for me to wear.

Then, one afternoon, one of the hazmat men came into my room. He wasn’t holding a box, so I assumed he was there to take one of my old boxes away, to bring it to another quarantined individual. But the person didn’t take anything. Instead, he just stood and stared at me.

“What is it?” I asked softly. My voice came out in a girly way. I’d been dressed up as a girl for many days now—I’d lost count of the days since I’d spoked with my normal voice.

“I’m taking you for further testing,” the man said.

“Did you get the results back from my blood test?” I asked.

The man nodded his head.

“Am I infected?” I asked.

“Just come with me,” he said. But he wasn’t really asking me to follow him. It was a demand, and he wasn’t about to take any chances. He put a white bag over my head and her tied up my wrists. Then he led me down a series of hallways. We stood for a while in an elevator. I had no idea if we were going up or down. Then we went down more hallways, ending up in a new room. He pulled the bag off of my head and cut the tie around my wrists. The room was larger than my cell, but just as white. I scanned around the space, looking for the glistening of a camera lens, but there were no cameras as far as I could tell.

The man in the hazmat suit was staring at me. He had a pen in one hand and a clipboard in the other. “I’m going to ask you a series of questions,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said.

He looked down his list of questions. “Are you a male or a female?” he asked.

The question took me by surprise. I felt a lump forming in my throat. I smiled awkwardly, unsure of how to answer. It was surely some sort of medical survey, so I couldn’t lie, but I hated to admit that I’d been dolled up for days for no real reason. “I’m, uh, a guy, technically.”

“Technically?” he said.

I cleared my throat. “I’m male. I have a penis.”

The man looked at me for a long moment before nodding his head and moving onto the next question. “How long have you been wearing women’s clothes?” the man asked.

“These clothes?” I asked.

He looked up at me. I could see my own reflection in his mirror face mask. “In general.”

“Well, I was originally barricaded in that lingerie store,” I said. “But I wasn’t there to buy lingerie! I was there switching out a toilet. And then my friend lit my clothes on fire, so I had nothing to wear besides lingerie.”

He nodded his head. I couldn’t see his face, but I could tell that he didn’t fully believe me. “And before you were locked in that store, you never tried on women’s clothes?”

“No,” I said. And then I realized I was still talking with my girly voice. Why wouldn’t my normal voice come back? Was this my natural voice now? I cleared my throat. “I’m just wearing this because it’s all I have.” But still, my voice came out in a feminine way.

“Right,” he said. “And what about the makeup?”

I felt my face becoming hot. “I’m sorry—what does this have to do with the virus going around?”

“Just answer the question, ma’am,” he said. I wasn’t sure how to feel about the ‘ma’am’ he dropped, right after I told him that I was a male.

“Well, I originally put it on because I lost a bet.”

“And that’s why you’re wearing it now?” he asked, staring at me. I couldn’t see his face, but I could imagine his unimpressed expression.

“Yes,” I decided to say. It was easier than telling the truth. He nodded his head slowly.

“And have you been with a man?” he asked.

My skin became cold. I had to think about it. “N—No,” I said, too embarrassed to admit that I’d been with Rachael, who was really Rich—or that I’d allowed Ben to suck my cock while he was dolled up.

“It’s an important question, ma’am. Have you been with a man?”

I had to bite my tongue. He was right: it probably was an important question. This was a medical survey. My humility had no place in any of my answers. “Okay, I guess I’ve been with men—but they were very convincing.”

“Were they dressed up, the way you’re currently dressed up?”

“I mean, not exactly like this,” I said. I could see my red face in the reflection of his visor.

“Right..” he said, making a note. “These were the others you were trapped with, in the store?”

“That’s right,” I said awkwardly. My voice was starting to break. I couldn’t produce much volume. I was so embarrassed, admitting to all of the degeneracy. But at least I was alive. At least I was in the care of medical professionals; at least I was pretty sure that they were medical professionals.

“In the past week, have you had cross-dressing fantasies? Have you fantasized about being with men?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I suppose so,” I said.

“And do you plan to keep cross-dressing once released from quarantine?” he asked. He was looking at me now. A warm surge of hope flowed through me. Did he just allude to my release? Was I going to be discharged? Was this some sort of exit survey?

“Can I go home after this?” I asked.

“Answer the question, please.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand what this survey has to do with anything,” I said. “I’m not attracted to men, okay? We just got really bored in that store. They brought me here like this, and I’ve been too embarrassed to ask for male clothes. I get that you don’t believe me, but it’s true.”

“You aren’t attracted to men?” he asked.

“That’s right,” I said.

“So when you were playing with the provided sex toys, were you thinking about women?” he asked.

And then my heart floundered into my stomach, which groaned loudly. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. “A—Are you wearing that hazmat suit because I’m infected?” I asked. “I mean, if my test came back negative, then shouldn’t you be okay to take off the suit?”

“You tested positive for the mirandavirus,” he said. “Our test puts you thirty-three days into your infection. You’re no longer contagious, according to our data. But you are infected, so we have to be careful. And you’re providing us with an opportunity to study this virus better. So please, answer the questions as honestly as you can.”

“I—I’m infected? Thirty-two days? That’s longer than I’ve been locked up,” I said. “That’s almost two weeks before I got locked in that store. I was never sick. There must be some sort of mistake.”

“There’s no mistake.”

“I never had a cough. Well—I had an itchy throat, and then I fainted, but I think that was just anxiety.”

“There are two sets of symptoms: the A-set and the B-set. The B-set is more rare, but you seem to be in that category.”

“The B-set?” I said.

He nodded his head. “The A-set is more like a typical flu, but more severe: coughing, pneumonia, body aches, and so on. The B-set symptoms seem to be mostly in the brain, affecting the patient’s neurology.”

“My neurology?” I asked.

And again, he nodded his head. “Studying patients with the B-set of symptoms is difficult, because, like yourself, people are embarrassed, and dishonest. That’s why it’s important for you to answer the questions. Are you a homosexual?”

I shook my head. “No. I like girls,” I said.

He took a deep breath. Then he put his clipboard down. “Let me start by telling you that I went through a ten-step cleaning process before arriving at your room,” he said. Then he reached down for the bottom of his hazmat suit. He grabbed a zipper and pulled it up, exposing a hole in his suit at his crotch. He reached in and fished out his long, flaccid penis. I felt my skin turning white.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

Then he grabbed a condom from the table, which I hadn’t noticed until that moment. He took it out from its wrapper and then he began to stroke his cock, getting himself hard.

“Seriously. What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s part of the test,” he said. “I need to know if you’re answering the question honestly. Please slide out the box under the table.”

I looked down. There was a box at my feet. I pulled it out and opened it up. It was filled with lingerie and high heels and different wigs. “What’s all this?” I asked.

“You can put on whatever you want. Then I will give you the option of sucking my erect penis, or allowing me to penetrate you.” He said it with a chillingly monotone voice.

“P—Penetrate me?” I said.

“That’s correct.”

I looked at his cock, which was now half erect. My heart was pounding viciously and my mind was spinning in fast circles. What scared me more than anything was the sudden desire I had to put on the pair of black heels that was on the top of the pile, along with the black satin one-piece, which would have hugged my curves perfectly. I would have looked so hot in the outfit, down on my knees, sucking his long cock. I knew that I could make him come quickly. I could make him moan and beg for more. Or maybe he would make me beg.

I shook my head. What was going through my brain? Where were these thoughts coming from? I reached down and grabbed the heels. I ran my fingertips down the long, slick heel. Then I felt the little straps that were meant to go around my ankles. The heels were so cute. How could I resist? I reached down and slipped them onto my feet. My heart swelled with a curious joy, and then a tingle began to please my crotch. A whimper escaped my lips.

Maybe I really was infected. Maybe the mirandavirus was making me do things that I didn’t actually want to do. I picked up a piece of adorable lingerie. I pulled it against my face and smelled the lingering smell of some woman’s amazing perfume. I needed to have the outfit on my body, so I got undressed quickly and pulled the lingerie on. It was tight but soft, hugging me in all the right places. Oh God, it was so perfect. I didn’t want to take it off. I ran my hands down my own sides, feeling my own bum, and then I noticed the hole between my butt cheeks: a hole that was purposely designed for anal sex. I bit my bottom lip gently, suddenly overwhelmed with a pulsing taboo excitement. Then I looked up and saw the stiff erection coming out from the hazmat suit. He was ready for me. He wanted me to suck him.

So I stood up and walked forward. I dropped to my knees and looked up at his tall masterpiece of a cock. It was clad with a condom, but I could still see all the mesmerizing contours and bulges of every vein and muscular ridge. My mind was now flashing, crowded with voices begging me to stop and begging me to grab the cock and suck the cum out of it. I reached forward and saw that my hand was shaking violently. I took a deep breath, but it didn’t stop the trembling. The man was looking down at me through his reflective visor, waiting for me to go ahead. And there I was in that reflection, dolled up and gorgeous in those heels and that lingerie. I couldn’t help myself: I had to do it. I grabbed his cock, squeezed it firmly, and brought it to my lips. I began sucking. His shaft tensed up in my mouth. It fluttered and then his body seemed to relax. He liked it. He liked having his cock sucked by a pretty tranny.

And I loved sucking him while wearing heels. I felt like the perfect slut: so irresistible. I bobbed my head back and forth, forcing his tip down the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop. I kept sucking until I heard a slight moan from inside of his hazmat suit. I looked up at him and smiled. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. “Are you attracted to boys?” I asked with a little giggle. I was starting to relax. I could feel the confidence swelling up inside of me. “Maybe you’re infected.”

“I’m not infected,” he said with his clinical voice, which broke slightly as I gently licked the bottom of his tip. I liked when he was looking down at me because I could see what he was seeing in the reflection of his visor: a hottie sucking a big, thick cock.

I sucked until his legs were trembling, then I stood up, turned around, and bent over the table. He came up behind me, putting his gloved hands on my sides. He slid those hands up and I could feel his fingers through the white fabric of his suit. He was trying to feel my body. Then he leaned forward and said, “You’re the hottest of all our patients here.”

I smiled and bit down on my lip. Was it just pillow talk or was it true? I looked back at him with my smile, trying to create a mental image of what he could look like. Then I felt his warm, wet cock slide up against the hole in my lingerie. I gasped, ready to feel a real cock inside of my body—not just a plastic toy, not some piece of Robo-Man. I wanted to reach back and yank off his stupid condom. I wanted to feel everything: every thick vein and every bit of cum that I was going to squeeze out of him.

I wiggled my bum and he groaned. Then he began to push into me. Now I knew how to take a cock; I knew how to resist the urge to clench and I knew how to bend my body so that the cock would slide in perfectly. And sure enough, he slid deep into my body, pushing far through my lower tract. Once he was nice and deep, I clenched, hugging his shaft, trying to feel as much of him as I could. He ran his hands up and down my sides again before he started to thrust in and out of me.

I fell forward on the table. That real cock was so much better than all of the toys, and the robotic Robo-Man. I could feel his foreskin sliding back and forth. I could feel his veins throbbing. He was warm and alive, and his cock was rock-hard because he was aroused for me. I spread my legs slightly so he could get further into me. I groaned as he picked up speed. “Please don’t stop!” I begged. He was holding my hips firmly now, pounding me violently. My whole body trembled. My own cock was erect and throbbing and on the verge of ejaculating. “Oh God, it feels so fucking good!”

He was groaning and grunting with each penetration. I loved the way his whole shaft slid in and out, massaging every part of my asshole. I was convulsing all over, overwhelmed with intense pleasure. My eyes were just starting to roll into the back of my head when I came, and he came too. He slammed forward, pressing his pelvis hard into my butt and he ripped straight through his condom. I felt his bare tip escaping as warm cum blasted out. I gasped, clenching hard, wanting all of it inside of me.

“Shit,” he muttered, aware of the broken condom. But it must have felt too good; he didn’t pull out. He allowed himself to ejaculate fully inside of me before slowly pulling his long cock out from my asshole. He made me reach in with two fingers to pull out the broken condom, which was now soaked with his sticky cum.

He quickly put his cock away and started buzzing around the room. “I should, uh, get this survey back to, uh, my boss.”

“Don’t you have any more questions?” I asked, batting my eyelashes.

“No, I think you answered them all. Someone will come and take you back to your cell,” he said. He was probably supposed to tie me back up and take me to my cell himself. He buzzed around the room some more, grabbing a few things, and then he left, not even closing the door properly behind him. He must have been terrified that he was now infected. I knew that feeling well: that uncertainty and terror. It’s easy to forget important things when you’re flustered and afraid like that.

I found myself staring at that open door. I thought about running, but then I remembered that I was infected with the virus. I couldn’t just leave and infect a bunch of other people. Though would I really be infecting anyone if I went straight from that facility to my house? The man did say that I was no longer contagious, after all—though he didn’t seem so sure of that as he ran out of the room, trembling all over.

I looked to my side and saw that he left a clipboard behind. It was his questionnaire. He must have put it down and forgotten to pick it up. I saw my name written at the top of the page, and next to my name, written in red letters, was, ‘KEEP INDEFINITELY FOR STUDY PURPOSES’. It took me a moment to wrap my head around the red-lettered note. Keep indefinitely? Did they not want me to go home? Were they going to study me forever? Were these symptoms permanent? My heart began to race faster than ever. I was suddenly overwhelmed by that faint feeling.

I flipped the page and saw another note in red letters: ‘JARED TESTED POSITIVE FOR THE B-STRAIN OF THE MIRANDAVIRUS.’ The B-strain? The man had told me that I had B-symptoms, but he didn’t say anything about a B-strain. Was I infected with a whole different illness than what was making people die on the streets? Was I only contagious with this so-called B-strain—an illness that gave men peculiar sissy desires?

I looked back at that open door. Maybe I did need to run. Maybe this was my only chance to escape a terrible life as a guinea pig. I didn’t want to be a test subject. I didn’t want to spend another week locked in that white cell, never mind the rest of my life!

I kicked off my heels and I went to the open door. I carefully pushed it and then I peeked out, looking both ways, unsure which would lead me to an exit. There were no signs on the walls, and no arrows on the floor. My left was identical to my right, and I still didn’t know if that elevator went up or down, so all I could do was gamble. I started down the hallway, moving quickly. I reached the end of the path, and now I had two more identical options: left or right. I went right. My heart throttled against my ribcage. I reached another hallway ending and another pair of options. This time I went left, and now I wasn’t even sure how to get back to where I started.

I was suddenly lightheaded. My heart was quickly descending into my stomach. I couldn’t lose hope. I couldn’t stay in that facility forever. I couldn’t allow them to make me into their guinea pig. So I turned another corner, and then another, and then I spotted an elevator. I quickly mashed the button and then looked around while I waited for the elevator to come for me. “Come on, come on,” I mumbled. I was squirming. I closed my eyes in an attempt to calm myself down. Then the elevator dinged and the door opened. I ran in and looked at my options. I nearly pressed ‘1’ and then I noticed ‘M’, and then I noticed ‘G’, and then I noticed ‘L’. Which one would take me to an exit? Was ‘1’ the first floor? Was ‘M’ the main floor? Was ‘G’ the ground floor? Was ‘L’ the lobby? I decided to go with M. I knew I didn’t have much time before they came to stop me. I knew that it was just a matter of time before they realized I was trying to escape. I didn’t have time to try out all the different options—I just had to hope for the best.

The elevator hummed for a long moment before the doors slowly peeled open. Standing in front of me now were two men in white suits. They stared at me curiously while I stood, frozen in place. I didn’t think to look up at the little screen to see which floor I was on; I had no idea if the elevator even made it to ‘M’ or if this was just a stop on the way, but I needed to act. I pushed by the men and started running down the hallway. I could feel them pursuing me, but I didn’t look back—I was too afraid to look back.

The floor was the same as the one I was originally stuck on: long hallways, lots of locked doors, and the hum of fluorescent overhead lighting. I turned a number of corners and found myself unable to remember my way back to the elevator. I finally gathered the courage to look back, to see if anyone was chasing me, but no one was there. Surely those two men had alerted security. Surely it was just a matter of time before they came for me.

“She’s here somewhere!” I heard a voice shout. My heart flew up into my throat. I perked up and spun around, trying to locate the voice. Now I could hear footsteps as well. I needed to act! I needed to find an exit, and fast. I grabbed a door handle and pushed, and amazingly the door flew open. I ran inside and closed the door firmly behind me. I pressed my back to the cool metal door and took a deep breath, and then I noticed the wall of television screens in front of me.

There must have been forty screens, all showing feeds from different white cells, just like the one I was trapped inside of. On the desk before the screens was a name plate: ‘P. SELLERS, HEAD OF SECURITY’. And where was P. Sellers now? Out looking for me?

“Did she go down the stairs?” a distant voice called out from the other side of the door. The footsteps were getting closer now. I rushed over to the door and looked around. There was a heavy file cabinet a few feet away. I used all of my strength to push the cabinet, groaning as it slowly slid to block the heavy metal door. Now I was quarantining myself.

“We need to lock the facility down. We can’t let her get out!” a nearby man said on the other side of the door.

“I’m on it,” a deep voice said. And then someone tried to open the door, making the heavy file cabinet rattle. I froze for a moment. “Is it locked?” the man said on the other side.

“Let me see,” said another voice. The door handle turned and the door bumped the file cabinet. “Something’s blocking it.”

I sprung into action, pushing another file cabinet in front of the door, and then the office chair and the garbage can: whatever I could find. But blocking myself in wasn’t going to do me any good, seeing as there wasn’t any other exit. “Shit,” I mumbled. I knew that I was caught. I knew that my escape attempt was over. Sadly, I wasn’t able to find the exit—probably not even the floor the exit was on.

Maybe life in the facility wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe they would continue to drop off entertainment boxes with Game Boys and magazines and sex toys. Maybe they would continue to provide me with sexy outfits, and maybe I could seduce another staff member or two to add a little bit of spice to my life. I did like getting dolled up, and they seemed to be perfectly okay with that.

But I certainly would have preferred to get dolled up at my house, with the freedom to go out and do whatever the hell I wanted to do. I liked the idea of being able to go online to buy whatever outfits I wanted to buy—not just being limited to whatever the facility had to offer. I could buy my own sex toys and have a whole world of men to seduce—and women too. Sure, maybe life in the facility wouldn’t be as bad as life in some Vietnamese war camp, but it certainly couldn’t beat freedom.

“Open up! We know you’re in there!” a man shouted before bodychecking the door, making my whole barricade rattle.

I looked back at the wall of screens. There were girls in all of the cells—at least they looked like girls until I looked closer. They were like me: men who had been sissified by the mirandavirus. That virus put strange desires into their heads, and now they were looking forward to a lifetime of poking and prodding and surveys and lousy entertainment boxes. In fact, I could see a few entertainment boxes on a few of the screens. One of the girly boys was reading a magazine. A few were sleeping. Some were playing with old Game Boys. On the top left screen, a girly boy was bouncing up and down on a slick dildo. Some looked happy, most looked bored, and a few appeared to be in tears, probably realizing this wasn’t just a short quarantine period.

“Open this door! You aren’t authorized to be in there! Turn yourself in immediately or be prepared to face the consequences!” They were shouting at me like I was an inmate, as if I’d committed some sort of crime. But it was them committing a crime, stripping me of my freedoms with no just cause.

I looked down at a large panel of buttons. Most of the buttons were for toggling microphones on and off, so the security guards could listen in on the cells. There were volume knobs and light dimmers for the rooms. And then there was a red button beneath the label ‘OVERRIDE LOCK SYSTEMS: EMERGENCY USE ONLY’. I pressed the button and then watched on the screens as all of the girly boys reacted. Even the sleeping ones woke up to look at their doors, which were now slightly ajar.

It wasn’t just the cell locks. The hallways doors were also now opened. A few of the girls stood up and walked over to their doors. Some peeked out, some kept their distance, and a few walked out into the hallway.

“She disabled the locks!” a voice shouted out from the hallway.

“What do you mean?”

“All of the locks! They’re all disabled!”

“What about the patients?”

“Someone go up and stop the patients from leaving!”

“I don’t have a suit on.”

“Fuck the suit. We need to stop them from leaving.”

“I’m not doing it. I’m not getting infected!”

Now the men outside the door were fighting with one another and no longer trying to bash into the security office. I caught myself smirking, feeling like I was accomplishing something, even though I was still barricaded in that room.

“Then go put a fucking hazmat suit on and go stop those girls from leaving!”

To my left was a big map of the facility. I stared at it for a moment, trying to locate the exit. There were three exits, all on the M (main) floor that I’d been trying to get to. Each floor had an emergency staircase.

I looked at the hallway feed on the patient floor. A dozen girls were now aimlessly wandering, looking all around, trying to figure out what was happening. I looked back down at my panel. There were many buttons with labels I didn’t understand, but there was a yellow button which was simply labelled ‘INTERCOM’. I held it down. All of the girly boys suddenly looked up towards the ceiling as a chiming was audible from the hallway.

“Hello?” I said softly, and then I heard my voice returning to me from the hallway. “Can you hear me?”

The girls continued to stare up. I looked back at my barricade, which was now being bodychecked again by the men trying to stop me. I had to act quickly. That barricade wouldn’t last forever. “If you can hear me,” I continued. “Head down the hall, to your left—no, your other left. Girl in the red lingerie—you’re headed in the right direction. Everyone follow her! The exit is that way!” It was difficult to guide them using only that intercom and the CCTV feeds. “Okay good, now take a left, go to the end of the hall, and, uh, take a right. There should be a door in front of you. Yeah, that one! It’s a stairwell. It should lead to an emergency exit. Take it!”

“Stop!” a man shouted as he bashed the security room door.

“Why is nobody stopping those girls! Somebody stop them!” another man shouted. But they weren’t acting quickly enough. Now all of the girls were out from their cells, and I was doing my best to guide them all to the emergency stairwell.

I scanned the wall of screens and then I spotted the hallway outside of that security room. I could see three men taking turns bodychecking the door with heavy thuds.

“I don’t want to get sick,” one of the men said.

“This isn’t about you!” said another. “You need to go stop those girls from leaving here, or we’ll have a real problem on our hands. Half the world will end up with that sissy virus. Is that what you want?”

“Um, no, I just don’t want to get infected,” said the meeker of the men.

“Too bad! Go!” The man gave his co-worker a shove. The co-worker ran off in a measly attempt to stop the t-girls from leaving the facility, even though a few of them had already reached the emergency exit. A few girls were already tasting freedom while the staff members fumbled into their hazmat suits on another floor.

I caught myself smirking again, and then I came to a frightening realization. With all those girls gone, there was only me left, and now they had a good reason to treat me like garbage. They would no longer be nice to me, but they would make sure to get whatever they wanted from me, seeing as I was no their only test subject.

I looked at the map again. I could see that I wasn’t far from that staircase where the other girls were currently making their escape. I just needed to get by two men and I would be free.

Suddenly, the heavy cabinets came down with a loud bang. The door flew open and the two men rushed in. They stopped in front of the doorway. “Go and turn the locks back on,” one man said to the other. I stepped back, blocking the panel with my body. The men wouldn’t come any closer. “Well? Go turn the locks back on!”

“You do it,” the shorter, thinner man said.

“I’m giving you an order!” said the older, bossier man.

But still, the first man didn’t move. They were too afraid to come near me, too afraid to become infected with the mirandavirus. And it was in that moment that I realized I could simply walk by them and head for the exit: they weren’t going to stop me as long as they weren’t wearing protective gear. I looked up at the screen and saw the other men, nearly clad in their hazmat suits. I just had to leave before they came down to me. I looked at the other screen on that top floor where all the girlified patients had been kept. Now there were only a few stragglers making their way to the staircase: the ones that had been asleep and slow to wake up. I pressed the intercom button. “Hurry up!” I yelled. “They’re on their way towards you now! You need to get out before it’s too late!” The girls looked up at the ceiling where my voice was coming from, and then they started to run.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” the brooding boss man asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What are you so afraid of?” I asked. “It’s just the B-strain, right. It’s not like it can hurt you.”

“It’s not natural,” he said. “It’s an illness, and if you all leave and rat us out, we won’t be able to come up with a cure in time. Because of you, there won’t be a cure. Do you understand?”

“And what’s so bad about that?” I asked. My heart was pounding quickly, rattling against my chest, trying to burst out.

He opened his mouth to respond, stuttered, and then he said to his employee, “Go turn the locks back on. Stop the last few girls from leaving.”

I turned around and coughed on the red button. Then I stepped away from the panel. “Go ahead. Turn the locks on,” I said. But now, even with some space, the men weren’t going near the panel. They didn’t want to become infected. I took a step towards them. They both stepped back. The boss backed into the wall and then gasped before jumping to the side. No, they weren’t afraid of me, they were afraid of what they might end up enjoying. They were afraid of discovering that they had a feminine side. Because that virus didn’t just create femininity in me—it only created urges. It’s not like the virus taught me how to do my hair and makeup. It didn’t teach me how to pick out an outfit, and it wasn’t changing my voice or my mannerisms—I was doing all of that myself. The virus only created urges, and maybe they were urges that I’d been suppressing for a long time, that everyone suppresses from time to time.

I took another step towards the door, getting closer to the men. They both recoiled in terror. In a way, I felt bad for them. Their fear was holding them back, forcing them to waste so much time and effort. Couldn’t they see that we were all happy? When they looked at those monitors to watch us getting dolled up, couldn’t they see us smiling? Didn’t they want to feel that joy too?

I thought about coughing on the men, but I didn’t want to force anything on them. Maybe the virus would get to them sooner or later, or maybe they would just resist it forever. Maybe that was just up to them in the end.

I slipped through the door. I knew the emergency exit was close. I just had to reach that door before they engaged the locks again. I ran. I looked back and saw three men in hazmat suits chasing after me. “One of you get in here and enable the locks! Quickly!” said the boss, who was now leaning out into the hallway. So I ran faster, and I reached that door before the metal doors all hummed and the locks reengaged. I was in the stairwell and I could see the glow of sunlight just a couple of floors down. A giggle slipped out from my lips. I carefully ran down the steps. Once I reached the bottom floor, I heard a door above me swing open. “You’re making a big mistake!” a voice yelled down at me. But I didn’t listen. Instead, I ran out that door and into the world.

It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the sunlight. I wasn’t used to sunlight. It had been many days since I’d seen it, and even then I only saw it for a couple of minutes. Once my vision had corrected itself, I could see a white bus filled with girly boys waving at me. “Hurry up!” one of them yelled. “Get on!” I ran towards them. One of the girls helped to pull me onto the bus before shutting the door. It was only a second later when the bus started moving. Hazmat clad employees began pouring out from the large concrete facility. They were waving their arms, yelling at us to stop. They wanted to keep us as their guinea pigs, but we weren’t sticking around.

I waved at them with a smile. Then I giggled. Some of the other girls giggled. I heard one of them say, “We’re free!” A powerful wave of relief washed over me.

“Jared!” a voice called from the back of the bus. I looked back and saw Ben, looking at me with bright, joyful eyes. “You made it!” She was beautiful: dolled up in a cute cocktail dress, with dark liner around her eyes. Next to her was Rachael, looking sexier and more confident than ever. She smiled and waved at me. “Was that you on the intercom?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Way to go!” One of the girls gave me a firm pat on the back. It was a peculiar feeling, with so many girls smiling in my direction. I wasn’t used to feeling so loved and accepted. They didn’t seem to care that I was dolled up like a sissy. Sure, they were all dolled up as well, but no one was looking at anyone else with any disdain or embarrassment. We were truly free.

“Think they’ll come looking for us?” one of the girls asked.

Then I remembered the man in the hazmat suit, whose condom broke when he was fucking me. It was only a matter of time before he spread the virus to all the other men in the facility. The virus was, after all, contagious for many days before the symptoms started up. Maybe they would come looking for us, but it was only a matter of time before they were just like us. And was that really such a bad thing?

“We’re not quarantined anymore!” one of the girls said with a big, warm smile. I looked out the window at the world, which I hadn’t seen in so long. Everything was so vibrant. Everyone was so happy. It seemed like there were new experiences waiting around every corner. It truly was the dawn of a new age.

THE END


GIRLIFY THE BOY

Jack, a retired widower, can’t wait to see his daughter for the first time in a year. Tori comes home once a year, to spend her summer break with her father on the east coast. It’s the highlight of Jack’s year, spending three months with his little angel. But this year, Tori has a surprise: her new boyfriend, Garrett.

Garrett isn’t the man Jack always envisioned with his daughter. He’s short and skinny, with an obnoxious man-bun and no job. He’s apparently been living with Tori for a year, on Jack’s dime while he’s been finishing his ‘feminist studies’ degree. Jack isn’t thrilled to have the freeloader in his home for the summer. He wants better for his daughter. He wants Tori to see Garrett for the weak loser that he is. So Jack gets his hands on some feminizing hormone pills, to make Garrett into an even bigger sissy, so the beautiful Tori will finally see the boy the way Jack sees him.


CHAPTER I

Summer was my favourite season. I would literally start counting down the days the moment fall arrived. I loved the warm weather. I loved the cheery people. And more than anything, I loved seeing my daughter.

When Tori went off to college on the other side of the country, in Vancouver, she took a piece of my heart and my soul with her. She was my everything: my only child, and my closest friend. My wife passed away when she was only ten, and I never dated after that—I never even thought about dating. I decided to just wait until my own death, even though I was only forty-three at the time. I had all of the happiness that I wanted in my daughter. So naturally, I was devastated when she told me that she was going off to college on the other side of the country. But I bit my tongue and forced a smile, because I didn’t want to drag her down with my baggage.

I thought about moving with Tori, just so I could be close to her in case she needed my help. I knew that there would be days when she would be down, and I hated to think that I wouldn’t be able to be there for her. Flights from New Brunswick to Vancouver were expensive: over a thousand dollars for a round trip, and more during holidays. I could only really afford a single round trip each year: to fly Tori home for the summer.

I hated not seeing her at Christmas. I hated the empty house during Easter. I would find myself staring at the staircase that she used to run down when she was a little girl: filled with excitement, ready to open her presents, ready to hunt for hidden Easter eggs (which the dogs always found first). Those were my happiest memories, and they were a big part of why I wasn’t able to bring myself to sell my home and move across the country to Vancouver.

The house was also Marina’s dream home. She loved that house to death. Before moving into that house, we lived in Saskatchewan for ten years, saving up. Almost every night, Marina would describe that house to me, and then one day, when Tori was just two, we decided to make the move to the East Coast. We found that dream house, and for the next eight years, Marina was so happy—and then she died unexpectedly.

It wasn’t a huge house, but it was perfect. It wasn’t right on the water, but it had a nice view of the ocean through a long clearing. The house sat on twenty-five acres, mostly forested. It was a Cape Cod style build with a wrap-around porch. I spent most of my time keeping up the garden that Marina had worked so hard on before she passed. It was a beautiful garden filled with colourful flowers. Birds were always coming and going, singing cheerfully: the only sound that ever passed through the quaint property. I left up the tire swing that Tori loved so much as a child. It would sway gently in the breeze. I knew that my grandchildren would one day swing on that same tire swing.

It was 2020 and I was counting down the days until the official start of summer, which was also the day that Tori would be arriving at the Moncton airport. That airport was about an hour from my house, but I didn’t mind the drive. The excitement always made the drive feel like minutes—maybe even seconds. I couldn’t wait to take Tori to all of her favourite restaurants. I couldn’t wait to spend the days with her on her old favourite beaches. We could head down to the lobster festival together and take in the bustle and the music. We could go for a hike along the Bay of Fundy. We could get coffee at one of the quaint town cafes and she could tell me all about the fun she was having at college. And, like I did every year, I could try to convince her to return to New Brunswick for the remainder of her college—or even Nova Scotia. “Dalhousie isn’t far from here,” I must have said to her ten thousand times.

But more than anything, I just wanted to be close to her. I wanted to see her smiling face when she saw the old house and all those old spots where she grew up. It was always the highlight of my year.

The day finally came. I had my alarm set early, just so I had some time to make sure every little detail in the house was perfect (even though I’d spent the entire previous three days making sure all the little details were perfect). I went through the house and eliminated every little spec of dust. I nudged every little picture frame and trinket into their perfect place, and then I took the car to get gas, even though it was already more than ninety percent full. After getting gas, I decided to head to the airport, even though I knew I would be two hours early.

I parked and then I paced, walking up and down that long airport corridor, constantly looking at the flight tracker to see that her plane was still exactly on track. As that little plane icon drew closer to Moncton, I began to buzz with excitement. I went over to the window and I peered out, waiting for that little plane to appear on the horizon. When I saw it, I found myself smiling. My heart rate soared. Was I too excited? Was I being a weirdo? I did the same thing every year. I turned to a random old lady and said, “That’s my daughter on that plane.” She had to squint to see the tiny spec that was my daughter’s plane.

I rushed to the cafe to get her a fresh coffee, with two milks and two sugars: exactly how she liked her coffee. Then I stood right at the terminal exit with that coffee, clenching it tightly with both of my hands, nearly crushing it with excitement.

I turned to another random person, a man, and said, “My daughter is home for the summer. She goes to college in Vancouver.”

The man nodded his head slowly with an awkward smile before turning away from me.

Then the terminal door opened and I perked up. I watched as strangers trickled out, and then I saw her. I nearly cried. I hadn’t seen her in person since September of 2019, and it was now June of 2020. I waved at her and she waved back with a big smile. Her hair had grown quite a bit longer since I’d last seen her, and it wasn’t her natural colour. She usually had dark brown hair, but now her hair was platinum blonde. She was wearing makeup, which surprised me. She rarely wore makeup—and she never wore eyeliner or eyeshadow. But now, she looked like a little model; well, maybe she wasn’t so little. She was wearing tall high heels, which made her extend to my height. I’d never seen her in high heels before—and I’d never seen her in a short skirt before either, showing off her long, smooth legs. I was used to seeing her in baggy sweaters and black leggings. She usually kept her hair in a loose bun. And she never covered her freckles with concealer, like she was doing now.

She ran up and hugged me. I squeezed her as a tear crept into my eye. Then I caught a whiff of her perfume: a strong scent of flowers and a hint of spice. “I’m so happy to see you, daddy!” she said as she leaned back; and that’s when noticed her fake eyelashes.

She didn’t look bad, but she didn’t look like the daughter I was used to. She was suddenly all grown up. She looked like she was arriving for some magazine photoshoot. “You look... good,” I said with an awkward smile. Her top was low cut and I could see her cleavage, which I was trying hard not to look down at. I didn’t even know my daughter had breasts because she always wore baggy tops that kept everything covered. I liked my old ignorance. I liked thinking that my daughter was still some innocent little girl scout.

Now, I couldn’t help but notice the young men around me turning to check out my little girl. It didn’t help that her skirt was hardly covering her tush. It didn’t help that her top was backless, showing off the straps of her lacy red bra.

“You’re acting funny, dad,” she said with a little chuckle.

It was hard to focus with the young man in my peripheral vision, checking out my daughter, staring at her ass. I wanted to yell at him, and I wanted to tell my daughter to put on some pants. But I knew that wasn’t my place. My daughter was an adult now. She had just finished her third year of college. I was in no place to tell her what to do or how to dress. “Sorry,” I said. “You just look so... grown up.”

“You like the new look?” she asked, doing a little spin. Her skirt lifted up, teasing her red panties for a brief second, and the skin of her bum for a not-so-brief second. My heart fluttered. I bit down on my tongue.

“You look good, sweetie. But maybe we can find you a longer skirt while you’re here.” I could feel the redness entering my face. She giggled and gave me a nudge.

“Oh, relax,” she said. “These are really in right now.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay. Let’s, uh, grab your bag and head home. I think your carousel is just over this way.” I forced myself to push the tingling anxiety out from my head. So my daughter was grown up now and she wanted to look sexy: it was inevitable. Her mother was the same when I met her. I could still remember looking at Marina’s perky tush from across that Saskatchewan bar. She was wearing a skirt just like the one that Tori was now wearing. And Marina had the eyeliner and the fake eyelashes. Girls reach a stage when they want to be sexy. Honestly, I should be lucky that Tori didn’t go through this stage when she was a teenager.

“Wait,” she said, grabbing my wrist. I looked at her with wide eyes.

“Wait?” I said. “For what?”

Her cheeks started to turn red. She smiled and then she bit her lip. “I have a bit of a surprise,” she said.

“A surprise?” I narrowed my eyes. I tried to search my brain for all of the possibilities, but I could think of nothing. “What kind of surprise?”

She stared into my eyes, still biting her bottom lip as her face turned an even darker shade of red.

“What is it, Tori? You’re freaking me out,” I said.

She turned and looked towards the terminal door, from where she just arrived. I looked as well, but there was nothing there.

“Tori, seriously? What’s going on?” I asked. I laughed nervously. What was she up to?

“Okay, dad. Don’t freak out.” She turned to me with her rosy face. “I brought someone with me. He’s just in the bathroom.”

I felt all of the blood rush out from my face. I could feel my skin turning white. I could feel the lump growing in my throat. I tried to keep that smile on my face, but I knew that it was no longer there. I coughed and bit hard on my tongue. “Sorry. He?” I said.

“I brought my boyfriend,” she said. “I want you to meet him.”

“Your boyfriend?” I said. My voice was quiet and raspy all of a sudden. That lump was still growing, trying to stop me from speaking at all. “You never mentioned any boyfriend.”

“I wanted it to be a surprise. He’s really nice. I think you’ll really like him.” She made a big smile, and then my mind began to spin. I tried to imagine the guy. Based on how Tori was dressed, I assumed he was some manly man. I imagined a tall blonde man, six-foot-five, with huge muscles and an even stubble beard. I imagined a custom-fitted dress shirt and a pair of unscuffed dress shoes. He was probably a business owner, a few years older than Tori, making a couple hundred grand each year. I could only imagine the perfect male ideal, because my daughter was so perfect. And the way she looked now, with her fashionable clothes and stunning makeup, she could surely pick any guy she wanted. Every guy in the airport was staring at her, wishing and praying that she was single.

So I turned to look at that terminal door. I waited for the perfect viking man to step out. I was actually starting to feel a bit excited about shaking his strong hand, meeting my future son-in-law: the man who would take care of my daughter once I was no longer capable.

“I think you’ll really like him,” Tori said, inching closer to me. She put an arm around me. She seemed confident that I would like the guy. And my daughter was a smart girl: very clever and very self aware. If she said that I would like him, then I believed her.

A few people walked through that door: an older woman, an older man, a woman with two young children, a short man-boy with an intolerable man-bun, and then another pair of old people.

“Dad, this is Garrett,” Tori said with an excited voice. I squinted and leaned forward as the final pair of old people went by. There was nobody behind them—unless Tori was referring to one of the people way down, still standing by the gate. “Dad?” Tori said.

I looked over and saw that she had her hand on the short man-boy’s shoulder. He smiled as he looked up at me. His man-bun was even more insufferable up close. Then he stuck out his hand for me to shake. It took a moment for me to break free from my paralysis to shake his hand.

“Garrett, this is my dad,” Tori said.

Garrett’s hand was small and weak. He hardly squeezed when we shook. He nodded his head and his man-bun bounced. “It’s nice to meet you,” he said. His voice wasn’t at all masculine: a bit high and a bit nasally. Why was my daughter with this loser? Was this some sort of joke? Was she trying to get a rise out of me? Did she meet some idiot on the plane and they agreed to prank me together for a laugh?

“Garrett,” I said softly, trying to see through the prank.

He was shorter than her—even if she hadn’t been in heels. He had a tiny nose and puffy lips, looking a bit like a fish. His t-shirt was too big for his skinny body, but it was probably the smallest size he could find without looking in the kids’ section. And his shoes made me want to cry: Sketchers that should have been on the feet of a thirteen-year-old.

“I’m sorry,” Tori said to Garrett. “I think he’s in shock.” She laughed. Garrett laughed, and then he gave me a nudge with his shoulder.

“Lighten up, Jack,” Garrett said. “We’re going to have a blast this summer. I can’t wait to really get to know you.” Then he looked over at the carousel. “Oh, I think that’s my bag there. Don’t worry—I’ll grab it!” He zipped off. From behind, he looked like a woman, with that bouncing bun and his slight body.

I turned slowly to Tori. She was looking into my eyes. “What’s wrong?” she said.

“Over the summer?” I said, still processing the dopey words that came out from Garrett’s mouth.

She giggled. “I thought he could stay with us for the summer. It’ll be a great chance for the two of you to get to know each other.”

I was speechless and shocked. Just a few minutes before that moment, I was standing with excitement, waiting to see my innocent little girl. Now, I was looking at a dolled up and grown woman and her dopey boyfriend. My perfect summer was crumbling before my eyes.

Surely this guy was just temporary. Surely he was just a phase she was going through. My daughter could do so much better. I looked over at him now, while he tried to get his heavy suitcase off of the carousel. He strained and groaned as he tugged on the bag. His small muscles were too weak to make the bag budge.

“You’ll like him,” Tori said.

I nodded my head slowly. “I’m sure I will,” I said without much confidence. Then I turned to her with a painful smile. “I’m sure I will,” I said again. But this time, I sounded even less confident. Tori ran off to help her scrawny boyfriend with the bags. I probably should have gone up to help, but my body was frozen with shock. I felt like my daughter’s innocent childhood was gone in the blink of an eye. I didn’t want to spend my summer with Garrett. I didn’t want to share my little girl’s time with some idiot with a man-bun.


CHAPTER II

It was a quiet drive back to my house. I had so many questions planned for Tori, but they all seemed to be forgotten the moment Garrett took a seat in my car, right next to me, with my daughter sitting alone in the back. Whenever something to say would materialize in my head, Garrett would hijack the conversation. “So how’s school?” I asked my daughter, and then Garrett bumped in and said, “She’s doing really well. I’m really so proud of her.” I was tempted to stop the car and grab him by the throat, so I could tell him to keep his mouth shut while I talked to my daughter.

Twenty minutes into the drive, Garrett and Tori started chatting with one another, talking about people I didn’t know and events I’d never heard of. “I still can’t believe James said that Michael after that spat with Roger,” Garrett said. I had to bite down on my tongue. I wanted to tell Tori about the town’s new bridge. I wanted to point out the new apartment buildings that went up along the river. I wanted to point to the giant lobster statue, to ask if she remembered the time we all posed on that lobster, and then she fell off and landed on some Chinese tourist’s lap. But I couldn’t get a word in; they wanted to talk about some school gossip.

When we pulled up to the house, Tori sprung out of the car quickly. She grabbed Garrett by the hand and said, “Oh my God, I can’t wait to show you my childhood home.” I was left with the luggage while they buzzed through the house. My heart fluttered and drifted down into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t want to lose my daughter—especially to a guy like Garrett. I decided to linger by my car for a while, so I could calm myself down, so I wouldn’t end up screaming at Garrett and making the whole summer incredibly awkward. If he was really going to be stuck with me for three months, I needed to behave myself. Maybe he wouldn’t be so bad once I got to know him...

When I went inside, Garrett was already making himself comfortable on the couch. “Where’s Tori?” I asked.

“In the shower,” he said. “Hey, you’re by the kitchen. Mind getting me a water?”

I forced a smile, then I grabbed a glass and poured some water.

“With ice—if possible,” he said.

He had his shoes off, and he wasn’t wearing socks. His bare feet were up on the end of my couch. And those feet looked like they could have belonged to a young girl. Those feet had never done a day of work: perfectly smooth and soft, not a knick or a callous to be seen. “So what do you do for money, Garrett?” I asked as I brought him the water.

“I’m a student,” he said. He didn’t even sit up to drink the water.

“Right. But school is expensive. How do you afford it? I’m assuming you live on your own as well.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well, I have a loan, and that covers most of it.”

He was dancing around the real answer: he was unemployed and his parents paid for his easy ride. I paid for Tori’s school and I paid for her apartment—and I even sent her a bit of spending money each month—but Tori was a girl; there was no expectation for her to act like a man. Girls are supposed to be pampered by their daddies.

And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if I wasn’t just paying for Tori’s apartment, but if I was also flipping the bill for Garrett. “So you live alone, right?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I moved out from my parents’ house last year.”

“With some roommates?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said. He wasn’t looking at me when he talked. Did his parents fail to teach him manners? How spoiled was this child? How was I going to stop myself from screaming at him for the next three months?

I bit down on my tongue and then I laughed nervously. “I mean—you don’t live with Tori, do you?” I asked.

Finally, he looked at me. “Yeah, we live together,” he said.

I pressed my lips thin. So I was paying for the useless degenerate. Tori’s apartment wasn’t cheap. Assuming he’d been living there for a year, I’d probably covered ten thousand dollars of the moron’s living expenses—maybe more if she was spending some of the spending money I sent her on the loser. “And you’re able to use that loan to help out with Tori’s bills then?” I asked, keeping a calm tone despite the rage that was boiling inside of me.

He was slow to respond. “Well, it’s complicated. They don’t really let you spend the money from that account on things that aren’t school related. Like, I can’t just go to an ATM and take that money out, you know?”

I wanted to talk with my daughter. I needed to set her straight. I needed to get her to kick the moron out of her apartment—even if that meant threatening to cut off the monthly allowance. But the thought of actually cutting my daughter off left me feeling nauseous; there was no way I could do it. I didn’t want my daughter being forced to get some lousy job as a waitress—or worse. I’d recently watched a news segment about young girls turning to sketchy websites to earn money, selling naked photos and sex tapes. Why couldn’t Garrett just step up? When I met my wife, I did everything I could to make sure she could live free of financial stress. I never accepted a single dollar from her parents—and I would have never allowed her dad to pay for my living expenses.

I knew I was going to blow a fuse if I kept talking to Garrett, so I lied and said that I had some work I needed to finish in the garage. I left him alone in my living room while I went to pace around my workshop. I took a deep breath and I looked out the window at the calm woods outside. I always found peace in those trees: the trees where Tori spent so much of her childhood, exploring, making forts, playing with friends. Now, those memories were drifting further and further away.

When I returned to the house, hoping to finally have a chat with my daughter, I found Garrett going through my fridge. On the counter was a martini glass and a few different bottles of liquor. He was mixing some sort of girly drink with fruit juice. “Are you making Tori a drink?” I asked. I looked around for my daughter, and then I heard the hair dryer turn on upstairs.

“Oh, no,” he said with a casual laugh. “She’ll just have a beer once she’s done getting cleaned up. This is for me. Do you want one?”

I shook my head, looking down at the drink, feeling the last speck of respect I had for Garrett drifting away. He was mixing himself a drink that seemed like it could only be enjoyed by eighteen-year-old girls. How could Garrett call himself a man? How could Tori not see that he was a complete loser? He was practically a girl! He certainly lived like a spoiled girl, being pampered and living without responsibilities.

My daughter came down the stairs ten minutes later. She grabbed a beer from the fridge and then she took her boyfriend out to see the ocean while I watched from the window. I wasn’t thrilled that my daughter was practically ignoring me so she could spend time with her boyfriend, but more than anything, I was angry that my daughter wanted to spend time with Garrett and not any other man on the planet. I’d never met a more useless and hopeless idiot. Tori seemed to be blind to the fact that she was practically dating a woman with a penis.

I needed to find some sort of way for her to see him for who he really was. I needed her to see that her freeloading boyfriend was nothing but a burden, a wimp, and a sissy.


CHAPTER III

Garrett was supposed to go out with Tori the next day to meet up with Tori’s old childhood friends: girls he’d apparently only ever met on Skype. But Garrett didn’t end up going out with Tori because he woke up with a hangover (even though he only had three drinks over the course of six hours). It was one of the most dramatic hangovers I’d ever seen. When he finally came down the stairs at noon, he had the back of his hand against his forehead. “Jack,” he said as he fell down on my couch. “I’m not feeling well. Can you check to see if I have a fever?”

I stared at him for a long moment before saying, “You just had too much to drink. Have you had any water?”

“I can’t drink water. It’s like poison right now. There’s something wrong with me.” He kept groaning, sounding painfully pathetic.

“You have to drink water or it will take forever to get better.”

“I feel like I need to throw up. The feeling just won’t go away.”

I sighed and shook my head. “Maybe you’d feel better if you made yourself throw up.”

He looked at me with wide, shocked eyes, as if he’d never heard that tip before—as if it was the most cruel and horrifying suggestion he’d ever received. Then he fell back onto the couch and shook his head quickly. “No, no, no. This isn’t right. I think I need to go to the hospital. My head hurts so bad.”

I wondered if he’d ever had a hangover before. I stared at him for a long moment before going to the kitchen to get him a glass of water. I put a teaspoon of lemon juice in the water and I brought it to him. “What’s this?” he asked.

“It’s medicine,” I said. “It’s to help with nausea and fevers.”

He drank it, wincing as he chugged it down. Then he wiped his lips and fell back down on the couch in a dramatic way. “Are you sure I don’t need to see a doctor? Can you feel my forehead to see if I have a fever?”

“Just give the medicine an hour to work. You’ll be fine.”

And sure enough, an hour later, he was fine. “Thank you so much for the medicine, Jack. You’re a lifesaver. You should think about going back to school to become a doctor. I went to school with a guy about your age. He was working to become a doctor. He was about sixty-five.”

“I’m not even fifty,” I said, biting down on my tongue as I fought back the urge to tell Garrett that his ‘medicine’ was just water and a teaspoon of lemon juice to make it look and taste like something else.

“Oh. No way,” he said, without even attempting to apologize.

I left him alone for a while while he snuggled up on my couch, watching my TV. I wanted to watch the football game, but I didn’t want to spend any extra time around him. When I finally came back to the living room, he had a nail file and he was filing his toenails carefully. Also next to him was a skin exfoliating brush and a variety of moisturisers. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He spun around and pushed everything under a pillow. I wasn’t surprised to see him giving himself a pedicure, but I was surprised to see that he apparently had an ounce of humility inside of him. Even he knew that his maintaining of the skin on his feet was totally pathetic. He stared at me for a long moment before I said, “What were you just doing?”

He laughed awkwardly. “I was just...” He didn’t finish his sentence. “Don’t tell Tori about this,” he said suddenly. “She doesn’t know that I do this. It’s kind of my secret.”

I nodded my head slowly. But this was exactly what I wanted Tori to see. There was no way she could possibly be attracted to him after seeing him exfoliating the bottom of his foot like a wannabe foot model. I left the room, and then a few minutes later, I crept back in with my phone out. I took a short video of him humming while he massaged his own foot with a pink exfoliating brush.

And it wasn’t the only sissy evidence I got that day. I caught him on his laptop, reading Cosmopolitan articles; I used my phone to get a video of that as well. Then I caught him watching Say Yes To The Dress. When I walked into the room, he changed the channel quickly, as if he’d just been channel surfing. But I got the act on my camera.

I thought that it was a great idea: collect a bunch of evidence to show my daughter, to prove to her that she was dating a sissy boy. I wanted her to see what I saw.

So I kept spying on him over the next few days. He seemed to only get up to his feminine rituals when Tori was gone or asleep. He would stay up late to play video games on his laptop with his friends from Vancouver. But once Tori was asleep, he would put the video games away and he would navigate over to tabloid websites, to read gossip articles like a teenaged girl. He was a member of a skin health forum, which he posted on regularly. When he was in the bathroom, I snuck over to his laptop and took note of his username. Then I went on my own computer and looked at his posting history. He wrote like a girl, even calling the other users ‘girlfriend’ like some stereotypical drag queen.

But it was on his sixth night in my house when I got the most incriminating evidence of all. It was late at night and I heard him in one of the downstairs rooms. I got out of bed and I crept down the stairs. The spare room light was on but the door was closed. I watched as his shadow crossed the slit under the door. Then I went outside, so I could look in through the window to see what he was up to.

It was 3:30 AM. The spare room had no blinds or curtains—and it didn’t need them because I only used it for storage, and it looked out at a wall of trees, and not one of the neighbouring houses. I stayed near that wall of trees so that I wouldn’t be spotted from the window. Then I looked in and saw a shocking sight.

He was masturbating: his erect penis clenched firmly in his right fist. He was pumping his cock quickly while watching porn on his laptop. His legs were spread wide and his clothes were in a pile on a nearby dresser. It was disgusting to see it happening in my house, but I suppose I wasn’t perfect myself. I’d certainly watched a few pornography movies over the past few years, and I’d masturbated more times than I could count. But there was something different about this case: two things that I could see upon closer inspection.

First, he had a Sharpie pressed halfway up his asshole. The black lid was sticking out while he beat his junk. Second, he was watching a porn staring a woman who had a cock between her legs. She was erect and the man ramming her was also reaching around to jerk her off. Garrett was getting off to tranny porn. I reached into my pocket for my phone. As I lifted it up, the screen went black and the ‘dead battery’ logo came up. “Shit,” I groaned. I had lots of evidence to show Tori, to prove that he was a sissy degenerate. But this would have been my smoking gun. If Tori saw her boyfriend violently jerking off to shemale pornography, there was no way she would have stayed with him.

So I had to use my words. The next day, while Garrett was sleeping in (as he always did), I pulled Tori aside and showed her all of my evidence. I showed her the video of him giving himself a pedicure. I showed her his strange account on that skin health forum, and all of his strange comments. I showed her the pictures of him watching girl shows while she was out. And then she just shook her head. “You’ve been spying on him?” she said.

“No. Well, yes—but he’s been in my house. He’s been doing this all under my roof.”

“So what?” she said. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. She was outraged and about to snap at me, but I still had that last tidbit of information. I still hadn’t told her about his secret masturbation session involving the degenerate pornography. “Tori, you can do better. You have to know that you can do better,” I said.

“I like Garrett,” she said. “He’s perfectly manly. So what if he has a few guilty pleasures. That’s none of my business and it’s definitely none of yours!”

“Keep your voice down,” I said, looking back at the staircase. I didn’t want Garrett to hear any of this. I was shocked that Tori wasn’t more outraged by her boyfriend’s behaviour. “Look, he told me that you’re paying all the rent and the bills. Tori, you’re living with a freeloader. He’s probably just using you. Men don’t let women flip the bill. He’s practically a girl. He’s girlier than you or any of your friends.”

“Garrett is perfectly manly,” she said, putting her hands on his hips. She shook her head. “Maybe you don’t see it, but I do. Once he’s done school, he’s going to get a job in his field and he’s going to provide for me.”

“What’s his field?” I asked.

She was silent for a moment, looking away and showing a little bit of humility. “He’s taking feminist studies.”

“Feminist studies? What the hell kind of job can he get with that?”

“He can teach!” she said. “Now mind your own business, or I’ll change my flight and head back to Vancouver tomorrow. Don’t think I won’t do it. I can’t believe you’ve been spying on my boyfriend.” Her face was red and her body was tense. I wanted to tell her about the masturbating, but the rest of my evidence hadn’t gone well, so I could only assume the masturbating story wouldn’t help. I just couldn’t understand how she didn’t see him for what he was. I couldn’t figure out how she could look at that evidence and think that he was ‘perfectly manly.’ “I’m not going to tell Garrett about this. I don’t want to make him uncomfortable. But you have to promise to stop with this nonsense,” she said.

“Okay,” I said with a soft voice. I was feeling defeated. I hated upsetting my daughter—almost as much as I hated the idea of Garrett using her as a free ride through college while he jerked off in secret to tranny porn.

Now I had to think of a new way to split them up. I needed to figure out a new way to make Tori see Garrett for what he really was. And the next day, an idea came to me as I was reading an article on one of my conservative news websites.


CHAPTER IV

They called it HRT: Hormone Replacement Therapy. It was the controversial treatment that transgender people all over North America were undergoing. According to the article I read, most doctors in Canada were prescribing hormone pills after a single visit—even GPs were able to prescribe heavy doses of the drugs, which could do quite a bit in a short period of time.

I did some research. After just a month, men could develop breast tissue. Their testicles could shrink dramatically. Their voices could change. Their facial hair could go away. After a couple of months, some men even developed feminine hips. The pills suppressed testosterone, so muscle mass would decrease. And there were whole websites devoted to the pills: how to properly use them to maximize their efficiency, diets to pair with the pills to maximize estrogen and minimize testosterone, and even audio tapes to put on during sleep, to rewire the brain to behave more feminine. I even discovered that the pills could alter a man’s sexual preferences.

And in Canada, the drugs were free thanks to the healthcare system. While reading the article about the surge in HRT prescriptions, I had the amazing idea to get my hands on the pills, so I could slip them to Garrett, so Tori could finally see him for what he really was: a chick. And best of all, there was a good chance that the pills would make Garrett attracted to men instead of women (though I suspected he was already attracted to male genitalia, based on what I saw through that spare room window). Maybe I could just get Garrett to leave my daughter, if she wasn’t going to wake up and leave him herself.

So I went to a walk-in clinic. I sat for an hour in the waiting room to see a doctor, and then I lied to the doctor and said, “I want to become a woman. I’ve always wanted to be a woman.” It was hard to say with a straight face, but I had to stay rigid. I only had to be convincing for a few minutes.

The doctor went to his computer and pulled up some stock questionnaire, with silly questions like, “When someone asks you for your gender, how are you compelled to respond?”

“I always want to say female,” I said. “Sometimes it even accidentally slips out.”

Then, after the questionnaire, the doctor looked at me with narrowed eyes and said, “Why haven’t you grown out your hair? Why aren’t you wearing makeup? Why the jeans and the t-shirt?”

I bit down on my tongue. “I haven’t come out yet,” I said. I felt ridiculous. I felt like he could see right through my absurd lie. But I had to go through with it. I needed those pills, and this moment of humiliation was a small price to pay.

I didn’t think I was actually going to get the prescription, but then he shocked me by leaving the room and coming back with a slip of paper: a month of HRT pills, seemingly without hesitation. The article was right: it was frighteningly easy to get a prescription without having to sit down with psychologists or even specialists. After a quick trip to my local drug store, I had what I needed to make Garrett into something my daughter would despise.

And that night, I got the opportunity to start his transformation. “Hey Jack, are you going to the kitchen? Can you grab me one of those fizzy lime water things?” I was sitting on the couch when he asked, not at all about to get up for the kitchen. And until he asked me to get him a drink, I’d been second-guessing the morality of my plan. But after he asked me to get up, I decided to go through with it.

“No problem,” I said. I went to the kitchen and I grabbed him his drink. I opened it and poured it into a glass along with two pills: one to stimulate estrogen production and the other to halt testosterone production. I used a spoon to make the pills dissolve, then I brought the glass to him. I watched as he poured the fluid back without hesitation. Then he wiped his lips. His transformation had officially begun.

My hands were trembling and my heart was puttering. Maybe I was doing something horribly wrong. Maybe I was even doing something heinously illegal. But it seemed like my daughter’s only hope. If she could move on from Garrett, I knew that she would find a proper guy: someone with aspirations and skills and maybe with a bit more meat on his bones: someone who could provide a good life for her and my future grandchildren.

Garrett woke up around noon the next day. He came down the stairs with a glazed over look on his face. Tori was out with some old friends. “How are you feeling?” I asked.

He looked at me and blinked a few times. “I feel… weird,” he said.

I cleared my throat and bit hard on my tongue. “Weird? How so?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. “I just feel… different. Not in a bad way—not in a good way. Just different.”

“Okay,” I said. Then I passed him a coffee, made specifically for him, with milk, two sugars, and two hormone pills that only took a few moments to dissolve. He drank the coffee quickly. I found myself looking down at his body, wondering if the changes had begun yet. Even without the pills, he had a girly figure. He already had the wide hips and the thin waist. His arms and legs were thin, and his body hair was already so blonde that it was practically invisible.

And his face was already remarkably feminine, now that I was looking closely. He had prominent cheekbones and a soft jawline. His eyes were big and his eyelashes were full and thick. I was beginning to wonder if the pills were going to do anything at all, or if he was already feminized from birth.

He looked over at me. “What’s up, Jack?” he asked.

I shook my head and looked away. “Nothing,” I said. “Nothing at all.”

For the next two days, slipping him pills was easy. He was always asking me to get him snacks and drinks from the kitchen, so there were plenty of opportunities. But then he announced that he was going on a four day trip to Nova Scotia with Tori, to ‘check out some new sights’. I knew that his treatment couldn’t just stop if I was going to turn him into a girly boy, so I came up with a good lie. “The water can make you really sick over there if you aren’t used to it,” I said.

“Really?” he said to me.

I nodded my head. “I used to work out there. Guys were always getting sick, just from the tap water. So whenever we went out, we would take these immunity pills.”

“Immunity pills?” he asked with a blank look on his face.

“Yeah. You just take one every morning, and it kills all of the bad bacteria that goes into your stomach for that twenty-four hour period. I think I still have some. Let me go look.”

I went and grabbed a handful of HRT pills, slipping them into a little ziplock bag. Then I returned to him. “Oh, I forgot. There’s the one the morning and the one for the night. One’s preventative and the other gets rid of anything that slipped by.” I handed him the bag.

“Is there enough here for both me and Tori?” he asked.

“Tori doesn’t need the pills… Because she grew up out here, you know? She developed the immunity when she was young.”

It was a good thing that he was in school getting a joke degree, which didn’t require any real science courses. He was stupid enough to believe every word that came out from my mouth.

“Oh, and maybe don’t let Tori see you taking the pills. You know how she is with pills and stuff,” I said. “She’s all natural—but it’s better for you to be safe than sorry. Right?”

“Sure. Makes sense,” he said, putting the pills into his pocket. And he was truly stupid enough to buy into my lie. He went on his little trip with Tori, and he took every single pill. I watched him take the very last pill after he returned to my house, four days later.

And I swear I could already see the changes starting. His skin seemed softer. The peach fuzz that grew on his upper lip was gone now. When he spoke, his voice seemed to be a touch higher—probably because his testicles were smaller now. Even the way he walked around my house was different: almost as if he’d developed some new feminine mannerisms overnight.

I went back to that HRT users forum and got some tips to speed along Garrett’s transformation. I found a number of recipes designed to maximize natural estrogen creation. My daughter was a bit confused when I served the food: food she wasn’t used to eating when she grew up. “I’m trying something new,” I said. “It’s supposed to be healthy.” Lots of chickpeas and soy products that didn’t actually taste too bad.

And the next day, I thought he was even girlier. I caught him looking at himself in the mirror by the front door. He was running his hands down his body slowly, thinking nobody was looking. Then he gently touched his face with both of his hands. It was a moment later when he noticed me and stopped quickly, as if he’d never been doing it at all. It was obvious that he was starting to feel different. And maybe he was already having the strange urges that the websites talked about. Maybe he was starting to feel attracted to the boys he saw when he went out with Tori. Maybe he was already thinking of leaving her to pursue a gayer lifestyle.

Was I making him gay? Could a person be made gay? He was already watching tranny porn—wasn’t that already gay? Can you make a person more gay?

I kept up with the pills. And he was nearly one third through his stay with me when I heard him again in the middle of the night: 2:30 AM, sneaking down the hallway, past my room, to the staircase. I waited until the house was silent before slipping out of bed and going downstairs to see that light on in the spare room. I slipped through the back door and I went down to that treeline, so I could spy on him. And that’s when I saw the fruits of my labour: proof that the HRT pills were really doing something to the young man.

He was in the spare room with one of Tori’s little outfits. He stripped down until he was naked, and then he slipped on a pair of her panties. He ran his hands up his naked body, and that’s when I noticed the subtle lumps on his chest. Were they breasts? Even he didn’t seem to be sure. He jiggled them for a moment—even squeezing them before slipping into a bodysuit, and then into a short skirt, thigh-high stockings, and a pair of heels that surprisingly fit his feet. He let his hair down from his obnoxious bun, and then he grabbed an eyeliner pen and started to doll himself up using a small makeup mirror he must have snuck into the room.

I didn’t have my phone on me, otherwise I would have taken a video to show to my daughter. Or maybe it was best that I didn’t go to Tori with any evidence. Maybe I just needed to let her discover her sissy boyfriend on her own.

I kept watching. He didn’t stop once he was dolled up. He bent down and picked up a cucumber that he must have gotten from my fridge. He began to suck one end of it, sinking down to his knees like a little slut. I crept closer to the window, knowing he wouldn’t see me as long as the light was on in that room.

He actually looked like a girl with that eyeliner around his eyes and that hair down over his shoulders. The bodysuit fit him nicely, and the short skirt made his legs look long and smooth, like legs you might see on a swimsuit model.

I watched, crouching behind a small bush, just in case he decided to look out the window. I still couldn’t believe that he was dating my daughter; I couldn’t believe my daughter was able to see anything at all in the wimpy little man. And as I watched, I wasn’t so sure that this was his first time playing dress up. He seemed to know what he was doing with my daughter’s makeup. He had all of the little mannerisms down: the way he stood up on his toes when he posed, the way he pushed out his hip when he assessed his curves, the way he ran his fingers through his hair when pushing his hair off of his face—it was all so feminine and so seemingly practised.

He did a little spin in his tiny outfit. I could see the curve of his bum: round and tight and flawless. He grabbed his bum cheeks with both hands and squeezed before letting a little smile slip. He spent a great deal of time admiring himself before bending over to pick up a sex toy: a large dildo with a suction cup base. I have no idea where he found the toy, and I prayed that it didn’t belong to my daughter. I watched as Garrett stuck the toy to the back of the door before sinking to his knees to suck the big fake cock. He was slow and elegant at first, but he picked up speed quickly: bobbing his head while using his hand to massage what wasn’t in his mouth, as if the cock was real, as if he was practising for a real date.

And now I had a new worry boiling in my mind: what if Garrett went out behind my daughter’s back and slept with a man? What if he got some sort of disease and then passed it along to my daughter? Did I make a serious error in my attempts to make Garrett into a dopey sissy? Was I endangering my daughter?

He deep-throated the toy for a few long seconds, and then he leaned back for a breath of air. Big globs of saliva dripped off the thick dildo. Garrett had a wide smile on his cute face. He stood up and turned around, so his bum was in line with the wet toy. He bent over, reaching back to pick his panties out from his butt crack. Then he stepped back. I watched as his eyes closed, and I watched as that thick toy disappeared into his butthole. Surely this wasn’t the first time he’d done it. Surely I was watching a man with anal sex experience. Had he already given my daughter some sort of disease he picked up from a secret past life of gay sex? Did I need to be taking my daughter to a doctor? Why was Garrett so confident with that giant dildo? And why did he own it?

He pushed his body back until his butt cheeks were pressed against the door. I could see the bulge of his big erection pushing up against his tiny skirt. He bit down on his lip and then his lips parted as though he was moaning. His eyes finally opened and he smiled before beginning to rock back and forth, letting the dildo massage the tight walls of his young anus. Again, he was slow at first, but quick to pick up pace.

I decided to move closer to the window, moving from my bush to a small apple tree. I knew he couldn’t see anything out that window. I knew that the glass was currently just a reflection of himself inside of that room. I could have walked right up to that window and watched from the glass, and I would have been undetected. But I decided to keep a bit of distance, just in case he decided to flick that light switch.

Now I could see so much more detail: I could see the contour of his erection against his loose skirt. I could see what looked like cleavage in the cut of his bodysuit. I could see the joyous tears glistening in his big, dolled up eyes. I could even see the slight tinge of saliva glistening on his bottom lip as he bobbed back and forth.

I kept watching, strangely mesmerized. As long as I wasn’t looking between his thighs, he actually kind of looked like a girl. In fact, for a moment, I forgot that I was watching a man. And in that moment, my cock began to tingle and flutter: I was getting a bit excited, as if I was watching a cute chick ride a thick sex toy.

I bit down on my tongue as the reality of the sight returned to me. I was watching a boy: my daughter’s boyfriend. I couldn’t let myself forget that. I shouldn’t even have been watching. I’d seen enough. I had enough proof that the pills I was slipping him were working—and we were not even a full month into his three-month stay with me. At this rate, after another month, he would be a full-blown sissy. Tori would look at him with complete disgust. She would come across a real man on her school campus, and then Garrett would be dropped in a heartbeat.

I kept watching. Why was I still watching? Why couldn’t I look away. He was bobbing fast now. His eyes were closed and his lips were parted wide. He had his hands on his knees, with beads of sweat trickling down his smooth, tight body. He suddenly reached down and clutched his erect bulge. He squeezed it hard, and then I saw the wet spot forming at his tip. It was growing bigger and bigger, as if he was peeing himself—but that wasn’t pee, it was cum. It was only a few seconds before I saw the white globs running down his thighs, having escaped his tight panties. His body trembled and his head rolled from side to side.

Then he fell forward, onto his knees. The slick dildo bobbed up and down for a minute before becoming still. Garrett planted his palms on the floor while he caught his breath. His face was red, but still cute with his girly makeup. It was a few minutes before he stood up and started the process of cleaning up. It was strange watching him take the cute outfit off before slipping into his boyish pyjamas, tying his hair back into that obnoxious bun. It was like I was looking at a different person—but now that I’d seen the girly version of him, I felt like I could see through those baggy pyjamas. I could see his curvy hips and his smooth legs and even the subtle lumps on his chest. And even with the makeup washed off of his eyes, I could see that they were big and shining, with his thick and seductive eyelashes.

I looked away quickly and bit down on my tongue, almost drawing blood. Was there something wrong with me? Did I just spend twenty minutes ogling my daughter’s boyfriend? Maybe I just needed to get a good sleep. I’d been losing sleep since Garrett arrived at my house, and maybe that lack of sleep was finally catching up with me.


CHAPTER V

I felt awkward handing him his coffee the next morning. He took it and drank it quickly, consuming all of that caffeine and all of those hormones. He was still oblivious to what I was doing, though I could tell that he was starting to realize something was changing with his body. After he finished his breakfast, I caught him looking down at his arms. He was closely inspecting the hairs, which had become thinner and blonder since the beginning of his hormone treatment. He was mesmerized by his smooth skin, zoning out completely as he ran his fingers down his arms. He jumped when I asked him if he wanted another cup of coffee.

It was the next day when the three of us went for a walk along the water that I noticed another sign that the sissification was working. Tori went right to the water to admire the colourful rocks that were glistening as the tide went out. Garrett walked ahead, towards the pier. He noticed that his shoelace was undone, so he bent over to tie it. As he bent over, his jeans stretched down, revealing a sliver of red lace: a thong he was wearing underneath his pants. The undies likely belonged to my daughter. Did Tori know that her boyfriend was wearing her panties out of the house? Was she accepting of his new little fetish? Was it even a new fetish?

I wanted to nudge her, to point the sight out to her, but I remembered my plan: to stay out of it so she could figure him out on her own. And all she had to do now was look over. I cleared my throat, hoping to get her to turn her head, and it worked, but sadly she didn’t look towards her boyfriend before he stood up and his shirt fell down to cover his G-string. I was so close—but at least it seemed inevitable that she would catch him eventually.

I decided the next night that I could probably speed along the breakup process by giving Tori and Garrett some space. I was always lingering around the house, giving them little time to have personal conversations. Maybe Garrett was just waiting for his opportunity to open up to Tori about his new feelings. Maybe I just needed to leave the house for a bit. So I went out for a few hours. I walked around town and then I sat by the water for a while, watching the waves as the tide came in. Then, once the sun started to set, I headed back home. I was just stepping out from my car when I noticed my daughter in the window. Her face was red and she was yelling. In the other window, I could see Garrett, white-faced and looking guilty of something. They were fighting! It was exactly what I wanted—it was exactly why I left to give them space.

So I didn’t go straight into the house. Instead, I went into my garage where I had my workout equipment set up. I loaded up the bar of my bench press and I did a few heavy sets. It was a warm evening, and my air conditioner didn’t pump cool air into that garage, so I took off my shirt to cool down. I finished my workout with some crunches and pushups. It had been a couple of weeks since I’d hit the weights so hard, but it was worth it. I felt so much better after getting my endorphins flowing. Maybe that’s all I needed to calm my nerves: a good, exhausting workout. I looked around for a towel to dab off the sweat, and then the door suddenly opened and Garrett stepped in, still with that white-faced look of guilt. “Hi, Jack,” he said.

“Hey Garrett,” I said, still looking for that towel. “Can I help you with something?”

He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I just wanted to see what you were up to. Do you workout a lot?”

“Not as much as I should,” I said with a little laugh.

He was just standing there, staring at me. “Aren’t you going out with Tori tonight?” I asked.

“We had a little fight, so she went out to meet some friends,” he said.

I nodded my head, trying to fight the urge to smile. “A fight about what?” I said casually, looking away, trying to remember what I’d been looking for before he came in.

“Priorities, I guess,” he said. “Nothing serious, I don’t think. Your daughter can be pretty steadfast, huh?”

“That’s how I raised her,” I said.

He leaned against the wall and continued to stare at me. Now I was starting to feel self-conscious. In the reflection of a nearby mirror, I saw that he was looking at my sweaty body. Was he attracted to me? Or was he just waiting to say something—zoned out with his lost gaze pointed in my direction?

I looked at him and wondered if he was wearing her panties under his clothes again. That morning I saw his razor on the side of the sink, and I saw that there were little blonde hairs between the blades: but he’d never had hairs on his face that I ever noticed. I could only assume that they were leg hairs, or armpit hairs. Looking at his arms now, I couldn’t detect those thin blonde hairs that I’d seen before, so maybe he went ahead and shaved everything in his self-sissification.

“So what are you going to do for the rest of the evening?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. Tori said she wouldn’t be home until late—and maybe not until the morning. She’s pretty mad at me. Maybe it’s just that time of month, I don’t know.”

I nodded my head, feeling slightly hopeful that this was the beginning of the end of their relationship. For the first time in my life, I was actually hoping that my daughter was out at a club, being hit on by strapping men.

Garrett continued to stare at me. His eyes glistened as he gazed down my body. Was he gay? Was he actually attracted to me? “Is there something I can help you with?” I asked, feeling increasingly uncomfortable.

He shook his head.

“Alright then. I’m going to eat some dinner, and then I’m probably going to call it an early night.”

“Alright, Jack. Well have a good night,” he said. I brushed by him, catching a strange whiff of a feminine perfume. Was he wearing my daughter’s perfume? Did they fight about his girlification? Was it really my actions that were driving them apart? I felt strangely guilty, but I remained strong with my plan. Garrett couldn’t be with my daughter, even if that meant making my daughter upset temporarily. In the long run, she was going to be so much happier. A little bit of sadness is worth a lifetime of happiness—right?

I made myself a quick dinner, and then I went upstairs to lay in bed with a book. I wasn’t tired, but I didn’t want to spend the night around Garrett. I didn’t want to spend another minute looking at his sad, victimized face. Plus, it had been a while since I’d done much reading, and it was nice to catch up a little bit. I read for three long hours, and then I felt my lips drying out. I reached for my glass of water, but it was empty.

So I got up and went downstairs to fetch a glass of water. As I stepped into the living room, the guest bedroom door opened and Garrett stepped out. He was wearing a little dress, heels, makeup, and a black lace choker. He took three steps into the room before noticing me staring at him like a petrified deer. He stopped and become petrified as well. I nearly dropped my glass. Was he on his way to the spare room to ride that dildo again? Had he been playing dress up for the past three hours while I was reading?

It took me a moment to make sure I was really staring at Garrett, and not one of Tori’s old childhood friends. He was hardly recognizable, looking more feminine than ever before. He’d gotten better at doing his makeup, and now his hair was stylishly done in loose curls, which complimented his figure.

“Garrett?” I said.

He stuttered, but no real words came out from his mouth.

“Is that my daughter’s dress?” I asked. My voice cracked. His breasts had grown noticeably since I last saw him so exposed. Now, there was some real definition in his cleavage. And his skin was completely smooth: he’d definitely shaved his arms and pits and legs.

“I—I can explain,” he said with a soft voice, which almost sounded feminine. Then he cleared his throat, as if he noticed the feminine twang as well.

“Does my daughter know that you do this?” I asked after a long moment of silence.

He shook his head very quickly. “Please don’t tell her,” he said.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Just please don’t tell her about this. I’ll do anything.”

My mind raced. Why couldn’t Tori have found him like this? Why did I keep catching him? I’d caught him jerking off to tranny porn; I’d caught him riding a thick dildo; I’d caught him wearing lacy panties out of the house; and now this.

The room became silent. He continued to stare at me while I stared at him. I could see his hands trembling. He knew that I wanted to tell Tori—and my God, did I want to tell Tori. I had my phone in my pocket. It would have been so easy just to reach it out to snap a quick photo. There was no way she would stay with him knowing he liked to prance around in her clothes. But I just couldn’t do it. I didn’t know the difference between right and wrong anymore. I was already doing enough by slipping him the pills. Surely it was just a matter of time before Tori was the one coming face to face with her dolled up boyfriend.

“Go and change,” I said softly.

It took him a minute to turn around. He walked slowly back into the guest room, and then my gut began to churn. It didn’t feel right. Why was I feeling so guilty? Did I do this to him? Or was this something he’d been doing for years? How could I possibly know? And what if Tori did discover his secret and she did break up with him, and then he went off and killed himself? Was I an evil person?

I knew I had to say something. So I walked up to the door and pushed it open. Garrett froze. His dress was half off, down around his waist, leaving his chest uncovered. It took him a few seconds before remembering that he had tits now. He reached up and covered his chest with his hands, but it was too late: I saw his A-cup breasts. They were supple and cute, with puffy nipples that were begging to be sucked. My heart fluttered. His whole body was cute: so fragile and soft and tight.

I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, so I could say something, but then my urges overpowered my sensibilities. I stepped forward, towards him. I looked down into his eyes, and then I put my hands on his shoulders. I pushed him down gently, and he quickly dropped to his knees. He looked up at me with a frightened look on his face. I unzipped my fly and dug out my semi-erect penis. As it flopped out, his gaze snapped onto it. He uncovered his breasts and reached out for it, grabbing my balls with one hand and the base of my shaft with the other. It was only two seconds later when his soft, warm lips were pressed around my tip.

My heart was pounding ferociously. I knew I was doing something horribly wrong on so many levels—but I couldn’t stop myself. Some other power had taken control of my body. Maybe I was possessed by the devil. Maybe this was just another step towards succumbing to my strange, evil desires. I watched him as he bobbed back and forth, massaging my shaft with his soft lips. His tongue was amazing, slurping back and forth, massaging the whole length of my manhood. I let a groan slip out, and then I noticed a slight smile on his face.

“Oh God,” I whispered, trying to talk myself out of this nonsense. But it felt so good—there was no way I could stop him. My cock was rock-hard now: throbbing on his tongue. And he was a confident sucker, not afraid to let my shaft plunge down the back of his warm throat.

It was hard to even think of him as a boy. Looking down, my brain saw a girl: that long, soft, curled hair, those thick, dark eyelashes, the narrow shoulders, the puffy nipples, the smooth legs. She was a chick—any sane man looking through my eyes now would agree. So maybe it wasn’t so wrong to let her suck me off. Maybe it was okay to indulge for a few minutes.

She put her hands on my thighs and gripped tightly as she pushed her face forward, sinking my big cock down her throat. She gagged a little, but she took it impressively. Then she looked up at me with those shining eyes. Now I had the strong urge to eat her out. So I leaned back, slipping my cock out from her mouth. I slipped my hands under her smooth armpits and I lifted her onto the bed. I pushed her down and then I slid down her panties, revealing her freshly shaved crotch. She had an erection. Her ball sack had definitely shrunk: it was hardly the size of a pair of grapes now. But I wasn’t interested in that; instead, I leaned in and went for her back door. I pressed my forehead against her little ball sack and I began to tongue her tight hole. She was quick to moan, puckering her asshole against my tongue.

She lifted her hips slightly for me, making it easier to get inside of her. I pushed my tongue into her, penetrating her over and over. She moaned louder and louder. I pushed up her knees and then I grabbed her ass with both of my hands. I spread her cheeks wide, making her anus part slightly, so I could plunge my tongue even deeper, nestling my nose into her taint, making her ball sack press firmly against my forehead. I kept licked and poking, and then I suddenly found myself slipping upwards, tickling her taint with the tip of my tongue, and then gently sucking her firm ball sack. Before I knew it, I was sliding the tip of my tongue up the length of her small erection. I slipped my lips around her tip and then I pushed my head down, getting her whole cock into my mouth.

It was warm and throbbing, and after just a few bobs, a bit of sweet pre-cum oozed onto my tongue. She giggled softly and then moaned loudly. Using two fingers, I began to penetrate her asshole. I jabbed quickly. Her anus was tight and warm, and I loved the feeling of it puckering firmly against my fingers. But with each quick penetration, her cock got harder and harder in my mouth, until it was as hard as solid wood, still oozing pre-cum as if she hadn’t had an orgasm in months.

I was trembling all over as I climbed up her body, reaching down between my legs to point her cock at my own asshole. I looked into her wide eyes. She was scared, but excited, gently biting her lip as her tip pressed into my virgin back door. As I began to sit down, I froze with panic. What the hell was I doing? Why was I letting her stick her erection into my body? Had I lost my mind? Was I the one turning gay?

But it was too late. Her tip had penetrated my hole and now she was gently pushing up, sinking her cock deep inside of me. I groaned and clenched, but clenching did nothing. She pushed in further and further, until her pelvis was pressed against my tush. I reached down and squeezed her new tits. Finally, I had my opportunity to suck on her puffy nipples. I bent over and sucked hard, making her even perkier, like little torpedos. She giggled, moaned, and then she began to thrust in and out of my asshole.

It felt good—so good. I knew it was so wrong, but I just couldn’t stop her. I gripped her tits firmly while she caressed my sides. The same cock that fucked my daughter was now fucking me, leaving me with a horrible dread churning in my stomach—but apparently it wasn’t horrible enough to override the pleasure. I started moaning loudly as the veiny shaft slid up and down, stretching me wide.

“Don’t stop,” I said.

“I won’t last long,” she said softly, between heavy breaths. She was fucking me quickly. I forgot how quickly you can thrust when you’re still young and full of energy. I clenched all of the muscles in my body, and then I screamed out.

Then, she reminded me that she was a boy by rolling me over with more strength than I knew she had. Once on top of me, she pulled her dick out from my asshole, pressed her tip against my cock, and she began to coat my shaft with her warm, thick cum. I groaned, reaching down to spread it up my whole length, even squishing it against my tip in my euphoric state of delusion.

Once she was finished, I thought the act was done, but now she was climbing on me. She took my cock from my and pointed it up, nestling my cum-soaked tip between her butt cheeks. She made a big smile the moment I felt her tight hole squeezing the very tip of my tip. Then she began to sit down, inserting not just my cock into her asshole, but her own cum as well. She was using her cum as lubricant, making my heart throb even faster. She was more of a slut than I thought.

She kept sinking my long shaft into her until there was nothing left. Her bum was on my lap and she groaned euphorically. Her bum quivered and then she began to bounce. I could hear her cum squishing between her asshole and my solid shaft. I was so hard that my cock almost hurt.

“Ride it, slut,” I said. When she heard the word ‘slut’, her face lit up. She smiled and bit her lip.

“You’re a dirty whore, aren’t you?” I asked.

She nodded her head quickly. “What are you going to do about it?” she asked.

“I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk straight,” I said. “I’ll fuck you until you behave, even if I have to fuck you twice a day.”

“You think that will be enough?” she said with a smirk, still bouncing quickly.

“You’re such a filthy whore,” I said, gripping her ass cheeks with my hands. Then I looked at her chest and watched as her small tits bounced up and down. I couldn’t wait for her boobs to fill out. How long would it take? Another month? Would I get to see their full glory before the end of her trip? I reached up and felt her puffy nipples. “Bounce faster, slut,” I said. And amazingly, she was able to bounce faster, hopping on me like a rabbit on cocaine. Her ass slapped against my lap loudly. I could feel her old cum oozing out from her hole, dripping down my shaft and my balls. It was an amazing feeling: the best sex I’d ever had.

And then I couldn’t hold back any longer. I had to come. I only lasted a few minutes—the quickest I’d lasted since I was a teenager. I filled her tight hole with my hot load, and then she stood up and reached a hand between her legs to catch my substance. As it poured into her hand, she smiled. Then she reached up and brought the little puddle of cum to her lips. She licked it up while staring into my eyes. “Think you can handle me?” she asked.

My heart bounced. “I can handle you,” I said. I felt dirty and guilty, but strangely excited. Then I looked over at the clock on the wall and realized we’d been in that little guest room for over an hour. There was a good chance Tori could show up at any moment, even though she said she might be out all night. So I stood up and quickly pulled up my pants. “I’m going to get cleaned up. You’d better get changed in case Tori comes home.”

She smiled and nodded her head. I watched as the light in her eyes vanished—possibly realizing what she’d done: cheated on her girlfriend with her girlfriend’s dad. And now I was remembering that she wasn’t a she at all. I’d just fucked a boy: my daughter’s boyfriend, who I was drugging in some weird attempt to get them to break up. Everything about the scenario was fucked up and deranged, yet there I was with a smirk on my face and a drop of cum oozing out from the tip of my cock.


CHAPTER VI

I didn’t hesitate putting the pills in Garrett’s coffee the next morning. I was even tempted to double the dose, but I had no idea if that would affect the speediness of his transformation. My heart bounced when he came down the stairs. Tori was already in the breakfast nook, finishing her breakfast. Garrett looked into my eyes for a brief moment before looking away and awkwardly saying, “Good morning.” It felt a bit like the morning after a drunken one-night-stand, but Garrett was sober when we fucked, and so was I.

It was only a few minutes later when I noticed him looking my way, while Tori was staring out the window at the Atlantic Ocean. He gave me a quick smile before looking back at my daughter. It seemed like they’d made up. He was sitting close to her and she seemed relaxed: not at all an image of a fighting couple. And I wasn’t sure how to feel about their reconciliation. I was hoping their fight would have lasted longer, so my daughter could have really thought about her future with Garrett. The fight obviously wasn’t too serious—or maybe Garrett was right, and she was just going through that time of the month.

I knew that I needed to stick to my plan. I was still set on breaking them up and getting Garrett out of my daughter’s life. Our romp while Tori was out was just a little hiccup along the way. I knew that it wasn’t something to think too much into. I had to convince myself that it was just a stupid mistake on both ends, though it was hard to forget how good it felt when his cock was sliding up my asshole, perfectly connecting with that sweet-spot, making my legs tremble while I moaned. And then the feeling of coming in his tight butt: it was the definition of euphoria.

But I had to stop thinking about it. I had to keep to my plan, and now I knew what worked. Now I knew that I just had to give Garrett and Tori some space so they could argue freely and build up tension. While I was around, they remained reserved and quiet, never talking about much more than school and the weather. So I went out for the day, running some long-overdue errands around town. I didn’t bring my car; instead, I went on foot, taking in the warm weather, waving at all of the familiar faces that had been there for at least twenty years.

I got a few strange looks—maybe because it was rare that I was so cheery. But I couldn’t help it: I was in a cheery mood. I felt like smiling at people. I felt like waving at anyone who smiled back. I even stopped at a cafe for a cup of coffee, sitting alone at one of the tables while people walked by (it was something I never did). I felt invigorated, and I knew that it was because of the sex.

It was the first time I’d had sex since having sex with my late-wife. It was a weird feeling: a combination of guilt and confusion and excitement. I knew that it was wrong, but why was that excitement still lingering? I couldn’t help but picture my wife looking down at me. Would she be outraged? I felt like I was cheating on her: and it wasn’t like I was cheating on her with some middle-aged woman; instead, I was cheating on her with my daughter’s boyfriend. I had anal sex with a biological male. I sucked on a man’s nipples. I ate out a man’s asshole. But even knowing all of that, I couldn’t help but smirk, as if it was some sort of screwed up accomplishment.

When I returned home that evening, Tori and Garrett were out. I felt relieved to be away from Garrett, no longer worried about being trapped in that cloud of sexual tension. I went to sleep early that night, using a sleeping pill to help. I assumed I would wake up with a clear mind, ready to put my little fling with Garrett behind me—but instead, I woke up with an idea that made me grin from ear to ear. I wanted to buy Garrett some lingerie of his own, so he wouldn’t have to sneak around Tori to wear the new outfits she brought with her.

So after giving Garrett his morning coffee, I took off for Shediac, a town that was about an hour drive away. I needed to go somewhere I wouldn’t be recognized. I didn’t want people gossiping about me. I lived in a small town, and many people knew my daughter very well. The last thing I needed was my daughter asking me who I was buying lingerie for.

I went to a little lingerie store in the little vacation town. They didn’t have much, but what they did have was sexy. I looked through a number of outfits, imagining Garrett in all of them. I was excited to see him in something sexy—and I was hopeful that Garrett would be so excited that he would carelessly reveal himself to Tori. I wanted to give him something he wouldn’t be able to resist wearing.

And the outfit I ended up buying was perfect: a tight black romper, all lace, with thin shoulder straps and just a thin strip between the legs. I got the outfit wrapped in some thin gift paper, and then I went home and carefully hid the outfit in a drawer in the spare room dresser. Tori and Garrett spent the day around the house. I waited until Tori went up to use the bathroom, and then I went to Garrett and said, “There’s something for you in the spare room—the top dresser drawer. But keep it a secret.”

He went to see the present, and he came back with a big smile on his face. He bit down on his bottom lip, and then Tori came back and he impressively made a straight face. It was five minutes later when he said, “So are you going out with Jasmine tonight?”

Tori looked at him for a moment. “I thought you wanted me to stay and watch a movie with you,” she said.

“Yeah, that would be cool. But—I mean—you only get to see her, like, once a year. We can watch a movie anytime. You know?”

Tori smiled and nodded her head. “Okay. I’ll see if she’s still available.” She kissed Garrett on the cheek, then Garrett’s lips curled into a smile. I caught myself smiling as well, picturing his tight, feminine body in that amazing piece of lacy lingerie.

The day went by slowly. I didn’t stop buzzing with excitement, counting down the minutes until Tori was due to meet up with her friend. But that guilty dread remained in my stomach. Was I implicating myself in my destruction of Garrett? This whole plan was to take him out of the picture, but now I was risking myself: throwing myself in the burning flames. What if Tori found out about what I was doing? What if Garrett told her that I bought him lingerie? What if she found out about the pills I was slipping into his coffee? Would she ever visit me on the east coast again? Would I end up spending the rest of my life alone and sad?

That guilt finally fluttered away an hour after Tori left to meet up with her friend. I went for a walk along the water in an attempt to clear my mind, and when I came back, Garrett was in the living room waiting for me, dolled up and more beautiful than ever.

I was pretty sure she’d developed even more since I last saw her as a girl. Her breasts seemed fuller and her body seemed curvier—or maybe it was just the lingerie doing what it was designed to do: making her look absurdly beautiful. She batted her eyelashes before cracking a grin. Then she ran her fingers through her hair, pushing her soft locks back, away from her cute face. I walked up slowly. My insides were still tingling with that terrible nervousness; I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t doing something horribly wrong. But how could I possibly resist the opportunity?

Besides, I just had to make sure Garrett didn’t catch on to my scheme. I couldn’t let him find out that I’d been slipping him the pills. If he didn’t think that I was out to get him, then he probably wouldn’t throw me under the bus once he was caught by Tori. As long as he thought I was being nice to him, this would continue to be his problem and not mine. At least that’s what I kept telling myself.

I put my hands on her sides. I moved them up and down, feeling her soft curves. Then I brought my hands forward to feel her breast progression. “They’re so soft,” I said. Then her smile disappeared and her face turned white. “What is it?”

She looked into my eyes. “It’s nothing.”

I realized in that moment that she probably still didn’t know why there were tits growing on her chest. She didn’t know that she was taking hormone pills—and if I wasn’t careful, I was going to accidentally give myself away. So I let go of her breasts. She seemed to be happy to have them. She wasn’t afraid to show them off when Tori wasn’t around. But still, she must have been terrified. Every day they were a bit bigger. Every day her voice was a bit higher. Every day her skin turned softer. Hair had already stopped growing on her face. Her balls were noticeably smaller, even since the last time I saw her bulge. And what was her theory? Did she just assume that she was going through some mysterious delayed female puberty? I could see that confused fear on her face—it made me feel bad, but it was also kind of cute. She was cute when she was vulnerable.

I gently cupped her chin with my hand. She smiled. I leaned in and kissed her soft, plump lips: lips that could have only belonged to a woman. Everything about her seemed exclusively feminine, even though I knew that she was really a man: even things that weren’t being affected by the hormone pills, like her jawline and her cute little nose, and the way that she kissed. She was so gentle, and so elegant with her tongue. Hormone pills can’t teach someone how to kiss like a girl—so where did that skill come from?

I slid my hand down her torso, across her soft tummy, down her pelvis, and onto her bulge. I grabbed it gently and began to rub in circles, as if I was massaging a clit. She sighed gently and then she moaned. I kept rubbing, harder and harder, feeling her constrained package beginning to throb. But her tight lingerie was holding it down, stopping her erection from springing up. She seemed to like the way I was rubbing; maybe it made her feel more like a real girl.

I stared into her eyes. I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from getting too carried away and too aggressive. She was so beautiful and I was so horny—getting hornier by the second. I kissed her again, forcing my tongue into her mouth. Then I pressed my forehead against hers and stared into her amazing eyes. I didn’t stop rubbing. Now I was rubbing hard. I could feel that she was erect, with her cock awkwardly tucked back. She was squirming—maybe it was a bit uncomfortable. Maybe she wanted her cock to be freed, so it could stand upright. But I didn’t want to stop rubbing. I loved the way her face was turning red. I loved how loud her little sighs were becoming. “Come for me,” I said, rubbing faster, as if I was trying to make her pussy squirt. The throbbing between her thighs was intense. Her legs were buckling. Her whole body was squirming. And then suddenly, I felt the wetness in my hand. She was groaning. After a moment, I could feel the warm ooze squishing between my fingers. I looked down and saw the thick white cream seeping through the lace of her little outfit. I’d massaged her to orgasm.

I pulled my hand away, taking some of her sticky substance with me. Then I found myself sinking to my knees, putting my hands on her hips, and leaning forward to lick the cum while it was still warm. It was sweet and strangely satisfying. She reached down and nestled her fingers in my hair, pulling me tighter. Then she used her free hand to fish out her erection, which was slicked with cum and still oozing the last few fresh drops. I licked it all up, swallowing it, and then I gave her softening cock a good sucking, just for my own satisfaction.

I wasn’t done with her. I stood up and kissed her, forcing my tongue into her mouth so she could taste her own brand. Then I turned her around, bent her over, and I pressed my fierce erection into her tiny butthole. I pumped her with rapid intensity, and I managed to come in a matter of minutes, filling her tight passageway with hot semen, which poured down her trembling legs moments after I pulled out. I gave her a firm slap on the ass, leaving a red hand print. I loved watching her tight butt jiggle.

“Show me your butthole,” I said.

She giggled. Then she bent over, grabbed her ass cheeks, and she spread them wide, showing me her stretched and puckering hole, still with cream billowing out. It was only a quick show; she stood up and turned around with another giggle and said, “That’s all you get.”

“But I want more,” I said with a big grin.

“Well you have to wait,” she said. “Tori’s going to be home soon and I have to get cleaned up.”

It was a short little romp, but worth every second. I watched her as she skipped off to the bathroom to clean off her makeup, and to clean up the cum that was already near her feet: still running down her pretty, smooth legs. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, trying to draw some sanity back into my body. I was getting carried away with her. I had no reason to be fooling around with her while Tori was out. And it was starting to seem like each day I was drifting further away from my master plan. Some days I forgot completely about my plan to break Tori and Garrett up. Some days I spent all of my brain power on trying to figure out how to get Tori out of the house so I could have Garrett to myself, when I should have been trying to figure out a way to get Tori and Garrett together.

And now I was afraid that I was gambling the same way Garrett gambled when he snuck out of Tori’s bedroom at night. There was nothing stopping Tori from returning to the house early. There was nothing stopping her from finding me with her boyfriend. Each time we fooled around, I was rolling the dice, and it was just a matter of time before I rolled snake eyes. I knew I had to stop. Every sensible part of my brain was begging me to stop. But all of that sensibility went out the window when the image of her perfect body slipped into my mind.


CHAPTER VII

It was a week later when Tori came to me while I was in the garage, working out. “Hey dad, what are you doing today?” she asked. It was still the morning. My plan was to drive to Shediac, to buy another piece of lingerie for my secret lover: her boyfriend.

“I have no plans,” I said.

“Well maybe we can hang out—just the two of us,” she said. “I feel like we haven’t had a moment together since I got here.” She smiled and I did the same.

“Sure. That sounds great,” I said.

“Maybe we can drive to Moncton and walk around the town or something—and then we can grab lunch. Garrett says he just wants to hang around the house today, but I need to get out. I’m feeling like I need a good walk.”

I nodded my head. I was thrilled to have the opportunity to spend the day with my daughter, but at the same time, I felt a bit sad to know that Tori wanted to be out of the house and Garrett was going to spend the whole day in the house. I knew that he would be playing dress up. I knew that he was going to be trying on cute outfits, and probably teasing that tight butthole with his dildo toy. It wasn’t something I wanted to miss, but Tori was right: we hadn’t spent any time together since her arrival. “Let’s do it,” I said with a smile.

So I got ready and we hopped into the car. As I began to pull away, I saw Garrett watching from the window: probably waiting for us to be out of sight so he could get himself pretty. Tori told him that we wouldn’t be back until the evening. She wanted to hit up all of her childhood favourite spots; she even wanted to see the zoo: one of her favourite spots as a kid. But first, we were headed downtown for a short walk and a bite to eat.

We parked and then we started our stroll. Tori started to tell me about school. Apparently she had some professors she wasn’t terribly fond of. I smiled while I listened, and then my attention was pulled away as we walked by a little lingerie shop. In the window was a cute red outfit: two pieces of tight satin wrapped around a curvy mannequin. The mannequin had a similar body to Garrett. I imagined that outfit on Garrett, and then I tried to think of a way I could buy the little number. Maybe I could come back tomorrow. Or maybe I could find a way to buy it without Tori noticing, so that I could get Garrett to wear it that night. I looked around at the nearby restaurants. I just had to find one that was close, so I could excuse myself for the bathroom, sneak out, buy the outfit, and then sneak back into the restaurant—

“Dad?” Tori said.

I looked over at her. “Huh?” I said.

“I asked you a question.”

“Sorry. I didn’t hear you.” She stared into my eyes, looking slightly disappointed. I wasn’t sure how long I’d been zoned out. I probably missed a lot of what she’d said, and it was obvious that she knew it.

“It’s fine,” she said. “It wasn’t that important.”

Now I felt bad. I was letting my daughter down because I couldn’t stop thinking about her sissy boyfriend. And my mind didn’t stop wandering. We found a restaurant down the street, and I managed to keep my head clear for the next twenty minutes, and then a beautiful young woman walked by the window. She had a petite body, just like Garrett, and she was wearing a tight dress and gorgeous heels. Her hair bounced as she walked, and so did her small braless tits. I was mesmerized by the sight of her, wondering where I could get an outfit like hers for Garrett. Then I finally tuned back into reality and saw my daughter staring at me with disappointment on her face. Once again, I hadn’t heard what she’d said to me.

And in that moment, I realized it was time to get Garrett out from my life. I was getting too carried away with him. He was ruining my relationship with my daughter, and because of him, I felt like I was ruining my daughter’s life. Garrett was a poison: a poison capable of being extremely beautiful and ridiculously seductive—but a poison nonetheless. It was time to get rid of him.

I knew he was at home now, all dolled up. I knew that he wasn’t expecting us to be home for many hours. So I knew what needed to be done. “Hey, so I know you want to go to the zoo, but I left something at home. You don’t mind if we swing around and grab it, do you?”

“Home?” Tori said. “That would be like an hour detour. What did you forget?”

I bit down on my tongue. “I have these blood pressure pills. It’s nothing serious, but I’m supposed to take them every twelve hours. I completely forgot. We can take the scenic route. It won’t be so bad.”

She hesitated. “Okay. If you need them then you need them. But we’re still going to the zoo, right?”

I smiled and nodded my head. “Of course we are.”

But I knew there wouldn’t be any zoo. I knew that we would pull up to the house and find Garrett in one of her outfits, or maybe in the lingerie I bought him, and then the whole day plan would be ruined. They would fight and then I would end up driving Garrett to the airport, so he could catch the next flight home. And then the next week would probably be quiet while Tori tried to get over her sissy ex-boyfriend. Then, if I was lucky, I would get one good month with my daughter before she had to go back to Vancouver for her last year of college.

It was a long drive back to the house. My heart was pounding and my stomach was churning. I knew it had to be done. I knew it was going to be ugly—and I knew I was going to feel terrible about it. Since I started slipping Garrett the hormone pills, he’d been much nicer. Maybe it was the pills or maybe it was something else—but he hadn’t been the intolerable dweeb that he was when he arrived. In fact, he’d been good to me. He’d been kind and I loved our little romps. I hated that I was on my way to potentially destroy his life after secretly feminizing him for nearly two months—but it just had to be done. I needed to repair my relationship with my daughter, and he was standing in my way.

I took the back road to my house, so I could pull around back, onto the grass, instead of pulling into the driveway. Tori laughed. “Is the alley part of the scenic route now?” she asked.

I forced a smile. “My pills are in the kitchen,” I said. “I just thought it would be easier to grab them from the back.” But really, I didn’t want my tires to crunch the gravel, alerting Garrett that we were home. Pulling up on the grass, I knew we could pull up undetected.

I had a quarter cup of cold coffee in my cupholder: part of my plan. I reached for the cup. “I’ve been meaning to throw this out,” I said. And then I awkwardly pretended to slip, dropping the coffee over onto my daughter’s lap. She gasped as the dark fluid spilled on her cute dress. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” Tori said. “Luckily we’re home—I can just go and change.”

“I’m really so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine, dad. It’s just coffee. I’ll just throw it straight into the wash.”

I bit down on my tongue. I felt so guilty about everything. I was a terrible person. All of my actions were terrible. Was I just acting out of greed? What did I have against Garrett being with my daughter? So he was a bit of a ditz—did that mean he deserved to be destroyed? Was it possible that my daughter still loved him?

Tori got out of the car and started towards the house. I stepped out slowly. My heart was pounding ferociously now. In a minute, my whole plan would come to its climax. I knew that Garrett was inside, all dolled up, oblivious to the fact his girlfriend was about to walk in the door. And there was a chance that Garrett would throw me into the fire, just so he didn’t have to burn alone. I took a deep breath and watched as Tori slipped through the back door. Then I began to walk forward.

My stomach burned with regret. Maybe Garrett wouldn’t be dolled up. Maybe he would just be watching TV. Maybe Tori could put on a new dress and we could go to the zoo. I could stop drugging Garrett. His hormones would take a couple of months to rebalance. I’m sure his tits would go away with time, his voice would go back to normal once testosterone started to naturally produce between his legs, and Tori could have her dopey boyfriend back. It wasn’t too late to cancel my evil plan. It wasn’t too late to just let my daughter live her life without my cruel interference.

I walked up to the door and let myself in. I just needed to throw out those pills. Once they were in the garbage, I could move on. My plan was to toss them in the trash while Tori was getting changed. But I didn’t make it that far.

Tori was frozen in the middle of the kitchen. Twenty feet ahead of her was Garrett, dolled up in an adorable white dress, with white stockings pulled up his smooth legs. He was wearing her makeup. His hair was down and beautiful curled. He was stunning, but not to Tori.

I froze. Cold beads of sweat quickly formed on the back of my neck. It was all over. My new plan to save Tori and Garrett and myself failed before it even started.

“Garrett?” Tori said after a very long silence.

“I—I can explain,” Garrett said. And then that silence returned. The guilt in my stomach was intense: almost crippling. I bit down on my tongue to stop myself from breaking down. I was responsible for this. I was ruining my daughter’s relationship, and I was ruining Garrett’s life. What if Tori went and told all of her friends? What if the whole school found out that Garrett liked to put on her clothes? What if Garrett was so humiliated that he turned to suicide?

And what if Tori found out that I was responsible? Would she ever forgive me?

“You’d better start explaining,” Tori said. “This better be some sort of joke. Did my dad put you up to this?”

I nodded my head behind my daughter’s back, hoping to get Garrett to play along with the opportunity he was being given. It would have been easy: pretend like we were just playing a joke on Tori. Or maybe it wouldn’t have been so easy. It wouldn’t have helped to explain why Garrett’s makeup was so good—and it definitely wouldn’t have helped to explain the fact that Garrett had B-cup breasts, which were clear now in the deep cut of the dress.

“Garrett?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he replied. “But I couldn’t help myself. Since we got here, I’ve just felt different. I like putting on your clothes, and I don’t know why.” He looked like he was about to cry. His eyes were shimmering and his lips were quivering, and now I felt even more guilty.

“But why? Men aren’t supposed to want to wear women’s clothes,” Tori said with a broken voice. “Are you... gay?”

I shook my head, trying to urge Garrett to say no. Just tell her you love her! But instead, he said, “I don’t know.” He put the nail into his own coffin. I groaned, tempted to collapse under the pressure of my horrible guilt.

“Oh my God,” Tori said. Then she buried her face in her hands and ran past Garrett, towards her bedroom. She slammed the door and then the house became very quiet.

Garrett looked into my eyes. His lip quivered and then he said, “Why are you home so early?”

“Tori needed to change her outfit,” I said softly, not telling him that I brought Tori home to expose him.

“You should have warned me,” he said.

“I didn’t think about it,” I lied. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My daughter was now crying because of me. Garrett’s reputation was pretty much dead because of me. And for what? Because I was sure that my daughter could find a better guy? Because I wanted a better father for my future grandkids? I didn’t even know Garrett when I started feminizing him—so why was I so quick to screw him over?

It was a minute later when Tori emerged from her bedroom, with tears running down her cheeks. “So this has been going on for a long time then?” she said. “When I leave for class, is this what you do while I’m gone?”

Garrett stood still, looking like the saddest little fawn. I felt so bad. I felt like it was my responsibility to make this all better, even if it meant tossing myself into the fire and ruining my relationship with my daughter. Maybe my daughter’s happiness was more important than our relationship.

I bit down on my tongue. I was just about to confess to everything, and then Garrett said, “Yes.” The room became silent. “About a month after we moved in together, I started trying on your clothes. I grew out my hair because that Halloween wig we have was making me itchy. I haven’t even been going to school as much as you think. I’m actually only in a single class—one day each week.”

Tori’s lips parted but it took a moment for words to come out. “So when you leave the house, where are you going?” she asked.

“I’m going out as a girl. I—I go to bars and cafes. Sometimes I’ll just go walk around parks. I like the way the clothes feel. I like how pretty I am in makeup. I don’t know why, but that’s just how it’s been since I started messing around in your closet. I’m sorry, but it’s just the way that I am.”

Tori shook her head slowly. “And have you been with men?”

The room was quiet. I felt a clenching at my heart. “Not until we got here,” he said.

Now I really wanted to collapse. My head was spinning quickly. I felt faint. I felt nauseous. Tori put her hand against her lips and muttered, “Oh God.”

“I love you, Tori, but in the past few weeks I’ve realized that maybe I’m not who you think I am. And maybe I’m not who I thought I was. My body’s been changing, and for a while that was scary, but now I’m happy with the changes. I think I want to be a girl. Maybe it’s good that you caught me like this. I don’t know how I ever would have told you. I love being a girl, and I love it here in New Brunswick.”

“So that’s it then?” she said. “You’re going to break up with me?”

Garrett nodded his head. “When I went out yesterday, it was to see a doctor in town. I got a prescription for some hormone pills. I’m going to start taking them every day. And I think I’m going to stay here in New Brunswick. I’m sorry.”

Tori shook her head and wiped her eyes with her wrist. “I just can’t believe this.” She looked down at her feet. “But I’m glad you told me before we went any further.”

Garrett walked up to Tori and gave her a hug. I couldn’t believe how accepting my daughter was being. I was actually quite proud, even though I felt horrible for her. I couldn’t imagine losing your significant other in such a dramatic way. But maybe she never really loved him. Maybe she never really had feelings for him. It’s impossible to know.

Garrett stayed in the guest room that night, and then he went to stay in a hotel. Tori was quiet for a few days. I looked over her shoulder one afternoon and saw that she was texting Garrett. “How’s he doing?” I asked softly.

“She,” she said, correcting me. She turned to me with a smile. “I think she’s doing well. She seems really happy. I don’t think I’ve ever really seen her this happy.”

I thought about telling Tori that I was the man that Garrett had been with, but I stopped myself. She probably didn’t need to know. I definitely didn’t want her knowing, and I don’t think Garrett wanted it either. It certainly wouldn’t have done any good. Sometimes people don’t need to know the whole truth. Sometimes a bit of ignorance is a blessing for everyone.

It was a few days later when I caught Tori smiling. She’d spent the night out with some friends, and now we had a big day planned together. We were finally going to head out to the zoo, and I finally felt like my head was clear enough to hold a good conversation. But Tori just wouldn’t stop smiling. “What’s with you?” I asked.

She bit her lip. “I know you’ll think that this is probably too soon, but I met a guy last night. His name is Nathan, and he’s so sweet. I just can’t stop thinking about him. I’m sorry.” Her cheeks were red. It was nice seeing her happy. It was nice to know that I hadn’t done too much damage to my daughter.

“Don’t be sorry,” I said. “And I don’t know that it’s too soon. You can’t predict when love with strike.” It was something my wife always said.

She smiled and looked into my eyes. “Maybe we can have him over for dinner next week.” She told me all about Nathan. Apparently he was tall and handsome and bearded: the opposite of Garrett. “I loved Garrett,” Tori said out of the blue. “But I think he came into my life to help me figure out what exactly I want in a partner—and what I don’t want.”

I smiled. “Well, I guess we’re all here to teach each other lessons. Right?” I said. And maybe I had a part of that lesson as well. Maybe my little feminization scheme happened at the perfect time. Maybe I helped Garrett realize who he was, and maybe I was the perfectly timed catalyst for their split. Garrett even helped me to understand myself a little bit better. The night before our outing to the zoo, I signed myself up for a dating website, and within an hour I found myself talking to a woman just a few years younger than me, who had only been a woman for a decade. I would have never considered replying to her had I not had my experience with Garrett.

Nathan was a great guy: the exact type of guy I had in my mind when Tori originally told me that she had a boyfriend. He was handsome, muscular, and very kind. He worked as a plumber, with his own business. He was good to Tori, and it was just a week into their little fling that he convinced her to stay in New Brunswick. She ended up transferring to a university that was just an hour away.

My scheme worked in more ways than I anticipated. I had my daughter back in my province. My eyes were opened to a whole world I never knew existed. And Garrett—who now went by Freida—was happier than she knew possible; she came around the house from time to time to see Tori and I, sometimes even bringing her new boyfriend. I no longer regretted feminizing her; in fact, it was now something I was very proud of. But of course I knew that I did it for the wrong reasons.

I was happy. Tori was happy Freida was happy. Everything was perfect.

THE END


THE PRICE OF WINNING

Xander is best friends with the football team’s superstitious quarterback, Tiger. Tiger is a town hero, constantly being scouted by high-level talent scouts. Then the losing streak starts. Tiger thinks the losing is because of broken pregame rituals: unexpected renovations at the football field, not being able to find the right laces for his shoes, and so on.

Just one loss away from a lost season, Tiger finds himself at a party with Xander. He’s not supposed to drink, but he can’t help it in his depressed state. Xander tries to cheer him up by dressing like a girl and acting like a goof. But one thing leads to another, and the friends find themselves in a locked room together, making a big, drunken mistake. Then, Tiger wins his next game.

Now, Tiger has a new pregame ritual, and it can’t be broken for the rest of the season if he’s going to have any chance of making the playoffs.


CHAPTER I

I was surprised when Tiger showed up at the party. I wasn’t the only surprised one. The whole place became quiet as he stepped through the door and looked around with that emotionless look on his face. I waved at him. He made an attempt at smiling, and then he went towards the kitchen to get a drink. It was a minute before people started chatting again, and ten minutes before they all stopped talking about his season.

It was the most important season of his football career, and it had been a complete disaster. At the end of the previous year, the stands were always teeming with talent scouts. At his last game—his sixth loss in a row—the stands were mostly empty. They nearly won, and then Tiger fumbled the ball. Sadly, it wasn’t his first terrible fumble of the season. It wasn’t the first time he lost the game for his team.

I went up to him in the kitchen. He was standing alone in the corner, looking out the window with a drink in his hand. Even from behind, he looked upset. I couldn’t imagine how he was feeling. Half the town hated him for tanking the team’s season. The other half looked at him like he was a terminal cancer patient, living out his final few months. I was probably in the latter camp, though I knew he didn’t want me pitying him—but it was hard; his gaze was so far gone and his lips seemed incapable of curling into a smile. “You didn’t tell me you were coming out tonight,” I said, trying to be cheery and upbeat.

He stared into my eyes for a long moment before nodding his head. “Coach said I could have one drink before the game on Tuesday.”

I smiled. “Did you see that new Star Wars movie?” I asked, hoping to change the subject away from sports. It was so obvious that football was the only thing on his mind.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Is there a new Star Wars out? I didn’t see the last one,” he said. “Coach doesn’t like us watching those movies. He says all the flashing lights reduce reaction times.”

“No kidding,” I said. I watched him as he looked back out the window. Then I looked out the window to see what he was looking at. But it was a cold evening and nobody was outside. He was just staring at an old swing set, probably just reliving his terrible season over and over in his mind. It was awful seeing him so depressed. When he was winning games, he was the life of the party. He would drink fifteen beers the night before a big game, jump off the roof into a swimming pool, and still be the first star of the game fifteen hours later. He always had a joke and he was always able to breathe life into the shy partygoers. But now, that man was gone—lost somewhere in the empty shell that was his seemingly lifeless body.

I looked around the kitchen and spotted a cute blonde. I’d overheard her talking with some other girls earlier. She had a French accent—likely from Quebec, or maybe New Brunswick. She was tiny: maybe five feet tall and maybe ninety pounds: not my type, but I knew that Tiger loved pint-sized beauties. Tiger was nearly seven feet tall, so it was always funny to me to see him flirting with a girl nearly half his size. But there was something about small girls that always made him beam. So I gave him a nudge. “Hey Tiger—see that blonde over there? I overheard her talking to some other girls. She’s in town for the week, visiting family. She’s cute, huh?” Tiger looked slowly over at the girl, who had her long hair tied into a pair of cute braids.

Tiger nodded his head slowly. “Oh yeah, she’s cute,” he said before turning back to the window.

“I think she’s single. She mentioned something about breaking up with her boyfriend,” I said. “And she’s got a cute accent. I think she’s from Quebec.”

Tiger’s face remained expressionless as he stared out the window. I watched as he closed his eyes, as if he was about to cry.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said. Then he took a deep breath. “Next month we’re playing in Montreal, and they’re probably going to crush us. God, it’s going to be such a disaster.”

I bit down on my tongue. Maybe my efforts were pointless. Maybe there was no sense in trying to cheer him up. So I gave him a pat on the back and told him that I would catch up with him later. I wanted to get away from his negative energy, but escaping it seemed impossible. Even when I was in a different room, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I didn’t have many friends with bright futures. Even my smart friends couldn’t afford college. But Tiger already had a scholarship for a great school. Girls loved him and teachers swooned over him because of his great grades. He was the guy everyone wanted to be, and he’d always been such a great friend. He was there when I broke up with my girlfriend. He stayed at my house for three days, until I stopped crying like a fragile little child. Growing up, he was the only guy who ever showed up for my birthday parties. My birthday was at the end of July, so everyone was always gone on vacation—but Tiger always made a point of being in town for me. So I felt guilty now, knowing that he was in the other room with no shoulder to lean on.

I had to cheer him up. So I poured a strong drink and brought it to him. He stared at it for a long moment. “I can only have the one drink,” he reminded me.

“Two won’t kill you. C’mon. Drink it. It’s good.”

He stared at it for a moment before taking it. “What’s in it?” he asked.

“It’s a shot. Just take it.” But really, it was a little more than a double: enough to warm his bones and hopefully pull him out from his funk. He took the shot and perked up. Then he coughed and shook his head.

“That’s strong,” he said.

“It’s good for you. Come into the other room. You should ask that little blonde to dance. Isn’t this your favourite song?” I asked. He followed me to the other room. Usually, he wouldn’t need the help. But now, he was just staring at the girl while his song played. She was alone, looking around, seemingly waiting for someone to ask her to dance. Tiger was a great dancer. He could sweep a woman off of her feet in a matter of seconds on the dance floor. But now, he just stared with a blank look on his face. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“I really shouldn’t dance,” he said. “Remember last year, when I danced before that big game?”

Tiger was a superstitious football player. He had an endless list of rituals and superstitions. Before each game, he would knock gently on every single trophy case between the changing room and the field. He would jump up and slap the overhead beam before the players’ hallway. When he got onto the field, he would close his eyes and take five deep breaths. Whenever he scored a touchdown, he would change his shoes. Whenever the kicker was attempting a field goal, he would sit on the ground and place his bare hands on the grass. After wins, he would only drink Kokanee. After losses, he would drink Budweiser. He never put ice in his water, because he thought that ice was bad luck within three days of a game.

I have no idea where his rituals came from. They probably developed over time: one game at a time. At first, they were silly. Girls thought his little superstitious mannerisms were cute. But now, they were starting to become obsessive. It took him over an hour after every game to go through all of his little rituals—including changing the laces of every pair of shoes he wore on the field. And he was always filled with a nervous sort of dread, worried that his old rituals were now responsible for his losing streak—but he was too afraid to end his rituals in case he needed them to win. Even now, as he held his bottle of beer, I could see him twirling it clockwise in his hand. I remembered him telling me once that twirling a bottle counter-clockwise was bad luck. He seemed to think that every time he twirled a bottle counter-clockwise, he would fumble the ball in his next game: nonsense, of course, but he was too afraid to take any chances.

“Maybe dancing with her will be good luck,” I suggested. “Maybe she’s like a leprechaun or something. I mean, she is quite small. Do they have those in Quebec?”

He laughed: a small laugh, but maybe the first laugh in six months. It was nice to hear that there was still a sense of humour dwelling deep inside of him: a little piece of hope that he wasn’t completely lost to his football woes.

“Well? Go and dance with her. Look at her. She’s exactly your type.”

He squirmed and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. I need everything to be perfect for the game on Tuesday.”

I tried not to sigh as I watched his expression drop. He sunk back into his funk, looking away from the cute blonde who was waiting for him to approach her. I slipped away and had a few more drinks with friends. We went outside for a smoke, and then we started talking about Tiger. “Because of him, I lost three hundred bucks this year. I’m definitely not putting any more money on their games—unless I’m betting against them,” said Juan.

“Be nice to him. He’s going through a tough time,” I said.

“Maybe he should just step down as quarterback then. Maybe then we’ll have a chance of making the playoffs.”

I sauntered over to the window and looked into the house. I could see him standing across the room with that sad, quiet look on his face. I had to help him. I had to cheer him up—even just for one night. So I went back inside. I went to the kitchen to pour him another strong drink, but I couldn’t find the vodka. I asked Jimmy if there was any more in the house somewhere.

“Check downstairs,” he said. “In my parents’ bar—but don’t take too much. I’m not supposed to go down there.” So I went down to the basement and checked the bar of Jimmy’s parents. I looked through drawers and cupboards. There was no vodka, but I did find a blonde Halloween wig. I chuckled as a silly idea entered my mind.

I looked around the room for more pieces to complete my costume. I found Jimmy’s sister’s bedroom, and inside I found a little black dress and some fishnet stockings. I found a tube of lipstick, which I carefully applied to my lips, and then I put on the dress and the wig. Giggling, I went back upstairs.

I got the reaction I was looking for from my friends. They all started laughing when they realized who I was. Juan, who had been openly gay for a few years already, came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. “You know my birthday isn’t until next week, right?” he said.

“No touching,” I said. “Or I’ll hashtag-me-too your ass.”

The guys laughed. “Why are you dressed up in my sister’s dress?” Jimmy asked.

“I’m going to try to cheer up Tiger,” I said. And then I looked around for him and spotted him on the other side of the room. I knew Tiger wouldn’t be able to resist the urge to laugh. He loved ridiculous gags. So I sauntered over to him, snuck up next to him, and then I wrapped my arms around him. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” I said in my best girly voice.

He looked at me with a curious and reserved look. “I’m sorry. Who are you?” he asked.

“Oh, darling! Don’t play silly! It’s me—your beautiful girlfriend.” I did a little spin, trying not to laugh. And it took him a surprisingly long moment before realizing he was looking at me and not a real girl. His face suddenly turned red and he chuckled.

“Where did you find that dress?” he asked.

“You didn’t actually think that I was a girl, did you?” I said.

“I—I didn’t know what was happening,” he said. “I was zoned out, I guess.”

“Well don’t you like the dress? It’s a size too small and I think it makes my ass look big,” I said, turning my backside to him. It was a minute later when one of his favourite songs came on. I grabbed his hand and I pulled him towards the dance floor. “Dance with me!” I said, giggling. He started giggling as well: a bit tipsy and finally starting to relax.

I felt silly in the dress. I kept getting weird looks from people who didn’t know me—but I didn’t care. I’d never been a terribly shy person. One time, both Tiger and I showed up for a sorority party dressed like girls. We both looked ridiculous, but we thought it would be hilarious—and we were right. They let us into the party and we were the only guys there, surrounded by fifty hot girls. And then there was the time that Tiger dared me to run across the football field in the middle of the game, dressed in my own sister’s lingerie. He didn’t think I was going to do it, but I did it, and we both laughed about it for weeks.

Now, he was starting to break away from his funk: exactly what I wanted. His face was red as he looked around at the girls; they were all probably wondering why Tiger was dancing with a drag queen.

The funky song ended and a slower rap song came on. I stumbled slightly, suddenly feeling the effects of my last stiff drink. I giggled, and then I turned around and started to twerk (a not-so-impressive attempt). I backed into him and grinded against his lap. He laughed nervously, cautiously putting his hands on my hips. Now lots of people were watching, probably unable to tell if we were just screwing around or if Tiger was seriously dirty-dancing with a boy in a dress.

It was all just a big joke, until I felt his erection. I wasn’t sure what it was at first, rubbing hard between my butt cheeks in that tight dress. Then I paused and felt him pressing hard against me, sliding that hard shaft up, cradling it between my cheeks. I took a deep breath and then I stood upright, turning around to say, “I’m getting kind of tired. I think I need a break.”

He smiled and nodded. It was nice to see him smiling—but what was up with that erection? Was it just from all the rubbing, or did he have a confused moment? I caught myself looking down at his crotch, to see if it was real. And sure enough, he had a stiff bulge between his leg. He quickly tucked it away with a quick move, and then we went back to the kitchen. This time, he poured himself a strong drink. I poured one for myself as well. We were quiet for a minute, and then he said, “You know, you actually kind of look like a girl with that wig.”

“Really?” I said with a nervous laugh.

He nodded, and then the silence returned. It was getting awkward, so I decided to turn my goofiness back on. As the other guys walked up, I threw my arms around Tiger. “Oh, Tiger. Introduce me to your friends. Tell them all about me—your new girlfriend.” I giggled. The guys chuckled. And even Tiger let a smile slip.

He put his arm around me and pulled me close against his warm, gym-toned body. He was playing along—maybe too much. I could feel his fingers digging into me: not painfully, but enough that I couldn’t quite move. His hand gently slid up from my side to my rib cage, and then his fingers pushed forward, over my chest, where my tits would have been had I been a real girl.

It was all very strange and unexpected. He was touching me as if I was a real girl, getting carried away with our little role-playing game. So to get a break, I excused myself for the bathroom. I was happy that he was starting to relax, maybe for the first time since that first loss of the season, so many months ago. But at the same time, I didn’t like being grabbed and groped. I didn’t like thinking that my good friend was legitimately attracted to me while I was wearing some chick’s tight dress and blonde wig.

There was a knock at the bathroom door. “Just a minute,” I said. I stared at myself in the mirror, looking into my own eyes. Maybe I did look a little bit like a real girl. With a bit of eye makeup, I would have definitely looked like the real thing. My small size didn’t help, and neither did my tiny nose, big eyes, and long eyelashes. I guess I did have some girly features. Family friends were always telling me that I looked more like my mom than my dad, but I didn’t think that they meant I looked more like a girl than a boy.

The person knocked again. “I said I’m in here!” I called out.

“It’s me,” whispered Tiger. Why was he at the door? I walked over and opened the door a crack.

“What is it?” i asked.

“Can I come in for a second?” he asked.

I let him in. “What is it?” I asked. I thought he was going to tell me something private: a secret or a confession. I stared into his eyes, waiting for him to tell me what he came to say. “Well?” I asked.

“Turn around,” he said.

So I turned around, reeling with confusion. He put his hands on my sides, making me feel small as his long, muscular fingers stretched over my ribs. “Bend over,” he said. So I bent over.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Shh,” he said, hushing me. Then his fingers moved down to my thighs. He grabbed the tight bottom of my dress and started pulling it up.

“What are you doing, Tiger?” I asked.

“Shh,” he hushed again. I felt a cool draft tease my butt cheeks. I laughed nervously, feeling weird with my bare butt in his direction. “Nice panties,” he said. I’d forgotten that I put on panties. I originally had my boxers on when I put the dress on, but they looked silly, bunched up under the tight fabric. So I grabbed a clean pair of red lace panties. Now I felt awkward about the girly underwear.

I froze completely when he took the panties and pulled them down, over the cusp of my butt. “Seriously, Tiger. What are you doing?” I asked. I looked back and became cold with terror. He had his cock sticking out from his unzipped fly. He was erect and throbbing, with long, thick veins crawling up to his massive tip. He spat into his hand and then rubbed the spit down his mighty shaft. “Oh God,” I mumbled. “Tiger?”

“Just relax,” he said with a deep, quiet voice. He pressed his free hand against my back as he gently stroked his shaft, pulling back his foreskin while his erection throbbed.

“Tiger, I’m not gay,” I said. But I couldn’t move. I was too terrified.

“You’re not a guy,” he said with a slight smirk in his voice. Now I was regretting giving him the booze. Maybe the one drink limit was a good idea. I tried to squirm away but he grabbed me with both of his strong hands, pinning me in place. But he only needed one hand to hold my slight body still. He slid the other hand down to my butt and he used that hand to spread my cheeks wide. I gasped as he gently tickled my butthole with the tip of his finger.

I was speechless—too scared to move—to scared to stay still. I felt his wet, warm tip press up against my hole. I clenched tight and bit down on my tongue. “Relax,” he said. And then he began to push. His tip was so warm! I felt so vulnerable and so weak. He could do what he wanted to me; he was twice my weight, with more than eighteen inches of height on me. I kept clenching, and then I had a moment of weakness where I let my anal muscles relax. He suddenly penetrated me and I gasped.

He groaned. I could feel his shaft throbbing inside of my body. I closed my eyes and tried not to cry. He grabbed my hips firmly and let a grunt slip. Then he started to push inside of me. I felt everything stretching: including parts of my body that weren’t designed to stretch. My legs trembled and shook, but he didn’t stop. Even when I clenched hard, he didn’t stop. “Oh God, Tiger. It hurts!” I said.

“Just be quiet,” he said. “And take it.” He kept pushing. It felt like forever before I felt the soft tickling of his pubic hair against my bum. Then he let a long sigh of relief out. He caressed my naked ass and then he began to gently thrust in and out. I felt a tear trickle down my cheek. The pain was intense, but I was too afraid to stop him, worried I would make him remember his abysmal football season. At least I had him distracted. At least he was cutting loose for a night. At least I felt like I was paying him back for everything he’d ever done for me.

And the pain was starting to go away. Each thrust hurt less than the one before. In fact, a warm tingling was starting to grow between my legs. I finally allowed myself to unclench, and then most of the pain vanished. I let out a long sigh, curling my fingers against the bathroom counter. I looked down my chest at my dress-clad body. I could see my blonde hair dangling down, teasing the counter. I felt weird, remembering that I was dressed like a girl, being fucked by one of my best friends. I really wasn’t gay. I’d never thought about being with a guy before. In fact, the thought had always scared me, and made me shudder slightly. I had no issues with gay people, but I’d always been into tits and pussies.

But for some reason, I was starting to feel comfortable with Tiger: his strong body was strangely comforting. I liked it when he moved his big hands up and down my sides, caressing my body, sending warm shivers crawling across my skin. It was a long moment before I realized I was pressing my bum back with every penetration, bouncing against his lap while his long shaft explored the inside of my body.

I let out a loud moan. I could feel all of his veins rubbing my anal walls. It felt so good. I found myself squirming, trying to hold back the euphoria. I didn’t want the moment to end. “Fuck me harder,” I whispered. And then his fingers gripped me tighter and he began to thrust harder. I looked down my body again and noticed that my cock was erect and bouncing up and down, reaching for my abdomen. I felt my face turning red. I didn’t want him to see the erection. I didn’t want him to know that I was liking this, even though I knew he was liking it. “Don’t stop,” I said. If I didn’t want him knowing I was enjoying myself, then why was I begging him to ram me harder? Why was I begging him not to stop?

He fucked me faster, slamming down harder. The euphoria became overwhelming. I let another loud moan slip out and then I pressed my forehead against the bathroom counter. I spread my legs wide and he moved in tighter, ramming me harder and faster. I could feel his thick shaft bloating up inside of me as his fingertips dug into my skin. “Don’t stop!” I said again.

“I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I said as warm beads of sweat began to tickle the back of my neck. Then he came. I felt his hot load gushing inside of my body. I gasped and clenched my hole as he pushed himself in as deep as he could, with his pubic hair pressed against my bum. His body trembled as his huge load unloaded inside of me. Then he stumbled back and I felt it flowing out of me. I gasped and remained slumped on the counter while the warm goo began to pour down my thighs.

“What time is it?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“I should get going,” he said. “I have to train in the morning.”

I managed to peel myself up. I stumbled slightly, feeling the redness as it entered my face.

“Let’s not talk about this,” he said. “Let’s just pretend like this never happened.”

I nodded my head. “Okay,” I said.

He smiled, and then he turned away and left, leaving me alone in the bathroom. When I finally got myself cleaned up and I returned downstairs, he was gone. The party was starting to die down. And my butthole was still throbbing from five minutes of blissful ramming.


CHAPTER II

I woke up wishing the night had been a nightmare. But I knew as soon as I stood up that the fucking had really happened. My bum was still sore and my hole was still slightly agape. I took a long shower, letting the hot water wash down my legs where his cum had dribbled down. My heart was pounding hard, constantly reminding me of what I’d done. Why didn’t I stop him? Why did I let him fuck me? Was he gay, or was he just drunk and I looked a bit too much like a girl?

When I got out from the shower, I spent some time staring at myself in the mirror. I ran my fingers gently down my face, feeling my skin and the curves of my jawline and cheekbones. I did have some traditionally feminine features, but did I look like a girl? I’d dressed up like a girl before, but no one ever thought that I was the real deal. Tiger was just drunk, and that wig had helped to hide parts of my face—maybe the more masculine parts.

I paced around my apartment. On my kitchen counter was the dress and the blonde wig. The rest of my night was a bit of a blur, as the alcohol had seeped into my brain and left me in a bit of a drunken fog of my own. I knew that I was wearing my normal boy clothes when I got into the taxi… apparently I took the dress and the wig along with me, presumably in the grocery bag that was on my kitchen floor. Now, I knew that I needed to return the outfit, but I was embarrassed to call Jimmy to tell him that I had it. I would have to find a way to sneak it into his house… or maybe I could just hold onto it. His sister had a thousand dresses. Would she really notice the one missing? And that wig smelled like dust when I pulled it out from that cupboard. I was probably doing the family a favour by removing it from their house and freeing up a bit of space.  But what the hell was I going to do with it?

It was later that day when I saw Tiger, for the first time since I saw him in the bathroom. We had class together, but he hardly noticed me. He had that faraway look in his eyes again, probably thinking about his upcoming game, making sure he was going through all of the correct traditions so that the football Gods would give him a chance at winning. I was glad that he was distracted. I didn’t want to have any awkward encounters. Though I couldn’t help but think that he couldn’t remember what we’d done together. He was fairly intoxicated when he slipped into that bathroom with me, and he was stumbling slightly when he left me alone, with cum oozing down my legs. Maybe the whole night was a blur to him. Maybe he only remembered fragments. Maybe he thought that he fucked a random girl in the bathroom.

He looked over at me at one point. He forced a bit of a smile: nothing unusual, nothing that suggested he was thinking about our romp in the bathroom. Maybe the romp was now my own little secret. Maybe I was the only person on the planet who knew that it happened. Maybe I would forget about it, given enough time.

The next day was Tuesday: game day. It had only been a few days since their last game, and the Nova Scotia Hurricane was just coming off their rest week: well rested and heavily favoured to win against our slumping team. It was a cool afternoon and attendance was at an all-time low. I showed up wearing a big jacket, with a blanket to rest across my lap. There were a few girls in the stands: girlfriends of players—none of whom seemed particularly interested in the game.

Even I wasn’t too interested, just there to support my friend, not wanting him to think that I was giving up on him like everyone else. I caught myself zoning out with my phone in my hand a few times. And then something strange happened. The announcer screamed, “What a throw! Thirty yards, straight into the hands of Heidelberg! It’s a touchdown!” I looked up and saw Tiger gently stretching his shoulder after making the amazing throw. They replayed the play on the big screen: an amazing play by Tiger. And it wasn’t the last amazing play of the game.

The team was down by three points with just two minutes left. Tiger had the ball, thirty yards from the end-zone, and it was the third down. He was about to throw the ball, and then one of the Hurricane players attempted a tackle. Tiger dodged the move gracefully, and then he started to run the ball. He dodged another player, and then another. Then he jumped over a diving Hurricane: an impressive jump, eliciting a gasp from the crowd. He ran the ball the whole way, into the end-zone, taking the lead with just ninety seconds remaining. It was his last play of the game. The defence managed to run down the clock, keeping the Nova Scotia Hurricane away from the centre line until the buzzer rang.

Tiger’s slump was over. His team ran up and embraced him. They still had a long way to go before they were even in the running for the playoffs, but it was a step in the right direction—and it was all thanks to two amazing plays by Tiger.

I saw Tiger an hour later, at the after party down the street. His eyes were glowing. His gaze was still lost inwards, but he was happy. His face was beaming and he kept biting his bottom lip, trying not to smile. Many people congratulated him on his win, but there were still many sour grapes in the crowd: people who had money riding on the team. The team was favoured to win the playoffs when the season started. Now, they only had a five percent chance of making the playoffs, and most people blamed Tiger for that. The worst of the scorn came from the parents of the other players: parents who were hoping for a playoff run that would place their kids in front of elite talent scouts.

There was still a chance, and I could see that chance glimmering on Tiger’s face, glowing in his eyes. “Congratulations,” I said. He turned around and looked into my eyes. He smiled and nodded his head slowly.

“Thanks,” he said. “And thanks for coming out. I saw you up in the stands, even though it was cold.”

“I don’t mind,” I said. “So is this the start of an epic winning streak? If you win eight straight, you guys will probably make it in—right?”

He laughed. “Eight straight wins. That’s asking a lot,” he said.

“If anyone can do it, it’s you,” I said.

And then I watched as his smile grew. He stared into my eyes and nodded his head slowly. Then a strange tingling dread filled my gut. What was on his mind? Was he remembering our moment in the bathroom? I cleared my throat. “Well, I’d better get going,” I said. “I’ve got class in the morning. I’ll see you later.”

He nodded his head, and then I turned to leave, feeling weird about the whole thing. I could still feel a bit of soreness between my butt cheeks.


CHAPTER III

I was in a cafe the day before Tiger’s next game. I overheard a group of friends chatting behind me in line. “You saw that they won, right?” said one of the friends.

“One game—big deal. You know that they would have to win every single remaining game just to make the playoffs, right?” said another.

“It’s not impossible.”

“It’s basically impossible. Want to know the worst part? My cousin’s on the team. Apparently he had a scholarship pending for UBC. He got a call two weeks ago saying the scholarship is going to someone else. Is it his fault? No. He didn’t botch all of those games. It’s bullshit, if you ask me.”

I was tempted to turn around, to defend my friend. But a part of me was scared to stand up for Tiger. The town hated him more than ever before.

“I’m just saying there’s still a chance,” said the friend to the other.

“Hardly. They should have been playing the alternate QB. Then we wouldn’t be in this mess. You know why they’re not playing the alternate, right? Because Tiger’s parents fund the whole team. It’s all bullshit.” The man was angry, but he wasn’t lying. Tiger had rich parents; they were the richest couple in the town, and everyone knew it. Tiger’s dad employed a third of the town, and Tiger’s mom was the principal of the school, which technically owned the team. Had Tiger’s parents been poor, then he probably wouldn’t have been played after the third straight loss of the year. “He’s just another useless rich kid.”

“You’re probably right,” the other friend said, and then my coffee finished and I left the cafe. I wasn’t free from the town’s hatred for Tiger. Most of the people my age knew that we were friends, so even I got the odd scorn on the street: people thinking I had something to do with Tiger’s miserable season. And maybe I did contribute just a little bit to the season from hell. During the summer, I convinced Tiger to skip more than a few practices, so we could hang out. I pushed him into drinking more than he was supposed to be drinking. I was partly responsible for giving Tiger his big ego: constantly telling him that he didn’t need to train so much, because he was naturally talented. Tiger listened to me—until the season started going downhill.

Tiger’s family was hosting a big event that night. All of the rich people in town were invited, and a few journalists from out of town were coming to interview Tiger’s family. Tiger had sent me an invite a few weeks before, but I declined, not wanting to end up being photographed by any journalists. The odd scorn on the street was bad enough. I didn’t need the whole town lumping me in with the abysmal football season. “You should come,” Tiger texted me, twenty minutes after the event began.

“I’m just going to stay home tonight. I’ve got that big biology test tomorrow,” I wrote back.

“You really don’t want to come? The drinks are free,” he wrote.

“Are you even drinking?” I asked.

“No. But you can drink if you want to,” he said. But it didn’t exactly sound like a ton of fun: drinking by myself, surrounded by rich people and journalists. It seemed like a bad idea: to have a big, rich celebration while the whole town was grinding their teeth with anger.

“I think I’ll pass tonight,” I said. “Thanks for the invite though.”

I didn’t really need to study too much for my test. It was a small test, and it was easy material. I looked over my textbook and then I watched some TV. It was around 11:00 PM when I decided it was probably time to go to bed, so I could get enough rest for the test. Then I got a text message from Tiger. “I’m at your back door. Let me in,” the message said. I went over to my window and peered out. Sure enough, he was standing there on my back porch, looking around nervously, as if he just robbed a bank and he needed somewhere to hide. I went down to let him inside, creeping across the living room because I knew my parents were still awake: I could hear the TV playing in their bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” I whispered as he slipped into my house.

“I had to get away from that party,” he said. “What are you up to?”

“I was just about to go to bed. Shouldn’t you be sleeping? You have that big game tomorrow. You can’t lose or the town will crucify you.”

He nodded his head slowly. “I know. But I can’t sleep. I can’t relax. I’m going to lose tomorrow.”

“Why?” I asked. I heard a creaking overhead. I paused and looked up, worried my parents were awake. I wasn’t supposed to have friends over after 10:00 PM. My parents knew about my upcoming test, and they wanted me to do well, even though they knew I couldn’t afford college, and they couldn’t afford it either.

“Nothing’s right,” he said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

He scratched the back of his neck. “I went to buy new laces for my shoes, but the store is closed for the week. I guess the owner is on vacation. So I went online, but the website said it would take three days for express delivery. And then I went to practice this morning, but our locker room is locked because I guess there’s asbestos or something in there, so they have us in another room—and it’s just not right.”

“None of that stuff matters,” I said.

“I know it doesn’t, but it’s all I can think of. You know how I am: I need things to be right,” he said.

I shook my head. “Was every little thing right before your last game? You had more drinks than usual, and you still won. Isn’t that one of your things?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Some things were different,” he said. “But they were all right for the most part.”

“You just need to relax and keep reminding yourself that none of that stuff matters. Things aren’t always going to be right. Sometimes rooms need renovated, and sometimes stores will be closed. If you were playing in the Grey Cup and suddenly your locker room was closed, would you just give up? If you’re going to make it to that professional level, you need to find a way to control your own destiny. Don’t let all these little habits decide your fate for you.”

“I know that it’s just in my head, Xander. But I can’t change that—not overnight.”

I took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. He was staring into my eyes, looking like he had something else to say, but he was too afraid to say it. “Just go home and try to sleep,” I said. “You’ll do fine tomorrow. You just need to relax and focus on the game—not on the little things. That’s all I can say. The rest is up to you.”

“Xander, I hate to do this. But I need your help,” he said.

“With what?” I asked. I was starting to feel tired. My eyes were becoming heavy while my gut churned with a dread that had been lingering since the night in the bathroom.

“The night before that win. You had that wig and that dress,” he said. His face was white and he was staring down at the floor now, unable to look into my eyes. I looked down at the floor as well. My heart suddenly started pounding. I’d convinced myself that he was too drunk to remember the romp in the bathroom, but now I was realizing it was as clear in his mind as it was in mine. “Do you still have that stuff?”

“The dress and the wig?” I said softly. My voice cracked slightly.

“Yeah.”

“Um. Yeah. Why?” I said, unable to look up at him.

“I won that game the next day,” he said. “I don’t know that I’ve ever played as well as I did the next day.”

“So what are you getting at?” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“Put on the wig and the dress and we’ll go down to the basement,” he whispered. “I’ll pay you money. My parents gave me a thousand bucks for my birthday two weeks ago. It’s yours.”

I opened my mouth to reply but there was a giant lump in my throat preventing words from escaping. “Y—You want me to do what?” I asked.

“Put on the dress and the wig, and we’ll go downstairs. It’ll be fast. Please. I need you to do this for me. Nothing else has gone right.”

I could taste copper in my mouth. My lips were suddenly dry. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and then I attempted to clear my throat. “I can’t do it,” I said.

“I’ll seriously give you a thousand dollars—and it will only take a few minutes. Please Xander. We’ll just do it and never talk about it again.” He reached into his pocket and fished out the wad of bills. I stared at the money, shocked and confused. And then my brain started to consider the offer. I’d already bent over for him once before, so it’s not like I would be losing my anal virginity. And I could still remember how good it felt once the pain went away. For an hour after the act, I was tingling with euphoria. And then there was that thousand dollars. I really needed that money. I only had about fifty bucks in my bank account. I’d never had that much money before.

“You promise it’ll be fast?” I asked with a dull, quiet voice.

“Promise,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. “Come down to the basement in ten minutes.” I turned slowly and went to retrieve the wig and the dress. My legs were already wobbling while my heart throbbed violently.


CHAPTER IV

I felt like I was on the verge of fainting as I paced back and forth in my basement. I was wearing that dress and that wig. There was a dusty mirror across the room that I kept staring at: staring at my reflection, not sure how to feel about my curves. Especially from afar, I actually looked like a girl. Up close, I could see my face, which ruined the whole illusion. And then I opened a drawer and found some of my sister’s old makeup supplies. I didn’t have enough time to doll myself up, but I did decide to put on a little bit of mascara on my eyelashes, and a touch of lip-gloss on my lips. Those two items were enough to make me look a little bit girly: enough for me to get into the right headspace.

I had no shoes or socks on. My bare feet were on the cold cement floor in that unfinished basement. I had to keep moving or my toes would go numb. But whenever I moved, I could feel the satin of the dress rubbing against my skin: a feeling that brought me right back to that party bathroom: the last time I wore the dress. It was a nice feeling: soft and pleasant. But it was a constant reminder of what was coming. It took two days for my asshole to return to normal after Tiger fucked me. Now I had another two days of recovery to look forward to.

I heard him coming down the stairs. A part of me was terrified that it was my father, so I jumped behind the wall and peered out from the shadows, until I saw that it was him. Then I stepped out and he looked at me from across the room. I held my arms out and whispered, “Is this okay?”

He nodded his head slowly. He cleared his throat. “You look good,” he said softly.

“Where do you want to do this?” I asked.

“Anywhere,” he said. Then he looked around and spotted the dresser where I found the makeup supplies. “How’s about there?”

I nodded my head, and then I walked over. I gave the dresser a little nudge, to make sure it was properly grounded. I didn’t want it rocking and squeaking and making a ton of noise that would wake my family up. But it was heavy and steady: good enough to hold my weight. I planted my elbows down on the wooden surface and I spread my legs enough for him to step in.

He stepped forward and put his hands on my hips. Then he began to gently caress up and down, feeling my curves and my sides. “What are you doing?” I asked. “Just get it over with.”

“I can’t,” he said. “I’m not hard.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but then I paused. The words were stuck in my throat. I could feel his big hands moving up and down while confusion swilled in my head. Was he using me to get hard? Could I get him hard? Did that mean that he was gay, or did it mean that I really looked and felt like a woman to him? My heart stuttered. I wasn’t fond of that moment: feeling gay while a strong man handled my body. I wanted to get the act over with, and I knew that standing still wasn’t doing me any favours. So I pushed my bum back into his crotch and I began to sway, grinding my ass against his lap. “How’s this?” I asked in my best girly voice.

He laughed nervously. “I think that’s working,” he said. I closed my eyes and tried to stay in character. That’s all I was doing: acting. It was just a favour for a friend, and a way to make a few bucks. And I kept reminding myself that I had nothing to lose. I’d already let him inside of me once before, so what was once more?

I could feel his bulge growing in his pants: getting harder and harder with each passing second. I heard him let an elated sigh slip out. Then his fingers began to squeeze me, the same way they did a few nights before. “Take off your pants,” I whispered.

He quickly undid his belt and dropped his pants to the ground. Then he stepped forward again, pulling up my dress and pressing his semi-erect cock between my butt cheeks. I kept grinding and he kept groping. But he wasn’t getting fully-erect. I started to wonder if there was something wrong with me. Was I not turning him on? Was I not sexy enough? For some reason the thought of leaving him unsatisfied was frightening. If I was going to be doing this, I at least wanted to do it right. I looked back at him. “Get it up already,” I said.

“I—I can’t,” he said. “I can’t stop thinking about the game tomorrow.”

I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to help. I needed to help. I could come this far and then just fall flat. I couldn’t let him down. So I turned around and looked down at his extended semi-erect cock. I took a deep breath as my head became hot. Then I dropped to the ground, pressing my knees against the cold cement. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but it was my only idea—and I had to do something to move things along. I couldn’t spend all night in that basement with him. I grabbed his long cock, squeezed it firmly, and then I pressed his tip through my lips. I began to suck with my eyes closed. I kept telling myself that it was just another part of his body: no different than any other part. I bobbed my head quickly while I sucked. I tickled the underside of his tip with my tongue. I tried out all of the techniques that used to drive me wild with my ex-girlfriend. And sure enough, he started to throb intensely. His cock began to thicken, hardening, pushing up against the roof of my mouth. I spat him out for a moment to catch my breath. While I was breathing, I tugged his shaft, pulling his foreskin up and down, squeezing a drop of pre-cum out from his reddened tip.

“Does that feel good?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Yeah. Really good,” he said.

“Good,” I said. Then I stood up and spun around. I bent over, placing my elbows down. “Fuck me then.” I waited a moment, and then I felt that big, warm tip pressing between my butt cheeks. He used his free hand to spread my ass open, to make access easier—or maybe so he could see my puckering hole while it was being penetrated. I was clenching hard, but I managed to convince myself to relax, knowing that it would all be over with more quickly if I could relax. He began to push in.

I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. I could feel the stretching, but this time there was no pain. Maybe my asshole was still stretched out from our previous romp. Maybe the pain was never really that bad to begin with, and it was all in my head. I took a deep breath and felt his veiny shaft sliding deep. I moaned, feeling the throbbing against my anal walls. “Fuck,” I muttered. “That feels so good.” But this time, he hadn’t even started thrusting yet. I couldn’t help myself. The euphoria was stronger this time—maybe because I had fewer reservations. Maybe I was starting to accept that I was gay. But was I gay? Did I like being with men? I never caught myself staring at men on the street or daydreaming about men during school—but I certainly did those things with women. So why was I so aroused now? Was the arousal just a consequence of the penetration? Was my pleasure just a response to the stimulation of my prostate?

He slid in deep and began to thrust. This time, I didn’t close my eyes. Instead, I turned my head and stared at that dusty mirror. I watched my small body being dominated by the big, muscular quarterback. I watched as his long cock slid in and out: emerging like a long snake one moment and then disappearing inside of my body the next moment. It felt so good. I was moaning loudly, unable to control myself. Thankfully, Tiger reached around and placed his hand over my mouth, muffling me.

He was more comfortable this time, pounding me harder and faster. And I was taking it: pressing my bum back with each penetration, bouncing on his lap, getting all of his huge cock inside of my body. “Don’t stop!” I begged before biting down on his fingers.

He was groaning and grunting, sinking his fingertips hard into me. I couldn’t believe how deep his long shaft was inside of me. I could almost feel it pressing into my lungs, sliding up along my abdomen wall, up towards my sternum. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end.

My legs began to wobble. I started to picture his perfect cock in my mind. I remembered the feeling of his cum oozing down my thighs, and I wanted to feel that everywhere. So I said, “Come all over me.”

And it was only a few seconds later when he pulled out and said, “Turn around. Quickly.” I spun around and dropped down to my knees, trembling all over. He squeezed his erection tight and began to spray my face and dress-clad chest with his amazing cumshot. It was so warm and it felt so good. I could feel his thick globs sliding down my skin. I moaned and rubbed it all over me, spreading it everywhere while it oozed down. I looked down at my body and saw my big erection pushing up against my dress. There was a small wet spot against my tip: pre-cum. I was on the verge of coming, but I didn’t want to finish myself off in front of him, so I reached down and tucked my cock away before standing up. He fingers a glob of cum off of my collarbone and brought it to my lips. I licked it up, and then we kissed. His tongue penetrated my lips for five long seconds before reality returned to me and I jumped back.

“That’s it,” I said. “Now you should get home to get some sleep—and I should do the same.”

He nodded his head slowly. His eyes were glistening and his skin was pale, with rosy cheeks. He was smiling, biting down on his tongue in his moment of pleasant embarrassment. “Okay. Thanks for this,” he said.

He left, leaving me with a bit of a mess to clean up. It wasn’t until I returned with some paper towel to clean his cum off the ground that I noticed the thousand dollars sitting on the dresser. He must have put it down while I wasn’t looking. I fanned through the money, fighting back the urge to smile. I felt good, although conflicted. I liked having money, but I didn’t like that I’d now allowed my male friend to fuck me twice.

And it wasn’t until the next day that I realized my act wasn’t over. Tiger led his team to a decisive victory: a tremendous blowout, complete with a number of amazing highlights by the star quarterback.


CHAPTER V

Tiger came by my house that evening with an envelope. He didn’t look into my eyes as he passed it to me. “Thanks,” he said softly before leaving. Inside the envelope was a note that said ‘Thank you’ and five crisp hundred dollar bills. It was a tip, or maybe a bonus. I didn’t know what to think of the money. It was a reminder of what I’d done. Tiger obviously thought that I was the reason he played such a tremendous game—and I was starting to wonder if it might be true as well.

Maybe he was getting some anger out on me. Maybe he was unloading his frustrations, using his cock. Maybe he just needed a way to get his mind off of football, and having taboo sex with me was his outlet. Or maybe it was just a mental block that I was lifting him over—either way, I was responsible, was I not? So I felt giddy, smiling as I went about my day.

It was the next day when I received a text message from him. “The next game is on Wednesday,” he wrote. “Then it’s our week off. You have Tuesday night free, right?”

It took me a few minutes to reply. My hands were trembling, but I knew that I now had a duty to fulfil. “I’ll leave it open,” I wrote.

But my job wasn’t as simple as bending over and letting him have at me for however long he needed. I needed to turn him on. I needed to get him aroused, and I needed to get his mind off of football. The town was starting to buzz with hopefulness. Articles came out, suggesting the possibility of a comeback. The odds of making the playoffs had risen to twelve percent. Rumours were buzzing that there would be a talent scout at the next game, which made many parents in the town very happy—even though the talent scout was obvious coming to see Tiger and not the other kids on the team.

I had work to do. I went online with my newly padded bank account, and I ordered a few items: a piece of black lace lingerie, a pair of heels in my size, a few makeup supplies of my own, and a black lace choker to cover my subtle Adam’s apple. My Adam’s apple had been a bit of distraction for me during our last romp. When I looked over at the mirror, I kept seeing it when I tilted my head back. Now that wasn’t going to be an issue—and I would look a little bit sexier for Tiger, getting him into the mood a little bit faster.

My items arrived a couple of days before our date. Tiger texted me to let me know that he had a motel room booked for the night. I told him that I would be there. Then I went into my room, locked the door, and began to practise my makeup. I wore my wig and the lingerie and the heels. I waited until my family was out of the house before practising my voice and my heeled walk. I took a few pictures of myself to see how I looked, and then I found myself ogling my own photos. I really did look hot, especially with that choker around my throat. My lips looked so plump with a bit of lip-gloss. My cheeks looked so prominent with a bit of blush. My eyes looked so big and stunning with a stroke of eyeliner.

I looked at the clock and realized three hours had already gone by. I needed to get myself cleaned up before my family came home. Strangely, I hated the feeling of washing off my makeup and taking off my tight lingerie. It was fun dressing up. Being sexy was a surprising thrill. I found myself praying that Tiger would win his next game, so that I could have another chance to dress up: so I could pick out a new outfit and try out a new makeup style. I couldn’t wait for him to see me all dolled up. I couldn’t wait to see his reaction to my curvy figure in that tight lingerie. I was literally counting down the hours until our date.

And then the moment came. It was 4:00 PM on Tuesday, the evening before the big game. I went to the motel early and checked into the room. I knew Tiger would arrive until 7:00 PM, so I had three long hours to make myself perfect. I spent an hour and a half doing my makeup: getting every little brush and stroke just right. Then I spent some time getting my wig looking realistic and cute. I used a borrowed curling wand to give my hair a bit of bounce. I already had my legs and armpits shaved. I used a product called Leg Shine to make my legs glisten. I even rubbed some on my butt so that my butt would have a cute shine to it. Then spent the rest of my remaining time alone getting the room ready: turning out overhead lights, using pieces of red fabric to cover lamps, to make the room more intimate. I turned up the heat a bit and I put on some soft music. Then came the knock at the door.

My heart raced. I rushed to the door and then I paused with terror. I looked through the peep hole and saw him standing there. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then I gently opened the door and stepped back. He came in and his gaze fell upon me. He said nothing and I said nothing. He put down his bag, closed the door, and then he walked up to me, putting his hands on my sides. I looked up into his eyes. He was wearing cologne. His face was freshly shaved, still smelling of aftershave. He gently caressed my body, and then he kissed me on the lips. “You look beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said in my practised girly voice. He cracked a smile. I ran my fingers down his chest, and then I looked down at his crotch. His bulge was already beginning to throb. He was excited: aroused by the mere sight of me. My heart jumped up into my throat. The extra work was worth it. The idea was to get him in the mood quickly, so the job would be easier. But now I was feeling a bit of regret, worried that I’d done too good of a job. Now foreplay was mostly unnecessary. I knew he would come quickly once he was inside of me. How could he not? I was sexy. I looked like a fuckable sex kitten in my lingerie and choker.

I turned around and strutted to the bed. I crawled up and swayed my bum in the air for him. When I looked back, he was already half naked: shirt on the floor, fingers at his fly. It was only a few seconds before his ripped body was naked. He came up on the bed with me. He ran his hands down my smooth legs and then he ran those hands up my chest. He cupped my tits and squeezed, making me wish I really had tits for him to squeezed. Then he pushed me forward until I fell on my stomach. He bent down and sunk his face between my butt cheeks. He pulled my lingerie to the side and began to tongue my asshole. It was a strange feeling—but a pleasant one. I moaned, squirming as the euphoria pulsed through my body.

I could feel my cock hardening, pushing firmly against the lace of my lingerie. I wanted to reach down and jerk myself off so badly, but I couldn’t ruin the illusion for Tiger. I let him eat me out for the next ten minutes, and then he rolled me over and climbed up my body. He aimed his erection down at my lips and made me suck him. I put my hands on his rock-hard thighs and held on tightly, feeling his hard veins against my tongue as he plunged up and down in my mouth. Another blissful fifteen minutes went by in the blink of an eye. Then he crawled down my body, feeling my curves along the way. He spread my legs and pulled my lingerie to the side, exposing my asshole. He stared into my eyes while he pressed his tip against my hole.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

He nodded his head. His face was red and beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. He took a deep breath, and then he started to push his cock into me. Now, for the first time, he wasn’t fucking me from behind. He was penetrating me while staring at my face. I must have looked hot because his cock was harder than ever before. He was practically salivating at the sight of me, making me feel sexy. I loved that feeling. I didn’t want it to end.

He paused for a moment and then he grinned.

“What is it?” I asked, with three inches of his cock pressed into my asshole.

“Before the next game, I want you to dress like a cheerleader,” he said. “I can get you the outfit.”

I nodded my head and bit the corner of my bottom lip. “If that’s what you want,” I said. He pushed his cock further into me. I moaned and he grunted. He looked down my body with lust glowing in his eyes. Then he began to thrust. I felt so vulnerable and so submissive underneath him. A part of me hated that he was staring at my face while pumping me, but another part loved it. I loved looking hot. I loved being his sex toy.

He pumped me hard and fast, holding me tight with both of his hands. I tilted my head back and let out a loud cry. I could be as loud as I wanted, now that we were in a motel room and not in the basement of my parents’ house. He fucked me harder and harder. “Please don’t stop!” I begged. “Keep fucking me. Fuck me harder!” I could feel the whole length of his impressive cock sliding in and out, massaging my anal walls, making my body pulse with excitement. I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair. The euphoria was intense: more intense than ever before.

I could feel a tingling between my legs. I could feel my whole body buzzing. Then suddenly, I felt like I had to pee. I tried to hold it back, but then I just couldn’t tolerate the ecstasy anymore. I let go and looked down as a big wet spot began to form around my crotch, where the tip of my cock was. But it wasn’t pee—I was coming. His cock was perfectly slamming into my prostate, and ten minutes was enough to make me climax. The white cum seeped through the small holes in the lace. I reached down and wiped some up, pulling it up my torso, tasting a little bit of it before rubbing it on my chest.

He watched with glowing eyes, getting even harder inside of me. His mouth fell open and then he groaned loudly. He quickly pulled out, squeezed his shaft, and began to unload all over my torso and face. It was an amazing feeling—but I was sad that our romp was over. It would be two weeks before his next game, and there was a chance that I wouldn’t even be dressing up again for him.

But there was the chance that he would need me again. There was a good chance that I would be putting on a cheerleading outfit and taking it in the ass again. Maybe he would make me come again. Maybe he would make me experience a whole new level of orgasm.

Or maybe this whole thing was spiralling out of control. Maybe this needed to stop. Maybe I needed to get him to realize that he didn’t need to fuck me in order to win games. He wanted to make a career as a quarterback, after all. I couldn’t just be around for him to fuck before every game for the rest of his career.

I needed to convince him that this was all nonsense. I needed to convince him that he didn’t need me, even though I was staring to like our romps together—especially because I was starting to like our romps together. I had to save him, as well as myself.


CHAPTER VI

It was the night before the next big game. Tiger had been sending me text messages all day, but I hadn’t been replying. I’d made the decision to cut him off. He needed to win a game without me and realize that he didn’t need me. It was my form of tough love: teaching him a valuable lesson the hard way.

Of course I was terrified that he would lose the game. I couldn’t help but be sucked a little bit into his own superstitious mentality. What if he did lose? Would he blame me? Would it sort of be my fault for tripping him up mentally the night before? But I had to do something. He wanted to be a quarterback as a career. I couldn’t just be on call for the next ten to fifteen years. And what about when he had to make road trips? Would I have to go on the road with him?

“I’m going to come over,” he messaged at 9:00 PM. I panicked. I took a deep breath and began pacing my room. My parents were downstairs. I knew that they would let him into the house if he showed up at the door. I thought about going downstairs to tell my parents that I was feeling sick, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t stop them from letting Tiger in to see me. So I quickly got dressed and went down to the living room. “I’m going to a friend’s house,” I said.

“This late?” my mom said.

I bit down on my tongue. “He needs help with a project due tomorrow,” I lied.

“What friend is this?” she asked.

“Frankie.”

“Who’s Frankie?”

“You know Frankie,” I said. “He comes over all the time.” She gave me a blank look, because there was no Frankie—I made him up.

“Oh. Okay. Well don’t stay out too late,” she said.

I left quickly, knowing Tiger would be at the door within minutes, like a junkie looking for a fix. I slipped out the back and started in the opposite direction of Tiger’s house. I had nowhere to go, so I just walked and walked until I reached a dog park that was abandoned for the night. The air was a bit cold, but not unbearable. I took a seat on the bench and then I looked at my phone. It was ten minutes later when Tiger sent another message. “Where are you, Xander? I really need to see you. The big game is tomorrow,” he wrote. I didn’t reply. Then a minute later, he wrote. “Don’t make me wait at your place.” Was I going to be sleeping on that bench overnight? “The town will kill me if I lose tomorrow,” he wrote. “I have that cheerleader outfit.” Then he sent a photo of the outfit, spread out on his car’s passenger seat.

My heart skipped a beat. The outfit was cute. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to see myself in the little skirt and the tight halter top. I wanted to feel the soft fabric against my skin. He even had a little thong resting under the skirt on his seat: red to match the team colours. I sighed and squirmed—but I remained strong, taking a deep breath and biting down hard on my tongue. I didn’t reply to the message.

“Please, Xander. I need you. I don’t know where you are, but I need you.”

It was hard to resist, but somehow I managed. It was 2:00 AM when I finally returned to my house, creeping down the alley as I snuck up to the door. I looked around to make sure he wasn’t camped out anywhere. Then, without turning on any lights, I made my way to my bed and crawled under the covers. His messages had stopped. I couldn’t help but wonder if he managed to find another fix, or if he’d just accepted that he wasn’t going to be getting any. Did it have to be me? Could he have a fling with another lady—or a ladyboy?

The thought made me tense up. I didn’t like the thought of him being with someone else, but I wasn’t sure why. It’s not like we were dating. It’s not like we were an item. Or were we? It felt like we had something together: something special, that I was ruining by hiding away. But I had to hide—I had to teach him that he didn’t need me.

But when I woke up in the morning, my will wasn’t so strong. As I opened my eyes, my heart started pounding. A horrible coldness crept down my spine. Did I just ruin the team’s season? Was I about to be responsible for Tiger’s crucifixion? Were all of those kids about to be stripped of their college dreams? I looked at the time. It was almost 10:00 AM: I slept in.

I sprung out of bed. The game was due to start in just two hours. Tiger was probably already down at the field, getting warmed up. On the radio, the local hosts were talking about the game. “Will Tiger extend the team’s win streak? If they win this game, they might actually have a shot at making the playoffs.”

I paced around my room. My parents and sister were gone. I had the house to myself. I took a deep breath and then I found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror. “What are you doing?” I whispered. I looked at the time. Now there was only an hour before kickoff. I had to get ready.

I ran to my sister’s room and I began to dig through her closet. I needed an outfit. I dug until I found something that seemed appropriate to wear out: a tight grey crop top (almost like a sports bra), a tiny pair of white denim shorts, and a little jean jacket that tied the whole outfit together. I knew that my sister was down at the field to watch the game; her and her friends got tickets the day before. So I had to make myself unrecognizable. I put on more makeup than usual, going thick with the eyeliner, dark with the eye shadow, and heavy with the contouring. I used lipstick instead of lip-gloss, and then I put a black hat on top of my wig, giving me a bit of a hipster look. I squeezed my feet into my sister’s black flats, and then I took off for the game with just fifteen minutes to kickoff.

I knew I was going to be too late. I was fifteen minutes away from the field. And to make matters worse, the parking lot at the field was full. The streets were all crammed with parked cars, so I had to park many blocks away and run the rest of the distance. I could hear the anthem ringing out while I was still three blocks away. I knew Tiger was already on the field, but I kept going. I had no plan, but I knew I had to do something.

I went to the ticket booth. “One ticket, please,” I said softly. I expected the man behind the desk to laugh in my face. But instead, he just looked into my eyes and said, “Sorry, ma’am. We’re all sold out today. First sell-out this season.”

I bit my tongue. “I don’t mind standing.”

“I can’t let you do that. Sorry, ma’am.”

I was a bit distracted by the fact he really thought that I was a woman. Did I really look the part? Was Tiger possibly not bluffing when he told me that I looked cute? Was he maybe not secretly gay? When I was dolled up, did I really look like a chick? “There must be some way for me to watch the game,” I said.

“On TV,” the man said.

“I need to get in there. It’s really important,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know what you want me to say,” he said.

I looked behind him. There was a door into the stadium. “Where does that door go?” I asked.

“Why?” he said.

“I want to know,” I said.

He shrugged again. “It goes to the offices, the locker rooms, and the field. It’s not for the public.”

“I’m friends with one of the players. I really need to see him,” I said.

He laughed. “Okay, lady. I’m going to have to ask you to go now,” he said.

I shook my head. “Please let me in. I’ll give you five hundred dollars.”

His eyes lit up. “Seriously?” he said.

I had the money. Tiger left it for me after our last romp. I pulled it out from my wallet and showed it to him. He wavered. “No. Sorry. I can’t,” he said. “If I let you back there, I’ll get fired. It’s not worth it.”

“No one will catch me. And I’ll just tell them that I snuck in through another door,” I said.

He paused again. “No. I can’t. It’s not worth it,” he said again, shaking his head. But I could tell that he was considering it.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll give you the money, and I’ll suck you off.” His eyes lit up and he became tense. I became tense too, surprised to hear the words coming out from my own mouth.

HIs lips parted but no words came out. Then he looked around at the empty space behind me. “Okay, come in,” he whispered, opening the little door. I stepped in slowly. My legs were trembling. I wasn’t actually expecting him to take the offer. I looked at the door to the hallway. I thought about running, but I knew he would chase me and call security. If he called security, I would never find Tiger. “Duck down,” he whispered, looking around again. “Before anyone sees you back here.”

So I sunk down to my knees, dipping my head below his little counter. I looked up at him. His face was red. His body was tense. He reached for his belt and started to undo it. Was I really going to do it? Was I really going to suck his cock? I bit down on my tongue and watched as he pulled down his fly. He was really going to pull it out, so I had to decide if I was really going to suck it.

I thought about Tiger. I thought about how devastated he would be if he lost the game. But maybe that’s what he needed. Maybe he needed to lose the season, so he could figure out how to stand on his own two feet, without charms and superstitions. I closed my eyes for a moment, and I was about to stand up and walk away. I could keep the money and I wouldn’t have to suck a stranger’s penis.

Then, I heard the announcer. “Touchdown! What an unfortunate fumble by Tiger Wilkinson! Just two minutes into the game, the Edmonton Wheat Kings find themselves up after an unfortunate giveaway.” The sound of the crown groaning was sadly audible.

I couldn’t let them eat Tiger alive. I had to help him.

In front of me, the ticket man now had his long, thin cock out. It was flaccid. “Well? Aren’t you going to suck it?” he whispered, looking around.

I reached out with a trembling hand. I wrapped my fingers around his soft member. He perked up. I took another deep breath, then I pulled it into my mouth. I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly while I got him aroused. And it didn’t take much. After just a few seconds, he was throbbing on my tongue, getting hard and large quickly. He moaned slightly, reaching out and grabbing his counter. I bobbed my head faster. His cock wasn’t getting any thicker, but it sure was getting longer, stretching out further and further, until his round tip was pressed into the back of my throat. Two long minutes went by. He moaned and groaned. His cock was fully erect now, throbbing intensely, dripping pre-cum onto the flat of my tongue. He reached down with one hand and grabbed the back of my head, pulling me tight into his unshaved crotch. His pubic hair tickled my nose and cheeks. I kept sucking.

“Another fumble and another touchdown!” yelled the announcer. “Not even halfway through the first quarter!”

My heart pounced. This was all my fault. I had to do something. I had to save Tiger.

I pressed my lips firmly around the cock and I bobbed my head faster. “Whoa,” the man said, gripping the counter with a firm grasp. I reached up and grabbed his ball sack. I massaged it with a tight grip, making his legs tremble. “Shit,” he moaned. “It’s coming. It’s happening.” I braced myself, and then I received a huge cumshot straight into the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I took all of it. I swallowed awkwardly, and then I stood up, wiping my lips.

“T—Thanks,” he said. “I’m Billy, by the way. Can I have your number?” he said.

I shook my head. “I have to go,” I said. I slipped through that door, and I closed it behind me so I wouldn’t have to see the man’s face. I wanted to forget all about the awkward blowjob. I had to find Tiger and I had to fix the mess I’d created.


CHAPTER VII

The hallways were confusing. I felt like I was lost in a maze. There were no signs, but many, many forks and turns. I even found myself on a whole different floor, trying to open locked doors. I could hear the muffled announced when he said, “Ten minutes remain in the second quarter.” I just wanted to find the field so I could wave down Tiger, but I couldn’t find it anywhere.

I was trying to open a door when it suddenly swung open. I threw myself to the side, hiding around the corner, before I was spotted by a group of men in suits. They were coming out from an office. They were all fuming. “He’s off the team. I don’t care how much money his family gives us,” the oldest of the men said. “That’s our season. Already down by twenty and the half isn’t even over. What a goddamned joke!”

The other men were red in the face. They were apparently too angry to notice me squashed in the corner, next to the door they just threw open.

“I’m just going to go down to the field, to tell Mackey that we’re leaving early,” said one of the men. He turned around and started in the other direction. I remained frozen, and then I realized I needed to follow him if I was ever going to find Tiger. So, keeping my distance, I followed the man down the long hallways. He went down a flight of stairs and then he turned many corners, until he came to a door with the word ‘FIELD’ written in big letters overhead. He stepped out and I remained in the hallway, squashed into a little nook beside a closet door. The man came back a minute later and walked by me without seeing me. Once he was gone, I ran up to that door I poked my head out.

I was on the field, staring at the back of Tiger’s team. The defensive line was out on the field. The offence was sitting on the benches, staring down at the ground. I read their names on their jerseys until I spotted WILKINSON. He was close, hanging his head particularly low. Then the coach looked back and I jumped back into the hallway. How was I going to get his attention?

I looked back down the hallway and saw the labelled doors. The first was the players’ changing room. Then was the janitorial closet. Then the third door simply said ‘CHEER SQUAD’. My eyes lit up and I ran to check the door. It was unlocked, and sure enough, all of the outfits were there: their cold-weather outfits, their summer outfits, and their special occasion outfits. I grabbed the classic skirt and halter top combination and changed quickly, even grabbing a pair of pom-poms. Then I crept back out onto the field as the announcer said, “We’ve reached our final minute!”

I felt my blood turning cold as I saw all the faces in the sold-out crowd. I took a few steps out, then some music started playing. Along the side-lines, I saw the cheerleaders shaking their pom-poms and extending their arms to the beat. I paused for a moment, then I began to imitate them, trying to blend in. I turned towards the crowd and saw a number of faces staring right at me. I was terrified that they would see that I was actually a man, but instead, they just watched with casual smiles. One of the men winked at me, and another whistled. I smiled, feeling strangely amused and warm inside.

A few of the players looked back at me, probably wondering why I wasn’t where I was supposed to be.

It was two minutes before Tiger turned around and saw me. He started at me with a curious look for a moment before recognizing me. I smiled and his eyes lit up and his lips parted. I nodded my head towards the door, and then he rose to his feet. Once the song was finished playing, I turned around and zipped back through that door. It was ten seconds later when he came through the door and said, “You’re here.”

I nodded. “I’m sorry about last night. I’m sorry about all of this,” I said.

He shook his head. “It’s not your fault. I don’t own you,” he said.

“No, but I don’t want for you to lose everything. I might not always be around for you. At some point, you’re going to have to figure out how to take control of your own destiny. But I’m here now, and maybe I can help you turn this game around.”

He smiled and nodded his head slowly. “I like you,” he said. “Last night, when I couldn’t find you—I was disappointed; not because I thought that I would lose this game, but because I’d been looking forward to being with you for so long. I don’t know—I guess I felt heartbroken.”

“Really?” I said, feeling strangely light and giddy.

He nodded his head. “They just told me that this is my last game on the team. So I guess you don’t have to keep dressing up for me.”

My heart swirled down into my stomach. “But I like dressing up,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well maybe you can just dress up for me for fun then,” he said.

I smiled, but I felt terrible. He was playing his last game, and it was partly my fault. I looked over at the janitorial closet. “Want to slip in there for a few minutes—just for fun?”

“Okay,” he said.

So we went into the closet. He pushed an old chair against the doorknob after flicking on the light. The room smelled like bleach and it was oddly warm. He turned to me and I threw myself into his arms. He was warm and wet with sweat, but I didn’t mind. I pressed my face against his and we kissed. I didn’t care that he was a man. I liked him, even though I was normally attracted to girls. I had no idea if that meant I was gay or bisexual or something else—but it didn’t matter. The label was irrelevant. I let him feel my body while I reached under his jersey to feel his sweaty muscles. Then I sunk down to my knees and he helped me fish his cock out from his equipment. He was already erect for me. I grabbed his thick shaft quickly. I squeezed it and moaned. I missed that amazing piece of meat!

I pressed it through my lips and sucked while his veins throbbed on my tongue. He was so big: so much bigger than the ticket man—so much warmer and harder, too. I ran my tongue up the length of his veiny member, and then I tickled the tip of his erection. He laughed and moaned. I leaned back and stared at the impressive towering dick. “It’s so big,” I said in awe, having never truly looked at it and analysed it before.

“It’s all for you,” he said.

I stood up. I extended my arms and he hoisted me up as if I weighed nothing. Then I reached down and grabbed his wet erection. I aimed his tip between my butt cheeks while he pulled my thong to the side. Then he lowered me down slightly, so his thick member would penetrate my butthole. I moaned as I stared into his eyes, his thick arms wrapped around me, holding me against his sweaty body. “Fuck me,” I said.

He started to bounce me, holding me up by my butt cheeks. I could feel his veiny member stretching me wide. I could feel every inch of him throbbing inside of my body. I went limp, overwhelmed with amazing euphoria. My erection popped out from my thong and slipped out from under my short skirt. Now it was rubbing against his warm, sweaty abs. He seemed to like it, looking down at it with rosy cheeks and glistening eyes.

I came first, and it didn’t take me long. He moaned as he watched my cum spewing up the length of his body. Then he pulled me tight so that I was pressed against my own substance. It squished and spread all over both of us. Then I could feel him bloating up inside of me. “Are you going to come?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

“Good,” he said.

Then I felt it, blasting inside of my body, filling me deeply. I gasped and squirmed and moaned. “It feels so fucking good,” I said.

“It’s yours whenever you want it,” he said.

“Every day,” I smiled.

He smiled back and we kissed. Then he set me down gently and his huge load poured down my thighs. He helped me get cleaned up before darting back to his changing room to be with his team. He told me to wait in the cheerleaders’ room. “There’s a TV in there. You can watch the rest of the game. The cheerleaders won’t be back until after the game.” So that’s where I waited for him.

In the third quarter, Tiger threw three amazing passes, two of which turned into touchdowns. In the fourth quarter, he threw another amazing touchdown, and then he ran in his own touchdown to take the lead and the victory. After the game, he slipped into the cheerleaders’ room to give me a kiss. “Just remember: that had nothing to do with me,” I said.

He nodded his head with a smile. “It had everything to do with you, but not for the reason you think. Come with me to talk to the press.” He reached out and took my hand.

“Like this?” I said.

He nodded with a smile. “You look great,” he said.

“Okay.”

I took his hand and we went out to the swarm of journalists. My picture ended up on the cover of the paper: me standing next to him while he told everyone that I was the reason the team had been on a win streak. I was nervous at first, knowing I would be recognized by close friends and family members. And I was recognized, but no one was upset with me or embarrassed; instead, I got calls from people thanking me. My own mother told me that she was proud of me, which took me by surprise.

Just like that, I turned into a sort of town hero. Nobody seemed to care about the fact that I used to be a man. It didn’t even make it into any of the news stories that mentioned me by my new name, Alexa.

The only people who had mean things to say were the bitter players that Tiger beat out on the field. A few of them called me ‘tranny’ and ‘trap’, but I didn’t mind. It was just the price of winning—and the price of love. It was a small price to pay, if you ask me.

THE END


STRETCH MY HOLE

Eugene’s friend, Patton, has been depressed since the sudden passing of his brother. His depression is so bad that he attempts suicide, landing him in the hospital for many days. During Patton’s stay in the hospital, while on a combination of strong drugs, he tells Eugene his secret: that he’s never been in bed with a woman.

Now, Eugene is determined to make his friend’s dream come true, to make him happy so he doesn’t try to hurt himself again. He’s willing to go to great lengths, even ready to pay a girl to do the deed. But Eugene can find nobody, except for a girl named Astra, who is willing to go on a date with Patton and to get him drunk, but she’s not willing to go that extra mile. So Eugene is ready to take over the rest. The plan is for Astra to get Patton drunk and into a dark bedroom, then she’ll make the switch with a dolled up Eugene. It’s a sacrifice he’s willing to make for his best friend—but it’s a sacrifice that comes with consequences.


CHAPTER I

I couldn’t believe I was squeezing into a tight dress. I felt sick. I felt foolish. It was my own plan, but now I was starting to think that it wouldn’t even work. Did I ever think it would work? Now, as I stared down at my satin-clad body, I wondered why I ever thought this ridiculous idea might actually work. And so much planning went into it…

I couldn’t back down now. The wheels of the plan were already in motion. Soon, Patton would be in that bedroom down the hall, expecting a woman. And if I wasn’t there for him, something bad might happen again. I couldn’t let something bad happen. Patton was one of my best friends. He was a good man, and he didn’t deserve what he was going through.

Mavis helped me zip the dress up. I thought it was tight before it was zipped. Now, it was almost hard to breathe. “Are you sure I don’t look like a sausage?” I asked.

“Your female voice,” she said. “You have to keep using it.” I kept forgetting about the stupid voice, which we’d spent two days practising, just for this moment. And I probably wouldn’t even be saying anything, assuming everything went according to plan.

I nodded my head. “Right,” I said softly. I cleared my throat. “Are you sure I don’t look like an overstuffed sausage?” I asked.

“You look fine. It’s supposed to be tight,” Mavis said.

I bit down on my tongue. “And you’re sure you don’t want to just do this?” I said, still in my girly voice.

“You know I can’t. He would recognize me in an instant. Even with the lights off. Now sit down and let’s get onto your makeup. We’re behind schedule. We only have fifteen minutes until show time.” I hated that she called it show time. I hated that she was reminding me that we weren’t just playing dress up for shits. Soon, I would be in a dark room with a man, and that man was going to be expecting sex from me. I pushed the thought out from my head. I had to keep that thought out so that I wouldn’t break down. I kept telling myself that it wouldn’t be so bad, that it would just be a few minutes, and then I could swap places with Astra again.

Astra was downstairs, getting sweet with Patton. She wasn’t part of our friend group: a friend of a friend who agreed to help us, but she wouldn’t agree to sleep with Patton, even though we offered her five hundred bucks to do it. No one would do it for the money. Some girls became absurdly outraged when we suggested the idea. “Do I look like a prostitute?” they would say. We thought about reaching out to an actual prostitute, but the logistics were just too complicated, and we didn’t want to give Patton some disease by accident. Astra looked like me: dark hair, dark eyebrows, big eyes, small frame, and similar cheekbones. When I suggested the plan to our friend group, I didn’t think that I would end up being the one who had to sleep with Patton; it didn’t even seem like a remote possibility. I figured we would be able to find a girl who looked enough like Astra: a girl who could do the bedroom swap for the right amount of money. Sadly, no girls took the bait, and my friends all agreed that I looked more like Astra than anyone we knew—and Astra was the only girl willing to spend the whole evening with Patton, buttering him up. But she wouldn’t sleep with him.

I don’t know why girls were so opposed to sleeping with Patton. He was a normal guy. He was fairly handsome, quiet, funny at times, and he was always nice to everyone. But for some reason, he turned girls off. There was something about him: something that I couldn’t see. And that something was apparently repulsive to some girls. “Him?” they would say when we showed them his photo. “Ew. Not happening.” They made me feel even worse for Patton. Thank God he was never around to hear their reactions. Hearing a girl saying “ew” would probably be enough to make him attempt suicide a second time.

Mavis carefully drew on my eyeliner before rolling some mascara onto my eyelashes. She was moving slowly. “It doesn’t have to be perfect,” I said. “The room is dark. He won’t even see my face.”

“Better safe than sorry,” she said to me, before moving onto the eye shadow.

The plan was fairly simple: Astra had been out with Patton all day, flirting with him while getting him drunk. Setting up their date wasn’t so simple; it took a whole week to set up. I had Patton meet me at the mall, but I was purposely late. Then Astra, who Patton didn’t know, moved in and chatted him up, getting his phone number before I slipped in. Then we had Astra run into him again, pretending like it was a random encounter. They chatted some more, and then we had Astra text him to set up a date. That date was happening now. I was upstairs with Mavis in Astra’s house while they were downstairs drinking. Astra was going to send Patton to her bedroom before slipping into the guest room, where we were quietly getting ready. Then I would slip into the bedroom and do the deed. Then Astra would slip back in and she would politely send Patton home, telling him she had to work early in the morning.

Patton would no longer be a virgin. Without his virginity, he would be a new man: confident and—with any luck—no longer suicidal. This was our way of saving him, of helping him to forget about his late brother. And I had to keep telling myself that it wouldn’t be so bad.

I’d practised with a small dildo the day before, and it didn’t hurt. It felt weird, but it didn’t hurt. I figured Patton probably wasn’t very big: maybe even smaller than the dildo. Being a virgin, he probably wouldn’t last long. So really, I only had to take a bit of thrusting for a couple of minutes. It was the least I could do for a good friend who would have done anything for me.

“I can hear them coming up the stairs,” Mavis whispered. We both froze.

“I’m just going to slip into something more comfortable,” Astra said with a giggle. Patton giggled as well. “That’s my room right there. Why don’t you just wait for me?”

We listened as the bedroom door opened. “Is the light broken?” Patton asked with a bit of a drunken slur.

“Oh yeah, sorry. I’ve been meaning to replace the bulb. It’s okay. Dark can be fun too, right? Just wait one minute for me.” Now Astra was coming towards the guest room. My heart was pounding. It was almost my turn to do my part. I was terrified, but also relieved that it would soon be over.

Astra entered the room. Her cheeks were red and she was staggering slightly. “That’s some strong vodka,” she whispered.

“Shh!” Mavis said, pressing her finger to her lips.

“Oh my God, look at you,” Astra whispered, looking at me with a big smile. “You actually kind of look like me. It’s freaky.” She said the exact same thing, without the drunken slur, two days before at our ‘makeup test’. She sat next to me while Mavis did my makeup, trying to match Astra’s style. Mavis was a professional makeup artist; she worked on movie sets, usually doing creature effects. On me, she used some contouring tricks to make my face look even more like Astra’s.

Now, I looked in the mirror. I really did look just like her; the similarity was almost haunting. Of course, I could still see myself. We didn’t look like identical twins—but we did look like fraternal twins. It was enough of resemblance to trick a drunken man in the dark.

“You’re such a good friend, Eugene,” said Astra, giving me a pat on the back. Then she dropped down to her knees and began to rub my legs up and down. She giggled. “But I wish I had your legs.” I looked down at her. She was very drunk. We were lucky that she didn’t drunkenly spill our plan to Patton. She did what she had to do. We told her to get him drunk, but not so drunk that he would remember nothing. She deserved the five hundred bucks we were paying her for her service.

“Okay, Eugene. You’d better go,” whispered Mavis. “Good luck.” She walked over to the door and gently pulled it open. My legs trembled and my gut turned. I wasn’t gay. I hated the idea of being with another man. I hated the thought of kissing him even more than I hated the thought of him penetrating my back door with his shaft. But I had to do it. I had to save my friend, and this was the only way to do it.

After he tried to kill himself, I visited him in the hospital. He was loopy from the drugs they were pumping into him. “Your brother wouldn’t want you to kill yourself,” I said to him, trying not to cry.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I just hate being a virgin,” he said. A few minutes later, he fell asleep from the IV drugs. I don’t think he meant to tell me his secret. I never knew that he was a virgin until that moment.

Now, I was walking towards that bedroom door, about to take away his virginity while pretending to be a girl. I could think of so many ways the plan could go wrong. But I couldn’t let it go wrong. I had to do it. I had to sleep with Patton.


CHAPTER II

The room was darker than I expected. I hadn’t been in the room since I replaced the bulb with a broken one, and it was still daytime then. Now, the room was black, and it took a moment for my eyes to adjust enough to see Patton’s silhouette on the bed. He was dressed down, only wearing his boxers.

“You look amazing,” he said, even though he could probably only see my silhouette. I closed the door behind me, making the room even darker. Then he laughed. “I can’t see anything.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Use your imagination,” I said with the voice I’d spent two long days practising. I was hoping I wouldn’t have to say much more. I climbed onto the bed and could smell his cologne. It wasn’t a terrible smell: a mix of cedar and sawdust. He was still, keeping his hands to himself. I put a hand on his thigh, feeling his soft leg hairs. My heart stuttered and a lump began to fill my throat. I squirmed. I had to stay strong. I wanted to get up and run so badly, but I knew that would only cause more damage. My plan wasn’t to drive him back to suicide. My plan was to help him, to pull him out from his funk, and to give him something he’d always wanted.

He gently put a hand on my arm. He moved it up slowly. “Your skin is so smooth,” he said. I knew that he would keep talking if I didn’t kiss him. And if he kept talking, he would expect me to talk back. So I had to bite my tongue. I closed my eyes and leaned in, pressing my lips against his. I could feel his scratchy stubble. Oh God, I was kissing a man! My stomach turned and my skin became cold. I didn’t want to be kissing a man. Hell, I didn’t want to be touching a man. But I had to do it. I put a hand on his side and gently stroked his body. He was surprisingly hard and muscular, considering his smaller frame. I moved my hand down to his waist, feeling the band of his boxers. I grabbed that band and began to pull it down.

I felt him tense up. I could almost hear his heart pounding. He was probably even more nervous than me. I tugged his shorts down to his thighs, and then I sat back from our kiss. I couldn’t see his cock in the darkness, but I knew it was out in the open. Thank God I couldn’t see it. I didn’t want to see it. I just wanted to get this all over with. So I pulled his boxers off of his legs and I tossed them aside. “You’re so beautiful,” he said. His voice cracked.

I didn’t want to reply. I didn’t want to use my voice unless I absolutely had to. So I slid back on top of him and pressed my lips back against his. Now he was kissing a bit more aggressively, opening his mouth slightly and pushing against my lips with his tongue. I hesitated, and then I let him in, trying not to gag. Kissing was bad enough; now we were French kissing. And I could feel his naked body. I could feel his soft pubic hair against my thigh. He’d pulled my dress up, exposing my panty-clad bum and my flat abdomen. He nervously reached down and grabbed my butt cheek softly. I froze. I felt strangely violated. I felt dirty. My stomach was boiling with regret. But I couldn’t turn back now, so I let him squeeze my ass.

Then I felt it: his shaft throbbing against my thigh. He was growing, getting aroused. I tried to ignore the hardening lump against my leg. I tried to focus on counting the passing seconds in my head. I hated that he was getting an erection for me, but I needed that erection if I was going to get this act over with.

We continued kissing. I tried to get him harder faster by grinding my body against his shaft. It was a gross feeling: his manhood rubbing on my bare leg. But it was working: he was throbbing harder and growing faster.

Then, he surprised me by putting his hands on my shoulders. He pushed down, making me slide slightly, away from his face. I quickly realized he was pushing me down to suck his cock. I began to panic. It wasn’t part of the plan, but I didn’t want to offend him. I didn’t want him to know that I was completely disgusted. I didn’t want him to think that I wasn’t actually turned on by him and his throbbing penis. So I let myself sink down while my heart slammed against my ribcage. I groaned and bit hard on my tongue as my face came close to his shaft.

I was trying to think of an out, and then he reached down and cupped my face, under my chin. With his other hand, he grabbed his erection and pressed his tip against my lips. He sure was aggressive for a virgin. I couldn’t deny him now. I had to do it. I had to open my mouth. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend it was just a dildo. His cock slipped onto my tongue and pushed back towards my throat. I closed my lips around his girth.

He wasn’t small, like I expected. He wasn’t smaller than the dildo at all; he was much bigger. I could feel him throbbing. Was he still growing? It sure seemed like his shaft was stretching lengthwise, and bloating against my lips. Just how big was he? I tried not to gag as I began to bob my head. I tried my best to keep my tongue away from his manhood, but it was becoming increasingly impossible. Why did I agree to this? Why did I come up with this crazy idea?

He moaned, slipping both of his hands into my hair. Now my heart stuttered again. He was massaging a wig. It was fastened down firmly with a number of clips, but if he decided to pull my hair, it would surely come off, along with some of my own hair. I couldn’t only hope that he wouldn’t get that excited.

Now his cock was huge: enormous inside of my mouth. I sucked hard and bobbed fast, massaging his length with my tight lips. I was terrified he wouldn’t fit in my ass, which was already lubricated. Before Mavis started doing my makeup, I took a large dab of sex lube and pressed it into my asshole: a terrible feeling, but not nearly as terrible as the feeling I was going to experience in a matter of minutes.

But he was a virgin. He would have no idea that he was in my butt and not my pussy. I knew that for a fact, as my ex-girlfriend used to let me put my cock in both holes, and it was hard to tell the difference at first. One time I thought I was in her bum, and then she let me know afterwards that I had slipped into her pussy halfway through the act. So if I couldn’t tell, Patton, a lifelong virgin, surely would have no idea.

I choked, coughing, leaning back and taking a deep breath in. His tip had pressed down my throat, stopping air from getting into my lungs. “Sorry. Are you okay?” he asked.

I nodded my head, taking a second to recuperate. Then I looked down at his cock. Now my eyes had adjusted enough that I could make out some detail. I could see his long, thick shaft resting on his abdomen. His tip was well beyond his belly button, and soon it would be well beyond mine too.

It was time to get the act over with, time to take away his virginity, as well as my own anal virginity. I crawled up his body with my dress still hiked up. I reached back and pulled my panties to the side, exposing my butthole. My cock and ball sack were taped down with a special tape Mavis said they used on film sets to keep men from getting erections during nude sex scenes. It was an awkward feeling, having my package taped down, but it was better than having it dangle onto Patton’s body.

I reached down and grabbed his slick shaft. I aimed it up and closed my eyes. I wasn’t religious, but I was tempted to say a prayer. Then I pressed the tip between my butt cheeks. I heard Patton gasp. His body was tense and he was trembling slightly: about to lose his virginity as a twenty-seven-year-old man.

I bit hard on my tongue, and then I sat down, doing my best to keep my passageway unclenched. It took a moment for his dull, thick tip to penetrate my hole. Then he was suddenly inside of me, stretching me wide. I groaned and gasped. I clenched because it seemed impossible not to. I took a moment, and then I forced my body to relax so I could sink down even more. He was so thick! I couldn’t believe my hole was managing to stretch wide enough for his girth!

He put his hands on my hips. “Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” he said, running his hands up and down gently. I said nothing back, unless you count the whimper that escaped my lips.

I sunk lower and lower. I couldn’t believe how long he was. His shaft seemed endless as it pushed up into my body. I clenched again, and then I groaned again. Surely it was almost in me completely. Surely he didn’t have more length to give me…

I fell forward, pressing my hands onto his chest. My legs began to tremble. His shaft was pressing into some sort of sweet spot. My toes clutched the bed sheets and I let out a loud groan. What was happening inside of me? What was that warm buzzing? I squirmed my bum from side to side. I could still feel my hole stretching. Would the stretching be permanent? Would I need to invest in diapers from now on?

Finally, I felt his pelvis with my bum. I took a moment, taking a deep breath. He stared up at my dark silhouette, admiring the beauty he thought I had. Then I began to bounce. It felt weird: even weirder than the dildo. I didn’t think I would be able to feel so much. I didn’t think that I would be able to feel his foreskin or his throbbing veins. I didn’t think it would be so warm, and so alive.

He reached up and cupped my breasts: silicone inserts Mavis snatched from a film set. He squeezed them hard and moaned. “It feels so good,” he said. I nodded my head, though I wasn’t sure I agreed. It didn’t feel bad or good—it just felt weird.

I kept bouncing, trying to pick up my pace. I could feel everything: every inch of his impressive cock as it slid inside of my body. I just needed him to come. Once his load was inside of me, I could excuse myself for the bathroom, and then I could swap places with Astra again. She could send him home, and our weeklong plan would be successfully executed. I was a bit proud of myself for going through with the act. All week, I thought I would end up chickening out at the last minute. But now, my good friend was no longer a virgin. I let a smile slip.

And then I felt a strange buzzing between my legs. It was just a vibration at first, and then it became pleasant. I sighed as it grew stronger. My legs wobbled and I moaned. Then I let a little giggle slip. “Do you like that?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said softly. He grabbed my hips and then he began to thrust upwards, into my body, pushing his tip towards my throat. I gasped. He was thrusting fast. The sensation was intense, making my body tense up. But he was thrusting through the tension. It didn’t seem to bother him. Maybe he even liked it. He groaned loudly, squeezing me tighter.

“Don’t stop,” I heard myself say. He fucked harder and harder. “Fuck me! Fuck me!” I said through clenched teeth. It felt good now: very good. Euphoria was pulsing through my body. My legs shook and I began moaning wildly. He was groaning loudly. I could feel his shaft bloating inside of me. He was about to come—I was moments away from a successful mission!

I screamed as the pleasure reached its most intense. Then he dug his fingernails into me and came. I felt it: huge blasts of warmth shooting deep inside of my body. I gasped, digging my own fingernails into his chest. I squirmed. I could feel all of it: every single blast, every single flutter of his penis. Once he was finished, I awkwardly stood up. I felt his load rushing out of me, but I couldn’t clench it back because I was too stretched.

I stumbled slightly. I was strangely exhausted and lightheaded. I bit down on my lip and tried to remember the sentence I’d practised more than any other. “I—uh—I’m just going to get myself, uh, cleaned up.”

“Okay,” he said with a quiet voice.

“That was fun,” I said. It wasn’t a sentence I’d practised.

“It was better than fun,” he said.

I lingered for a moment, even though it was my cue to leave. I felt empty but amazingly satisfied. I wanted to say something else, but I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say. I must have stood there for twenty seconds before turning around to leave. I closed the bedroom door and then I jogged down the hall to the guest room, so I could get changed back into my own clothes.

As I stepped in, both Mavis and Astra looked down at my legs. “Wow,” they both whispered. I looked down and saw the cum oozing down past my knees, on both of my legs.

I stuttered. “Let’s just get me cleaned up,” I said. “And let’s not talk about it. Okay?”

Astra was already in her night attire, which I thought was probably too sexy for the occasion: a tight silk robe with lacy embellishments. It looked more like lingerie than something that was supposed to say, ‘It’s time for you to go home.’

She waited a couple of minutes before walking to the door. “Okay, I’m going in,” she said. It was only five minutes later when we heard Patton leaving the bedroom and walking towards the stairs. We all crept up to the window and watched as Patton got into a cab. Once the cab was gone, we cheered and high-fived. Mavis gave me a hug, and then Astra surprised me by giving me a hug. “That was kind of fun,” she said.

“We couldn’t have done it without you,” I said. “Just be nice to him for the next while. I’m sure he’s going to be texting you. Don’t ghost him and don’t break his heart.”

“I know the drill,” she said with a big smile. Then she slapped me on the butt. “You look cute, by the way.” She winked. She was still drunk, and I was still filled with a combination of regret, excitement, and confusion. Her compliment didn’t help.

I was happy to be back in my proper clothes, happy to have the makeup washed off of my face and the itchy wig off of my head. Mavis didn’t say anything to me about the act. She didn’t ask how it went or how I was feeling, and that was probably for the best. I didn’t want to talk about it. I didn’t even want to think about it. I wanted to start the process of forgetting about it entirely. But once I got home, and I was in my bed, it was all I could think about. It didn’t help that my bum was a bit sore and my hole still felt stretched out.

I actually went through with it: I actually let a man fuck me in the ass. I thought it would be easy to put behind me, but now the memory was already replaying in my head, over and over. Every little detail was so vivid: I could even remember the feeling of his thick veins rubbing my inner anal walls.

I didn’t get much sleep. It was hours before I finally dozed off, and it was only because of a couple sleeping pills.


CHAPTER III

I was slow to get out of bed the next morning. I found myself staring at the ceiling, wondering what the hell I’d done. My bum was still a bit sore, even though we only fucked for a few minutes. I swear I could still feel a bit of his cum inside of me. Once I was finally out of bed, I took another shower. I stood in the hot water for a long time, trying to summon a thought that wasn’t a memory from the previous night: anything that would come into my mind. But I could only see the dark silhouette of that massive cock, and I could only remember the feeling of that pleasant buzzing between my legs.

When I got out from the shower, I had a message on my phone. It was from Patton. “We should meet up. Mavis is free. Are you free?” he asked.

I stared at the message for a long time. It had been a while since I’d gotten an unsolicited message from Patton. Since his brother passed away unexpectedly, I always had to be the one to message him, to ask how he was doing, to see if he wanted to get out of the house. It was nice to see that he was at least feeling good enough to initiate a meeting. But now, I wasn’t so sure I was ready to see him. “I’m free,” I replied. “What did you have in mind?”

He wanted to meet up for coffee at the mall. It was an activity we used to do a lot together, until his brother passed and it suddenly became difficult to drag him out anywhere remotely public. I got dressed and I headed out for the mall. My heart throbbed the whole way. I was terrified of seeing his face, worried he would look into my eyes and realize the truth.

I parked at the end of the parking lot and made the long walk to the doors where we always met, next to the little café beside the bookstore. I could see him through the window, sitting there with Mavis. They were both smiling and laughing. He looked happy. I hadn’t seen him smile like that since he lost his brother. It was a nice sight. Was I about to ruin it by showing my face? Would I expose myself just by stepping inside?

They both looked at me as I approached the table. I forced my biggest smile, and then they both smiled back. “Hey, Eugene,” said Patton. “How’s it going?” He was happy and full of life.

I took a seat slowly, watching him carefully. “I’m okay. Didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.”

“No kidding,” he said. “Me neither.” Then he cracked a smirk.

Mavis looked at me. “Patton was just telling me about a girl he met,” she said with a tiny wink.

Patton nodded his head quickly. His cheeks turned a shade of red. “I met her the other day, when you were running late,” he said. “She gave me her number, and then we met up last night.”

“Oh yeah,” I said, nodding my head slowly.

“She’s great,” he said, laughing nervously. His face turned a darker shade of red.

“He can’t stop talking about her,” said Mavis.

I was silent for a moment, not sure what to say, afraid of saying the wrong thing and terrified of saying nothing at all. “When can we meet her?” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

He laughed and then shied his face away. “I don’t know. We’re not official or anything yet. I mean—we just went on a date. It’s not like we’re going steady. But I don’t know. Maybe you’ll get to meet her.”

I nodded my head slowly, looking over at Mavis, who was smiling brightly, as if she wasn’t even a little bit worried that he was going to have his heart broken. The plan was for him to be happy with a one-night stand. I never thought about the possibility of him falling for Astra, and I certainly didn’t have enough money to keep up the rouse indefinitely. “Just be sure to keep your options open,” I said. “You wouldn’t want to miss out on the perfect girl by putting all your eggs into this chick’s basket.”

He looked at me strangely, and maybe it was a strange thing to say. “I guess you’re right,” he said. “But I’ve already messaged her to see if she wants to go on another date. I’m just waiting to hear back.”

I nodded my head again, looking back at Mavis. Now her smile was diminishing slightly. Maybe she was starting to realize the new issue. Would Astra’s inevitable rejection push Patton back to his suicidal ways? “Why don’t we walk around? I really need a new dress shirt for work,” I said, hoping to spark a change in topic. We started talking about work, but I could tell that Patton’s mind was still on Astra. Whenever I looked over at him, I could see that glossy look in his eyes; I could see that his gaze was elsewhere, somewhere inside, replaying his date—and probably that moment in the bedroom with me. I shuddered, trying not to think of that moment.

“So Patton, what do you think of enrolling in school again? Isn’t that deadline coming up soon?” I said, hoping to get his mind off the brunette we paid to be nice and flirtatious to him.

He looked at me. It took him a moment to register my words, as he was still daydreaming about Astra. “Huh? School? Yeah, maybe I will register. It’s just been so long since I’ve taken a class.”

“But you’re so close to getting your degree. You should really just finish it.”

He nodded his head in agreement. “You’re right. I’ll look into registering when I get home.”

“Don’t forget. Make a mental note of it,” I said with a smile. He needed to get back into school, where he would be surrounded by women. He needed to see that he had tons of options, especially now that he was no longer burdened with his virginity. “I think there’s actually a party tonight—at Clive’s place. He works with me. I think there will be a lot of people there. I have the invite on my phone. Maybe we could all go together.”

Then his eyes lit up. “I’ll see if Astra wants to come,” he said. He pulled out his phone and started texting. Then I looked at Mavis and she looked at me. Now she wasn’t smiling. Now we had a whole new problem on our hands. “I’m just going to run and use the washroom. I’ll be a minute.”

“Take your time,” Mavis said.

Once he was gone, Mavis shook her head. “Now what do we do?” she asked.

“I don’t know. One of us should call Astra. Maybe she can let him down softly. If we can get him to that party, we might be able to find him a quick rebound girl.”

Mavis closed her eyes and sighed. “I have a feeling he’s not going to go for another girl,” she said.

“I’m sure he will,” I said, not even believing my own words. “He just needs to see that there are more fish in the sea, so to speak. Now that he’s not so mopey and gloomy, it shouldn’t be a problem. We’ll just get some alcohol in him to help him relax a little bit.”

“I don’t like this, Eugene,” said Mavis. “I feel like we’re just putting a big Band-Aid on this problem.”

“We just need to get him steady on his feet.” I had too much invested in Patton’s recovery to just let him have his heart broken by Astra. I couldn’t let him slide back towards suicide after what I sacrificed for him. I was prepared to beg every girl at the party to help us out, if that’s what I had to do. I knew it wouldn’t take Patton long to get his life back on track. He just needed time to get over his brother’s death—and then he would need a bit of time to get over Astra. And during that time, he was going to need distractions. “I’ll call Clive and see if it’s okay for you guys to come.” I slipped out my phone and began typing a message to Clive. That’s when I noticed that my fingers were trembling. I was nervous: petrified. What if we really had just slapped a Band-Aid on Patton’s problem? What if his depression was about to become worse than ever before?


CHAPTER IV

I was at the party before Mavis and Patton. The place was already busy, so it was hard to find Clive, so I could thank him for letting me invite a few friends. “It really means a lot,” I said.

“As long as they drink their own booze and they don’t break anything, I don’t care,” he said.

I held up a large case of beer and smiled. “This should be more than enough for them. And whatever they don’t drink, you can have.”

He gave me a pat on the back. “Just put it in the kitchen with the rest of the liquor.” So I placed it on the kitchen table, which was teeming with cases of beer and bottles of hard alcohol. Within moments, people were snatching cans from my case. But I didn’t care—I had no intention of drinking, and I was pretty sure Mavis wasn’t planning on getting drunk either. We had work to do. We had to work on finding a girl who could take Patton’s mind off of Astra. I decided to get started right away, looking around to find a girl who could be Patton’s type. And that’s when I saw Astra, standing across the room. She looked at me a moment later, and then she smiled.

“W—What are you doing here?” I asked. I felt embarrassed standing in front of her. She knew what I did with Patton. She saw the cum draining down my legs.

“Patton invited me,” she said.

I shook my head. “And you came? You’re supposed to be politely avoiding him until he’s over you.” I bit down on my lip to hold back my frustration.

“I tried to politely turn him down, but he was so adamant that I come. He got really upset when I told him that I had other plans. What was I supposed to do?”

I took a deep breath. “Well what are you going to do with him tonight? What if he tries to kiss you or something?” I said.

“I already have a plan,” she said. “I’m going to pretend to get a call after an hour or so, and then I’ll leave. I’ll say that my friend needs a ride to the hospital. It’s fine, Eugene. Quit stressing out.” She put her hand on my shoulder and smiled. I could tell that she was already a bit drunk. The vodka was strong on her breath, and her pupils were slightly different sizes. “You’re kind of cute, you know.” She gently bit her bottom lip. “Maybe after all of this, we could see a movie, or hang out at my place and watch some Netflix.”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. The little faith I had in Astra was quickly floating away. I looked down at the clear drink in her hand: a tall glass, which was possibly entirely vodka.

A few minutes later, I saw her from across the room, flirting with another guy. She put her hand on his shoulder while she laughed, and then she bit her lip flirtatiously, the same way she did before hitting on me. “Great…” I muttered.

Patton showed up with Mavis. He was dressed nicely, with a nervous look on his face. But he looked more confident than ever before: standing tall and teeming with excitement. I suddenly had a spark of hope. Maybe Astra would end up genuinely flirting with him. She was obviously horny, so maybe she would pull him up to one of the empty rooms, and then we would have nothing to worry about.

Patton went to Astra and tapped her on the shoulder. She played along well, giving him a hug—but she dodged his kiss, pretending like she didn’t notice it. Then she led him to the kitchen and poured him a strong drink. I watched as Patton tried to put his arm around her. I decided to move in before he got too carried away with her. “Hey Patton. You made it!” I said. He turned around and smiled.

“Hey, Eugene. Oh, hey, I want you to meet someone. Eugene, this is Astra. Astra: Eugene.” I shook her hand, pretending like I’d never seen her before. Then Patton chuckled. “You guys could almost be brother and sister.”

I smiled with thin lips. “I guess I can sort of see the resemblance.” My gut rumbled and I pushed the comment out from my head, along with the memory of the previous night.

“So you guys are friends?” I said. I had no idea what else I was supposed to say.

Patton looked at Astra and then back at me. “Yeah, I guess so,” he said. “We, uh, actually went on a bit of a date last night. Right, Astra?” He was looking at her nervously, desperate for her approval. It was a bit of a sad sight, especially because Astra kept looking over at a particular tall blonde man every time Patton looked away from her.

She nodded her head. “It was fun. We saw a movie and then we got some drinks. Would you guys excuse me for a moment?” She walked away, eyeing the blonde man again on her way towards the bathroom. He returned the glare with a smirk. Thankfully, Patton saw none of it.

“So that’s her, huh?” I said, nodding my head.

“What do you think? She’s pretty beautiful, huh?” he said.

“Totally,” I said. “ I think she’s great. But, uh, she doesn’t really seem like your type, if I’m going to be honest. She’s a bit… high fashion—you know? There’s a really cute blonde here. She was in one of my biology classes: nice girl. Maybe I can introduce you.”

Patton shook his head and chuckled. “I’m here with Astra. That would be weird—and inappropriate.” Speaking of inappropriate, Astra was now flirting with a guy next to the bathroom door, behind Patton’s back. I was terrified he would turn around and see her teasing the man’s chest with her fingertip.

But she was surprisingly good at keeping her slutty side hidden from Patton. She returned to Patton a few times to chat with him, keeping his spirits up. Then she would slip away to flirt with the handsome boys. The blonde man took a particular interest in her, following her to the bathroom at one point. I went down the hall to check on them and I saw them making out at the end of the hallway. I had to tap on her shoulder. “Are you crazy?” I hushed.

She looked at me. “I’m going to leave here in a minute,” she said. “Just, uh, tell him that I got that call.”

So that’s what I did: I found Patton and told him that Astra got a call and had to leave. “She told me to tell you,” I said.

“Why didn’t she tell me herself?” he asked.

“It seemed urgent,” I said. “I don’t know. I wouldn’t think too much into it.”

I watched his expression drop. He looked ruined, as if he knew it was all a rouse. I couldn’t let that devastation linger and grow. “It’s fine, man. She had to go. It happens. Here, I’ll introduce you to that girl.”

“I’ll pass,” he said. I went with him to the kitchen and watched him drink a strong drink in a matter of seconds. His smile was gone. Then he got a text message. He checked it and a small smile crossed his face. I looked over his shoulder and saw that it was from Astra. Thank God. ‘Sorry I had to run. We should hang out soon!’ she wrong. She was a slut, but at least she was a reliable slut. That smile lingered on his face as he typed out his response.

Then I introduced him to the blonde. He didn’t seem to care, even though she was more interested in him than any girl I’d ever seen before. I left them to talk, but shortly after I walked away, Patton came to find me and the blonde had gone to find her friends. I looked down and saw that he was sending another text message to Astra, even though she hadn’t sent him anything since that one message. He had another stiff drink in his hand.

So I found Mavis. “Can I talk to you in a room for a minute?” I said. We went up to one of the empty rooms, which belonged to Clive’s sister. It was pink and adorned with hearts, even though his sister was in her thirties.

“What is it?” Mavis asked.

“He’s obsessed with her,” I said. “He won’t stop texting her, and he scared away a girl who was actually interested in him.”

“Maybe he just needs to be rejected,” she said. And then I remembered seeing him in the hospital, shortly after his suicide attempt. It was such a heart-breaking sight: his cold, weak body, void of happiness. It was so sad to know that he didn’t think life was worth living. I didn’t want him to return to that state.

“We need to do something,” I said.

“Like what?” she said.

I looked around. I saw the closet and I imagined its contents: women’s clothing, shoes, makeup, and probably some lingerie. Then I pushed the strange idea out from my head. “I don’t know. But we can’t let him destroy himself. I’ll think of something.”

We went back down to the party. That bit of hope was gone from Patton’s face now. He was staring at his phone, waiting for a reply to his fourth consecutive message. “Maybe put the phone away,” I said.

“Why do you care so much?” he said to me, narrowing his eyes as he slurred his words slightly.

“I just want you to have fun. She had to run to help her friend. She’s probably busy. Let’s go hangout with people. There’s a guy here who plays that same computer game that you play: the shooting one.”

“I think I’m going to leave,” he said.

“No. Don’t leave,” I said, imagining him in his apartment alone, surrounded by so many ways he could harm himself. “Come on. Meet some of my work friends. They’re cool guys.”

I was shaking, terrified and desperate. I felt like I was losing control of a situation I was so in control of just twenty hours before. I sacrificed so much: my body and my money. Now I was losing my grip entirely. Patton begrudgingly came with me to meet my work friends. But he was too mopey. He had nothing to say, so they quickly gave up on trying to talk to him.

He wandered off to the kitchen and poured himself another drink before staring down at his phone. That’s when I got an idea: the only idea I could come up with. I needed to get his phone.

He put it down before pouring himself yet another drink. I snatched it and took it to the bathroom. Then I started changing his settings. I changed Astra’s information in his phone to my information after deleting myself. All of the messages were preserved. I used my own phone to text Astra, to tell her not to message him, no matter what. ‘I changed your number in his phone to my number, so I’ll handle him from now on.’ Surprisingly, she replied quickly. “Sounds good,” she said.

Then I snuck the phone back onto the table while Patton was looking for it on the counter. He was getting worked up, searching in a panic. “What’s wrong, Patton?” I asked.

“Someone stole my phone,” he said, stumbling slightly in his drunken state.

“Isn’t that it right there?” I said, pointing at it. He sighed and snatched it. He quickly checked his messages, and then his body became deflated.

I snuck away and sent him a message from my phone, which came up as a message from Astra on his phone. “Sorry! There was no reception in the waiting room,” I wrote. He replied immediately.

“No worries,” he said. “I miss you.” I groaned. He was coming on so strong. Why was he coming on so strong? Did he want to scare Astra away? “You should come back to the party.”

“I think I’m going to go home to bed,” I wrong.

There was a short delay, and then he wrote. “Are you with someone else?” I rolled my head and groaned again. He was making himself sound so pathetic. Why? He wasn’t a pathetic guy. He was a kind guy. He was talented and ambitious. Why was he acting so clingy?

“No. Just tired,” I wrote.

“Come back. Just for a little bit. I miss you,” he wrote. I peeked around the corner. He had another new drink in his hand. I sighed, and then my old idea came back to me. I went up to that pink bedroom and I looked in the closet. Sure enough, it was filled with clothes, shoes, and makeup. There were even a few spunky wigs—colourful, probably for raves, but better than nothing. I grabbed a sexy outfit and I grabbed a few makeup supplies. Then I pushed a chair in front of the door and I stared getting myself dolled up.

“I might come back—just for a few minutes,” I wrote.

“I can’t wait to see you,” he wrote back.

My stomach ached. What was I doing? Why was I going through with this crazy plan? What was I going to accomplish, aside from making him even more attached to Astra?


CHAPTER V

I worked with what was available to me, and I was banking on Patton being too drunk to realize he wasn’t actually with the real Astra. He fell for it once, so he could fall for it again. And now, I’d managed to remove the real Astra from the equation, giving me more control over the situation. But did I really want more control? Did I really want to be solely responsible for Patton’s fate?

I didn’t have much to lose. I’d already slept with him once, so sleeping with him a second time wasn’t the worst possible scenario. I just had to make sure my identity remained safe. I spent forty minutes in that room, doing my own makeup, trying to emulate what Mavis was able to do for me the day before. I tried on half a dozen different outfits and eventually landed on that two-piece lingerie combination: high-waisted lacy panties and a lacy bralette. It was a simple outfit, and luckily my body was still smooth and hairless from shaving the day before. I found a little bottle of perfume and sprayed myself without even testing the scent first. It was a bit of a juvenile scent: almost fruity, like something a pre-teen girl might wear. But I needed whatever I could get.

“I’m here,” I messaged Patton.

“You are? Where are you? I don’t see you,” he wrote back quickly.

I stood up on the bed and carefully unscrewed the light bulb, making the room dark. I hid the light bulb in a drawer and then I grabbed my phone to reply to Patton. “I’m upstairs, waiting for you in a room. Come and find me.”

I paced the room as my stomach groaned. What was I doing? Why was I allowing this to happen? How was I helping him? I knew that I wasn’t helping in any long-term capacity, but maybe I was keeping him alive for another day. I just had to keep him happy while he was intoxicated. Sober, I didn’t think he would hurt himself. But drunk, it was anyone’s guess. So I just had to guide him through the night. I just had to keep a smile on his face. Then I work on letting him down easy.

I saw the shadow creep under the doorway. I froze, taking a deep breath. I bit down on my tongue and listened as the doorknob turned. Then I saw his silhouette, standing in the doorway. “Astra?” he said.

“Hi,” I said softly.

“You really came back?” he said.

I nodded my head. “Come here, and close the door.”

He stumbled slightly. He was drunk. Was I taking advantage of a drunken man? Was this ethical, or was this evil? My intentions were good—I swear I just wanted to help him. Maybe I was misguided—but he was still alive, wasn’t he? He was happier than he’d been since long before his suicide attempt.

He walked right up to me, keeping his hands clutched at his sternum. He laughed nervously. “Sorry,” he said.

“For what?” I asked with a whisper. I didn’t want my voice to get too loud.

“For being weird. I—I don’t know why I got like that. You left, and I just started getting all paranoid. I don’t know. Maybe there’s something wrong with me. Maybe I don’t deserve you. I feel like I don’t deserve you—”

I put my finger to his lips, quieting him. Then, after a moment of reluctance, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his. He became tense, and then he relaxed, kissing me, slipping his hands around me. It wasn’t long before his lips parted and his tongue began pushing through my lips. He hadn’t shaved since our last romp. Now, his stubble was extra-scratchy, almost irritating. But he had more confidence. He was gripping me with his hands and stroking my body with more assurance. He even reached around and caressed my ass before cupping my tits and squeezing them. He was almost overwhelming: a different man than the shy boy I slept with the night before.

He grabbed my hand and pulled it down, pushing my fingers down the front of his pants so I could feel his throbbing erection. I paused. My heart stuttered. His aggression was scaring me. I could handle the gentle, timid Patton—but I wasn’t sure I could handle this beast. He turned me around and pushed me down onto the bed. Then he was suddenly on top of me, pinning my arms to the side as he leaned down to suck on my neck. I gasped. My heart rate increased. I tried to squirm but his hold was too good.

“Patton,” I whispered, trying to get him to relax a little bit.

But his intensity continued to amp up. He grabbed the straps of my bralette and pulled them hard down my arms, stretching them until he had my chest revealed. I froze in terror, worried he would realize I had no breasts. But instead, he began to suck my nipples, not seeming to realize there were no titties. Maybe he just thought that I was flat chested. “Patton,” I said again, but his hearing was turned off. I could feel his amazing cock throbbing against my thigh. He was hard and bigger than ever. I tried to squirm away again, but he reached out and pinned me.

Then he laughed. “Where are you trying to go?” he asked.

“You’re scaring me,” I said.

“Good. I know that’s how you like it,” he said with a grin.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“I saw your Instagram—that post you made last night. You like a man who’s a gentleman on the streets and an animal under the sheets.” I assumed he was referring to a post made by Astra. I bit down on my tongue. Before I was able to reply, he sunk down lower. I froze.

“Patton, stop,” I said. He grabbed my panties and began to pull them down. This time, I didn’t have any tape holding my shaft down. Those panties were all that stood between my reality and him, and now, he was tugging them down. I tried to reach down to grab them, but he was too strong. He pulled the panties out from my fingers and yanked them down to my thighs.

Then he leaned down and ran his tongue up the length of my shaft, which was tucked firmly between my thighs. I was completely frozen, rigid with terror, worried he would become enraged in his drunken state. He froze suddenly, realizing something was wrong, realizing his tongue just licked something long and soft: something that wasn’t a damp hole.

“What the hell?” he said.

I wanted to get up and run, but terror kept me frozen in place. He stared at my crotch while his eyes adjusted. “Is that—Is that what I think it is?” he said.

I closed my eyes, praying for the nightmare to end. I shouldn’t have told him to come upstairs. I shouldn’t have gotten dolled up. Why couldn’t I just flirt with him all night on the phone? Why did I think I needed to appease him with another bedroom romp? He looked up into my eyes. “Astra?” he said.

“W—What?” I said softly.

The silence was paralyzing. A loud ringing began to drone in my ears. Then I watched as his lips moved. It was a moment before I realized he asked, “Are you a transgender?”

I remained still for a moment, and then I slowly nodded my head. “I—I’m sorry. I meant to tell you,” I said. My heart was pounding. He was just about to realize that I was his good friend, Eugene—I could see it coming.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he said. “Were you afraid of what I would say?”

After another moment of silence, I nodded my head.

Then he smiled. “I don’t care,” he said. “In fact, it’s kind of hot.” Then he laughed again before looking back at my crotch. Then he slipped two fingers under my cock, making me twitch. He held it up and then he sunk it into his mouth and began to suck. I gasped, clutching the bed sheets. There was something so wrong about the feeling of his warm mouth: his wet lips caressing my shaft, his tongue sliding up and down my veiny member. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend there was a woman between my legs, but it was almost impossible as I could feel his stubbly chin on my ball sack.

And worst of all, he was starting to make me erect. It was probably just the friction of all the warm, wet moving parts. I tried again to close my eyes, to imagine a woman, but it was just impossible. So I turned my head to the side and saw myself in the mirror. The sight of myself helped. I looked like a girl. I looked cute. Even the sight of a boy’s head bobbing up and down on my lap was a strangely arousing sight. Or maybe the arousal was just a consequence of the fact my shaft was being stroked up and down.

My stomach turned. I closed my eyes again. I just needed to get this romp over with. I needed to make him come so I could start figuring out a plan to get Patton firmly on his feet, and independent. “Stroke yourself,” I said.

He followed my command, reaching down, tugging his pants to his knees, and then stroking his long erection. I watched in the mirror, seeing the silhouette of his nearly-foot-long penis. It looked like a horse’s cock for crying out loud! How did he get that whole thing inside of me? Was it going to end up inside of me again?

At least he wasn’t angry. At least the sight of my cock didn’t send him into an enraged fury. I was lucky to be alive. He was much stronger than me. He could have easily beaten me within an inch of my life. I took a deep breath as he began to suck harder, bobbing his head faster. I felt a tingling working down into my erect tip. My legs trembled. Was I about to come? I tried to hold back the pleasure, but that only made it more intense.

“Shit,” I muttered.

He stopped for a moment, looking into my eyes. “Are you going to come?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“Just warn me,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m close, I think.” He bent over again and resumed where he left off, bobbing his head on my lap, massaging my length with his lips, tickling my tip with his tongue. It was a symphony of pleasure, sending warm jolts through my whole body. My legs trembled. “I think I’m about to come.”

He sat up and grabbed my shaft firmly. He tugged it quickly, cupping his other hand in front of my tip, ready to catch my cumshot. I closed my eyes and groaned. I couldn’t hold back. I ended up unloading into his hand. “It’s so warm,” he said while I blasted and moaned.

He squeezed hard to get the final drop out from my dick, and then he reached my load down and spread it all over his shaft. “Get on your hands and knees,” he said.

I hesitated, filled with terror and some lingering euphoria. I rolled over and stood up on my knees. Then he cuddled up behind me with his cum-slicked cock. He pressed his tip between my butt cheeks and then he began to push in without any warning. I gasped. It was hard to hold him back, especially because my hole was still stretched from the night before. He jammed his cock in. I clenched hopelessly. I squirmed and he held me still. I could feel my own warm cum squishing against my anal walls. It was a curious lubricant, but it worked.

He pushed hard with a grunt, holding my hips firmly. I felt his long, slick cock sliding deep, through my stomach and towards my lungs. I forgot how thick he was. I forgot the feeling of being stretched wide: almost painfully, but strangely pleasantly. I forgot the feeling of his veins throbbing inside of me, warmly and intensely. I gently pushed my bum back until I could feel his pelvis. Then I trembled all over. “Oh God. Fuck me,” I said.

He began to thrust, slowly at first. But he was only slow for a moment, quickly speeding up with each penetration. He was using his whole cock, sliding back and forth, exploring every inch of my insides. He wasn’t on his knees; instead, he was on his feet, kneeling down with his knees next to my thighs, so he could pull back further and thrust down harder. He was literally mounting me like a dog. And with each thrust, I was being pushed forward. It wasn’t long before I was flat on my stomach and he was on top of me, thrusting down into me, slapping his hard pelvis against my soft tush.

I could feel his tip sliding against my tummy. I even reached a hand down and felt his tip, like a pregnant woman trying to feel a kicking baby. It was a strange sensation, but I liked it. I moaned. My cock was getting hard again, tingling all over as if I was about to come for a second time. I closed my eyes and allowed the euphoria to surge through me. I moaned even louder, grasping the sheets with both hands.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, slamming me harder. He was about to come, and I couldn’t wait. I wanted to feel it again. I wanted that hot load inside of my body.

“Harder!” I said. “Don’t come yet. Fuck me harder!”

“I can’t hold it,” he said through clenched teeth. But he did fuck me harder, just like I asked. I couldn’t believe how fast he was ramming me, and how deep his tip was pushing into my body. My whole body was trembling. My eyes were flashing and my mind was spinning. I was experiencing pleasure that I didn’t know was possible.

And then he came, shooting an enormous loud deep inside of my body. I groaned and squirmed and I couldn’t believe it was only the second time he’d ever had sex. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t able to find himself a girlfriend. If he could fuck like that, he could surely get any girl on the planet!

He rolled off of me. I was too exhausted to move. I took a few minutes to catch my breath before saying, “That was amazing.” It was another few minutes before his creampie finally reached my anus and began to trickle out. I tried to pucker it back, but my hole was too stretched.

He didn’t reply. I turned my head to look at him, just as he began to snore. He was out cold: maybe from exhaustion or maybe from all the liquor he’d consumed throughout the night. I sat up carefully and grabbed my clothes. I snuck across the hall to the bathroom, took a quick shower, and then I got dressed and left the house, leaving Patton alone on the bed, next to the large puddle of cum that had drained out from my back door.


CHAPTER VI

It was 11:00 AM when I received a text message from Patton, who thought that I was Astra. “Where did you go?” he asked.

“I had to work,” I said. “I tried to wake you up to say goodbye this morning, but you wouldn’t move.”

“Sorry,” he said. “We should meet up again. What are you doing tonight?”

“Tonight I’m busy,” I said. “I have this meeting at work, and then one of my co-workers is having everyone over for drinks.” I had no idea what Astra did for work. I had no idea if Patton knew what she did for work. Maybe she didn’t work.

“Okay. Well then we should meet up tomorrow. Maybe we can go for a walk in the park or something,” he suggested.

“That sounds nice!” I said. I had roughly twenty-four hours to figure out an excuse. There were other logistics that needed to be figured out as well. First, I needed a new phone number, so I went down to meet with my provider. It was a one hundred dollar charge, plus forty bucks per month to reactivate an old phone.

I used the old phone with the new number to text Patton. “Hey, this is Eugene,” I said. “I got a new number. Add me.”

“Why’d you get a new number?” he asked.

“I was getting harassed by some scammers,” I lied.

“Crazy. Okay, you’re added,” he said.

Next, I called Mavis to let her know that Astra was now me, so we no longer needed to deal with the real Astra. “So you’re going to break up with him over a text message then?” she asked.

“I don’t know yet,” I said.

“What do you mean, you don’t know yet?” she said.

“I haven’t figured out what I’m going to do. I’m just taking things one step at a time,” I said.

She was quiet for a long moment. “Eugene, you have to just end this. He’s a big boy—he’ll survive a little breakup. You can’t just take all of his problems into your own hands.”

“I’ll figure it out, Mavis. Just don’t worry about it.”

“Well I’m meeting with him in an hour. Is there anything I should or shouldn’t say to him?”

I had to think about it. “Don’t ask him about last night,” I said. “And, uh, maybe try to get him to make some plans this week with you. You can tell me when you made plans, and then I’ll pretend like that’s the only time I’m available. So that way it doesn’t seem like I’m just dodging him.”

Mavis sighed. “Eugene, this is getting too complicated.”

“Please, Mavis. I swear I’ll figure this all out. Just help me out a little bit.”

“Fine.”

It was two hours later when Mavis texted me. “I’m seeing a movie with Patton on Tuesday afternoon,” she said.

“Great. Thanks,” I said. So I texted Patton, as Astra, and said, “Hey! I’m free Tuesday afternoon. Want to hang out?”

I was expecting him to tell me he was busy. Instead, he wrote, “Sure! Sounds good. Want to see a movie?”

My heart fluttered. A moment later, I got a message from Mavis. “What the hell? Patton just cancelled on me. Let me guess: you told him you’re free on Tuesday?”

“I didn’t think he would cancel on you,” I said. I felt stupid. Why didn’t I see that coming? Of course he was going to cancel on her: he was obsessed with Astra.

And then I began to wonder if Patton remembered our night together before he blacked out. Did he remember that Astra was a transgender? Would he still want to date her if I sent him a reminder? I decided to give it a shot. “Hey Patton. I had fun last night,” I wrote.

“Me too,” he said.

I felt myself blushing. “I really liked the feeling of you inside of me.”

“It’s yours whenever you want it,” he wrote. And then he said, “And if you ever want me to suck you again, just say the word.” My heart stumbled. So he did remember everything—but he didn’t care. Was he really okay with the idea of being in a relationship with a transgender?

I took a deep breath and wracked my brain for some sort of way to make him rethink this whole situation. “I’m thinking of coming out publically,” I wrote. “What do you think? Almost nobody knows.”

“I think it’s a great idea, if you’re ready for it,” he wrote.

“Then people will know if they see us together,” I said.

“And they’ll be so jealous,” he wrote. My stomach growled. Every plan I came up with backfired. How could I get him to run away from me? What if I pretended to be a drug addict? What if I told him that I got away with murdering my ex-boyfriend? Was there anything I could say that would scare him off?

I needed to think of something. I couldn’t meet with him for a movie. He would take one look at me and know that I wasn’t the same girl he met at the mall. He would take one look at me and know that I was his friend, Eugene. But how long could I stand him up for? How many rejections would he be able to handle?


CHAPTER VII

It came time to meet with Patton. Mavis sent me a text message an hour before our scheduled meet up time. “I just called Patton and he says he’s still meeting with you. What the hell?” she wrote.

I hadn’t figured out how to break up with him. I hadn’t figured out how to let him down lightly. Instead, I’d spent days messaging back and forth: allowing him to flirt with me, and doing a bit of flirting myself, just to make sure he wasn’t slipping into a funk. I could tell that I was making my situation worse. I could tell that he was growing more and more attached. He even sent me a message asking if he could call me his ‘girlfriend’, and I made the stupid mistake of saying, “I’m already calling you my boyfriend.”

It wasn’t just a sticky situation for him, but it was becoming complicated for the real Astra as well. On the night before our movie date, Patton started to comment on her Instagram posts. I had to call Astra to tell her what was happening. “Wait,” she said, “he still thinks that he’s dating me?”

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I’m going to figure this out. Just be nice to him until I figure this out.”

Now the real Astra was back in the picture again. I’d once again lost control of the situation—though maybe I never truly had any control of the situation at all.

“Figure it out quickly,” Astra said. “His weird comments are going to start scaring guys away.” I took a look at the comments he was posting. Each comment was in reference to something that we’d talked about privately, and all of his messages included heart emojis and kissy faces. My stomach groaned. It was becoming obvious that I wasn’t driving Patton further away from misery. I was driving him straight into another suicide attempt. Now I was feeling guilty and stupid, wishing I could turn back time. What could I do? How could I save him?

“I’m on my way to the theatre now. See you soon!” he messaged me.

I was too terrified to respond. I stood in my living room, staring at my phone, trying desperately to think of some way to let him down. “Maybe we shouldn’t see a movie today,” I wrote. “I’m not really feeling great.”

He replied quickly. “What? What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we should just talk instead,” I said.

“Talk about what?” he wrote. And then I imagined his face: sad and afraid and lonely. Just that morning, he’d sent me a text message saying, “I’m so grateful to have you in my life. I really have nothing without you.” I thought about that message now. My stomach groaned. Then he messaged me again. “Just come. You’ll probably feel better once you get out of the house. Fresh air always helps me.”

“Okay. I’ll be a bit late,” I said. And then I slapped myself on the cheek. What was wrong with me?

My sister lived just a few blocks away, in an apartment. She was out of town with some friends, in Florida, and I had the key to her place, so I could feed her cat every morning. Now, I was rushing over so I could raid her closet and borrow her makeup. I had to work fast. I only had forty minutes to get dolled up and make it to the movie.

My plan was simple, and probably stupid. I would slip into the dark theatre while the movie was playing, and then I would excuse myself for the bathroom five minutes before the end of the film. But I wouldn’t actually go to use the bathroom. Instead, I would rush home, and I would text Patton to tell him that I wasn’t feeling well. I knew he would be upset, but at least it would be better than standing him up entirely.

I have to say: I felt awkward going through my sister’s closet, especially when I found all of her lingerie: items of clothing that my eyes weren’t supposed to see. I tried to ignore the sexy stuff, and I grabbed a cute white dress. It was a snug fit—even snugger once I slipped on a black bra, along with a couple of bra pads to give myself a bit of a bust. The only panties that would keep my shaft secured were black and lacy, with a tiny black bow that sat on my pelvis. They were definitely more on the sexy side, and I hated to think that my sister had worn them on a date before, but I didn’t have time to concern myself with what my sister had been kinky in. I had to hurry to make it to the theatre—and I still had to do my makeup.

Though my makeup didn’t take nearly as long this time. I knew how to draw on the eyeliner and I knew how to brush on the eye shadow. My sister owned nice makeup supplies: high quality and easy to apply. I only made a few mistakes that needed correcting. And I was able to get away with a lot, thanks to a brunette costume wig that I found, which had straight-cut bangs, hiding my eyebrows.

I felt silly, dressed like my sister, knowing I was about to go out into the world, but it was for a good cause. I was doing it to save Patton’s life… At least that was the initial intention. I was less convinced than ever that I was actually doing anything to help.

I drove to the theatre. I was hoping to slip in without being seen by too many people, but the theatre was busy. I began to tremble the moment I was through the door. Men were turning to look at me. I suddenly realized how short my little dress was. I found myself tugging at my skirt, trying to hide my thighs, worried my panties would fail me and drop my cock for everyone to see. Could they tell that I was a man? I was pretty sure that I looked okay—and the one man I was there to see already knew that I was ‘trans’, so it didn’t really matter what anyone else thought, as long as they didn’t recognize me.

I went to the self-serve ticket booth, but it was out of order. Then I looked over at the long line of people waiting to see the attendant. I groaned. I had to go and wait with them. The moment I was in the line, I could feel the glances behind me: eyes turning to look at me, checking out my body, trying to decide if I was really a woman. I kept tugging at my skirt, thinking now that my bum was out for everyone to see. And then I looked to the side and saw a man looking my way. He had a grin on his face. He winked and nodded towards me, and I looked away quickly. Was he just teasing me because he could tell that I was a man dressed like a woman, or was he into me? Did he think that I was hot?

I looked the other way and saw my reflection on the glass of a large movie poster. I thought that I looked cute. I couldn’t see any obvious signs that I was a man. In fact, the dress fit me perfectly and my legs looked amazing: smooth and long and youthful. I caught myself smiling, and then I reminded myself that I was there to spend two hours with a man who thought that I was someone else—and if I failed to be convincing, he might kill himself.

My smile went away and the cold trembling returned. I had a job to do, and it wasn’t a fun job. I got my ticket and then I made my way down the long hallway, towards the theatre at the far end. I carefully pushed the door open. The movie was already underway, booming loudly. I crept down the passageway until I could see the slope of seats. The space was nearly empty. There were only a few people in attendance: black silhouettes speckled every few rows. A hand suddenly went up, waving in my direction. The man was just another silhouette, but I knew it was Patton. I hesitated, and then I moved in.

As I got closer, I began to see some detail on his face, which meant that he could probably see detail on my face. I could only hope that he wouldn’t look too carefully. For the first time ever, I was with him as Astra while he wasn’t drunk. He had his sober sensibilities and I didn’t have the guise of complete darkness on my side. Every few seconds, the screen would shine brightly, casting a glow on both of our faces: more than enough for him to realize he was looking at a man. Thankfully, that realization wasn’t happening—not yet.

I sat down and turned my face away from him. “How are you feeling?” he whispered.

“A bit better,” I said. “Still not great.”

“I’m so happy you could come,” he said.

I smiled and nodded. “I’m happy I could make it,” I whispered. “What did I miss?” I turned my face to the film.

“It actually just started. They had some technical difficulties. The fire alarm kept going off.”

“Oh,” I said, nodding my head.

It wasn’t long before his hand slipped out and grabbed mine. My heart stuttered as his fingers curled between mine. I forced myself to squeeze back. Then I closed my eyes. There was a strange tingling inside of my body, along with a bizarre sensation, which I tried to push away, but it kept coming back. I kind of liked the feeling of him holding my hand. I liked it when he squeezed, making me feel wanted and loved. I found myself with the strong urge to lean over, to rest my head against his shoulder. I pushed that urge away until I found a way to justify it, by telling myself that it was the perfect way to hide my face from him. He couldn’t look closely at my face if I was resting my head on his shoulder! I so I allowed myself to follow through, resting against him comfortably. He slipped his arm around me, making that peculiar sensation grow stronger. Now I felt loved and secure. But why? These weren’t feelings I was supposed to be feeling. The only sensation that I should have been feeling was fear. I should have been on my toes, ready to spring to life at any given moment.

But as the movie went on, I found myself relaxing. I kept checking the time on my phone, and then I would assure myself that I still had plenty of time: time to relax and time to enjoy the moment. He began to gently caress my arm. I put my hand on his thigh and I gently slid it up towards his crotch, making him hold me tighter. I liked being touched and squeezed and caressed. But I was making a big mistake, and I didn’t realize it until he took my face and gently turned it, until his lips were against mine. We were kissing.

And again, that strange feeling came to me: I actually liked the kiss. I still had lots of time before I had to sneak away, so I figured I could allow myself to indulge. I kissed back, even slipping some tongue into his mouth. Now he was caressing me with more passion: rubbing up and down my arm, and then my side. He gently cupped my breast and squeezed, and then I let a tiny moan slip.

I grabbed his crotch and began to massage it. My heart was pounding, and my brain was desperately trying to tell me to stop. But I didn’t want to stop. The movie wasn’t even half over. I still had tons of time before I had to run away. I managed to unzip his fly. I pushed my fingers in and grabbed his warm flesh, which was already erect. I pulled it out from his pants, looking to my side to make sure our row was clear—and it was. Then I began to stroke him, watching the silhouette of his tall cock as I pulled his foreskin up and down. I caught myself giggling, strangely mesmerized and excited.

Then he slipped away from me. Sliding off of his seat and dropping down onto his knees. He shimmied to the side and flipped up the short skirt of my dress, sticking his head underneath. I looked around in a panic. Thankfully, we were in the back row, and the closest couple was sitting three rows up. As long as we were quiet, they wouldn’t look back.

Patton got my cock out from my panties and he began to suck. It was warm and wet and, at first, shocking. Then I took a deep breath and relaxed into my seat. He was good at sucking cock, using his tongue to flick my most sensitive spots. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from moaning. Then I reached down and started to gently pull on his hair. He pushed a hand under my tush, and curled a finger up into my anus. It was shocking at first, but like everything with Patton, it felt amazing after a minute. He knew just where to poke that finger while he sucked my shaft.

I tapped on his shoulder, worried I was about to come. He looked up at me. “Sit in your chair,” I said. He followed my command, and then I got down on my knees and began to suck his long cock. I wasn’t keeping track of time, but I knew the film wasn’t close to being over. I sucked until he was rock hard, and then I got a nice taste of his pre-cum. I made him taste his own substance by sticking my tongue into his mouth. Then I awkwardly climbed onto his lap, pulled my panties to the side, and sunk his long manhood deep into my rectum. I felt his thick tip sliding in deep. I groaned and clenched his shoulders with both of my hands. His big, warm hands moved up and down my sides: cupping my breasts before sliding down to grasp my ass.

He took me by surprise by sticking two fingers into my asshole along with his thick cock. I gasped and he cupped my mouth, so I wouldn’t alert the others in the theatre. I bounced fast. He reached around and jerked my cock until the tingling between my legs was too intense to handle. I began to tremble all over, with his long shaft up somewhere between my lungs. Then I came, shooting cum over the seat in front of us. Thank God nobody was sitting there.

Then he came inside of me, filling me with his warm goo. I squirmed and revelled in the moment, feeling it sloshing around inside of my body. I bounced a few more times, using my stretched hole to slick cum all over his cock, and then I stood up so it could all fall out. Thankfully he had a few napkins that I stuffed into my panties before sitting back down.

I checked the time and saw that I still had thirty minutes: lots of time to plan my escape. He was getting his shaft back into his pants, looking at me with a crooked, elated grin. “That was nice,” he whispered.

I nodded my head. Then I winced as the theatre lights came on. He winced as well. I could see his face now: every little detail, as clear as day. I looked up and saw the beaming lights. A little siren was going off: the fire alarm.

Patton looked around. “This again?” he said. I was frozen, waiting for him to turn to me. I should have reacted faster. I should have sprung to my feet, but instead, I remained seated, staring at him with parted lips and cum oozing out from my asshole.

Just as I was about to run away, he turned and looked into my eyes. “Maybe we picked the wrong day to come to the…” He didn’t finish his sentence. I watched as his eyes narrowed. He looked down my face, and then down my body before returning to my face.

There was a horrible silence before his lips parted at he said, “Eugene?”

My lips parted, but there was a long, terrible silence before I was able to produce any words. “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I was going to tell you.”

“Tell me what?” he said His face was white and his eyes were glazed over.

“I’m not Astra. I never was Astra,” I said. My stomach turned. I knew he wasn’t going to hurt me, and I knew he wasn’t about to humiliate me by telling my friends what I was doing. But the image of him in the hospital came back into my mind. And now, I had a good feeling he was going to attempt suicide again—this time with more intent than ever to succeed.

“I don’t understand,” he said, shaking his head.

“You only ever met Astra a couple of times. We, uh, paid her to bump into you and go on a date with you.”

He closed his eyes and shook his head again. “I’m sorry. I just don’t get what you’re saying. What’s going on?”

I sighed, and then I tried to run him through the timeline, explaining to him how I snuck into the room on the night of his date with Astra. “I’ve been the one texting you. Even when you were on that date with Astra, I was texting her and telling her what to say.”

“But why?” he said.

“It was just supposed to be so you could lose your virginity. We thought that would help you to get over everything with your brother. But then it all just got out of control. I didn’t know how to let you down after that first night. I’m really sorry, Patton. I wasn’t trying to hurt you. I was just trying to help you.”

He stared into my eyes, still with that pale face. “You got dolled up and had sex with me, so that I wouldn’t try to kill myself again?” he said, making my plan sound even stupider than it probably was.

I nodded my head slowly. “I’m sorry. It seemed like a good idea at the time. It was all I could think to do.”

He looked down at his lap, still with that mystified look on his face. Then, his lips parted and an unexpected phrase came out. “Thank you,” he said.

I was silent, waiting for my brain to properly register what he’d said. “Did you say thank you?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “For the last week, I hardly thought about my brother at all. I was happy for the first time in so long. So thank you.”

I didn’t know what to say. I let his little speech resonate in my stomach. “I don’t want you to hurt yourself,” I said.

He looked into my eyes and let a small smile slip. “I won’t,” he said.

“I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if you hurt yourself again,” I said.

“Don’t worry. I wont.”

But I didn’t believe him. “I don’t want you to go. I like being with you,” I said. “Maybe it means nothing now, or maybe it’s just embarrassing to you—I don’t know—but I don’t want you to leave me. I like you, Patton. You’re a sweet guy. And—I don’t know—maybe this whole thing has just made me realize things about myself that I didn’t know.”

He put his hand on my thigh. “I still like you,” he said. “My date with Astra was a bit weird. We didn’t have a lot in common, but then we had sex—me and you—and it was amazing. Then you started texting me, and I was surprised, because suddenly we had everything in common. I thought something changed in her overnight, but really, I had just started talking to you. And then the last hour has been bliss: not just the sex, but just being next to you. I like you. I don’t know what that means right now. But I like you.”

“I like you too,” I said. “And since that first night, after your date with Astra, I’ve only really been able to think of two things: you, and women’s clothing. It sounds so stupid, but maybe that’s part of the reason I never got around to letting you down. I wanted to see you again like this, and I wanted to dress up again. Maybe there’s something wrong with me.”

“There’s nothing wrong with you,” he said with a smile. And then I couldn’t help but let a smile of my own slip.

“You’re making me blush,” I said. “Please don’t get my hopes up if you don’t really mean it.”

“I mean it. I like you a lot. I don’t know what to call you right now, but I know that I like you.”

I couldn’t help myself: I leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. He kissed back, and I knew right away that the feeling was mutual: he really liked me, even though I’d been lying to him for weeks.

“So what now?” I said as we broke away from our kiss.

He smiled. “Now it’s real,” he said. And it was true: now it felt real. Now it wasn’t a game or a chore or a terrible inconvenience that left me with a stomach full of churning dread. I had a lot to learn: about clothes and makeup and hair and shoes, and so much more. But I was excited to have someone like Patton next to me, who would be there to help me through the discovery process. And I would be there to help him, whenever and however he needed it.

Maybe when I told him that I was trans, after he discovered my cock in the upstairs bedroom, I wasn’t just playing a character. Maybe that was a part of my own self that was coming out: my first little character break while I played the role of Astra.

Patton took my hand and we left the theatre together. I squeezed tightly, walking close to him so that our bodies would occasionally bump gently together. I looked over and saw him smiling, and for the first time, I knew that the smile was real, and it wasn’t the consequence of being lied to. He was smiling because he knew that I was real, and I was smiling because I knew that he was happy.

THE END


TRANS ACCEPTANCE WEEK

Aidyn isn’t excited for his school’s ‘Trans Acceptance Week’. He thinks it’s silly that the principal wants every student to dress up as the opposite gender for an entire week. So he decides to protest the nonsense by showing up on Monday morning in jeans and a t-shirt, thinking all of his friends will do the same.

But Aidyn is alone in his protest, and he’s shocked when the faculty takes his demonstration so seriously that they begin to talk about expulsion. So he’s given one more chance after a morning at Principal Carrington’s house, where he gets a full lesson on how to be a pretty and proper girl.


CHAPTER I

“Trans Acceptance Week starts on Monday,” my English teacher said just before the bell rang. “I expect everyone to take it seriously. This will be our first annual Trans Acceptance Week, so it’s important that it goes off without a hitch. Got it?”

Everyone nodded and droned the same “got it”. He wasn’t the first teacher to make the exact speech at the end of his class. Every teacher repeated the same reminder as if this silly Trans Acceptance Week was no different than Peanut Allergy Awareness Week or Eastern Religions Week. Our lame school was always pushing special ‘weeks’ on us, thinking they were turning us into enlightened and accepting individuals. But really, all they were doing was making us waste our parents’ money on stupid props and costumes and field trips and so on.

For Peanut Allergy Awareness Week, we weren’t allowed to eat peanuts—at school or at home. The idea was to give us all an idea of what it was like to live with a peanut allergy, and the whole stupid week started because one stupid made a peanut allergy joke to another student when the principal was within earshot. Really, the student was just quoting a Lewis CK bit, but it didn’t matter: it was enough to usher in a whole week of nonsense. Of course everyone just ate peanut snacks when they got home. Even most parents didn’t care enough to make sure their kids were following the silly rules set out by our overly progressive principal, Mrs. Carrington.

Now it was about to be Trans Acceptance Week: maybe the lamest week they’d come up with yet. We had no trans kids in our school. No one ever showed up for class dressed up as a gender that wasn’t what they were born with, and our principal was convinced it wasn’t because the ‘real trans students’ were afraid to come out. He couldn’t accept the possibility that there were just fewer trans people in the world than CNN suggested.

We were all dreading the week: girls would come to school dressed like boys and boys would be dressed like girls. Whenever teachers weren’t around, students would giggle and mock the ridiculous concept. The previous Monday, we were all pulled from our final period class to prepare for the outrageous week. Our TAs went through the room pairing guys with girls. We were supposed to trade clothes: five outfits, enough for five school days. Guys with sisters got a pass, and so did girls with brothers. I got out of the embarrassing trade by saying I could wear my sister’s clothes, but I didn’t mention that my sister was ten years older than me, or that she’d moved out to another province along with her clothes about half a decade before.

My friends and I mocked the kids who took the Trans Acceptance Week thing seriously. We snickered at our lunch table as we watched boys meeting up with girls, trading suitcases. I was early for my first period after lunch one afternoon, and in the classroom I saw a girl showing a boy how to clip in hair extensions. He looked at me with a red face while I started to laugh. I couldn’t help myself. It’s not like any of the guys were going to look like chicks, and it’s not like any of the chicks were going to look like guys. It was just a silly dress-up week. It was no different than Halloween. Was Halloween now Ghost and Vampire Awareness Week? Would we all feel more accepting of ghouls on November 1st?

We were told to practise over the weekend. We even had a whole class on what to practise: a massive waste of time that could have been devoted to math or physics or biology, or even physical education. We were told to practise doing our makeup and hair. We even had a female teacher come in and demonstrate how to apply eyeliner, and what the difference was between foundation and concealer. My friends and I wondered what the girls were doing in their classroom, next door. Were they being shown how to pick the first shirt on the top of the pile? Were they being shown how to shave their non-existent facial hair? It was all so absurd.

Of course I didn’t practise anything over the weekend. Instead, I played video games, grateful to have absolutely no homework for the first weekend since the summer break eight months before. I had friends over and we gamed together, and then we went out to see a movie. We bought a case of beer and drank the whole thing down by the river before cruising through the neighbourhood, trying to find a house party. We found a college party that had no problem with us being there. We partied until Branton started throwing up, then we had to drag him home—fifteen blocks, because the cab refused to let him in.

Sunday was filled with more video games and more movies. I exchanged a few text messages with my buddies. “This week is going to be hilarious,” I wrote. We couldn’t wait to see all of the losers in the school trying hard to look and act like they belonged to the opposite gender. It was Branton who wrote, “Think there will be at least one sexy trap?”

I laughed and shook my head before replying. “You’re such a homo,” I wrote.

It was Sunday night and I had no plan for the week: no costume, no makeup, and I hadn’t practised my voice or any of my mannerisms. I didn’t lose any sleep over my ill preparedness. I figured there would be dozens—maybe even hundreds—of guys showing up dressed like themselves. I figured half of the girls in the school wouldn’t be caught dead wearing men’s clothing—and if they really did dress up, then they would probably find a way to make the male garb sexy and feminine: like an oversized hockey jersey without pants underneath.

I was so wrong.

I walked into the school with a calm demeanour and a subtle smile on my face, rested from a perfect weekend spent doing all of the things I loved to do. And then my heart began to flutter and my smile sunk down. I took ten steps into the school and then I stopped, looking around at all of the students. Everyone was dressed up. Girls weren’t wearing makeup, with their hair either tied into tight buns or concealed under baseball caps. Boys were in skirts and dresses and stockings, with dark lines around their eyes and pink blush on their cheeks. There were so many wigs: one hundred blondes and one hundred brunettes. Everyone was taking the nonsense week seriously: everyone but me.


CHAPTER II

I felt strangely uncomfortable as I approached my locker. People were looking at me. I heard whispers and scoffs, as if I was the crazy one. I turned around and saw a whole group of girls dressed like boys staring in my direction. They looked away quickly, leaving me with a strange sensation churning in my gut.

But the fact that they could instantly pick me out from a crowd just reinforced the stupidity of their little dress-up week. If an actual man sticks out like a sore thumb in a crowd of fake men, then doesn’t that just prove that gender can’t be changed so easily? Was I not proving that the whole trans thing was just a big joke?

The looks continued as I made my way towards class. I sat down at a desk, doing my best to remain calm. But now I was worried that I was going to get into trouble. The teachers made it clear that it was mandatory to participate in the cross-dressing nonsense, though they never said what the punishment would be for people who failed to meet the criteria. I had a feeling I was about to find out, and I was about to be turned into an example: maybe suspension, maybe a month of detention, or maybe they would make me stand out on the street all week with a rainbow flag and a sign that said, ‘I’m transphobic!’ My stomach was already gargling, but I did my best to keep a calm smile on my face.

A girl walked into the room looking just as worried as I felt. She was wearing a skirt and a blouse—and she was a relieving sight: someone else who failed to dress up for Trans Acceptance Week. I wanted to wave them over, so I could be near another person who could see through the lunacy, and then I realized the girl wasn’t a girl at all. She was a boy, and she was my friend; I was staring at Branton.

My heart fluttered back down into the pit of my stomach. Why was Branton dressed up? I assumed I had a non-verbal agreement with all of my friends that we were going to protest the school’s nonsense. We hadn’t talked about it at all, but I didn’t think we had to. We all mocked it, and wasn’t that enough of an agreement? I felt betrayed. Now, he was coming towards me.

His legs were clad in white stockings, which extended up to his thighs. His skirt danced and swayed around him as he walked. But what was really shocking was his face: his makeup, which was well done. His eyeliner was perfect: thick lines with cute flicks. He had dark eye shadow brushed around his eyes, and perfectly even clouds of blush on his cheekbones. “Did your mommy do your makeup for you, Branton?” I asked as he came within earshot.

He shook his head and stared at me, as if I was the freak between us. “Why aren’t you dressed up?”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Why would I be dressed up? Why are you dressed up? You look ridiculous.”

He looked down at himself. “It wasn’t optional,” he said with a meek tone of voice.

“So what?”

“What do you mean, so what? You’re going to get in trouble.”

I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Oh well. Then I’ll get in trouble. It’s better than being emasculated in front of the whole school. Just look at yourself. Have you looked at yourself?”

He looked down at himself again and then back at me. “Everyone else dressed up,” he said, completely ignoring what I’d said. I should have made our non-verbal agreement a verbal one. I should have made sure I wouldn’t be alone in showing up to school dressed like myself. Now I felt strangely humiliated, even though I was the only one who wasn’t dressed up.

The class began to fill up. More people turned and looked at me with narrowed eyes and lots of judgement, as if my failure to dress up was some sort of attack against he LGBT community. I could have cared less about gay people or trans people; they weren’t on my radar. I just didn’t want to act like a girl in front of the people who determined my reputation.

I heard more whispers and caught more people quickly throwing their gazes away from me. The feeling in my stomach was getting worse and worse by the second. Then the teacher walked in, took a seat at her desk, and looked up at me. Her gaze connected with mine for a long ten seconds as the rest of the class became quiet. And once again: the fact that she spotted me instantly—picking me out from the dense crowd of cross-dressers—only solidified the whole point that I was hardly trying to make: boys can’t be girls and girls can’t be boys.

But she didn’t get my message. She shook her head and said, “Aidyn, please go to the principal’s office.”

Everyone was staring at me now as feeling fluttered away from my body. I felt numb. I didn’t want to get into trouble. I’d already been suspended twice in as many years, and the school had a three-strike policy. Of all the reasons to end up being tossed out of school, this was the worst imaginable: because I didn’t get myself dolled up for some silly attempt at creating a tradition.

“I didn’t do anything,” I said softly in the quiet classroom.

“Exactly. Go to the principal’s office.”

My stomach rumbled. Why couldn’t she just punish me? Why couldn’t she just give me a series of detentions? Why did my punishment have to be delegated to the worst possible person?

I stood up slowly and the whole class watched as I dragged my feet towards the door. It was a long walk to the principal’s office. The hallways were quiet and empty now, making it easy to sink into my own mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about Branton, in his stupid skirt and white stockings, with his long blonde hair cascading down his meek shoulders. He betrayed me. We should have been walking down that hallway together.

The receptionist took one look at me. Before I said anything, she said, “You can see the principal now.” I bet my teacher didn’t even call her. I bet she figured out what I’d done wrong on her own, with a single glance. Maybe I really was the only person who didn’t dress up. Maybe I was in more trouble than I thought.

I hated being in that office—especially now as I felt like the victim, about to be treated like a criminal. The past two times I was in that office, I was in trouble for bullying: pushing a student (who had been making a point of getting under my skin for weeks) and swearing at a teacher (I told her to ‘fuck off’ when she graded my math test as a fail for ‘not showing enough work, even though the answers are all correct’). Now, I was being judged for not wearing a wig and my sister’s makeup—how absurd!

“Sit down,” she said to me as I stepped into the room.

“I forgot,” I said.

She stared at me. I tried to stare back, but it was difficult. The sight of her made me want to roll my eyes. It was her first year with the school, and maybe her first year out of university. She was hardly fifteen years older than me—younger than most of the teachers in the school. How did she get such a high-salary job so soon? Which school board member did she blow?

She looked silly now, dressed up for the event. Her hair was slicked back and she was wearing a suit that was a little bit too big on her. She looked like a character and not a real person at all. Her suit was intentionally too big because she probably knew that if the suit fit, it would have just looked like a women’s suit. And even with her hair slicked back, she still looked like a chick. If she was really devoted to her mission, she would have cut her hair off and styled it into a fauxhawk or something.

“I don’t think you forgot. We sent out reminders on Friday night and last night.”

“I didn’t get them,” I said, keeping my arms crossed while trying to hold my ground.

“You showing up to school like this makes this whole week pointless. Trans students will see you and continue to feel uncomfortable. It only takes one person to make someone feel uncomfortable in their own skin.”

I couldn’t help myself: I rolled my eyes and shook my head, even letting a little scoff slip. How could I not? Her statement was ridiculous? Did she really believe that some trans kid would see four hundred people dressed up like idiots, but one guy in jeans and t-shirt would make them stay in the closet?

“Did I just say something funny, Aidyn?”

“No, sir,” I said. Now I was biting my tongue, trying hard not to laugh. Her eyes narrowed. I knew I was in bigger trouble than I originally though, and I wasn’t making my situation any better. But did she not see herself in the mirror before she left for the morning? Did she really think trans kids were going to feel more comfortable after seeing her with her slicked hair and baggy suit?

“You’ve already got two strikes here. You know what a third strike would do, right?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “You’re telling me that you might expel me because I forgot to put on my sister’s dress this morning? It sounds like you want to hear from my family’s lawyer.” I was bluffing. My family didn’t have a lawyer, and we probably didn’t even have enough money to pay for a lawyer.

“Your lawyer is welcome to go through our policy. Give me his e-mail address and I’ll send him the document.” She leaned forward, now with a grin on her face. She was calling my bluff. Now I had nothing: nothing but dread twisting and turning inside of my stomach.

“So I didn’t put on a dress. What’s the big deal?” I said, throwing my hands up into the air. “I was busy this weekend. The last thing on my mind was cross-dressing.”

“It’s not ‘cross-dressing’, Aidyn. This is about identity.”

And once again, I couldn’t help myself. I rolled my eyes and let another little scoff slip out from my lips. I regretted it instantly, seeing her eyes narrowing further. This was worse than lipping off to a teacher. She hardly knew the teachers in the school after her few months at the school, but she apparently felt quite strongly about the non-existent trans kids. “Okay, then you’re giving me no choice. Head home and then we’ll set up a meeting with you and your parents, so we can discuss your expulsion.”

“You’re fucking with me, right?” I said.

She just stared at me with a blank expression.

“You aren’t actually going to expel me over this, are you?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Three strikes: that’s the rule. You agreed to it when you enrolled here.”

“But I’m applying for colleges now. None of them will take me if they find out I’ve been expelled.”

She nodded her head. “Yes, that’s probably true.”

“You’re ruining my life!” I said.

She nodded her head again. “No, you’re ruining it yourself. You broke the rules: not once, not twice, but three times. Now you’re going to finally learn the meaning of the word ‘consequences’.”

I could feel my hands trembling as my gut swirled. I wanted to cry, but I wasn’t about to cry in front of her: a grown woman dressed up like a weird man. I couldn’t give her another victory—though maybe it would have helped my case. Maybe I could have drummed up some pity. Was it worth it?

“Goodbye,” she said, motioning towards the door. “You can pick up your things later this week when you return with your parents.”

“Please don’t do this. Don’t expel me. I’ll do anything,” I said. My voice was shaking. My parents were going to kill me. They’d invested so much time and money into my education, and now it was all being flushed down the toilet.

She kept staring at me with those narrowed eyes, not moving an inch, letting the misery sink deep into my soul.

“Please. Anything—I’ll do anything. I’ll go home and get dressed up now.”

She shook her head. “No,” she said. Now my head was pounding with the worst migraine. My heart was fluttering quickly and I was worried I was going to pass out in her office. Then she stood up and walked over to her door, closing it. She turned to me and said, “I’ll give you one more chance—but just one.”

I perked up with wide eyes. “Really?” I said.

She nodded her head. “I’m going to send you back to class. But first, I’m going to dress you up, and then if I find out that you’re making a joke out of your female persona, that will be it for you.”

I nodded my head slowly, not quite sure what was worse: being expelled and having my future ruined, or having to act like a girl for a whole week. Both options were horrible, but what else could I do? I had to let her have her way. I had to play along with the stupid Trans Acceptance Week.


CHAPTER III

She led me down the hallway towards the drama room. I assumed the drama room was where we were going, but instead we passed it and went out the back door, into the staff parking lot. She walked up to her shiny BMW and opened the passenger door. “Men should always hold doors for ladies,” she said with a smile. I had to fight not to roll my eyes. I already felt emasculated as I got into her car, which still smelled like it rolled off the factory floor that morning.

She got into the car and pulled out of the parking lot. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“My place,” she said.

“Is that even legal?” I asked.

“Aren’t you eighteen?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “But you’re the principal. That’s weird.”

She smiled, showing her teeth. “Why don’t you start practising your female voice?” she said. “Tell me about your weekend, and don’t use your masculine voice.”

I took a deep breath. Using a high-pitched voice with a soft tone, I started telling her about Branton getting drunk at the college party. It was tempting to veer my tone into a joking one. I was tempted to make up a bullshit story that would make the thin hairs on her feminine arms stand upright. But I knew what was at stake, so I did my best not to mock her silly Trans Acceptance Week again—but it was hard.

She nodded her head with a smile. “That’s a very convincing voice, actually. It sounds like you’ve been practising,” she said.

I had to bite down hard on my tongue to fight away the urge to defend myself. I felt attacked, like she was purposely trying to get under my skin, trying to suggest that I was naturally feminine and not manly at all. I had to take a deep breath before forcing myself to say, “Thank you.” I pressed my lips thin, and then we arrived at her house.

She didn’t live far from the school. Unsurprisingly, she lived in a large house that was way too big for her—even if she had a husband and four kids. Though I had a feeling she was single, just flexing her status to her neighbours, rubbing it in everyone’s faces that she slept with some school board member and now she made more money than most of the people in our city.

We went inside. The house was amazingly clean, smelling like patchouli. “Now what?” I asked.

“Use your female voice,” she said, quickly raising a single finger, as if to tell me I just got some sort of ‘mini strike’. I bit down on my tongue, forced a thin-lipped smile, and repeated my question in my female voice.

“Now, we get you shaved up. A good girl shaves, and a boy can’t possibly know what it’s like to be a woman without first going through the hassle of shaving everything.”

She led me to her bathroom and then she handed me her razor. “Get undressed and get started. And I want you to shave everything.” She took a step back but she didn’t leave the room. I stared at her for a long moment.

“Well? Aren’t you going to leave?” I asked.

“I need to make sure you shave everywhere,” she said with her hands now on her hips. “And I really mean everywhere.”

“You’re kidding right? You want me to strip in front of you?” It wasn’t until she held up two of her fingers with a stern look on her face that I realized I’d just broken my female voice. What would happen if I got a third mini-strike? Did three mini-strikes add up to a full strike? Did I just need to break one more little rule before being tossed out of school?

I shook my head. “Okay, fine,” I said in my girly voice. I pulled off my shirt and then I tugged down my pants, trying my best not to look embarrassed. I didn’t want to give her the humiliation that I was pretty sure she was looking for. But then it was time to take off my boxers. I hesitated. That humiliation was starting to set in, no matter how hard I tried to push it away. I groaned and squirmed and then I closed my eyes before tugging down my boxers. I was naked in front of my principal. Surely she was breaking some sort of law. If not a law, then she was breaking a school rule. But what could I do about it? If I told someone on the school board, she could just say that I was lying in an attempt to avoid expulsion. It would be her word against mine, and it was already obvious that she had some sort of admirer on the other side of the school system.

So I opened my eyes and I saw her staring at me. Her gaze was down between my legs, staring at my cock, which now looked smaller than ever. It was all shrivelled up and afraid. “I’m usually bigger,” I said softly as a fist-sized lump filled my throat.

“Sure,” she said with a grin. She wasn’t using a masculine voice. Why did she get a pass? Why did I have to do a dumb girl voice but she was just allowed to use her regular voice? That seemed awfully convenient for her…

I ran the shower warm and then I stepped in with the razor. Then I started to strip away my hair. I watched it swirl into the drain. It was an awful sight: watching my manhood disappear before me. But I had to do it if I wanted to stay in school. And then once the week from feminine hell was over, I only had to behave for a couple more months, and then I would be graduated. Once I had that diploma, there was nothing she could do to me.

It took a long time to shave: a lot longer than I expected. I had to rinse the razor every two swipes, and each swipe only covered a few inches. Once I finished my legs, it was time to shave around my cock. I’d never shaved my package before, and now I couldn’t do it. My hands were trembling as I held the razor close to my cock. I’d kept myself covered with my free hand up until that point, but now I had to be uncovered, and she was right next to me, staring at my naked, wet body. I’d never felt more humiliated in my whole life.

“What’s wrong? Why aren’t you shaving?” she asked.

“I—I can’t do it,” I said. “Not with you watching.”

“Fine. I’ll turn around for five minutes.” So she did. I tried shaving, but my work was patchy. I couldn’t see under my ball sack, so how was I supposed to shave there? I didn’t know how to get the hairs on the sack itself, and then I didn’t know how to get my bum, as I could hardly even hold the razor straight while reaching around myself. So when she turned around, I wasn’t surprised to hear her say, “That’s all you could do?” She reached out her hand for the razor. “Give that to me and I’ll help you this one time.” She said it as if there would be more times.

But instead of reaching into the shower, she stepped back. She pulled off her suit and unbuttoned her dress shirt. Then she unclipped her bra and slipped down her panties, leaving me with a pounding heart. Why was the young principal of our school getting naked with me? Was she some sort of sexual deviant? Did she sleep with students? Was I not her first victim?

I stared at her with a dark red face as she stepped up close to me, with her perky tits just inches away from my face. She knelt down with her razor and then she grabbed my ball sack. She began to swipe gently, pulling off hairs. She pulled the skin of my scrotum taut and gently glided the razor across it. My heart fluttered and I grabbed onto the shower pole. “Oh God,” I said.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. I couldn’t say it, but she was about to see. I’d never been in the same room as a naked woman before. I’d never seen a pair of tits outside of pornography—unless you count the tits I saw when I was still breastfeeding. My cock was hardening, beginning to throb and grown. I tried covered my shaft, but she brushed my hand away. “I can’t work with your hand there,” she said.

So I was forced to keep my hands at my sides while my cock throbbed and grew in front of her face. “I’m so sorry,” I said, trying hard to use my girly voice.

She laughed. “It’s natural,” she said. “If you have to relieve yourself—maybe that will help.”

“Relieve myself?” I said.

“You know: masturbate. If you’re excited and can’t help it, then maybe it’s best that you relieve yourself. You should have told me that you get aroused from feminization. It explains why you didn’t dress up this morning. It’s a normal fetish. But if you masturbate, you won’t get an erection as easily.”

“I’m not into cross-dressing,” I said quickly, almost breaking free from my feminine voice. I managed to stop myself, taking a deep breath while reminding myself what was on the line. “And I’m not going to masturbate.”

“Are you too embarrassed to masturbate in front of me? It’s a natural thing to do.”

“I’m not doing that,” I said, wishing my erection would go away. It didn’t help that her tits were still hanging free: perky and perfect on her tight body. She looked so much better naked than she looked in that silly suit.

“Would you prefer I did it for you, so we can keep working? If you’re going to be erect this whole time, it will be difficult to try on clothes.”

My heart stammered and my stomach groaned. I was speechless, unable to respond as I stared down into her eyes. She sighed and shook her head, then she reached out and grabbed my shaft firmly with a clenched grip. She began to stroke up and down while warm water peppered my front side. Each pump she made was loud, with water between her hand and my cock: slosh, slurp, squish! She was pumping fast, and it felt good. My legs trembled. I was too afraid to move. I was getting a handjob from my principal! But it wasn’t exactly a dream. She thought that I was aroused because I liked being shaved. And now, I was already about to come and it had only been twenty seconds. I was about to validate her absurd theory. She was about to think that I was some women’s clothing fetishist. I closed my eyes and tried to will away my orgasm. But now my cock was tingling. Her hand felt so good as she squeezed hard in all the right places.

“Oh God,” I groaned. “I’m about to come. I’m so sorry.”

She stood up slightly, high enough that her chest was in line with my swollen tip. She aimed my cock down and then took a deep breath in. I started unloading on her perfect tits. It was my first handjob and my first ever sexual experience. I watched as my cum rolled down her perky nipples. She squeezed the final few drops out from my tip and then she reached for the razor again. “Now turn around and bend over.”

Just like that, we were back to shaving. She shaved my taint and my ass crack while my cum dribbled down her chest—and she didn’t even seem to care or notice. Maybe she liked it, or maybe it really was just something she felt I needed to get out from my system so we could continue to work. I wasn’t sure whether to be horrified or excited that I’d just gotten a firm handjob from an attractive woman. It was every high-school boy’s dream, under all of the wrong circumstances.

And now I felt like a complete loser with my hands against her wall, legs spread wide, while she ran a razor gently between my legs. I looked down at my smooth thighs, which I hardly recognized without hair. It was already an uncomfortable feminine sight, and we were just getting started.


CHAPTER IV

She left me alone while I shaved my armpits and chest. It didn’t take long, but I appreciated the small amount of alone time. I found myself standing in front of the mirror, staring at my own reflection, wishing the week would end already. I looked at my phone and saw that it wasn’t even lunchtime. I still had four and a half more days of this nonsense, and I already had my two mini-strikes. Would she really let me get to Friday and then catch me slipping from my girly voice and then expel me as if I didn’t put in any effort at all?

“Are you coming, Aidyn?” she called out from the next room over.

“One second,” I said. I squirmed, trying to convince myself that it wouldn’t be so bad: it was just makeup and clothes and a stupid voice. Hell, I didn’t even have to do the voice; I could just sit quietly and say nothing all week. There were no rules against silence in any of my classes. Even if a teacher called on me to read a paragraph or something, I could just accept the point deduction and remain in my seat.

I walked down the hall to the next room. It was her bedroom: white walls, white bed sheets, and an immaculate white carpet. The only colour in the room came in the form of skirts and dresses, which had been laid out on her bed. But first, she had a makeup station set up, with a little chair that she now wanted me to sit on. I walked over slowly. She was now wearing a satin robe with nothing underneath, probably with my cum still on her chest, drying in long streaky strands. “Sit,” she said, as if she was talking to a dog. So I took a seat. “Lean your head back and close your eyes. I’ll expect you to do your own makeup for the rest of the week—I’m hoping that you paid attention to your makeup instruction class.”

I said nothing as I leaned back. I didn’t pay any attention during those classes, I but I figured it was something I could figure out with the help of the Internet in about ten or fifteen minutes. I closed my eyes and she started working: brushing my face, making me almost sneeze a number of times as plumes of powder went up my nose. She giggled a few times, like when she drew eyeliner on my eyelids; it was as if she was enjoying my humiliation. “You have the perfect cheekbones,” she said. And she kept making similar comments, trying to get under my skin, trying to get me to break so she could have an excuse to make my misery even worse.

But as embarrassed as I was, I was still buzzing with excitement from our moment in the shower, when she got me off, all over her chest. I would never be able to tell anyone about the incident, but I felt like I wanted to tell everyone: the sexy school principal jerked me off! I tried not to smirk about it now, as she started closely at my face, brushing a seemingly endless amount of makeup onto me.

“Almost done,” she said with a big smile in her voice. Now she was carefully brushing gloss onto my lips. She made me pucker, and then she made me press my lips thin. “Okay—perfect! Now open your eyes!”

I opened my eyes and looked into her mirror. It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the bright light in her room.

I was hoping for a hilarious abomination. I was hoping for a silly-looking drag queen, so I could walk into school with a big smirk on my face, so everyone could know that I didn’t take this nonsense seriously. But instead, staring back at me was a girl—and she was pretty. My gut turned and that earlier excitement suddenly fluttered out from my body. “What’s wrong? Don’t you like what you see?” she asked.

I wanted to shake my head. I wanted to cry. Why was I able to look like this? Could any man look this convincing, or was I now discovering that I had a girly face?

It only got worse. She got the wig onto my head and pulled a few fringes down onto my face. Then she made me squeeze into one of her little dresses before putting a black lace choker around my throat. Each little detail made the feminization even more intense. I really was looking at a girl. She was cute and fragile and her eyes were big and flashing—but she was me.

I couldn’t make myself laugh, no matter how badly I wanted to. I felt defeated, having reached my final humiliation. But the humiliation was just getting started. “Do a spin for me,” she said once she had me in a pair of short heels, which were tight on my feet, and probably at least a size too small.

I did a spin. The light fabric of my dress lifted into the air, exposing my newly shaved legs, which felt cold now, as if that slight amount of hair had been working hard to keep my legs warm.

Mrs. Carrington didn’t like the way I was standing. “Put your feet closer together—almost touching. And stand up straight, hands in front of you—not hanging at your sides like you’re some confused gorilla.”

She had lots of notes, and she ended up repeating herself many times as she guided me through her house, watching me closely as if she was training a dog for the Westminster Dog Show. She had me make a pot of coffee: a simple task made extremely difficult with all of the mannerisms I had to incorporate. Standing tall to reach the coffee on the top shelf was especially hard. I wanted to simply climb onto the counter, but she wanted me to press my legs together and stand up high on my toes, keeping my butt perked out. I was getting a workout.

“Can we go back to school now?” I asked, still perfecting that sissy voice that seemed to make her so happy.

“Do you think you’re ready? Because if there’s just one slip, your free ride is over,” she said. She had a grin on her face. She liked reminding me that she had power over me. She liked being the boss.

“I think I’m ready,” I said. But really, I just wanted to get the day over with. Once she wasn’t watching me, I could relax. I could sit still and keep my mouth shut. I wouldn’t have to make a pot of coffee or sweep the floors or do ten laps around a large house, making sure one foot landed carefully in front of the other with each tedious step. I could just lay low and maybe even call in sick for a few of the remaining days. She couldn’t expel me for calling in sick, could she?

“Okay then, let’s go,” she said, grabbing her car keys. And just like that, we were back on our way to school: on our way to further my humiliation. At least everyone else was still going to be dressed up. At least I wouldn’t be the only guy in a wig and some makeup.

Even though I knew I wasn’t the only one, it was still hard to walk through those front doors. The hallways were buzzing with students—my friends—and soon they would all be seeing me: perfectly convincing and even a little bit sexy in my short dress.

I stepped into the school. A few heads turned my way, but I pretended not to notice. Though it was hard not to notice the other students now—now that I was wearing a dress and stockings and heels and makeup and a wig. Most of the other students weren’t even half as committed to their gender-bending roles. One guy standing at his locker was wearing a sweater and a skirt. He didn’t even have a wig on his head, and I couldn’t see any makeup. How was that fair? Why didn’t he have to go through Mrs. Carrington’s private school of sissification?

The effort from the girls was even worse for the most part. Some girls weren’t even wearing clothes that were necessarily male clothes. Half of them were just wearing their usual jeans with loose t-shirts on top, with their hair tied into tight buns. None of the girls were using male voices. Some of the guys were talking like girls, but none of them sounded nearly as convincing as me.

“I’ll be watching you,” Mrs. Carrington said before turning to leave for her office. I gave her a smile and then I let my muscles relax as she turned the corner, out of sight. I figured she would have my teachers keeping a close eye on me—she wouldn’t literally be watching me all week by herself. And I figured my teachers wouldn’t care enough to really be watching me constantly, so I wouldn’t have to keep my legs crossed and my back straight, like I practised with Mrs. Carrington. But when I went to my next class, I became nervous. What if my teachers were watching me closely? What if Mrs. Carrington was watching me somehow, through some hidden camera or something? What if I did let myself slouch in my chair and then my graduation was cancelled?

I sat upright in my chair, with my legs crossed, just like I practised at Mrs. Carrington’s house. Some of the other boys weren’t as committed, letting their bodies slide down, legs spread wide (because they had boxers under their skirts and not dainty panties like me). I wasn’t willing to take the risk. They weren’t on the chopping block like me. None of them had two strikes and two mini-strikes.

I could feel my classmates staring at me, probably wondering why I was taking my role so seriously. Or maybe they were trying to figure out who I was, because my feminine disguise was so spot on.

The teacher, Mrs. Gulka, took a good look at me. Our gazes connected for a few seconds, and then I looked away quickly, my stomach swirling. Unlike my other teachers, she actually made herself look like a man. I thought for a moment that she was a substitute teacher, and then I recognized the beauty mark on her cheek. Even her voice was strangely impressive when she began her lecture, sounding genuinely masculine, even though her usual voice was girly and soft and gentle, and her body was usually the reason I didn’t skip class. She had a great ass and big tits—always showing off a bit of cleavage (which I think she did on purpose, so that guys would keep their attention forward during her class). Now, those big knockers were nowhere to be seen.

She kept looking over at me, making me think Mrs. Carrington had passed along her warning: keep a close eye on Aidyn, and if he slips, let me know immediately. So I stayed on my best behaviour, sitting upright with that perfect female posture, which was surprisingly exhausting.

When class was over, I pushed my books into my bag and got up to leave with the rest of the class, trying to blend into the crowd, but Mrs. Gulka stopped me. “Aidyn. Could you stay behind, please?”

My heart fluttered and my stomach grumbled. Had I slipped? Did I make a mistake? Was it the way I put my books in my bag? Should I have taken my time and slipped them into my backpack one at a time, instead of sliding them all into the bag in one push?

I stood silently while the class emptied out, and then I watched with a churning gut as Mrs. Gulka closed the door and flicked the little lock.


CHAPTER V

She told me to sit down, and then she went to sit down behind her desk. She stared down at her desk, as if she was reading a note she’d received, and then—after a long five minutes—she looked up at me. “You’re on thin ice—so I understand.”

I nodded my head. “I won’t make any more mistakes,” I said, focussing hard on making each word come out perfectly feminine.

She nodded her head and looked back at that note. “You know it’s serious: everything Mrs. Carrington said about trans students being afraid to come out—it’s all true.”

I nodded my head and forced a smile, trying my best to not look condescending. “Right. I know,” I said.

“Do you?”

She stared into my eyes while I tried hard not to roll them. I nodded my head.

“Do you have a problem with trans students?” she asked, leaning forward.

I shook my head. Why was I being interrogated? Had I not been punished enough? So I showed up without my costume—why was everyone making this into such a big deal? “Why would I?” I asked.

“You tell me,” she said.

“I don’t care about trans students. People can do whatever they want. It doesn’t affect me.”

“It’s very serious,” she said.

And then I caved to my urges. I sighed and shook my head. “This is so stupid,” I muttered under my breath. I thought the words came out quietly, but I could tell by Mrs. Gulka’s sudden expression that my words had reached her ears. Now my heart was frozen and my skin was cold.

“What was that?” she asked in her strangely male voice.

“Nothing,” I said.

“No—I heard what you said. You know I have to tell Mrs. Carrington about this, right?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “Why is everyone out to get me? What did I do?” I opened my eyes and stared into Mrs. Gulka’s narrowed gaze.

She didn’t reply. Instead, she stood up and walked over to the phone. I looked at the clock. It had hardly been an hour since we got back from Mrs. Carrington’s house. If Mrs. Gulka made that phone call, I was doomed—that would be the end of my education, just months before graduation. “Stop!” I said, going back to my girly voice. “I’ll behave. Please don’t call Mrs. Carrington. I’ll be better.”

She stopped and looked at me. “Why should I believe that? You think you can just change without being punished? How will you ever change if you don’t have to face any consequences?”

“Then punish me,” I said. “Do whatever you want—just don’t get me expelled. Please.”

Now she was smirking. She walked away from the phone, towards me, walking like a girl and probably not even realizing it—and I wouldn’t have realized it had I not just spent an hour at Mrs. Carrington’s house, learning the difference between a male and female gait. She leaned over my desk and stared down into my eyes.

“I don’t think you’re taking this seriously,” she said. The urge to scoff came back, but I resisted.

“I am. I swear—I’m taking it seriously. I don’t know what everyone is expecting me to do.”

“Stand up,” she said. So I stood up. “Come around the desk.” So I came around the desk. “Now bend over the desk. Lay your chest down flat.” I hesitated, staring into her eyes. Then—not wanting to be expelled after all of the humiliation I’d been through—I bent over. She gently pulled up my skirt, making my skin tingle with a whole new humiliation. Then she slapped my ass hard, making me gasp. She slapped a second time, which was somehow just as shocking as the first, and then she slapped a third time.

“What was that for?” I asked, still bent over the desk.

“I’m teaching you a lesson. You aren’t committed to Trans Acceptance Week. To you, it’s just another annoying thing that you have to do. And if that’s going to be your attitude, you won’t make it to the end of the week.”

I opened my mouth to reply but no words came out. Why did she think I wasn’t taking it seriously? Was it really obvious that it was just an inconvenience to me? Was it not an inconvenience to her or the other students in the school? Because let’s face it: it was an inconvenience. We had to waste time getting dolled up—time that could have been spent learning math or science. We had to wake up early to put on costumes, as if it was Halloween. And it was all for nothing—all to make a principal feel morally superior to the other principals in the city. It seemed like I was the only one who could see that—but sadly it seemed like the teachers could all tell that I could see it.

“Stay bent over.” Mrs. Gulka went to her desk and fished something out. I remained with my chest pressed against the cool wood of the desk. It was thirty seconds when she returned behind me. She pulled my skirt up again, exposing my bum and my panties. She was holding something. I thought it was a small camera, with a long camera strap, and she was about to take humiliating pictures of me to use as blackmail. But I was wrong. She tied the strap around her waist and then she pushed something up between my butt cheeks.

“What is that?” I asked.

“If the clothes and the long hair and the makeup don’t make you feel like a girl, then maybe this will,” she said in that masculine voice. She pulled my panties to the side, exposing my butthole. I gasped as the reality of what was happening sunk in. I looked back and caught of glimpse of it: a long, black dildo attached to a harness that was fastened around her crotch. It was a strap-on, and it was about to be inside of my body.

“Don’t do this,” I said.

“Be a good girl and take it, okay?” she said, running her hand down my back, sliding it onto my bum, and then squeezing where my skin was already sore from being spanked.

I nodded my head, feeling strangely submissive. “Okay,” I said. Now the dull tip of the dildo was pressed against my asshole. It was wet with something: maybe spit, maybe lubricant that she slicked on over at her desk. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. The tip suddenly penetrated me. I gasped, feeling my hole stretching. She grabbed me firmly by the hips and then she held me in place while she thrusted forward.

I grunted and squirmed. I could feel that long shaft pushing into my body. “How does it feel?” she asked.

I wasn’t able to reply; I was too busy trying to fight away the pain that I knew was coming—it wasn’t there yet, but I could feel things stretching, and I could feel that dildo pushing into organs that weren’t supposed to be pushed on.

She pushed deeper and deeper, until her pelvis was pushed against my bum. I was getting intimate with another member of the school’s faculty, but this time I didn’t feel like running into the hallway to brag about it. I really didn’t think my sense of humiliation could get worse, but this was certainly worse than before: worse than when Mrs. Carrington was making me spin around in her bedroom while wearing her little dress.

She started to pump. I was still waiting for that pain to start throbbing. Maybe it would come after the act. Maybe it would come in the form of healing pains, from all the pounding and stretching. Or maybe it wouldn’t hurt at all. Maybe that tingling euphoria I could now feel between my legs would get stronger and stronger and I would realize I actually liked being fucked in the ass.

I let out a soft moan, spreading my legs wider for her. She slapped my ass again, which only made that tingling euphoria even more intense.

Oh God, what if I ended up liking this? What if she was planting a new fetish into my brain? What if this Trans Acceptance Week was messing with my brain? It really felt good, and it was feeling better with each pump. “Oh God,” I groaned. “Fuck my little asshole.” I don’t know why I said it; it was like I was possessed. I could feel the fake veins on the long shaft, and they felt so good, rubbing in all the right places.

My own cock was hardening now, lifting up the front of my skirt. I wanted to reach down to stroke it, but I was already embarrassed enough, so I left it alone.

Mrs. Gulka got a leg up on a chair, propping herself up slightly so she could thrust straight down into my body, getting even more of that shaft inside of me. Now I was starting to scream, clutching the edge of the desk with both of my hands. We were sliding forward with each thrust. Pre-cum oozed out from the tip of my cock, making a wet spot on the front of my panties.

Then she pulled out suddenly, leaving my asshole gaping. She pressed three of her fingers into my hole and fingered me for a few seconds, getting the last of her sexual aggression out before stepping back and taking a deep breath.

I remained still for a long moment, taking almost two whole minutes before stumbling up to my feet. I reset my panties, but I could feel that my asshole was still gaping under the thin strip of lace. I pulled down my skirt as much as possible, feeling strangely vulnerable. Then I looked at Mrs. Gulka, who was fixing her hair, pushing back the long strand that she had carefully slicked back with the rest of her hair. “You can go now,” she said without looking back at me.

I left without saying anything. The hallways were empty and all of the students were already gone for the day. I grabbed my things from my locker and then I moved as quickly as I could to the public bathroom, four blocks from the school. Those four blocks were bad enough, with drivers slowly down to look at me as they went by. I didn’t want to be seen my one of my neighbours, or God forbid, one of my family members. I washed off my makeup and crammed my wig into my bag before putting my boy clothes on overtop of my dress.


CHAPTER VI

The dress couldn’t be salvaged. It needed to be washed, but I didn’t know how to wash it, seeing as it was satin and lace and I hardly knew how to do my own laundry. There was a round stain on the front: presumably my pre-cum, and there was a wet stain on the back, which I think was lubricant from Mrs. Gulka’s strap-on dildo.

So I needed to find a new outfit for day two of Trans Acceptance Week. My parents were home when I got back from school, so I had to move carefully, crossing the hallway quietly as I slipped into my sister’s bedroom, which was mostly unchanged from when she was still living with us. The walls were still pink and her old posters were still tacked up: pictures of teen heartthrobs that were no longer relevant, and bands that no one listened to anymore.

Her closet was pretty much empty. She’d taken her clothes with her when she moved out for university, but a few things were left behind: some bathing suits, her prom dress, old undies and bras, and a couple of outfits that she’d outgrown. Now, those small outfits were all I had to work with. Luckily, I was a bit shorter and a bit thinner than my sister.

I had to toss aside the more juvenile options, including a few Disney-themed shirts and flamboyant pink tights. I found a black bodysuit that seemed normal enough. I squeezed my body into it and was happy to see that it kept my chest and shoulders covered with a tight black polyester—though it was very tight on my crotch, and it left my bum and hips completely bare, so I had to slip a pair of jean shorts on over top of it. The shorts were tight and terrifyingly short, hardly covering my butt cheeks—but the only other option was a mini skirt that may as well have had the words, ‘PLEASE FUCK ME’ written on it, from my sister’s punk rock stage.

I didn’t love having my legs completely bare. Luckily I found a pair of thigh high stockings and big black boots, which covered just about everything, except for about five inches of thigh. I didn’t mind showing a bit of thigh: better than showing everything.

I looked in the mirror and felt a wave of relief. “Good enough,” I said quietly to myself. And then those words resonated inside of me. Good enough wasn’t going to be good enough. I was already on the chopping block, already skating on the thinnest possible sheet of ice. I couldn’t just accept ‘good enough’. I had to do more.

So I waited until my parents were asleep, and then I took my feminization a step further, so my teachers wouldn’t have any excuses to boot me out of school. I painted my fingernails red, and then I found a few pieces of costume jewellery. In a drawer I found a pair of fake eyelashes. I had to watch a video tutorial on how to put them on. I went to the bathroom and spent those late night hours practising my makeup skills: applying mascara and drawing on eyeliner. At first I was really awful, but then I started getting better. It was 3:00 AM when I was finally satisfied with the look I’d accomplished, then I decided not to wash it off, as my alarm would be going off in just three hours. I slept on my back, praying my parents wouldn’t come into my bedroom and catch me in my sister’s makeup and nail polish.

I snuck out the back door while my mom was in the bathroom the next morning. I walked to school dolled up, feeling embarrassed but happy to still have a chance. I felt relief as my school came into sight and I started seeing my gender-bent classmates speckling the sidewalks.

Many of them looked better today—especially the girls (who were used to being boys). Everyone’s makeup was better. Wigs looked better and outfits even seemed to fit better. A little bit of practise had gone a long way. And with everyone looking a bit more convincing, I felt a bit more comfortable, no longer feeling like the only one who really looked like a girl. In fact, a few students took me by surprise, having taken their guises to a new level. I was stopped a few times, thinking I was seeing girls who had decided to stop playing along, only to realize a moment later that I was looking at boys in mascara and eyeliner.

I saw Mrs. Carrington in the hallways that morning. I looked at her as she looked at me. She looked down my body, grading my outfit and makeup, which I’d done on my own. Then I watched as she cracked a smile before moving along. I felt my heart throb up towards my throat. She seemed to approve, which was the first approval I’d ever gotten from her.

I saw Mrs. Gulka ten minutes later, and I got a similar look of approval. I smiled, knowing that I was only going to get better. I was no longer in state of anxiety, worried that I would have a slip and all of this humiliation would be for nothing. Now I was starting to think that I would really make it to the finish line—and I would make it there with a whole new positive approval rating from the school faculty.

My first few classes went off perfectly: no concerning looks from teachers and no scoffs from fellow students. In was in my third class that I noticed one of my male classmates looking rather uncomfortable in his skirt and blouse. He kept tugging at his skirt, and his face would turn red whenever anyone looked his way. I decided to approach him after class, right before he took off for lunch. “Hey—are you okay?” I asked.

He stared at me with frightened feral eyes. “Why?” he asked in a soft voice, which was almost perfectly feminine, but not quite there.

“You look nervous. Is your outfit bothering you?”

“I just didn’t realize this skirt was so short when I left the house. It keeps riding up, and I feel like everyone’s staring at my butt. You don’t have a pair of tights I could borrow, do you?” He stared into my eyes, still looking scared and out of place.

I shook my head. “I don’t have tights. But I wouldn’t worry about it. You look good in the skirt. I can’t see your bum—it’s not as short as you think it is.”

He cracked a smile. “Really?” he said.

“Don’t get me wrong—it’s short. But it suits your legs.”

Now he was biting his lip. “To be honest, I’m actually kind of scared that I don’t look girly enough. I heard the teachers are cracking down on people who aren’t trying hard enough. They’ve already suspended three girls.”

I perked up, my heart tingling. “Really?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Just be honest: I look like a boy, don’t I?” Now his face was red, but his voice was getting better as he got more practise. I had a feeling he’d been silent since the week started, in the same position I was in when Mrs. Carrington led me back into the school.

I looked around. We were alone in the classroom now. “I can give you a few tips if you’re really worried about it.”

“Would you?” he said.

So I walked over to the door and locked it. Then I returned to him. “What’s your name?”

He stared at me for a moment before saying, “Katie.”

“Okay. Katie,” I said. It was a good idea to use a female name: a good way to stay in female character. “First, you need to stand up straighter. I know that it will make your skirt feel shorter, but trust me: slouching is the worst thing you can do.” She tried standing up straight, puffing out her chest. “And relax your shoulders.” She took a deep breath and then she let her shoulders sink down. “That’s great. You look better already.”

I had her walk around the room, the way Mrs. Carrington made me walk. I gave her the same tips and even made a few adjustments of my own. I knew what Katie was going through: I knew that horrible uncertainty—I was still feeling it in my gut. So if I could help her out, then maybe I could feel a bit better about my own situation.

We spent fifteen minutes going over mannerisms. Most of that time was actually spent trying to inject some confidence into her. She really did look good, but she just wasn’t convinced that I was telling her the truth. “If I was a girl, I’d be the ugliest girl in the school,” she said, still with that red face.

I shook my head. “You really wouldn’t be,” I said. “You’re actually, like, really pretty.” She smiled, but she still wasn’t buying it.

“You’re pretty,” she said. “I just look like a boy in a skirt.”

I shook my head and laughed. “Turn around.” She turned around. I stepped up behind her and put my hands on her sides. “You’re very sexy,” I said softly into her ear. Now I was trying to see her as a girl. It was becoming obvious that I wasn’t good at speaking dishonestly. Mrs. Carrington saw through my fakeness and so did Mrs. Gulka. Now Katie seemed to be seeing through it, even though I wasn’t being entirely fake with her. Sure, she sounded a bit masculine and had a few masculine qualities about her look—but she was still pretty and I was sure she could pass if she could just overcome her anxiety.

But from behind, she looked like a girl. She had the curves and her hair was soft (and it was real—her own long hair, curled and styled instead of just sitting on her head as a man-bun). She smelled amazing, like flowers and vanilla. I ran my hands up her body and tried to pretend like I was touching a real girl. It wasn’t hard to pretend.

“You’re super hot,” I said. “And your legs are amazing.” I ran my hands down, onto her bare thighs. Then I pulled my hands up, under her skirt, to her soft bum. She let a little giggle slip.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m going to prove to you that you’re hot,” I said. “I’ll make you feel like a girl—if my words aren’t doing it for you.”

The more I pretended like she was a chick, the more she really seemed like a chick. In fact, from behind, it was becoming hard to remind myself that she was actually a boy—especially with that amazing perfume. I moved my hands up to her chest and then I squeezed her soft tits, which were likely just pads. She let a little moan slip out. Then I brought a hand to her face and pressed a finger into her mouth. With my free hand, I reached down and clenched her butt cheek, then she sucked on my finger, letting a whimper slip.

Now I was the one giggling. She sure was acting like a girl. Maybe she liked being dolled up. Maybe she was so anxious about Trans Awareness Week because she was one of the fabled trans girls in our school, who was too afraid to come out. Suddenly, a tingling sense of terror swept over me. What if she was actually a trans girl? What if I had her fate in my hands now? I could either help her come out or I could scare her back into the closet for another five years.

Now I had to be careful. I really had to treat her like a girl. If she left that room crying, it could mean the end of my upcoming graduation. I reached for her chest again with both hands and squeezed her breasts. Now I wasn’t so sure I was squeezing pads; her tits felt real: squishy and soft, but small. Maybe she kept them pressed down under her shirt usually. Maybe they were made from hormones. Maybe I was squeezing real breasts.

“That feels good,” she said as I felt her nipples. Her nipples were perky. So they really weren’t pads. So she really had breasts—or maybe I was just squeezing her soft pecs. Maybe her chest was flat and I was imagining lumps.

Either way, she felt good and she smelled nice. I sunk down to my knees and flipped her skirt over my head. She was wearing black panties: lace, just like the panties I had on. I pulled her panties to the side, spread her butt cheeks, and I pressed my tongue into her hole. I began eating her out, making her squirm and moan. She bent over the desk, walking her legs out slightly. She reached back with both hands and spread her cheeks for me, so I could use my hands to stroke her long legs.

She started moaning, letting a bit of that masculine voice slip, reminding me that I was with a boy and not a woman at all. I paused for a moment. My tongue was in her asshole, my face between her soft butt cheeks. Was I having a gay experience? Was I starting to lose control of my sanity? I looked up at her bent over body. At least she looked like a girl. At least she was cute and curvy and she smelled more like a girl than any of the girls that I actually knew. I pushed my face back in and kept eating her out.

Then I stood up and pulled out my erect cock. I pressed it between her butt cheeks and she gasped. “You’re hard,” she said.

“Of course I’m hard,” I replied.

A whimper fluttered off of her tongue. I could hear joy in that whimper, as if my erection said everything that my mouth wasn’t able to before. It was the confirmation she needed: whether it was just so she could survive Trans Acceptance Week like me, or if it was because she needed to know she could pass as a woman before committing to coming out as a trans girl.

I slid my cock down to her wet asshole, and then I pushed my cock inside. She was tight. She clenched hard and moaned loudly. Then she began to squirm, clutching the desk the same way I did the day before. I held her hips and began to thrust in and out. I pumped faster and faster and faster—and I didn’t last long. How could I last long, with that skirt flipped on her back and her long hair spread out on that desk; she looked hot, and she was aroused for me. It was my oldest fantasy, coming true; except she was actually a boy, and in my original fantasy, I never saw myself in a tight bodysuit and slutty jean shorts.

I came in her asshole, and then I watched as my cum oozed out of her while I put my cock away and stumbled back. She stood up slowly and turned to me with wide eyes. “That felt good,” she said, blushing.

I nodded my head. “Really good.” I was looking at her face for the first time since before we became intimate. I could still see those masculine features, but now they were being strongly overpowered by her feminine beauty. “You make a good girl,” I said.

She smiled. “Thanks.”

“I should get going,” I said. We shared one last glance before I took off, heart pounding and head swirling with confusion.


CHAPTER VII

Wednesday was even easier than Tuesday. I no longer had to be careful with my voice, as my words were starting to naturally come out with my feminine twang. In fact, the real anxiety came on Wednesday night, when I sat down to eat dinner with my parents and my voice kept trying to revert to my feminine tone. I had to clear my throat multiple times, and then I lied to my parents and said that I had a cold.

“You should take the next day or two off of school,” my mother suggested. My heart fluttered. Until that moment, I’d forgotten that I’d originally planned to skip part of Trans Acceptance Week by pretending to be sick. Now I was being gifted a golden opportunity: to have my mom call into the school for me. She rarely believed me when I said that I was sick, but she seemed to believe me now.

But then I remembered how serious Mrs. Carrington was about tossing me out of school. I didn’t want to give her a single reason to go through with my expulsion, so I shook my head and said, “I think I’ll be okay.” Besides, there was an outfit in my sister’s closet that I really wanted to try out, and I really wanted to see how my classmates reacted to it.

It was a white dress with blue stripes around the skirt and the short sleeves. It looked like something out of an anime: adorable but sexy at the same time. I also found a pair of white stockings in my sister’s closet, near the bottom of her old sock drawer. The stockings pulled up past my knees, and made my legs look amazing.

After my parents went to bed, I found myself lounging around my room in the outfit. I had my wig on and I was carefully curling it with a curling iron I found in my sister’s bedroom. The wig looked even cuter curled.

I rolled over on my bed and then I closed my eyes, running my hands down my body, feeling the soft fabrics of the dress and the stockings and my panties. Trans Acceptance Week had two days left: two days until I never had to wear another dress again, until I never had to wear another pair of thigh-high stockings, until I never had to wear a pair of tight panties over my shaved cock. I had a feeling I was going to miss it. I was going to miss the looks I got in the hallways: looks I never got wearing my usual hoodie and jeans. Biological girls were looking at me with jealousy in their eyes and many of the biological boys wanted to fuck me: I could tell. And I couldn’t help but fantasize about letting them: going into the locker room after school, bending over, and letting them all take turns with me.

I knew it would feel good—so much better than the plastic strap-on. I couldn’t even imagine how amazing a real shaft would feel: warm and throbbing, with soft pubic hair bumping into my tush with every penetration.

I opened my eyes and looked down. My skirt was standing up; I was erect. I reached down and grasped my erection and gave it a gentle stroke. Then I turned my head and looked in the mirror. I still looked sexy, even though I wasn’t currently wearing any makeup. I watched myself as I stroked my shaft, and then I found myself trying to think of ways to make my fantasy into a reality, without sacrificing my reputation as a cool, manly guy. How could I convince a few jocks to fuck me in the locker room? Seducing them wouldn’t be hard. Keeping them quiet might be a bit tough—though they wouldn’t want to ruin their reputations either.

I felt a strong tingling. I was about to come, so I let go of my cock. I didn’t want to lose that horny feeling. I knew what came after ejaculation: regret and guilt. I wanted to stay in my positive headspace. I wanted to have fun with my female guise and not succumb to the anxiety of reality. So I kept my hands off of my cock and I fell asleep wearing that little white dress.

The next day, I got to school early. I wore a big coat over my tiny outfit, and then I stashed the coat in my locker as soon as I walked inside the school. When people started showing up, I started feeling more and more comfortable. Once again, everyone looked better, as if they’d all improved from another day of practise. Girls really looked like boys and boys really looked like girls. The awkward tension was no longer lingering in the air. Guys were freely prancing down the halls and being flirty, and girls were settling into their macho cliques.

A girl whistled at me as I walked by. She had a baseball cap on, with a surprisingly realistic moustache drawn on with what I assume was mascara. “Lookin’ good, girl,” she said.

I winked at her, feeling a surge of warm energy pulsing through me. Then an announcement came on. “Tomorrow is the final day of Trans Acceptance Week. Please note: Monday will be a holiday. Normal classes resume on Tuesday.” The announcement left me with a strange sensation buzzing in my stomach. Was it excitement? Was I happy to know that I was almost across that finish line: a line that I didn’t think I would make it to just a few days before? Or was the buzzing a sense of dread, knowing that this would all soon be over, and I would go back to being invisible in the school hallways.

Maybe being invisible was a good thing. Maybe all of this attention I was getting wasn’t healthy. Embracing it certainly wasn’t healthy, but I couldn’t help myself. I wasn’t used to the smiles and the winks. I wasn’t used to having my butt checked out—sometimes by biological guys and sometimes by biological girls… Either way, it was nice and refreshing.

But it was the sex that I was going to miss. I knew that sex wasn’t going to be easy to come by once I was a boy again. I never managed to find it as a guy before, so I assumed that was the way it would be once my wig and skirts were retired. A part of me wanted to make the most of the time I had left as a girl. I knew I had the power of seduction, as long as I was in a tight outfit with a bit of eyeliner around my eyes. But who was worth a last hurrah? Who deserved my final couple of days as a girl?

I considered my gym teacher, Mr. Fullerton. He looked a bit silly dressed like a girl—only because he was a hulk of a man, with thick arms and a dense chest. He shaved his beard off for Trans Acceptance Week, but it didn’t do much in terms of making him look like a girl. And no matter how hard he tried, his deep voice just wouldn’t go high enough to be believable. Even his outfit wasn’t terribly convincing: just his usual gym outfit but in pink instead of navy blue. At least he shaved his legs.

I could tell that he had a big cock. At the end of the final period, he would change in the boys’ changing room with the students. I had final period gym the year before, and I saw his big bulge in his undies before he slipped into his jeans. Now, as he explained the day’s activity to the class, I found myself staring at his crotch, trying to make out the contour of his long shaft in his little shorts. I was fairly certain I could see it: almost as thick as my wrist and about as long as my forearm. It was curled: the only way it would stay in his underwear. If it was that big flaccid, how big did it get when it was hard? Did his tip touch his chest? How much of it would he be able to fit inside of me?

He looked over at me near the end of his little speech. Our eyes met and I found myself smirking at him, peering straight into his eyes without an ounce of the shyness I was so used to having. When did I become so bold? Why was I braver while wearing makeup and a wig? Was there something wrong with my brain?

I threw a few more looks his way throughout the class. I could tell that I was getting into his mind. His cheeks were starting to turn a slight shade of pink, and I was starting to catch him looking my way more and more as the class went on. I couldn’t help but think that he was considering the possibility in his mind; he knew that I was really a boy, but it was Trans Acceptance Week—and ‘when in Rome’…

He cleared his throat right before saying, “Katie—could you please stay after class to help clean up?”

I caught myself smirking again. Every day he asked a different student to stick around to clean up the gym equipment. Was I just a random selection, or was he trying to get me alone? I looked into his eyes and he looked away quickly. When the bell rang, my heart started pounding. I watched as all of the students filtered out of the gymnasium. Mr. Fullerton just stood there, staring down at his clipboard as if he was reading over his class notes—but it was obvious that he was just trying to pretend like he didn’t notice me standing across the room from him, staring at him. There wasn’t much to clean up: just a few cones, as we had only done some simple running drills. So I was done cleaning up in less than a minute. “Should I set something up for the next class?” I asked. He was still staring down at his clipboard.

He looked up at me. “Um, no,” he said with an awkward smile. “I don’t have a next class—just a fourth period spare.” He stared into my eyes for a long moment before darting his gaze away. Did he really need help cleaning up those six cones? Or was he keeping me around for another reason, which he was now too shy to act on?

I watched him as he sauntered over to his office, between the sets of bleachers. He looked back at me with his red-cheeked smile before disappearing inside. Then my heart fluttered. I knew I was being given an option, it was his way of asking me: do you want to fuck? His nervousness was off the charts—as if he was back in high school as a student himself.

I walked up to his office door. My heart was pounding. I carefully pushed it open and saw him standing by his desk, without his shirt on. While his legs were shaved for Trans Acceptance Week, his chest wasn’t. His big pecs were hairy and manly. He turned to me quickly and said, “Oh—sorry, Katie. Can I help you with something?”

I stared into his dark eyes and smile. “I just came to grab something,” I said.

“Grab something?” he asked.

I walked towards him and looked down at his tight shorts: at that bulge that was so well defined. I reached down and slipped my finger around it, feeling the width of his girth. He froze and perked up. “W—What are you doing?” he asked. But he wasn’t trying to stop me. He obviously liked it. He obviously wanted it.

“Don’t you think I’m cute, Mr. Fullerton?” I asked, looking into his eyes. I was doing my best to make my eyes big and puppy-like.

He stuttered and then he smiled. “I just don’t think it’s appropriate.”

“Then why aren’t you stopping me?” I asked as I rubbed up and down, feeling his shaft becoming warmer and harder.

He stuttered again, but this time he didn’t come up with a reply. He just looked down and then he closed his eyes, probably trying to remind himself that I wasn’t actually a girl. But the reminder was clearly hard to process, seeing as I looked and sounded and felt and smelled just like a girl. His face turned redder and redder, and then I tugged down his shorts so I could see what I was working with.

I froze for a moment, taken by surprise by his massive size. It was way bigger than I thought: at least as long as my forearm, uncurling slowly as blood pumped into it. I found myself sinking slowly to my knees, grabbing the throbbing cock with both of my hands. I led it to my mouth and plunged the tip through my lips. I heard him groan as I closed my eyes. That groan was a scary sound: deep and masculine, making my bones tremble. But at the same time, it was a reassuring sound, letting me know that I was passing, that I was hot, and that I was satisfying. I squeezed his shaft firmly with both hands and sucked as much as I could fit into my mouth. I pumped fast, bobbing my head back and forth until the shaft was so hard that the tip was pressed against the roof of my mouth, trying to lift me off of the ground.

I pulled my head back, just to get a breath of air. Saliva dripped from my chin as I stared up at the amazing beast. A gasp slipped out from my mouth as it throbbed before me, intimidating and impressing me. I didn’t know cocks could be so big. I grabbed it carefully again, using both hands, and brought it back into my mouth. Now it was so thick that it was stretching my lips while I bobbed my head.

His hands nestled into my hair. He pulled me tight into his groin and he began to thrust gently, using my throat to massage the tip of his shaft. He was incredibly hard—and he was hard for me, putting a grin on my saliva-covered face.

He groaned louder and louder as his cock throbbed harder.

Then I fell back, gasping for air. Saliva dripped down from his bulbous tip. All of the muscles in his body were tensed and flexed. His shoulders were up near his ears as he took deep breaths. I managed to crawl up to my feet and turn around, bending over with my elbows planted firmly on his desk. “Fuck me,” I said.

“Really?” he asked.

“Just do it,” I said.

He slowly came up behind me. He took my little gym shorts and pulled them down to my thighs, exposing my bum. Then he stuck one of his thick fingers under the waistband of my panties and pulled those down—just enough to expose my asshole. There was a long silence before his swollen tip squeezed in-between my butt cheeks. I gasped and clenched, closing my eyes. Was this really such a good idea? Was I really about to let a well-endowed man stick his cock into my asshole?

I took a deep breath. I wanted it so badly—but why? What was possessing me to crave anal sex? Since when had I ever wanted to be sodomized?

“Do it,” I said, unclenching—an act that took all of my willpower.

He grabbed my hips and then he firmly pushed his cock into me, filling me completely, making me gasp loudly as I felt my insides stretching. Are insides supposed to stretch? Were human bodies designed to be able to handle foot long cocks?

“Oh my God, you’re so tight,” he grunted, still pushing deeper and deeper. I could feel him through my abdomen, and then I could feel him up into my chest. Then—even though I know it’s not possible—I felt him up in my throat, gagging me with the tip of his cock. I wanted to moan his name but I couldn’t make any sounds.

He started pumping, sliding all the way back before slamming down, making my nerves tingle all over. The pleasure was immediate and powerful. I was groaning and squirming after just a few seconds—and that pleasure only became more and more intense. “Don’t stop,” I begged, clutching the edges of his desk with both of my hands. He pumped harder and harder. I groaned louder and louder.

And then I heard him scream and I felt something strange and shocking: warm pulses, deep inside of me, making me feel full and weirdly wet. He was coming, filling me with his thick substance. His pelvis was pressed against my bum, meaning his entire shaft was buried in my body.

He held it there for a moment before pulling out, leaving me with a gaping asshole and tingling skin. I slumped over his desk while he fell back, into a nearby chair, while a glob of cum oozed down the length of his amazing penis.

“Holy shit,” he mumbled. “That—That was insane.”

I was only able to nod my head, still unable to speak.

“You should probably get going. Your teacher is probably wondering where you are. I can call in and say that you stuck around to help clean up.”

“Thanks,” I was finally able to say as I pulled myself up to my feet. I looked into his eyes and saw the conflict: the mix of his elation with his confusion, knowing he’d just fucked a biological male—and a student.

“See you tomorrow,” I said, waving and smiling.


CHAPTER VIII

On that Friday morning, I woke up in a panic. I had lots of time before I needed to leave for school, but I knew it was my final opportunity to get dolled up: my last excuse to put on a cute outfit and try out a new makeup style. There were so many outfits and so many styles I wanted to try out—picking one seemed impossible, but sadly it was necessary.

I decided to go with a simple schoolgirl outfit, as it seemed most fitting for my final day as a schoolgirl. The skirt was probably too short and the blouse was probably too tight, but I still looked adorable and beyond fuckable. I went heavy with the eyeliner and the eye shadow, and thick with the lip-gloss. I was determined to turn heads, to prove to everyone and myself that I was able to be a female.

And it wasn’t until I was leaving out the front door of my house that I wondered: why did I care to prove such a thing to anyone? Why would I want people to think that I had it in me to be a convincing girl? Shouldn’t I just be happy as a man? I was born as a man and that hadn’t been a problem before… Or had it been a problem? Was I happier as a girl? Had I always secretly wanted to be a girl? Sometimes I would find myself staring at girls: at their little skirts and their cute shoes. My head would spin when a girl wore white stockings—maybe not because I had the hots for girls in white stockings, but because I wished I could be one of them…

I tried not to think about it. I tried to remind myself that I had one day left, and that was a good thing—not a bad thing. And maybe it was a good thing that I was excited to be a girl for one more day. That excitement would help me get through the day without any accidents. That excitement would help me finish Mrs. Carrington’s challenge, ensuring that I graduated come June.

But as I walked into the school, my heart was filled with a peculiar sadness. I looked around at all of the convincing trans girls and boys, and I thought about what that same scene would look like on Tuesday: boys dressed like boys and girls dressed like girls. Why did that thought make me so sad? What was I going to miss about the sight that was currently set before my eyes? Did I really wish Trans Acceptance Week could be every week?

During my second period, just before lunch break, the secretary made an announcement to remind everyone that Monday was a holiday, and that Trans Acceptance Week would be over in a matter of hours. Some students sighed in relief at the tail end of the message. I wasn’t so pleased. I looked down at my smooth thighs, crossed comfortable beneath my desk. Then I looked around the room at some of the other cuties.

The bell rang ten minutes later. I stuffed my books into my bag and stood up. Then Mrs. Gulka pointed at me. “Katie, could you just wait right there for me, please?” So I carefully sat back down, worried that I’d zoned out during an important piece of her lecture, putting me back on the chopping block despite my surprising devotion to the week of feminization.

Once the class was emptied out, she closed the door and walked over to her desk. “Did I do something wrong?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No,” she said. “Mrs. Carrington asked me to hold you before lunch. She’s coming to have a chat with you.”

My heart stammered. I thought about my week: the teachers and students that I’d fooled around with. Had someone ratted me out? Was I going to get in trouble for taking my feminine persona too far?

It was a minute later when the door opened, making me jump, even though I heard the footsteps coming. She walked into the room, hair slicked back the way it had been all week. She didn’t look at me as she crossed the room towards Mrs. Gulka’s desk. She leaned forward and the whispered, and then she finally turned to me with a little smirk. My heart fluttered again as I tried to swallow the lump in my throat.

“So you’ve made it. I have to say: I’m impressed,” she said, nodding her head.

I forced a smile. “Thanks,” I said, suddenly very conscious of my posture and my voice and even the fake eyelashes that were hovering over my eyes.

“I’ve received nothing but good feedback from your teachers. And I don’t know—I feel like you’ve learned a thing or two about being more accepting.”

I bit the edge of my tongue. “Well we still have a few hours left,” I said.

She nodded slowly. “Well, actually, because you did so well, I thought maybe you’d like to go home early today. Consider it a reward for being so committed. I’ll let your third and fourth period teachers know that you’ve been excused.”

Now my heart sunk into my gut. That was it? My time as a girl was over? I didn’t want it to be over. I was looking forward to those final two classes. I was looking forward to lunch, and my spare, so I could venture around the school and see what kind of attention I could drum up. I wanted to get a few more looks, and I wanted to harden a few more cocks. “Really?” I said.

“Yep. Go ahead,” she said. “You passed.”

“O—Okay,” I said, standing up slowly. I could feel the soft fabric of my outfit against my skin. It felt nice. I could even feel my tight lacy panties against my bum and crotch; I was going to miss that feeling. I started walking to the door. Out the little door window I could see my fellow classmates, all dolled up and happy, seemingly carefree. It had taken the whole week, but now there were no shy faces in the crowd. No one was self-conscious or timid. Sure, for some people it was just a silly week, but no one was making fun of it—no one was mocking anyone else for looking one way or another.

I stopped at the door. “Is something wrong, Aidyn?” asked my principal.

I nodded my head. “Yeah. I don’t want to go home,” I said.

I looked back and saw my teacher and my principal staring at me with raised brows. “Excuse me?” asked Mrs. Carrington.

“You heard me. I don’t want to go home. I’m having fun. There’s only a few hours left and I don’t want to miss them.”

I watched as a big grin swept across her face. “I think you should go home, Aidyn,” she said.

“But then I’ll miss what’s left of the week,” I said. “And that’ll be it.”

She shook her head. “Why will that be it? There’s always next week.”

“But next week isn’t Trans Acceptance Week. It’ll just be another week and everyone will just be themselves again.”

“Well maybe you can finally be yourself,” she said. And now she was staring into my eyes, grinning. She knew something—something about me—something I didn’t even know about myself, and she’d known it this whole time.

I became still, heart pounding. My mind was quickly spinning around and around. I watched as she stood up and walked by me. “I have to meet with a few more students before the end of the lunch break,” she said, and then she left. Now Mrs. Gulka was staring at me, waiting for everything to click in my brain.

And was it clicking? Was I understanding the scenario right? Was Trans Acceptance Week designed for students like me to realize their true identities? Could Mrs. Carrington and the other teachers see qualities in the students that we couldn’t see ourselves? Were there others?

“Why don’t you go to the mall, Katie?” asked Mrs. Gulka. “There’s a big sale at Aritzia that I think you might like.” She smiled as a warm energy flooded into my heart.

And it turned out, I wasn’t the only one who got that afternoon off. I went to the mall, and at the mall I saw a number of other students: some more nervous than others. But even with the nervous ones, I could see that glimmer in their eyes: that excitement for the start of their new lives. I was excited. I’d never felt more excited as I stepped into that women’s clothing store and found myself surrounded by so many options. Now I didn’t just have to pick through my sister’s leftovers.

Now I could wear whatever I wanted.

I could be whoever I wanted to be.

THE END


SISSY PAYBACK

Chris makes a big mistake one night after a party when he sleeps with his best friend’s girlfriend, on the same bed his best friend is passed out on. Chris has always suspected that Karina cheats on Rob with lots of guys, so he doesn’t think it’s a big deal.

Two weeks later, Rob and Karina break up. Rob shows up on Chris’s doorstep, needing a place to stay. Apparently he finally caught Karina cheating. He’s depressed and angry. He wants revenge on his evil ex-girlfriend, so Rob suggests finding a girl willing to put out and take a few pictures. They try their luck at a few local clubs, but Rob can’t seem to find a girl willing to help him get his payback. Chris, still feeling guilty about what he did with Karina, makes an offer that involves a wig, some makeup, and some tight lingerie.


CHAPTER I

I’d never liked Rob’s girlfriend, Karina. In fact, the first impression I got of her when we first met hadn’t changed after four years: I still thought she was a smug little bitch. She was also arrogant, rude, callous, and I was about to learn that she was also a trashy slut. Though maybe I wasn’t so much better.

It was a cool November night—or maybe it was morning by that point. I had thrown a party at my house, and there were still a few stragglers finishing their drinks before heading out. I was starting the long process of cleaning up all of the glasses and beer cans when I found Rob drinking alone in my guest bedroom. He looked at me with a big smile and said, “Hey! You’re still here!”

“Of course I’m still here, Rob, it’s my house. What the hell are you doing in here?” I could that he was drunk. His face was red and even as he swayed gently from side to side on the edge of my guest bed. “Why aren’t you home? I thought you left hours ago.”

“I was supposed to go, but I don’t want to go,” he said, slurring his words slightly.

“Why? What’s wrong?”

He scoffed in an exaggerated and drunken sort of way. “I just don’t need any of that tonight,” he said, and I knew he was referring to Karina, who had just moved into his apartment a few months before. But I was surprised to hear him admitting that they were having issues, even though it had been obvious for some time. Whenever she would call, he would take his phone into another room before answering. Whenever he came back from taking a call from Karina, he would look like a zombie, with all of the joy sucked out of him—as if they were constantly fighting.

I walked into the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Well what are you going to do?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “What can I do?” he said sarcastically, as if he had no options.

“Well—have you thought about leaving her? Why don’t you find someone else? There are lots of girls out there.”

He laughed and shook his head. “I can’t leave her. I just—I couldn’t do that to her?”

“Why?” I asked.

He sighed and his smile vanished. “You just don’t get it, Chris. You aren’t in a relationship. It’s not that simple.” It was hard to understand what he was saying at all. He suddenly slapped his hand to his mouth and I heard his stomach grumble. I didn’t want vomit on my guest bed, so I pulled him up to his feet by sticking my arm underneath his. He nearly collapsed—his legs hardly doing any work to keep him upright. I noticed the pile of beer cans on the floor. Did he drink all of those? How was he even conscious?

I quickly pulled him towards the bathroom. He collapsed over my toilet and started to empty his guts. I looked away. “I’ll get you a water.” I got him a glass and forced him to chug it. Then his eyes closed and he fell asleep hugging my toilet bowl. I tried to nudge him awake, but he wouldn’t open his eyes. So I continued cleaning my house, checking in on him every few minutes, to make sure he was still breathing.

While I was cleaning the guest room, I heard a song. It took a moment before I realized it was a phone ringtone. I stuck my hand underneath the guest room pillows and I pulled out Rob’s cellphone. He was getting a call from Karina. I didn’t answer, and then she called again a minute later—then a minute after that.

Finally, I decided to answer the phone. “Where the hell are you, Rob? Why aren’t you picking up your phone?” she said a moment after the call was connected.

“Hey, Karina. This is Chris. Rob is—uh—unavailable at the moment.”

“What do you mean unavailable? Who’s he with? Go get him. Is he with that blonde girl? I saw him cruising her Facebook page like a total pervert.” I had no idea who she was referring to.

“He’s with the toilet bowl. He had a bit too much to drink. I got him to drink a glass of water before he went black.” I’d always hated Karina (and I suspected that she hated me) but I never let it show—at least I always tried to keep it from showing. But sometimes I was so careful to tread on eggshells around her that I felt like I sounded like a condescending asshole: speaking softly and slowly with lots of fake smiles.

She sighed. “Of course. I guess I’ll come get him.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I said, checking the time and seeing that it was almost 3:00 AM. “He can sleep on my bathroom floor and then drive himself home in the morning.”

“We’ve got brunch with my parents tomorrow—I’m not letting the prick get out of it again. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” I really didn’t like the idea of having to keep an eye on Rob all night long—but I absolutely hated the thought of spending five minutes with Karina, especially while she was in a terrible mood.

I kept cleaning until there was a knock at my door. Now, my house had emptied out, save for Rob in the bathroom. I bit down on the edge of my tongue as I went to the door. And then I put on my best fake smile as I opened the door to let her inside. She didn’t wait for an invitation in—she just brushed past me with thinly pressed lips and shoulders up to her ears. “Where is the son of a bitch? He promised me he wouldn’t get hammered again—and what does he do?”

“He’s just down the hall and to the left—in the bathroom.” I kept my distance from her. Sure, she was only 5’1” and maybe one hundred pounds, but she still scared the hell out of me. She already had her gentle little hands clenched into tight fists. I followed her carefully as she approached the bathroom. I wanted to be close just in case she decided to murder my best friend.

When she saw him, she shook her head and sighed.

“I thought he left a few hours ago. But I guess he was still here, drinking. I would have cut him off had I known,” I said, hoping to wriggle my way into her good books—even just a tiny bit.

“What a pathetic loser,” she said. She walked up to him and gave him a hard shove. “Get up, Rob. We need to go.” He didn’t budge, but he did let out a loud snore. “Rob! Wake up! Quit being such a waste of life and get yourself up!” But he didn’t move.

Then Karina turned and looked at me. “Was he with a girl? Who was he drinking with?”

I shook my head. “He was alone as far as I know.”

“Do you have his phone? Let me see it.”

I handed it to her, and then I watched as she unlocked it and started checking his messages. She scoffed again. “He was texting that blonde cunt,” she said. “Talk about a downgrade.” I peeked over her shoulder and saw that the ‘blonde cunt’ she was referring to was one of Rob’s classmates. They were texting about an assignment. I decided not to chime in, even though I wanted to defend my best friend. “Was she here?” she asked.

“No,” I said.

“I don’t know why he’s so obsessed with her. I’m pretty sure she wears that perfume you buy for preteen girls—and she wears so much of it. She’s probably a massive slut.”

“Well she wasn’t here,” I said.

“Where did you find him?” she asked me.

I was slow to respond, worried I was doing a massive disservice to my buddy. “Um, over in the guest room.”

“Show me,” she said.

So I walked her over to the guest room. She immediately went to the bed and planted her face down to smell the sheets. She looked insane—but that’s also when I noticed her outfit: a tiny black clubbing dress, which stopped covering her tush the moment she bent over. Under that dress she was wearing a red thong, which hardly did anything to cover her puffy pussy lips. I saw that she was hairy—her soft pubic hair spilling out around her tight thong. When she stood up and looked back at me, I snapped my gaze up, but I felt my face turning red. But now I couldn’t help but notice the low-cut top of her dress, showing off the cleavage of her small tits. She had a childish body and a pair of B-cup breasts, which never needed a bra. And because she never wore a bra, her nipples were always pressing against her tight outfits—and now, her outfit was especially tight. I tried my hardest not to look at her chest. She was the devil, after all.

“You swear that cunt wasn’t here?” Karina asked, looking into my eyes. And for the first time ever, I noticed that she had big, pretty eyes. Maybe I could see what Rob saw in her—at least physically. Maybe he just didn’t care about conversation or his mental well-being. Maybe he just wanted to be with a hottie. And now I was starting to wonder if she was an animal in bed. Surely she must be, given her complete lack of other redeeming characteristics.

“She wasn’t here,” I said.

She took a step towards me, getting close. She narrowed her big eyes and stared deep into my soul, making me tremble slightly. She had to stand on her tiptoes and tilt her head up, but somehow she was still intimidating. “You aren’t just covering for him, are you?”

I shook my head. “I wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“Why not? Don’t you like your friend?” Now it seemed like she was testing me like a human lie detector. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and forced an uncomfortable smile.

“I don’t like lying,” I said.

“No one likes lying, but sometimes you have to do it,” she said. The comment made me uncomfortable. I could see right down her top as I looked down into her eyes. It was hard not to look. I could almost see her nipples—definitely her areolas. She was young and tight and she smelled so pretty.

“Are you staring at my tits?” she said.

I shook my head quickly. “Was I? No—I wasn’t.” I could feel my face becoming dark red.

“Oh my God, you want to fuck me. You’re a perv, too.”

“No, I don’t,” I said. My voice cracked slightly.

“You don’t? You don’t think I’m pretty or something?”

“No—I think you’re very pretty. Rob is lucky to have you. I just—I wasn’t thinking about that.”

“So you do want to fuck me, but that’s not what you were thinking about?” she said. Now she was putting words in my mouth, and I was completely flustered. She was manipulative. I could see how she drove Rob so insane. “If you want to fuck me, be a man and fuck me.” She took a step back and turned around, bending over the bed, showing me her perky ass as she stood up tall on the balls of her feet. My head was spinning now. Was this really happening? Was she just baiting me—or did she really want me to fuck her?

I looked back down the hallway. I could see the light from the open bathroom door, and I could hear the occasional snore of my very drunk best friend. Then I looked back at Karina’s tight tush and her red thong, which was mostly hidden between her perky butt cheeks.

“Come and fuck me—or are you a pathetic loser like my boyfriend?” she said.

I found myself stepping forward. I put my trembling hands on her thighs, then I slid them up, pulling her tight dress up to expose all of her ass—and the butterfly tramp stamp on her lower back. I took her red thong and I gently pulled it down. Her tight ass held onto it until it couldn’t anymore—then it snapped down to expose her tight, hairy pussy. A shudder ran through me. I knew that this wasn’t right—I knew I was betraying my friend. But how could I say no to having sex with a hot young woman?

I took a deep breath before using both of my hands to spread her cheeks. Her pussy spread open slightly along with her butthole. I could see a damp glistening inside of her hole; she really wanted it. A moment later, I had my face buried between her thighs. I stuck my tongue into her wet pussy while her tight butt cheeks rubbed against my face. I’d completely lost control of myself. My morals were nowhere to be found. I was betraying my best friend, but I knew that it didn’t matter as long as he never found out about it.

Karina moaned loudly—apparently not worried at all about Rob overhearing. When a small gush of warm fluid poured down my chin, I knew she was ready for more than my tongue.

I stood up and quickly fished my erection out. I was already throbbing and as hard as concrete. I slapped my cock down between her butt cheeks and I slid myself down until my tip was pressed against her wet cunt. I carefully began to mash myself in, feeling her warm natural lubricant squishing around my cock. Then she reached back and grabbed my shaft, stopping it from going any deeper. She pulled me back and then she raised me up to her butthole. I became frozen as I stared down at my tip, which was now being mashed into her tight back door.

“Rob is too much of a pussy to fuck me in the ass,” she said. “Well? What are you waiting for? Stick your big cock in me.”

I spread her cheeks wide and pushed my tip hard into her hole. And after a moment, it finally penetrated. She gasped and moaned and I was unable to look away from her suddenly gaping hole consuming my long shaft. I pushed in deeper and deeper, and she didn’t clench or resist at all. I could feel her gushy insides along the length of my cock. It was so warm and so tight. I pushed slowly until I had nothing left to push. She had every inch of my eight-inch cock inside of her ass.

“Fuck me,” she demanded.

So I started pumping her, clutching her thighs firmly with both hands. It felt so good. I was worried that I was going to end up coming in under a minute and then she would mock me because of it. So I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and I tried to remind myself that I was fucking my best friend’s girlfriend. I thought the shame and embarrassment might make me last longer—though I’m not sure it was truly registering. Sure, I felt guilty, but the pleasure was so amazing that I couldn’t seem to bring myself to care. If I was really so ashamed, I would have pulled out and walked away—and I certainly wasn’t doing that.

I suddenly heard a thud behind me. Karina heard it as well. We both turned our heads at the same time to look towards the doorway.

Rob was standing there, leaning against the doorframe, staring right at us. I was frozen, with my cock entirely in Karina’s asshole. I opened my mouth to say something, but I couldn’t think of any words. We were caught, and now I was about to lose my best friend.

“Have you seen my phone?” he asked, still slurring.

I shook my head, but I still wasn’t able to respond. I couldn’t push any words past the lump in my throat.

He stumbled forward, and then he fell onto the bed face-first, right next to us. A moment later, he was snoring again. Karina slowly looked into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and full of fear. But she apparently wasn’t terrified enough. “Keep fucking me,” she said.

I was slow to react, terrified Rob would wake up next to us and clue into what was happening. But I also didn’t want to miss the opportunity to finish fucking a hot young woman in the asshole. So I kept thrusting. I had to close my eyes so that I wouldn’t be able to see Rob through my peripheral vision. I pumped Karina harder and harder and harder. The tingling between my legs grew stronger and stronger—until I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I shoved myself in deep and I unloaded everything I had. She moaned and screamed wildly, but it wasn’t enough to wake up Rob.

As I pulled out of that tight asshole, which was now red and stretched and oozing out my white load, guilt filled my stomach. I knew that Karina wasn’t right for Rob, but that didn’t give me the authority to go ahead and fuck her. And if she was fucking me, God knows who else was fucking behind his back.

But I knew I had to remain quiet about it. Rob could never know that I fucked his girlfriend in the ass while he was passed out just a foot away. I now had a secret I would have to keep from Rob for the rest of my life—even if they ended up splitting.

“Help me drag him out to my car,” Karina said as she pulled her red thong back up.

I quickly did up my belt and then I helped the tiny Karina haul her boyfriend out to her car. She was silent as she got into her car.

I stopped her before she took off. “Wait,” I said. “Shouldn’t we talk about what just happened?”

She narrowed her eyes and shook her head. “What’s to talk about? You fucked me and now we’re never going to talk about it again. And if you ever tell Rob, I’ll make your life a living hell. Got it?”

I nodded my head, feeling that intimidation that I always seemed to feel around her. She put her car into drive and pulled away with her blacked out boyfriend in the backseat.


CHAPTER II

It was a month later when there was a knock at my door. It was late on a weekday night, so my first assumption was that one of my neighbours was coming to let me know that I accidentally left my garage door open. I was surprised to see Rob standing on my doorstep with tears swelling in his eyes. “She cheated on me,” he said before I could even say hello.

My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. There were two possibilities in my head: either Rob found out that I fucked Karina, or he found out that Karina fucked someone else; both possibilities were bad for me. The first possibility was bad for obvious reasons—especially because Rob was nearly twice my size, with arms as thick as my legs. The latter possibility was bad because Karina was an evil woman, and if Rob decided to split up with her, she would almost certainly tell him about our romp, just because it was the obviously evil thing to do.

“A—Are you okay?” I asked, making sure I had a good grip on the door in case he came at me and I needed to slam it shut.

He shook his head. “I came home early from work and she was with this guy. He—He was inside of her, and she was moaning.”

“It’s okay, man. I don’t need the details,” I said. I moved aside to let him into my house, assuming he had nowhere else to go.

“The guy looked back and saw me, but he didn’t stop. He kept fucking her. He said he was almost done, and then he came a few seconds later. I went into the other room to cry, and then Karina came in and told me to stop being a baby. She told me that it was my fault for not being around enough.” He sat down on my couch and then stared blankly at my hardwood floor. “She said that I don’t know how to pleasure her, and that I should be happy that she’s still with me.”

“That’s awful,” I said. And for some reason, I found myself remembering what Karina told me: that Rob refused to stick his cock in her ass, even though it was obviously what she liked the most. This man Rob caught with Karina probably had his big dick in her ass as well. “But maybe it’s for the best—find another girl.”

“But I love Karina. I’ve loved her since the day I met her.”

“It’ll take some time to get over her,” I said. “Want me to make you a coffee or something?”

He shook his head slowly. “I just don’t understand why she did it.”

“How’s about a tea? I’ll make a tea. Turn on the Xbox. We can play some Call of Duty to get your mind off of her. Okay?” I got up and zipped over to the kitchen. I wanted to get him off the topic before I made the giant mistake of telling him that I’d also been with Karina. For some reason I had the urge to tell him, as if it would help him make up his mind about leaving her. But I knew I couldn’t let that secret slip. I knew it would only drive him away from me.

He didn’t turn on the Xbox. Instead, he continued to stare blankly at the floor. I just wanted the subject to change. I didn’t want to be the friend who had to have this chat. Why couldn’t he just dump her and be done with her?

My phone buzzed while I was in the kitchen making a pot of tea. I slipped out my phone and saw that I had a message from Karina. “Is my boyfriend at your house?” I stared at the message for a minute. I didn’t want her coming over and bringing this fight into my place—that was a sure-fire way to have my secret revealed to Rob. So I lied when I replied to Karina. “No, he’s not here. Why?”

“Do you know where that blonde slut lives by any chance?” she wrote.

“Sorry—I don’t know,” I wrote. Then I looked back up at Rob. He was still staring at the floor with defeat on his face.

“I just don’t know why she did it,” he said.

My phone buzzed again. “Do you know her phone number? Can you find it somehow?”

I quickly replied. “I really don’t know, and I’m just heading to bed. Sorry, Karina. I’m sure he’s not out with her though.”

My phone buzzed again, but this time I just turned my phone off instead of continuing the conversation. I brought a couple mugs of tea over to the living area. I took a seat right next to Rob. “It’ll be okay,” I said. I wasn’t good at consoling people.

“Do you think she’s cheated before? Or do you think this is a one-time thing? If it was just a one-time thing, I think I can change. I can get over this. People make mistakes—right?”

And once again, I was tempted to tell him what happened. I bit down on my lip and shrugged my shoulders. “I guess you could give her another chance—or you could move on before you invest any more time into her.”

He stared into my eyes, and I was worried he would be able to see the deceit on my face. I forced a smile. “Let’s play Call of Duty,” I said.

“I don’t want to play Call of Duty,” he said.

“Then what do you want to do? You shouldn’t just sit here and dwell. You’ll drive yourself crazy.”

“I don’t know what I want to do. I want to be with her. Why can’t I go back in time and just come home at a normal time? Why did I have to see that?”

“Why would you want to be oblivious? Ignorance isn’t really bliss, Rob.”

He looked back at the ground. “If we split up, she’ll have a new boyfriend by the end of the week—and I don’t know if I’ll ever have a new girlfriend. She’ll make a point of rubbing it in my face. I just know her so well—I know exactly what she’ll do. She’ll send me pictures and say it was by mistake, and then she’ll pretend like she feels bad for me. She knows how to get under my skin. She knows how to drive me crazy.”

“Then just forget about her. Move on before she has a chance to get under your skin. What time is it? I bet there are still some cuties hanging around the bars. Let’s go find you a girl to take home tonight. You can bring her here. The moment you spend five minutes with another girl, you’ll forget all about Karina—I promise.”

I was expecting him to shrug my suggestion away, so I was surprised when he looked up with glowing eyes. “Really? You’d help me pick up a girl tonight?” Then he looked back down at the floor. “No—I couldn’t do that. We haven’t officially split up yet. That would just be cheating.”

“I think you officially split up when she had sex with another man, Rob,” I said. Then he looked at me with those painful eyes, and I suddenly felt guilty for the words I’d chosen and for the actions I’d made with his girlfriend.

“Maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s already over. Do you think we could find a girl who would want to be with me? Do you think I still have a shot?”

“Rob—you’re one of the best looking guys I know. Girls are always asking about you. Whenever we’ve gone to a bar, girls are always ogling you. It might take you some time to recover emotionally for another relationship, but you certainly won’t have any issues finding a girl who will want you to fuck the living hell out of her.”

He cracked a small smile. And I couldn’t help but think that I was conquering my guilt. If I could just help Rob get over Karina, then I would be absolved of my wrongdoing. “I’ll put on my shoes and we’ll head out right now.”


CHAPTER III

I wasn’t a big fan of clubs, but I knew that’s where we were most likely to find a girl willing to put out for Rob. We had to wait in a small line to get in. The club was surprisingly busy for a weekday night. The girls were already drunk when we walked in, and we were already getting eyed up by a group of young women as we approached the bar.

Rob was lacking his usual confidence, but I knew the liquor would help. He’d always been a jolly drunk: he was the life of every party I’d ever been to. I waved down the bartender and ordered a couple of shots and a couple of beers. While the bartender was preparing our drinks, I slipped away to use the bathroom. “I’ll be thirty seconds,” I said. And I really was quick. But by the time I was back, Rob was chugging down the last of the second beer. Both shot glasses were empty, sitting next to an empty pint glass.

“Shit—Did you drink all of that?” I asked.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just needed something to get my mind off of Karina.”

So I ordered another shot and another beer. Rob threw his arm up and ordered himself another shot and another beer as well.

“Be sure to pace yourself, man. Have you eaten anything today even?” I asked.

“Not since breakfast,” he said. He pounded the shot back and instantly started chugging back the beer like a desperate alcoholic. My nerves tingled. I suddenly had a very bad feeling about this whole situation.

“Let’s go scope out the girls here,” I said, hoping to pull him away from that bar. I looked over a minute later and saw that his new beer was already empty. His cheeks were red and his eyes were sparkling. He was already drunk, and I suppose that’s exactly what he wanted.

We got a table near the middle of the room. I pointed out a number of girls who appeared to be single and looking to mingle. Rob was strangely shy. I’d never seen him act shy before—especially under the influence of alcohol.

There was one girl who I could tell he was into. She had short black hair and straight cut bangs. She was dancing alone, swaying from side to side with a big smile on her pink-cheeked face. “Go dance with her,” I said to Rob.

His face became red. “I don’t know. She probably just wants to dance alone.”

“Literally no one in the world wants to dance alone. Just go and dance with her, then buy her a drink. Be like the old Rob—go get her!”

I gave him a little shove. He stepped slowly off of his chair and then he stretched out his back. “I guess I could give it a shot,” he said. He moved slowly towards her, still holding his empty pint glass. I thought about telling him to put the glass down, but I didn’t want to kill his momentum. I watched as he stepped onto the dance floor. He started to dance awkwardly as he approached her from behind.

She spun around and saw him coming towards her. His moves were clunky and strange, but she didn’t seem to mind. She smiled and continued to dance. And suddenly, with no effort at all, they were dancing together. It was a good start—a solid step in the right direction. He just needed to spend a bit of time with other girls, to realize that Karina was really nothing special. I knew he would make that realization quickly.

I casually sat back and sipped my beer, turning my attention towards the television screen across the club, which was playing the hockey game, unlike all the other screens, which were playing some strange motion art project. I zoned out for a moment, remembering that I had to work in the morning, and it was almost the morning now. Then I looked back towards the dance floor and saw that Rob and the girl were gone. I looked around and spotted them at the bar. Rob was doing another shot and the girl was watching. I groaned, wishing I could somehow tell Rob to cool it with the alcohol consumption.

Then I saw him put his hand on her lower back. He rubbed gently, and she seemed into it, inching herself closer to him. I decided to make my way towards them, so I could do a bit of eavesdropping. I was happy for my friend—and I was especially happy because Karina was on her way to being nothing more than a distant memory. Soon, I wouldn’t have to worry about my dirty little secret getting out.

I got close and took a seat at a table just ten feet away from Rob and the dark-haired beauty. That’s when I heard Rob say, “You just remind me of how my girlfriend was when we first met.”

I planted my face into my hands. Why did he say that? What was he thinking?

He tried to correct himself, but he wasn’t making his position any better. “I mean my ex-girlfriend. Well, she’s not technically my ex yet, but she will be. At least I think she will be.”

I shook my head. My body was aching with sympathy pains. What was wrong with his stupid mouth? The girl was throwing herself at him and he had to find a way to ruin it. I looked over and watched as the girl took her free drink and walked away, leaving Rob alone at the bar.

I stepped in quickly. “Maybe don’t mention Karina again,” I said. “Let’s find another girl—and remember: no talk about girlfriends or ex-girlfriends.”

Rob looked upset. His smile was gone and his gaze was suddenly inward. I don’t think he’d ever been rejected before. I don’t think he knew until that very moment what it was like to have low confidence. “Don’t worry, dude. There are lots of girls here,” I said.

He nodded his head slowly. Then I pointed out a nearby blonde. “Right there—go and talk to her. I think that girl wants to dance. She’s been eyeing the dance floor for the last ten minutes. Go dance with her.”

Rob stood up slowly. He dragged his feet towards the girl. I couldn’t hear their short conversation, but I didn’t need to hear their words to know that she was rejecting him. He turned around slowly and dragged his feet back towards me.

His confidence was ruined. It was obvious from his slumped posture and his sunken eyes. He had his chance and he ruined it by bringing Karina into the conversation. Now, his night was over. “Let’s go back to my place. You can sleep in my guest room,” I said. I instantly remembered fucking Karina on my guest bed. I hadn’t changed the sheets since then.

“Thanks, Chris. You’re a good friend,” Rob said, patting me on the shoulder. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t, but instead I just forced a smile.


CHAPTER IV

Karina was furious when Rob didn’t come home that night. Rob’s phone buzzed throughout the night, but he wasn’t answering her text messages. I didn’t have to look at his phone to know that she was accusing him of being out with another woman—not that it was any of her business at this point.

Rob was asleep when I got up for work. When I got home eight hours later, he was still in bed, staring blankly at the ceiling of my guest room. “You okay?” I asked. “Bad hangover?”

“No, I’m fine,” he said. There was very little emotion in his voice. My heart churned with guilt, even though I knew it wasn’t really my fault. Karina was sleeping around—if she hadn’t slept with me, she would have found someone else to sleep with, just like she did a few weeks later. So why should I feel any guilt?

“Want to go to the bar again? We can shake off some of yesterday’s bad luck.”

He shrugged his shoulders. So I just decided to leave him alone for a while. I made dinner, had a shower, watched some television, played some games, and then I started to worry that he was still in bed, still doing nothing. So I went back into the guest room again. “I think we should go to the club. What do you think?” I said.

He remained still for a moment, and then he sat up slowly. He took a deep breath and then he said, “Fine, let’s go.”

So we went to the bar. We started with a few drinks, which he downed quickly. Then he started scoping out girls. I tried my best to convince him to talk to a particularly beautiful redhead, but he had no desire to. He just wanted to stare blankly at the table. “This funk is just temporary,” I said. “In a week or two, you’ll feel better than ever. Just believe me.”

“I just hate her so much,” he said, taking me by surprise.

“What do you mean?”

“She cheated on me. How could she do that to me? She knew that my mom cheated on my dad—and then she cheated on me. And she had the balls to tell me that it was my fault? Fuck, I just hate her so much.” His hand was clenched into a fist. His anger was a step in the right direction, but I was worried about what he was going to do with it. The last thing I wanted was for my friend to go off and kill Karina. Sure, I hated her guts and I didn’t want her leaking my secret, but I didn’t want her dead.

“Well the best revenge would be to get over her quickly,” I said.

“Do you really think she would care?” he asked. He was looking into my eyes, and it took me a moment to realize that he was asking the question honestly. He really wanted to know my opinion on whether or not Karina would care if he moved on.

“I’m sure she would care.”

Then I watched as Rob smirked. “I could sleep with a girl and send her a picture: payback pictures. That’s what I should do, rather than giving her the satisfaction. She’s probably so satisfied right now, knowing that she broke me. She doesn’t deserve the satisfaction.” His fists clenched tighter.

I smiled and nodded. “Maybe don’t send her the photos. Maybe just move on and forget about her. The best way to get some payback would be to forget about her completely. That would really drive her man. If you send her photos, she’ll know that you’re still thinking about her.” I didn’t want her needing a reason to tell Rob that I slept with her. I didn’t need for her to have a reason to get some payback of her own.

Rob looked around. He spotted the redhead and his eyes grew wide. “Karina hated redheads,” he said. “So she would be perfect.”

I laughed nervously. I knew that Rob was handsome and muscular enough to pick up any girl he wanted. So if he really wanted to get this cruel payback, it wouldn’t be difficult.

I watched as he stood up and approached the girl. My heart began to pound. I felt like I had to stop him. I should have never slept with his girlfriend—what was I thinking? I knew that she was crazy, and I should have known that she would just use our romp as ammunition in her little war with Rob.

Rob stood close to the redhead as he talked to her. He stepped in even closer and put his hand on her arm. He was smiling confidently, but he still had that terrifying look in his eyes. His thirst for revenge was obvious and frightening. I stepped closer, hoping to pull him away from the girl and talk him out of his vengeful idea. Then, before I could even get within earshot, the girl reached up and slapped him across the face. His head spun to the side and then he froze as she stormed off. Heads turned to look at the pathetic man, standing with his head corked to the side. His eyes were closed, as if he was trying to will away the humiliation.

I felt bad for him, but a part of me was happy that his plot for vengeance had been foiled. “You okay?” I asked, tapping his shoulder gently.

“I’m fine. I just picked the wrong girl.”

Fifteen minutes later, another girl slapped him across the face and stormed off. “What are you saying to these girls?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m just complimenting them and making a move. You can’t always win.” He tried again and again that night, and he was relentlessly turned down. Finally, around midnight, I convinced him to call it quits for the night. “I just need a few pictures. Why won’t these girls just pose for a few pictures for me? They don’t have to even put out if they don’t want to.”

“Girls are complicated, I guess,” I said.

He faked an awkward laugh. “It’s too bad you can’t just put on a dress and we can fake some pictures to send to Karina,” he said.

“Don’t worry. We’ll find someone to help us,” I said.

We went back to my place and I went to bed because I had to be up in five hours for work.

But I was only asleep for two hours before a faint noise woke me up. I slowly opened my eyes as I noticed the sound of whimpering. I got up and pressed my ear against the wall between my room and the guest room. I could hear him crying. And once again, that guilt filled my gut, making me nauseous and light headed. Was this partly my fault? Had I not slept with Karina that night, would anything be different? Or was it possible I just accelerated the end of their relationship? Could I have done Rob a giant favor by plugging his girlfriend’s asshole with my cock?

Regardless of whether I was to blame for Rob’s current torment, I knew that I needed to be a part of the solution. If he wanted to get his revenge, then maybe I needed to help him get his revenge, however he wanted to get it, as long as he wasn’t committing any crimes.

As I was dozing off, I had an idea to help, which didn’t involve Rob being slapped in the face by a myriad of women and slowly chipping away at his confidence.


CHAPTER V

I don’t really know why I decided I would help Rob get his payback. I knew that I was putting myself at risk in more ways than one—but I guess I thought that the universe would bless me with some sort of karmic retribution. Maybe Karina would leave me out of her vengeance—or maybe she wouldn’t even care if Rob sent her a set of payback pictures. Maybe Rob just needed to get a little bit of venting out of his system.

On the way home from work I stopped at an adult store. I’d seen the store many times from the road but I’d never been inside. I wasn’t expecting the space to be so big. One side of the store was a mass of pink and flesh tone, filled with DVDs and magazines: shelves that reached from the floor all the way to the tall ceilings. The middle of the store was a selection of sex toys: some more practical than others. You had your garden-variety vibrators, and then you had your life-sized rubber fists. Which hole were those supposed to go in? Or were they just joke gifts for bachelorette parties?

Finally, at the back of the store were the lingerie, heels, and wigs. I immediately recognized a few of the skimpy outfits: the prostitute who stood down the street from my office must have shopped here.

I awkwardly walked across the heavily sexualized place towards those outfits. The options seemed endless. Everything was sealed in small plastic bags. They had just about everything I could think of. I even jokingly thought about a sexy werewolf costume, and then I found it further down the shelf. I giggled and then someone tapped on my shoulder, making me jump. “Jesus!” I yelped. Apparently I was on edge.

A tiny woman who couldn’t have been older than nineteen was standing in a tiny dress. She stared up at me with a big smile on her face. “Dressing up?” she said.

I shook my head and quickly spurted out my pre-planned speech. “I’m here to buy something for my wife. She’s, uh, about my size. Sometimes she even wears my shoes.” I bit down on my tongue. I hadn’t planned on spurting out all of that information at once in such an unnatural way. Now it was probably even more obvious that I was looking for a costume for myself.

The tiny woman giggled—surely at my expense—and then she motioned towards the large number of outfits. “Well, all of these come in every size. I would say that you—I mean your wife—would be a medium.”

I bit down harder on my tongue, hoping the pain would stop my face from turning dark red. “Right. Perfect. I mean, she’s a bit smaller than me—maybe an inch shorter and five pounds lighter. But that won’t make a difference, right?” I don’t know why I cared what this stranger though. I knew I would never see her again, and I’m sure she’d met crazier people than me. Hell, she’d probably met crazier people within the last few hours. There was a reason she immediately assumed I was there as a cross-dresser…

But I wasn’t a cross-dresser. I was just going to help a buddy out. I would put the outfit on for fifteen minutes, and then I would toss it in the garbage.

“Our more contemporary styles are over here,” the girl said, leading me around a corner to another wall of skimpy outfits. “This one here is very popular with women right now. It even comes with the wig.” She pulled the outfit off of the wall and handed it to me.

The title of the package was ‘Russian Beauty’. It included a lacy black bra, high-waisted strappy panties, a sheer black kimono, and a jet-black wig, cut into a bob with straight bangs. The model on the package looked sexy in the picture—and she had a flat chest, unlike ninety-nine percent of the other models, who had massive fake breasts.

I stared at the package for a long moment, trying to decide if I would be able to pull it off—at least for the sake of a few photos. I had a slender body—not too different from the model in the picture.

“We have a little makeup kit that would go well with this outfit,” the shop girl said, zipping away and then returning with a little box. “It has the same eyelashes as the girl in the picture.” She handed me the box and I stared at it. My plan was to not get my face in any pictures, but maybe it would be a safe bet to apply a touch of makeup before the shoot—just in case my face snuck into some background mirror reflection or something. Also, the little makeup kit was only fifteen dollars.

“Thank you,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue again, this time to fight away the humiliation. My tongue was starting to hurt. I remembered that I still hadn’t told Rob about this plan. I still had no idea if he would be into it. In fact, he might even be offended, thinking that I was trying to pity him after two nights of complete rejection. I could only hope that he would understand that I was just trying to help. “I’ll take all of it.”

On our way to the counter, she stopped and grabbed a pair of black heels. “These are on sale, and they’ll match your outfit.”

“My wife’s outfit,” I said, even though I knew my cover was already blown. I took the heels, which were very tall. I wondered if I would be able to stand in them—even just for a couple of pictures.

As I was checking out, the girl slipped a little bottle into my bag. “For spending over forty dollars, you get a promotional perfume,” she said.

“Oh—that’s okay. I don’t need it,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It will help to get everyone in the mood,” she said. The comment made my arms and legs tingle. What did she mean? Did she still think that the outfit was for me? Was she assuming that there was no wife in my life? I noticed she was looking at my hand, and that’s when I realized I wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. I bit down on my tongue one last time so that I could force an awkward smile. Why didn’t I go with girlfriend? Why did I have to create a fictional wife?

I took my bag and left the store without saying another word to the cute little shopkeeper. Now it was time to head home and get Rob on board with this crazy scheme.

He was sitting on the couch when I walked in. His eyes were heavy and he was staring at the television, which wasn’t even turned on. He was still in his pyjamas. “How are you feeling?” I asked, slipping that pink bag behind my back—not quite ready to reveal my plan to him yet.

He looked at me slowly before saying. “Fine.”

“Did you eat anything?” I asked.

“I had some crackers, I think. Or maybe that was yesterday.”

“You should eat,” I said. “We can order Chinese. You love Chinese, right?”

He shrugged his shoulders. I hated seeing him so depressed. His eyes appeared to be red, as if he’d been crying. But why was he taking the breakup so hard today? Was it some sort of anniversary?

I decided not to suggest my plan to him right there. Instead, I slipped away and took my little pink bag up to my bedroom to hide it until a better time popped up. And that’s when I noticed the open laptop sitting on the guest bed across the hall. I looked around and then snuck over to see what he’d been looking at.

Karina’s Instagram was open, and her latest picture was of her hugging another man. The caption simply read, ‘Take that.’ My heart swelled for Rob. Now I knew why he was so broken. She moved on so easily. The little confidence he had left was probably shattered now.

I had to do it. I had to give him the gift of revenge. It was all I could do—and it was the only way I could think to right the wrong of sleeping with his now ex-girlfriend. So I took that little pink bag and I went back downstairs. “Hey Rob,” I said. My hands were trembling and I knew that I was taking a big gamble. He looked back at me as I held up the pink bag. “I have an idea.”


CHAPTER VI

To be honest, I was shocked when Rob agreed to my sissy payback idea. He seemed to think it was a good idea, but he had a few stipulations he wanted to add. “You have to shave everything. And we can’t do it here in your house. She knows your house too well. We can go to my parents’ house—they’re away until Monday.”

A part of me was hoping that he would shut my idea down, but I would still get the karma points for putting in the effort. It was the karma I was after, after all, and not an evening of sissy cross-dressing. But I couldn’t be upset—it was my idea. So now I had to go through with it.

I spent the next two hours in the bathroom getting ready. I started with a shower, slowly shaving all of the hair off of my legs, crotch, chest, armpits, and even my arms. I rubbed moisturizer all over my body once I was out of the shower to prevent razor burn.

I did up my face while my hair dried. I carefully put the fake eyelashes over my natural eyelashes (which took a few tries) and then I used the small eyeliner pen to draw dark lines on my upper eyelids. I had to tweeze a few eyebrow hairs to make my brows look more feminine, which I wasn’t terribly happy about. I could only hope that no one at work noticed my newly shaped eyebrows. I used a touch of eyebrow filler to match the look on the cover of my lingerie set.

For my lips, I used a bit of gloss, and for my skin I used a bit of concealer and a touch of blush. I didn’t really know what I was doing, so I didn’t want to overdo it.

My face still looked masculine, which was a surprising relief. It was nice to know that I couldn’t just become a woman with a bit of makeup and some fake eyelashes. So I had a smile on my face—until I put on my wig. Suddenly, everything changed. The straight bangs and curved sides apparently masked my masculine features, making my face shape appear softer and more feminine.

I spent a few minutes staring at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how it was possible, or if my eyes were just playing tricks on me. I was tired, after all—after two nights of staying up late and consuming lots of alcohol. Maybe that was all just catching up with me. Maybe I really looked ridiculous and I just couldn’t see it.

My masculinity vaporized even more when I put the choker on to cover the slight lump of my Adam’s apple. And then, once I had my lingerie on, that masculinity was nowhere to be seen. I had to stuff a bit of toilet paper into the cups of my top—otherwise it all fit perfectly. The black straps on my shoulders make my figure appear smaller, and the straps around my hips showed off curves I didn’t know I had. I stared into the mirror and watched as my face turned red with embarrassment, even though I hadn’t showed myself off to Rob yet.

But in my humiliation, there was a bit of relief. I was far from recognizable. Even if my face slipped into a shot or two, Karina would have no idea who I was.

It was a long, awkward drive to Rob’s house. I sat in the backseat because his front windows weren’t tinted. I had a jacket on over my skimpy lingerie, but my bare legs were still exposed. Every time we pulled up to a red light, I would sink down in my seat, as low as I could go, worried someone would look over and see me through that tinted window. It was bad enough when Rob would check his rear-view mirror and our eyes would meet.

I laughed at one point, wondering if this was how prostitutes felt when being driven by their clients. I kept catching my own reflection in the tinted window next to me: I really did look like a hooker. And in that muddied reflection, I was actually kind of hot—and I suppose for the sake of this particular scheme, that was a good thing.

We pulled into the alleyway behind his parents’ house, and we parked in his back driveway. I looked around before getting out of the car. Some of the lights were on in the neighbouring houses. What if someone looked down as we walked into the house? What difference did it make? I had to remind myself that I wasn’t recognizable—and even if I was, none of Rob’s parents’ neighbours knew who I was.

I kept catching whiffs of myself. I don’t really know why I put on that perfume before leaving the house. I thought it would somehow get me into the right mind-set for our little photo-shoot. Or maybe I thought it would help to get Rob into the right mind-set—or maybe I was just worried we would run into someone and then perfume would help to convince them that I was a real woman, so they wouldn’t figure out my identity or think that Rob was taking a tranny home to fuck. But now, as I stood in Rob’s living room while Rob went and closed all of the curtains, that smell was tormenting me: reminding me that I was dressed up in skimpy lingerie for a photo-shoot, so that my sissy photos could be sent to a crazy woman.

Once the curtains were closed, Rob flicked on a few lamps, making the room bright with warm lamplight. “I think we’ll get the shots in here,” he said. “My dad turned my old bedroom into a poker room, and the idea of using my parents bedroom is just creepy.”

“Sure,” I said awkwardly with a quiet voice.

“I guess we’ll just use my phone to take the photos?”

“Whatever works,” I said.

The room became silent. The tension was making my stomach ache. After a minute or terrible silence, Rob said, “Why don’t we have a couple of drinks first?” He went straight to his parents’ liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of Jameson whiskey. He took down two glasses and poured deep shots. He handed one to me. I downed it faster than him for once in my life. Then he poured two more, which we sipped over the next few minutes while we waited for that first gulp to do its work.

“Climb up onto the couch, with your knees on the cushions and your back to me,” he finally said, pointing at his parents’ big brown couch. I looked at that couch for a moment while trying to think of reasons not to go through with my own idea. But I could think of nothing, so I carefully stepped towards the couch in my tall heels. I climbed up and grasped the back of the couch. The strappy lingerie and sheer kimono did nothing to hide my butt. I had to reach around and pick my panties out from my ass crack, so it would look like I was wearing something. Then I pulled my cock and ball sack forward, to make sure they were out of Rob’s picture. Then I heard his camera phone snap a photo. My heart skipped a beat and I closed my eyes tight. He snapped another photo.

“I think that’s a good one,” he said. “Now look back at me.”

“I don’t think we should show my face,” I said.

“Why not?”

“What if she recognizes me?”

“She won’t. I just want to get the side of your face—not the whole thing.”

So I turned my head slightly—just enough that I could see him holding up that camera. He told me to straighten my back and perk up my bum, so I followed the command. My heart skipped another beat as he snapped another picture.

“Cool,” he said. “That’s actually kind of hot.” He walked around to show me the picture. I laughed awkwardly—because he was right: I did look kind of hot. My butt was surprisingly round and my body had some nice curves. That photo could have been in a magazine had it been taken with a better camera.

“So is that it?” I asked. “Think that’s enough.”

“I mean—I don’t know,” he said. “I suppose I should get into a shot, otherwise she might think I just found these pictures on the Internet.”

“Has she never been to your parents’ house before?” I asked.

He shook his head. “There’s a mirror over here. Let’s get a selfie.” I climbed off of the couch and walked over to the mirror with him. While he wasn’t look, I reached down and stuffed my cock and ball sack between my legs, and I made sure the thin strip of black satin was adequately covering my crotch. I stood next to Rob and stared into the mirror. My heart was suddenly filled with dread, seeing a full-body reflection of myself for the first time. I really did look convincing, but I could still see a glimmer of myself—and there was a chance Karina would see that same glimmer.

Rob reached out his arm. “You’ll have to come in close,” he said.

“We can’t get my face in this one,” I said. I couldn’t stop looking into my eyes, which were still my eyes.

“Pretend to be kissing my neck. Wrap your arms around me.”

I followed his command, burying my face between his shoulder and his face, with my arms around his body. Then I heard him snap a few shots. “There,” he said. “I think that will work.”

I pulled myself away quickly, wiping the smell of his cologne off of my face. I’m not even sure why he put on cologne. Maybe the same reason I put on perfume…

“That’s all you need?” I said.

He was silent for a moment. He stared down at his phone, flicking through the few shots he took. Then he looked at me and said, “Well, there’s maybe one more shot I wouldn’t mind getting—a shot that would really get to her.”

“Let’s just get it while I have all of this makeup and stuff on,” I said.

“It will be kind of awkward, but just for a minute,” he said.

“It’s fine. Let’s just do it.”

“Okay. Get down on your knees in front of me. And then just close your eyes. I’m going to pull down my pants—but don’t look. We’ll make it look like you’re giving me a blowjob, but she’ll just see the back of your head.”

My heart stuttered and my stomach rolled, but the shot was a good idea. So I carefully lowered myself to my knees and then I shut my eyes firmly. I listened as he undid his belt and unzipped his fly. Then I heard his pants hit the floor. “Stand up just a bit taller,” he said. So I stood up taller. “Now lean a bit closer.” So I leaned a bit closer.

Then I had the urge to take a peek. I don’t know why I did it or what came over me, but I opened my eyes just slightly: just enough to see his long, thick cock dangling an inch from my lips. His pubic hair was dark and dense. I shut my eyes quickly.

I heard him snap a few photos.

My heart clenched and fluttered. Then, without opening my eyes, I said, “Do you want to get an angle looking down really quick, of me with it in my mouth—just really quickly, while it’s flaccid.”

He was silent. My heart plunged into my stomach. Why did I make that offer? What the hell was I thinking? I didn’t want his cock anywhere near my mouth, never mind in my mouth! And I assumed he didn’t want his cock anywhere near my mouth—so I was shocked when he said, “Okay, just open your mouth for a second. And whatever you do, don’t bite down.” He laughed nervously. I kept my eyes closed as I slowly parted my lips. The room became silent for a moment, then I suddenly felt something warm and soft touch the flat of my tongue. I jumped slightly but managed to remain in place. I felt his shaft slide towards the back of my throat. “Okay, close your lips around it and I’ll get a quick photo.” I followed the command, and then I heard him snapping the photos.

I could feel his shaft throbbing while my nose was nestled into his soft pubic mane. I was pretty sure his cock was getting bigger and harder in my mouth. Was he aroused? Was it just a natural repercussion of having his cock in my mouth, or was he actually into me? I opened my mouth suddenly and leaned my head back. Then I turned away and rose to my feet. “Did you get it?” I asked nervously. I could feel redness filling my cheeks.

He quickly pulled his boxers back up. His face was surprisingly redder than mine. He looked at his phone for a moment, and then he said, “I think those are perfect. It really looks like you’re blowing me.” He turned his screen towards me. And it really did look like I was sucking him off.

“So is that it? Are we done? Should I go wash the makeup off?” I said. I was too afraid to look him in the eye.

He was silent again. He looked down my body and then he looked back at the couch. “Well, maybe we can just get a few more to be safe. I have a couple more ideas that will really drive Karina crazy.”

“Okay, sure,” I said. My heart was pounding. Now I just wanted this evening to be done with. I wanted those pictures to be sent to Karina so that I could never think about them again. I wanted Rob to feel vindicated so that I would never have to see him so depressed again.

“Get back on the couch, on your hands and knees this time.”

I went back to the couch, climbing up carefully. My legs were trembling, making it even harder to balance in my tall heels. I reached between my legs again to make sure my skimpy lingerie properly contained my package. Then Rob climbed up behind me. “Just don’t look back—okay?” he said.

“Okay,” I replied. I stared down at the couch cushions. The room became silent again. The couch wobbled slightly as he wriggled out from his boxers. Then the couch became still, but nothing was happening. I was tempted to look back, but I fought back the urge. And that’s when I saw a mirror far across the room. I could see myself, on my hands and knees, and I could see Rob behind me, with his cock in his hand. He was stroking himself, getting himself erect. I looked away from that mirror with a quick snap. A lump was suddenly clogging up my throat.

Then I heard him snapping more shots. I assumed he was getting shots with his erection hovering over my perky ass. I tried to perk it up even more, curving my back down and tilting my head back, to make my curves more appealing.

“You can touch it to me, if that helps,” I said softly.

He didn’t respond. Instead, after a silent moment, I felt his warm shaft press up vertically between my butt cheeks. He snapped another photo.

“Can I pull your panties down a bit?” he asked.

“Let me do it,” I said. I had to make sure that nothing was nudged out of place. I carefully shimmied my panties down to the bottom of my ass, exposing my asshole, but still holding my ball sack and cock where they needed to be. Then I planted my hands back down. He pressed his cock between my cheeks again, this time sliding his tip to my taint, where my pussy should have been. He snapped some more photos.

“Will she recognize your cock?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “And the tattoo on my wrist.” I forgot that he had a small Chinese symbol tattooed on his wrist. I couldn’t remember what it meant—not that it mattered. “Do you think she’ll be able to tell that these pictures were staged?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Can you think of any ways to make them look more real?” he asked.

“What do you mean by real?”

He was quiet for a moment. “Like, as if we actually fucked.”

That lump filled my throat again. I tried my best to will it away, but my efforts were futile. “I don’t know. What if you just put your tip in me—just enough to make it look like you’re penetrating me.”

That horrible silence returned. “You wouldn’t mind?”

“Just the tip,” I said.

And once again, that silence was back. After a few seconds, I heard the sound of saliva squishing between an erection and a set of thick fingers. I looked up at that mirror and saw him pumping his shaft, getting it moist. Then I closed my eyes again, a mere moment before I felt that tip press up against my asshole. “Ready?” he asked.

I nodded my head. Then he started to push into me. I could feel the warm, wet pressure. It was a strange feeling. “You have to stop clenching, or it won’t go in,” he said. I bit down on my sore tongue and then I forced my muscles to relax. And then I felt a sudden thrust into me. I gasped and turned my head to look back, to make sure he hadn’t just pierced me with a two-foot pole. But he didn’t have his whole cock inside of me—just his tip, as promised.

“Shit,” he muttered.

“What is it?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Nothing. It’s just… it’s really tight.”

“It feels weird,” I said. “Did you get your picture?”

“I’m getting it now.” He held up his phone and then he snapped a few photos. “I think I need to push it in deeper so it looks more real.”

“Okay,” I said.

“You don’t mind?”

“No—just do it.”

I closed my eyes and felt him pushing. I heard him grunt, and then I felt his rigid shaft sliding in deeper. I groaned and squirmed. I had to focus hard to keep my muscles relaxed, so I wouldn’t clench and expel him from my asshole.

He snapped a few more photos. “She’s going to hate this,” he said. “She always wanted me to fuck her in the ass.”

I suddenly remembered my time with Karina, sticking my cock into her ass. I remembered her moaning and trembling and screaming out in pleasure. Now, I was in her place, but I wasn’t feeling the same ecstasy. But was it possible? Could a man feel that intense pleasure from taking a cock in the ass? If I told Rob to start pumping me, would I end up having the same intense orgasm she had on my guest bed?

“You can go deeper if you want. I think I can take it,” I said.

He pushed in deeper. I tried not to groan, but I ended up letting a little one slip. I could feel him throbbing inside of me—but it didn’t hurt like I thought it would.

“If I’m already this deep, would you be against me getting a ten second video?” he said. “I think that would be more than enough proof that we really did it.”

“Okay. Do it,” I said. I planted my face down on the couch cushion and I prepared myself for the worst, drawing a deep breath of air into my lungs. I heard the dinging of his phone as he pressed record. Then he started to pull his shaft back. I figured it was my cue to let out a sissy moan, to really sell the video, so I made my best feminine sound.

He pushed his cock into me and pulled it out again. Then I felt his hand slap against my butt cheek before rubbing it firmly. He groaned and I felt his cock swell. He pumped me about five times before stopping the video. Then he pulled his shaft out of me, leaving me with a strange empty feeling. “Did you get what you need?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly. There was a strange pleasant buzzing between my legs.

“I think so,” he said.

“Do you think you could come?” I asked. “Maybe you could get a video like you just got out, but it ends with you pulling out and coming.” I closed my eyes again in an attempt to fight off the humiliation. Was I seriously asking my friend to fuck me in the ass and come on my back?

“I think I could—as long as you don’t mind,” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “May as well while I’m still in this outfit.”

“Okay,” he said. He stroked his cock for a moment before turning the tip down to my hole again. I relaxed my muscles so that he could push it into me. Then I bit down on my tongue as he started recording the fucking. He grunted with each penetration. He was sinking his cock in deep—and he had to, to sell the video. Though at this point, there was no illusion to sell: now he was really fucking me. Now, the only challenge was to stop myself from letting any obviously masculine sounds slip out from my mouth.

That tingling was growing stronger. I could feel my cock swelling in my tight panties. I was worried that it was going to slip out from that thin satin grasp and fall into the video, so I reached down and grabbed my cock, holding it firmly while keeping myself impressively balanced on one hand.

It was strange, feeling my friend’s hairy pelvis slapping against my ass, and feeling his veiny shaft exploring the inside of my body. I’d never had a gay thought before in my life, but now I was having gay sex with my best friend. But it wasn’t really sex—it was just a performance for the video, right? It’s not like we were actually being intimate together.

Though if we weren’t being intimate, why was his cock so hard? Why was it swelling up and about to burst? Why was my own cock tingling with an intense pleasure that I’d never felt before? Why did I want to scream his name out loud?

“Fuck me harder,” I groaned. And then shut my mouth, worried I was about to incriminate myself in the video. But the words came out with a surprisingly feminine twang. Maybe I was really starting to get into this character. Maybe I this cross-dressing thing was more fitting than I thought.

I groaned and tightened the grip I had on my package. That tingling was intense now, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My legs were trembling, and then suddenly I felt something wet. I looked down and saw globs of white goo oozing out from between my fingers. The palm of my hand was hot and wet and full of cum, and my cock was still ejaculating. I watched as that cum dripped down onto the couch cushions. “Fuck,” I muttered with a mixture of elation and humiliation.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” he groaned. He pumped me faster, making that pleasure even more intense for just a few more seconds. Then he pulled his thick cock out from my body and slapped it down against my lower back. I could feel each shot of hot cum streaking across my bare skin. A few shots nearly reached the back of my neck. I squirmed and moaned and allowed my asshole to pucker, as if it was begging for more. I finally had to plant my cum-covered hand down so I wouldn’t topple over. The couch was already covered in my cum, so it’s not like I was making much more of a mess.

Then I heard the sound of Rob ending his recording. He put his phone down and then he stumbled back. “I’ll, uh, get a towel to clean you off.”

“Thanks,” I said, remaining still while he fetched a towel. I looked down at my own pile of cum. I was worried about what he would think when he saw it.

When he came back, I watched his eyes move to that small white puddle. “Was that you?” he asked.

“I’m sorry. It just happened.” I felt my face becoming a shade of dark purple.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I’ll clean it up. And then we should get back to your place.”

“Okay,” I said. I got up and put my coat on over my little outfit. I left the wig and makeup on, seeing as I had no male clothes to change into at the moment. I didn’t want to be half transformed, in case we ended up being pulled over by a cop or spotted by some pedestrian crossing the road.


CHAPTER VII

“When are you going to send that stuff to Karina?” I asked once I stepped out from the bathroom after taking a shower at my house.

Rob was staring down at his phone. He looked up at me slowly, and I couldn’t help but notice him looking down at my legs, which were still hairless, and would be for a few more weeks. “I already sent her the message.”

“Can I see what pictures you picked?” I asked.

He opened up his chat window and then he handed me the phone. And there I was, all dolled up, posing for the camera. I scrolled down and saw that video. I awkwardly pressed the play button with the volume muted, and then I stood as I watched Rob’s fat cock plunging in and out from my asshole. I quickly skimmed to the end, watching the part where he pulled out and coated my back. I didn’t realize how much cum he produced until I watched that video. I handed the phone back.

“I’m just waiting for her to reply,” he said. “It says she already saw the message.”

“Do you feel better?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really know what I’m feeling,” he said. His comment made my heart tremble. I also didn’t know what I was feeling, so I could only imagine his emotions were similar to mine. Our photo-shoot romp shouldn’t have been so much fun, and it shouldn’t have felt so good. While I was taking a shower, I found myself trying to think of a reason to do it again—some way to convince him that he needed more pictures and more videos. But I pushed those thoughts away. They didn’t belong in my head, so why were they there?

Rob spent the rest of that night staring at his phone, waiting for that reply. But it didn’t seem like any progress had been made. Would Karina’s reply really make him feel better? Now, he seemed just as obsessed with her as before—maybe even more so. And I certainly didn’t want to think that I went through all of that humiliation for nothing. Now I had thoughts in my head that didn’t belong there, and it was possible I’d put them there for no reason at all.

It was the middle of the night when my phone started buzzing, waking me up. I rolled over and squinted as I looked at the bright screen. I was getting a call from Karina. I froze as I stared at that screen, hoping that I would wake up and realize I was just having a nightmare. ‘MISSED CALL’ appeared on my screen for a short moment, then she called again, apparently desperate to get through to me.

I panicked and clicked the green button to answer the call. Then I slowly brought the phone to my ear. “H—Hello?” I said, trying to act cool and casual.

“Hey Chris,” she said.

“What time is it? Why are you calling?”

“Is Rob there? I haven’t seen him in days, and I got this disturbing message from him. It’s really important that I talk to him.”

I paused for a moment. My head was spinning with anxiety, but I had no idea what any of it meant. “He’s—uh—he’s not here,” I said. “Sorry.”

“Well then do you mind if I swing by. I need to talk to someone about this, and you’re the only person picking up the phone.”

“I have to work in a few hours, Karina. I’m sorry. Can it wait until tomorrow?”

“When are you done work tomorrow?” she asked.

“Two,” I said. My heart was fluttering up in my throat.

“I guess it can wait. But I just need to talk to someone. It’s very important.” I knew that she had lots of friends—so why did she want to talk to me? I was tempted to shut her down and to tell her not to call me anymore, but I didn’t want to give her a reason to tell Rob what we did that night he was blackout drunk.

So I politely hung up the phone, with plans to meet her at her apartment as soon as my shift at work was finished. And naturally, I didn’t get another minute of sleep that night. After I put that phone down, I was wide-awake, staring blankly at my ceiling, wondering what she wanted to talk about, and why she wanted to talk to me. I wondered if she ever messaged Rob back, or if he was still waiting for that reply. And was I supposed to tell Rob that I was going to meet with her? Or was that supposed to remain a secret between Karina and I—another secret?

Luckily work was slow the next day, because I could hardly focus for five minutes at a time before either thinking about Karina or about the fact that I put on a disguise and allowed my best friend to fuck me in the ass until he came all over me. It didn’t help that my bum was a bit tender now, twelve hours after our awkward fuck.

I watched the clock constantly as it ticked towards the end of my shift. I wanted it to tick slower so that I had more time to mentally prepare myself for my meeting with Karina, but at the same time I wanted it to move faster so I could get this horrible meeting over with. That shift seemed to stretch out over an eternity, but by the end of it, I was no closer to feeling prepared to meet with her face-to-face.

My hands were trembling as I drove to her apartment. I walked slowly up to her apartment door, trying to control my breathing, hoping I could settle down my heart rate before it was time to meet my fate. I still had absolutely no idea what she wanted to talk about.

She answered the door quickly, stepping aside immediately to let me in. She was wearing a tiny denim dress with big round buttons extending from the low cut top all the way to the base of the short skirt. She brushed past me and went straight to her kitchenette. “Can I get you a drink? Tea? Coffee?”

“I’m okay. I actually don’t have long, so if you want to get right to whatever you wanted to talk about, that would be great,” I said, leaving my shoes on as I remained near her door.

She looked up at me. “But I really want to talk—I don’t just want to tell you something. We can’t have a meaningful conversation if we don’t sit down and relax first—can we?”

I fought back the urge to bite my tongue. “I don’t know,” I said.

“So have you seen Rob lately? Is he doing okay?”

“I haven’t seen him in weeks,” I lied.

“Really? Then where is he? I called all of his other friends and they said they haven’t seen him. I think someone’s lying to me.” She appeared to be genuinely worried, sitting down on the couch with both hands clasped around a mug of hot coffee. Her skin seemed paler than usual.

“I tried texting him today, but I didn’t hear anything back,” I said, lying again.

“You’ve really heard nothing from him?” she asked.

I shook my head. Then she let a tiny smirk slip, but only for a second—or maybe it was just in my head. Maybe there was no smirk. Maybe that was just her trying to dampen her dry lips. “I got this strange message from him last night. He was with a girl. Tell me—do you recognize this girl?” She flicked through her phone, and then she turned her screen to me, showing me the photo of Rob and I together, with my face buried against his shoulder.

“Do you have a picture of her face?” I asked, pushing the words past the horrible lump in my throat.

“Just this one,” she said, taking the phone back and flipping to another picture. She turned her screen to me, showing me the shot of me on my knees, with my back to the camera. Only a sliver of my face was visible, but it was enough to make my gut turn. “Hm—I don’t know her. Why did he send those to you?”

“Well, I’m not sure if you heard, but we split up,” she said. “I posted a photo of me with a friend of mine. I’m guessing Rob thought the guy was more than my friend, so he picked up some hoe for revenge.” She put her phone down.

But how could she say that it was just a photo of her with a friend? The caption literally read ‘Take that’. I just smiled and nodded my head.

“He didn’t mention any of this to you?” she said.

I shook my head. “Like I said: I haven’t seen him in a while.”

She nodded her head. “Right. Well that’s really strange, because when I turn on Find My Friends, I can see that his phone is in your house.” She lifted her phone up again and turned it to me. Now my heart was deep in the pit of my stomach. I felt the colour draining from my face. I wanted to laugh the ‘coincidence’ off, but I knew that she had me cornered now. Now I knew why she wanted to meet me in person: so she could come down on me with her evil fury. “And last night, I saw that Rob’s phone moved from your house to his parents house, and then back again—no stopping in between to, say, pick up a chick and then to drop her off again.”

Now she was certainly smirking, looking deep into my eyes.

“I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“Well, you can start by admitting that Rob is at your house. Unfortunately, he’s too stupid to take me off his Find My Friends app.”

“Okay, fine. He’s at my house. He’s been a miserable wreck. And that photo of you with your friend—by the way—was obviously an attack on Rob.”

“Mind your business,” she snapped. Her eyes narrowed, and I felt strangely intimidated, as I always seemed to in her tiny presence.

“Now, my question is, who is the girl and where did she come from. If Rob made no stops between your house and his parents’ house, then that means the girl either met him at your place or at his parents’ place. So I’ll ask you again: who’s the girl?” She held the phone out again, this time showing me the picture of my face buried in Rob’s pubic hair, his cock buried in my mouth.

I shook my head slowly. “I—I don’t know,” I said.

She nodded her head with that big grin. “Right. Did I mention that your eyebrows are very pretty today? I really like the way you’ve shaped them.”

Now I was nauseous, on the verge of throwing up. I was caught. I had no idea how much she knew, so I couldn’t even begin to formulate a lie. So I just remained silent. She walked closer to me, putting her hands gently on my hips.

“C’mon, Chris. Tell me what you know. I’ll make it worth your while. You know I have this special talent that you don’t know about. I can make a man cum in less than thirty seconds only using my tongue. Want to see how I do it?”

My skin felt cold as she gently moved her hands up and down, staring into my eyes seemingly without blinking. “I need to get going,” I said. But I didn’t have the courage to take a step back. I just remained frozen.

“Let me feel that big cock of yours again,” she said in a soft, sexy voice. She pushed her fingers down the front of my jeans, and I did nothing to stop her. I felt her fingertips creep close to my shaft, but then they veered slightly to the side, moving down towards my taint. “I seem to remember you having more hair last time. Am I mistaken?” Her grin grew bigger. She knew Rob fucked me in the ass. But how did she know? Did she just put the pieces together, or was it obvious in the photos?

“What do you want from me?” I asked. “I just want Rob to move on so he stops destroying himself. I’m just trying to be a good friend. Is that really so wrong?”

She giggled. “Were you trying to be a good friend when you fucked me while he was passed out right next to us?”

Now I was silent, unsure of how to respond. “We made a mistake. Mistakes happen,” I said. “You seduced me. You initiated the sex—not me.”

“But you could have stopped yourself.”

“Whatever—you cheated with other guys too. It’s not like I ruined your relationship.”

Now her smirk was gone. She stared into my eyes. “What do you know?” she said.

“Rob told me everything—that you cheated on him, and that’s why you split up.”

She laughed and shook her head. “You’re such a sweet friend, Chris. So if you’re so innocent, I guess you won’t mind if I tell Rob about what we did, right?”

Now my muscles and joints were tense. I stared into her eyes, then I darted my gaze away. “Don’t tell him. Please don’t tell him,” I said.

“Despite what you think, you deserve to be punished, Chris. And I’m willing to keep my mouth shut as long as you’re willing to accept the punishment.”

“Fine. Whatever. Just don’t tell him what we did.”

“I have your punishment all set up in the bedroom. Go ahead, and I’ll meet you in there in thirty minutes.” She pointed to a door across her apartment. My heart stuttered and then I walked towards my fate without any questioning. I just had to face whatever punishment she had for me. I absolutely could no allow Chris to know that I slept with his girlfriend—even if they weren’t together anymore, and even if it had nothing to do with the demise of their relationship.

I stepped through the door and saw my fate: a pink satin teddy, a long blonde wig, and a desk covered in makeup. She wanted me to get dolled up for another round of humiliation. I was suddenly lightheaded and on the verge of falling over. I reached to my side and grasped the edge of the dresser. So she knew it was me in those pictures before I even showed up at her apartment. Did Rob tell her? Or was my disguise not as good as I thought it was?


CHAPTER VIII

I was a cute blonde, but I was pretty sure I looked better with black hair. The pink teddy was cute though—maybe even cuter than the black two-piece I wore with Rob. It was a bit tight, presumably from Karina’s closet, but it still fit, and it still showed off curves that I didn’t know I had just twenty-four hours before that moment.

I didn’t put on much makeup—partly because I was running out of my allotted thirty minutes, and partly because my hands were trembling, making fine details impossible. I somehow managed to draw on some eyeliner, and then I somehow managed to put on a bit of lip-gloss and some concealer. The blonde hair combined with the dark eyeliner really made my eyes pop. On the dresser I found a choker; I wasn’t sure if it was part of the outfit or just a little accessory that was left behind, but I put it on to hide the slight lump of my Adam’s apple.

I was stuffing tissue paper into my bra when the door opened behind me, making me jump and gasp.

Karina was clutching her phone at her side, and she still had that big grin on her face. She looked me up and down before nodding her head. “You make a pretty girl—I’ll give you that.”

“Let’s just get this over with. What do you want me to do?” I asked.

She waved her finger in the air. “For starters, I want you to speak like a woman. If I hear that boy voice again, I’m telling Rob what we did together.”

I shut my mouth immediately. I wasn’t willing to take any risks. At this point, I’d put way too much effort into maintaining my friendship with Rob. I couldn’t let one little mistake ruin everything.

“Ask me again,” she said with her chin tilted up.

I cleared my throat, and then I did my best girly voice. “What do you want me to do?”

“First, I want you to pose for a few pictures—just like you did for Rob.” She held up her phone. That nausea was still swirling in my gut, but I was starting to feel numb throughout the rest of my body. I could only take so much humiliation before it was all the same. “Go ahead: strike a pose.”

I awkwardly put my hands on my hips. She snapped a photo. “Well?” she said. “Give me more than that. Be sexy. Show off those curves!”

I made a few more poses, moving my body awkwardly, perking up my butt, and trying my best not to look completely dead inside. Karina kept giggling. At one point she even had to put her phone down while she covered her mouth, as if the urge to break into a fit of laughter was strong. “Are you done yet?” I asked in my best girly voice.

“No,” she said, suddenly with a straight face. “Get on the bed and lay on your stomach—feet in the air. And point your toes—you’re cuter when you point your toes.”

So I continued to follow her commands. It wasn’t long before she started giggling again. Whenever I could, I closed my eyes and attempted to regain control of my humility. I don’t know why I was following Karina’s commands; I had a fairly strong sense that she was just going to send these photos to Rob to shove it in his face that she knew he slept with a man.

“Good, now roll onto your back and take your cock out,” she said.

I was frozen for a moment. Was I hammering nails into my own coffin? Was I really helping my cause? Slowly, I rolled onto my back and reached my fingers between my legs to fish my cock out from that tight teddy. I closed my eyes as I pulled my semi-erect shaft out. I hated that I was nearly erect. It was the outfit: the soft, tight fabric, rubbing me in all the right places. I felt so sexy in the outfit, and I couldn’t help but get myself turned on.

“Now stroke it, slut,” Karina said. She continued snapping photos. I didn’t open my eyes, but I did start stroking myself. Each pump felt so good, but I tried to will that pleasure away—it wasn’t wanted right now. I took a deep breath and let my hips rise off the bed slightly.

When I finally opened my eyes, Karina was climbing up on the bed, between my legs. She held her phone close to my now throbbing erection and started snapping photos. She giggled before reaching forward and teasing my tip with the tip of her finger. “You’ve got a big cock for a girl,” she said.

A burst of warm elation teased through me, but I fought it back. The last thing I wanted was to come on camera for such an evil woman. But I was starting to worry that my orgasm was inevitable. It had only been a minute of stroking and I could already feel my cock bloating and twitching. A groan slipped out from my lips.

Karina brought her finger down to my asshole. She giggled again before pushing that manicured fingertip into my tight hole, making me gasp. She sunk her finger deep then she pulled it out. A moment later, she was pushing two fingers into my hole. Those fingers went deep, and then it was time for three fingers. And now that buzzing was powerful. I was about to come. I had to let go of my cock so I wouldn’t make an embarrassing mess of myself.

She didn’t seem to mind me letting go of my shaft while she fingered my asshole. She kept grinning and giggling—and then she tried to stick all five of her fingers into my hole, pushing them in a cone shape. I could feel my hole stretching. I groaned and squirmed and closed my eyes. “Does it hurt?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No—it feels good,” I said, though I don’t know why I admitted it.

She pushed deeper and deeper. I could feel my hole stretching wider and wider. After a moment it did start to hurt, but I managed to push away the pain. Then suddenly, I felt something strange: she pushed her hand in further, and then suddenly I wasn’t stretched so wide. I looked down and saw her wrist sticking out from my ass—but her hand was gone. I could feel it inside of me, her fingers moving as she explored the inside of my body. “Oh God,” I said, letting my head fall back down on the pillow. I stared up at the ceiling in a state of pleasure and disbelief. She had her whole hand in my asshole!

But she wasn’t finished. She kept pushing it deeper, making all of the muscles in my body tense up. She managed to get half of her forearm into my body before she started pumping. Now the euphoria was growing fast, making me squirm and moan. Sure, she had small hands, but it certainly felt like I was being stretched to my maximum capacity.

She kept pumping, giggling once again. My cock was throbbing on my abdomen: twitching and swelling. I tried clenching that pleasure away, but it was just too strong now; it was taking over completely. I screamed out and clutched at her bed sheets, and she just kept pumping.

Suddenly, my cock started spraying cum all over my chest: one blast after another. The cum was seemingly endless. Where was it all coming from? I looked down at my chest, and it looked like someone spilled a piña colada on me!

I let out one last long groan, and then she carefully pulled her arm out from my body, leaving me with the emptiest feeling I’d ever felt. She looked down at her arm with wide, glowing eyes. “You really are a slut,” she said.

I nodded my head in agreement, even though I was overwhelmed with humiliation.

She hopped up to her feet with a big smile on her face. “Okay. You can go now. Tell Rob I say hi.”

“I can’t tell him that I was here,” I said, springing up suddenly. “He can’t know that we talked—and he can’t know about what we did together after that party. Promise me you won’t tell him.”

She looked into my eyes. “He already knows,” she said.

My heart stuttered. “What do you mean?”

“You’re the only other guy I slept with. He saw us together—and he remembers it. That’s why we broke up.”

“That’s impossible. He was blacked out.”

“Apparently he wasn’t completely blacked out,” she said.

“B—But why would he come and stay with me then? Why doesn’t he hate me now?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess because you’re his best friend,” she said.

I cleaned myself up quickly and then I went straight home. I had to face Rob. I had to see if Karina was telling the truth, or if she was just fucking with me in usual Karina fashion. I parked my car quickly and then I rushed through my front door. Rob was sitting on the couch, watching television. He turned and looked at me. “Why are you all sweaty?” he asked.

“I just saw Karina,” I said. I didn’t know what my plan was. I didn’t know what I wanted to say or what I wanted to hear—but I knew I had to clear the air. I couldn’t let this torment clutch at our lives any longer.

“Why?” he said.

“She wanted me to come over. She told me why you broke up. Is—Is it true?” I asked.

He stared at me for a moment, and then he looked down at the ground. “That I remember what happened?” he said. “Yeah—it’s true.”

“What about the other guy. You told me you caught her with that other guy,” I said.

“It was a lie,” he said. “I didn’t catch her with anyone—except for you, I suppose.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” I asked.

“What difference would it have made?”

“I could have told you that it didn’t mean anything. It was just a stupid, drunken mistake.”

“It’s fine, Chris. You did me a favor in the end. She wasn’t right for me. I couldn’t satisfy her, and she was probably too sassy for me.”

“No offense, Rob—but you could have satisfied her. All she wanted was for you to fuck her in the ass. Why didn’t you just fuck her in the ass?”

He stared into my eyes. “Because I was afraid I would like it. I thought that I would like it way more than her pussy, and I didn’t like what that meant.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, shaking my head.

“I’m gay, Chris… Or maybe I’m bisexual—I don’t really know yet. But it turned out to be true: I did like sticking in your ass the other night. It was exactly what I was afraid of. And I liked it when you came. I liked cleaning your cum off of the couch. I even ran my bare fingers through it when you weren’t looking. God—I don’t know why I’m telling you this. I’m so sorry.”

I shook my head. “You’re sorry? I’m the one who’s supposed to be sorry. I slept with your girlfriend. It’s been eating me up inside for weeks. And if you knew—I just don’t understand why you came here. You could have gone anywhere, but you came here.”

“When you dressed up for me—that wasn’t your idea,” he said.

“What are you talking about? It was my idea.”

“It was my idea—I put it in your head the night before you went and bought all of that stuff. I kept jokingly suggesting you dress up. Don’t you remember? I wanted to get you to dress up. I don’t really know why—at least, I didn’t know why. But I know why now. I suppose I sort of used you, and I’m sorry for that. You helped me realize that I like it when guys dress up. I don’t know if that’s normal or completely deranged—but it’s what I like, I guess.”

I was silent, staring at the floor now, overwhelmed by a mixture of guilt and the strangest sense of relief. “Well, I like getting dressed up. And I guess you helped me realize that.”

He smiled and then he bit the corner of his bottom lip. “Do you want to get dressed up now?” he asked nervously.

I nodded my head. “Sure—but you’ll have to be gentle. Your ex-girlfriend just got her own payback on me, and let’s just say I’m still a bit sore back there.”

He laughed before rising up to his feet. “I’ll go get myself ready,” he said. So we parted ways to get ourselves ready for another night of filthy adult fun.

THE END


BOYS HAVING FUN

Peter finds himself infatuated with a beautiful girl at the club. She’s got everything he’s ever wanted. Now he just needs to build up the courage to ask her out. He comes close a few times, but his anxiety gets the better of him. It isn’t until she’s walking out that he realizes he’ll never get another chance, so he follows her home, trying to catch up while building up that necessary courage.

Then she turns and walks into a familiar apartment building: Dave’s building. Dave is Peter’s long-time best friend and he lives in the garden-level suite around back. So Peter slips around back, hoping his friend is still up. And that’s when he sees the beautiful girl from the club in Dave’s living room window.


CHAPTER I

She was just my type: short, cute, bubbly, and always with a smile on her face—and she was alone. I’d had my eye on her for almost an hour, since the moment she walked into that club and headed straight for the dance floor.

I thought about asking her to dance a number of times—whenever I saw her leaning over the bar to get a new drink. I loved the way her strawberry blonde hair rolled down her shoulders. I always had a thing for ginger girls, though I suspected her hair was dyed that colour. It was too perfect to be real.

I got close to approaching her at one point in the night, but once I got within fifteen feet of her cute little body, my joints started to tense up. My mind started to spin and I suddenly forgot whatever it was I planned on saying. I’d never been good at talking to girls. In fact, I’d never talked to a girl before outside of a classroom setting—unless you count the secretary at the office I worked at, but she was fifty-two with a prosthetic leg and a chain-smoking problem, so I’m not sure that necessarily counts. My best friend, Dave, was always telling me that I just needed to bite my tongue and start approaching chicks. “Just say anything. The more you talk to them, the easier it will get,” he had said to me just a few days before. But it was easier said than done.

I think it was her perfume that was really holding me back. Every time I caught a waft of it, my heart started to throb and I realized that the girl was out of my league. Then, once she was back on the other end of the club, my confidence would start to rise again. “I can do this,” I would tell myself. So I would start to slowly approach again, and then my self-esteem would quickly fizzle away as soon as I could see the green of her big flashing eyes. Maybe girls like her weren’t meant for guys like me.

I wasn’t the only guy checking her out. There were some serious fit, seriously tall, and seriously handsome dudes looking her way. When I made my third approach, a guy who looked a little bit like David Beckham swooped in and nestled up close to her. I told myself that he was the reason that third attempt failed—but let’s be honest: I was probably going to puss out anyway.

But how could I not feel overwhelmed? She was wearing a tiny green dress, which hardly covered her perfect ass. She had tall leather boots on her legs, hugging her skin tightly. When she danced, the skirt of her green dress swayed from side to side, occasionally lifting up just enough that I could catch a glimpse of the underside of her tush: those perfectly round cheeks that I just wanted to bury my face in.

I was at the club with a friend from work: a guy named Larry. It was around 10:00 PM when Larry tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Why don’t you go dance with her?” Apparently my infatuation with the girl was obvious. I felt my face turn red and I laughed, pretending like I didn’t know what he was talking about.

“With who?” I said.

“Aren’t you watching that ginger chick? She’s dancing all by herself. Just go dance with her before someone else does,” he said casually, as if it wasn’t any more complicated than that: just go dance with her. Who cares if she looks at me with revolt and tells me to screw off? Who cares if I end up looking a complete fool in front of everyone, including Larry, who would certainly tell everyone at the office about my embarrassing blunder?

My heart stuttered and I forced a smile. “I’m not much of a dancer,” I said. “Besides, she’s not really my type.” I don’t know why I lied. It was something that I did occasionally when I felt like I was under pressure. I didn’t want Larry to know that I was infatuated with someone but I was too afraid to approach them. I wanted Larry to think that I was cool and confident, even though my body was tense and my face was probably dark red.

“Whatever,” Larry said. Then he looked at the redhead on the dance floor. “I thought she was kind of cute.” Larry walked away, back towards the bar, to continue his process of getting blackout drunk. And I found myself once again at the back of the room, watching the girl of my dreams swirl around on the dance floor with the cutest smile on her face.

It was an hour later when I lost track of Larry. When I went to use the bathroom, I heard someone barfing in one of the stalls, and I’m pretty sure that was him. So I was on my own. I thought about going home, but another little bout of confident swelled inside of me. The image of that strawberry blonde in the green dress flashed through my mind, and I bit down on my tongue, remembering what Dave told me. I just had to do it. I would probably never see her again, so what difference did it make if I embarrassed myself? If I asked her out and she said yes, that could be the beginning of a whole new era of my life—an era that didn’t involve living in my parents’ basement, sleeping alone every night, constantly wondering when my life would stop sucking.

So I went back out towards the dance floor to make my move. I looked around for the girl, but I couldn’t see her. Was she gone? Did I miss my chance? Suddenly, I spotted her walking to the door from the coat check. She had a faux-fur coat on and she was leaving alone. I rushed through the crowd to catch up with her. But people weren’t letting me through. I pushed and shoved and finally reached that front door. I poked my head out and saw that she was halfway down the block, holding her fur coat tight as the summer night’s breeze was cooler than usual. I made note of which direction she was heading, and then I hurried over to the coat check. I skipped the line and handed my ticket to the woman. “Hey! Get to the back of the line!” one of the girls in the line said to me. But I ignored her. I only had a couple of minutes before that girl was out of sight, and I wasn’t willing to let that happen.

The coat check woman brought me my coat. I snatched it and took off, without leaving a tip. I had no time to dig a tip out from my pocket. “Sorry!” I said to the line of angry people as I dashed for the door.

I slipped outside, but she was gone. I started rushing towards where I saw her last. I got to the street corner and looked both ways. She must have turned, seeing as she wasn’t straight ahead—but she wasn’t down either of the roads. Did I lose her? Did I lose my final chance to make my move?

I had to pick an option: left or right? I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and then my intuition took me to the right. I jogged down the road towards the next intersection and I looked both ways again. And then I saw her, to my left, walking down towards the apartment cluster where my friend Dave lived. So I kept following.

I got within thirty feet, and then my joints started stiffening again. I could smell the trail of her amazing perfume: hints of vanilla and hints of lavender. I found myself almost hypnotised by the way her green skirt danced from side to side as she took her long strides in her tall heeled boots. Maybe she was out of my league. Maybe I was just going to make a big fool of myself. My hands started trembling and a lump started forming in my throat. But I wasn’t going to let my low self-esteem get the better of me again. I was going to do what Dave told me to do: I was going to bite my tongue and I was going to talk to her.

Suddenly, she turned towards one of the apartment entrances. It was the building Dave lived in. She lived in the same building! I wondered if Dave knew her—maybe he could set me up. Maybe that gave me an in. But just in case Dave had no idea who she was, I needed to make my move. I started hurrying towards her, hoping to catch her before she slipped inside. I tried to think of what I was going to say—how I would break the ice. No words came to mind, but I was sure that I would be able to muster something up once she was staring into my eyes. I got a bit closer, then a voice shouted out behind me. “Hey!”

I looked back and saw a man waving something in the air. “Yeah—you!” he called out. “You dropped your wallet!”

I checked my back pocket and realized he was right: my wallet was gone. He jogged towards me. I looked back at the stunning strawberry blonde, but she was already gone: already inside of the apartment building. I let out a long sigh and turned to get my wallet. “Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t want to lose that,” the man said with a smile and a nod. He walked away and then I groaned. I was so close. Why didn’t I just talk to her at the club? Why couldn’t that bout of confidence fill me up when I was actually close enough to talk to her?

I walked up to the apartment building door and I looked through the window. The lobby was empty and I had no idea where the girl went. I waited a minute, staring up at the structure, waiting for a light to turn on, so I would at least know which unit she was in. But no lights came on. Maybe she was in one of the back units, just like Dave.

I slipped around the building, opening the gate to the garden. On my way, I pulled out my phone and shot Dave a text message. “Are you home now by any chance?” I asked. I stood for a moment and waited for a reply. I figured if Dave was home, then I could tell him to come out and have a smoke with me while I looked up at his building for that beautiful woman. But Dave didn’t reply. “Damnit,” I muttered.

I made my way into the garden, keeping my distance from the windows so people wouldn’t think that I was some sort of vagrant. I looked up at the building for lights. It was late—probably past midnight. But the only light in the building was coming from Dave’s garden-level flat. So I checked my phone again. If his lights were on, then surely he was home. Why wasn’t he replying to me? Was he ghosting me? Did he have his phone turned off?

I saw a shadow moving inside of his flat. A figure moved from his bedroom to his bathroom. I figured it was Dave, so I started approaching his back window. And I was just about to knock on his window when that beautiful woman suddenly emerged from his bathroom.

She was taking out her earrings. Her tall black boots were already laying flat on the floor in the hallway. I suddenly jumped back and crouched down. Did I have my buildings mixed up? Was this not Dave’s apartment?

I looked over at the living room and saw the framed Caddyshack poster above his blue couch. It was the very same poster and the very same couch. And I could even see the framed degree above his office computer. I squinted and could make out his name: ‘David Anderson’. So what was the beautiful strawberry blonde doing in Dave’s apartment?

What I saw next made my heart stutter. She reached up and nestled her fingers into her hair. She shimmied her hands gently for a moment, and then the hair slipped off of her head—or I should say: off of his head.

The beautiful girl was Dave, my long-time best friend.


CHAPTER II

It was almost 2:00 AM when I finally returned to my place on the other side of town. My heart was still pounding when I walked through the door and my stomach was turning when I plopped down on the couch. It was late, but I wasn’t tired. I couldn’t even wrap my head around the possibility of sleeping. I still couldn’t believe what I’d seen: Dave in a little dress and makeup and a wig. And worse, I couldn’t believe how obsessed I was with him all night. I practically followed him around that club like a moth following a bright light. I stared at his ass with wonder glowing in my eyes—and at one point I even had to excuse myself for the bathroom because I could feel my cock getting hard.

Now, as I sat on my couch and remembered all of that, I shuddered. I felt like I needed to take a shower. Could it really be true? Did I really spend the whole night crushing on Dave?

It was around 2:15 AM when Dave finally texted me back. “Hey, sorry, I just got your message. I’m home now. What’s up?” he wrote. I stared at the message for a long time—I have no idea just how long to be honest. I tried to figure out what to say. Was I supposed to tell him that I saw him? Was I supposed to call him out? Was this something that he did all the time?

Surely it couldn’t have been his first time. He wore that dress so naturally, and he moved with so much grace… Does that not take a lot of practise? And his makeup—don’t girls spend years learning to do their makeup like that?

Dave was an experienced cross-dresser, but it didn’t seem possible. Dave was a normal guy. He liked to play video games and he went to the gym all the time. He was always in and out of relationships with beautiful women—women who were far out of my league. We drank beer together and talked about sports with one another. Dave couldn’t possibly be an effeminate cross-dresser on the side… Surely he had just lost a bet or something. Maybe he was just playing some sort of joke. Maybe he knew that I would be at that club, and he thought it would be funny to mess with me. But how exactly was he messing with me? It’s not like he made me have a giant crush on him…

“What did you get up to tonight?” I finally wrote back to him. Then I found myself sitting and staring at my phone. My heart was pounding as I awaited his reply.

“I just stayed in and caught up on some work,” he said. “Nothing interesting. What are you doing tomorrow? Want to grab brunch?”

My heart stuttered and coughed. I felt beads of cool sweat forming on the back of my neck. I cleared my throat before responding. “Sure,” I said.

“Great. It’s a date,” he said. And I knew that he was joking because he was the joking type—but that little joke made my gut turn and gargle. I’d spent the whole night trying to approach him to ask him on a date, and now I was getting what I wanted. Be careful what you wish for, I guess…

And my God! What if I had built up the confidence to talk to him? That would have been so embarrassing! Surely he would have rejected me, and then I would never have discovered that I’d asked Dave out on a date. The thought alone made me feel ill.

I only got a few hours of sleep before our brunch. My heart was still throbbing when I pulled up to the busy restaurant. I found myself sitting in my car, staring at the front door of the establishment. The thought of going inside made my legs tremble. What if Dave saw me at that club the night before? What if he knew that I followed him home like a lost puppy? What if he could tell that I was trying to build up the confidence to ask him out? He knew that I had a hard time talking to girls. Maybe he was going to use this brunch as an opportunity to laugh his head off at me. Or maybe he really just didn’t see me at that club. I was invisible to all of the other girls, so why not him as well?

Dave suddenly appeared in my car window. He ducked down and knocked on the glass. “You just going to sit there?” his muffled voice asked. I jumped and pressed a hand firmly against my heart. It was a moment before I broke free from my frozen terror. I opened the door and stepped out.

“Long time no see,” Dave said.

“I saw you last week,” I said.

“Yeah—and that’s a long time. What’s the matter? You look white. Feeling okay?”

I nodded my head slowly. I found myself staring at him, trying to figure out how it was possible that he was the girl in the club. But now that I was looking carefully, I could see the similarities: the deep green eyes, the small nose, and the soft jawline. But when Dave was dolled up, he used a few little makeup tricks. He used contouring to make his cheekbones more prominent, and the long hair of his wig helped to shape his face in a more feminine way—though now that I was staring at his face, I couldn’t help but notice that it had a natural feminineness to it.

“Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked.

I looked away quickly as my heart was sent aflutter. “I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night,” I said.

“I know. You were texting me at, like, three in the morning. What were you doing last night anyway?”

We walked into the restaurant and managed to get a nice table by one of the big windows. “Last night?” I said, trying to think up a lie. But my head was filled with those final images I saw in Dave’s apartment before I took off for my house. The night before, I hid behind a bush and watched as Dave took off that dress. Underneath, he was wearing lingerie: a lace one-piece that hugged his shaved crotch and extended up to his shoulders. Inside of that lingerie he had two pads, which he pulled out and placed on his TV stand. But he didn’t take off the lingerie right away. Instead, he walked over to his mirror and did a couple of poses. He grabbed his wig and got it back on his head.

It was a confusing and awkward sight. Even without the cups giving him a bust, he still looked like a chick; he still looked like the cutie that I’d had my eyes on all night. But I knew that he was Dave. I could see the bulge of his sissy cock in his little one-piece. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t look away. I stayed and watched—and I ended up seeing far more than I anticipated.

He put on some music and started dancing alone in his flat. The cool summer night’s air was starting to numb my arms and legs, but it wasn’t enough to get me to move. I watched as Dave danced over to a drawer under his television. He dug in deep and pulled out a long dildo. My heart stopped momentarily as he reached it down and rubbed it against his crotch bulge. I still couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I even closed my eyes at one point and tried to convince myself to wake up, half-convinced that I was in the middle of a very strange dream. But I didn’t wake up. What I was seeing was real.

Dave nestled that dildo between his couch cushions, so that it was standing straight up in the air. Then he reached down and pulled aside his lingerie one-piece, exposing his butthole and getting it ready for penetration. He spat onto his fingers and he rubbed that spit up and down the fake cock. I knew that it was beyond my cue to leave, but I just wasn’t able to look away. I kept watching. I watched as he sat down on that cock, taking the whole thing up his ass. Then I watched as he bounced, still in that sexy lingerie.

Now, Dave waved his hand in front of my face. “Hey—earth to Ryan. You alive in there, buddy?” he said. I snapped back to reality, but that image of Dave all dolled up refused to leave my head.

“Huh?” I said. “Did you say something?”

“I asked what you got up to last night. I’ve asked like five times now.”

“Oh. I went out with this guy from work. His name is Larry. You don’t know him.”

“No—I think I met Larry at that house party last year. Remember?” Dave said.

“Oh—right. Maybe you did,” I said. I took a long sip from the coffee that was in front of me. I didn’t even remember ordering it. It was hot and it nearly burned the inside of my mouth, but I needed the caffeine desperately. “And what did you get up to last night?”

He laughed. “I already told you. I caught up on some work,” he said. “I’m hoping to take a few days off of work next week—not for any reason in particular, just a little staycation—so I need to make sure I’m all caught up with work.”

“Right,” I said, nodding my head slowly. And now I was looking down at his body. I’d never noticed how slight he was. He had narrow shoulders and thin arms. Even his neck was thinner, and there was hardly an Adam’s apple to be seen. How had I never noticed his feminine figure before? I suppose it wasn’t that out of ordinary. Even my own figure wasn’t so different. I was thin without much muscle mass on my shoulders. Maybe I could fit into that same lingerie and that same dress… Maybe I wouldn’t have looked as ridiculous as I assumed I would have.

Dave laughed. “You’re acting really weird today. Do you work tomorrow?”

I shook my head.

“Well you should go definitely sleep in then. I think you could use the rest.” He picked up his menu and looked down. “I think I’m going to get the pancakes. I got the waffles last time we were here and I got the French toast the time before that. What do you think?”

And I just nodded my head, unsure of what to say. I was still trying to figure out if I should tell him what I saw. I didn’t want to put him on the spot. And I definitely didn’t want him to know that I saw him riding a dildo until the lacy lingerie around his cock started to become wet with what I assume was cum. So I decided to keep my mouth shut. Maybe it was just none of my business. He was a free man in a free country and he could go out clubbing as a chick if that’s what he wanted to do. Everyone has their thing, and that was just his thing.

But even once I was back home after our brunch, those images were still on my mind. I found myself on Facebook, looking through Dave’s pictures—but I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. I kept looking closely at pictures of his face. He had some feminine features, but his face wasn’t obviously feminine—not until he was wearing makeup.

And how often did he get himself dolled up? Was this something he did every weekend? Was it something he did every night? I tried to remember the last time I saw him at night. It had been a while. He always wanted to hang out during the day. He always had plans at night—and did those plans involve makeup and that strawberry blonde wig?

The sun was just starting to set when I decided to head back over to his flat. I put on an old green coat and a navy blue baseball cap. I was going undercover—going to spy on my long-time best friend, to see if this was something that he did often. I waited until the street in front of his building was clear, then I slipped through that back gate, into the garden behind his flat.

His lights were on, but I couldn’t spot any movement in his apartment. The lights were on in the other apartments as well, so I knew I had to be careful. I nestled myself into the same bush as the night before. At least the air was warmer now, so my arms and legs weren’t going numb—but they were still trembling, now just with fear of being caught. Or maybe it was a different kind of fear. Being caught wouldn’t have been so bad. I could have run away, or just lied and said that I was pulling a prank on my friend.

I was more afraid of why I was there for the second night in a row. I’d spent the day convincing myself that it didn’t matter what Dave did with his own free time—yet there I was, staring into his flat, hoping to catch another glimpse of him all dolled up.

I saw a shadow moving at the end of his hallway. He was in his bathroom. Was he doing his makeup or his hair? Was he getting ready for another night out?

And why was I watching? What demon had possessed me and brought me back to that tall bush behind his building? Did I like the way that he looked all dressed up? Was I hoping to get another look at him all pretty? Was I hoping for more than that—a repeat of the night before? Maybe he had other toys stashed away in that flat: more phallic objects that would explore the depths of his sissy asshole.

I bit down hard on my tongue as a tingle crawled up my spine. I shook my head and took a deep breath. No—I was just there to see if it was true, and not just a drunken fever dream I had the night before. It seemed hard to believe, even though I’d already seen it with my own eyes. I needed to have a second look with a clearer mind—though I wasn’t sure if my mind was any clearer now than it was the night before…

That shadow moved again. He was coming out from his bathroom. I sunk down low, even though it was dark out and I knew he couldn’t see anything past his own reflection in his window.

And there he was again: wearing his wig and some makeup around his eyes. It was a more minimal look tonight, but it still did the job. Now, he was wearing a red satin nightie. It looked comfortable, though it wasn’t quite long enough to cover his ass. He walked down his hallway in a feminine way, with a straight back and long strides. He went into his kitchen and pulled a bag of popcorn out from his cupboard. He tossed it into the microwave, and then he poured himself a glass of white wine.

Though I wasn’t convinced it was him. It was definitely the girl from the night before, with her long strawberry blonde hair—but maybe she was just Dave’s secret girlfriend. Maybe that’s why Dave hardly ever had me over at his place—because there was a girl living there with him. But that didn’t explain what I saw the night before, when she took off the wig, revealing the scruffy brown hair underneath—hair that looked exactly like Dave’s hair. And that also didn’t explain the fact that Dave and the girl had the same eyes, the same nose, and the same jawline. Dave was the girl, though it was hard to imagine that she could be a dude.

Once her popcorn was popped, she poured it into a bowl and moved towards the living room. She put the bowl down, turned on a girly reality TV show, and then she leaned back, relaxing, letting her smooth, pretty body sink into the soft blue couch cushions.

She was just watching TV—not getting ready to go out, not getting ready for company. She was just enjoying some time alone… as a girl. She sipped her wine and ate a few small handfuls of popcorn. Then, she pulled a little bottle of nail polish out from her side table drawer. It was white and glossy. She reached out her long, smooth legs and started to paint the polish onto her toenails. Her feet looked soft and petite. And when I looked close, I could tell that her legs had recently been shaved—or maybe waxed. They had a glisten and a softness to them. I just wanted to go into that flat and run my fingers up and down those smooth legs.

I shook my head. What was I thinking? Why was I allowing those silly thoughts into my head? I was still looking at Dave. That girl was Dave, even with her long smooth legs and her tiny red nightie.

She painted her nails slowly and meticulously. But she didn’t paint the nails on her hands—though she did pull out a file, which she used to round the edges on all of her fingernails.

And why was I still watching? What exactly was I hoping to see now? Was this not enough? Was this case not settled? The girl was Dave. Or was she? How could I really know for sure?

I had the brilliant idea to send Dave a text message. I grabbed my phone and typed out a simple message. “Have you seen the new season of True Detective?” I asked.

Then I looked up and watched as the girl looked back. She stood up and walked back to her bathroom. Then she emerged with her phone—the same phone that Dave owned. She typed away as she made her way back to the couch. Then, as she put her phone down on the side table, a message dinged on my phone. It was fro Dave. “Not yet. Should I watch it? Any good?”

And that settled it. The girl was Dave. Dave lived a second life as a beautiful woman. And apparently it wasn’t just something he did when he went out—it was something he did even when he was just lounging at home. Maybe he was dolled up for most of the day. Maybe the Dave that I knew was just the occasional persona that he wore when he was around me, and when he was around the office. But when did it start? Since the third grade, I’d been seeing Dave constantly. I would spend entire weekends at his house, but I never saw any signs of cross-dressing. I slept on the floor of his bedroom more than once, but never did I see a pair of panties underneath his bed.

I even helped him move into the apartment he was living in now. I loaded that U-Haul truck and I unloaded it. I even helped him unpack, but I didn’t see any boxes filled with lingerie or clubbing dresses. Was this a new thing? Was it just a phase? And why didn’t he want me to know about it. Well, the answer to that last question seemed obvious enough. It was an embarrassing little hobby. I desperately wanted to make fun of him for it, but at the same time, I didn’t want to ruin my best friend’s fun. Maybe he was depraved—maybe he was even a bit of a pervert—but he was still a free man to do whatever he wanted to do.

At least he pulled it off. At least he wasn’t some tall, butch dude with a stubble beard wearing some undersized dress. At least he had the legs of a goddess and the hips of a supermodel. That wig looked good on him—I couldn’t just pretend like I didn’t spend the whole previous night fawning over him—fawning over her. I wasn’t fawning over Dave. I was fawning over Dave’s female persona. It’s not like I wanted to ask Dave out on a date. It was her that caught my attention, not him.

And now, she was looking good, once again, with seemingly very little effort. She had her cute toenails freshly painted white and she had a big smile on her face. She looked peaceful. It was almost too bad that she wasn’t a real woman. I could imagine myself sitting next to her on that couch, with my arm over her shoulders. I closed my eyes and imagined her cuddling into me with her small, soft body. I imagined her slight fingers reaching over and slipping onto my lap: teasing my bulge gently and flirtatiously.

Then I opened my eyes and shook my head, shaking those thoughts away. They weren’t welcome—that wasn’t a normal girl sitting on that couch. That was Dave sitting on that couch. And that was something I couldn’t allow myself to forget.

I watched like a total creep for the next hour, even though she didn’t move from her seat. I was strangely mesmerized—at first because the sight seemed so bizarre and ridiculous, and then because I found myself in a state of wishing she was real. She was, after all, still the girl that I spent that whole night trying to talk to.

Her show ended and she started flipping through the channels. She finally landed on a movie that was half over, and she stopped just as a sex scene started. It was a romantic sex scene—the characters were silhouettes and everything was in slow motion (and of course they didn’t show any private parts—not even the girl’s tits). But the show made the strawberry blonde bite down on her bottom lip. I watched as she took a deep breath in, and then she stood up and turned the television off. She grabbed her laptop off of the counter and she made her way to the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

I perked up. What was she doing? Why did she leave so suddenly? I stood up slowly and crept around the building. The bedroom window was near that garden gate—up high, so I had to awkwardly climb up the nearby fence to see in. The blinds were mostly closed, but there was a slit that I was able to see through. And through that slit I saw the girl on her knees, on her bed, still in that red nightie. She had her laptop set up in front of her, playing a vanilla porn movie. In the movie, the couple was making out and the girl was reaching down and stroking the man’s large erection.

The girl I’d spent the night watching had a phallic vibrator in her hand. She had it pressed between her legs, buzzing against her bulge. Her cheeks were dark red and her gaze was fixed on that porno. She slid the vibrator gently up and down, stimulating the length of her shaft.

I was holding onto the edge of the fence awkwardly, letting the old wooden splinters dig into my skin—but I hardly even noticed. I was too obsessed with the sight of my best friend, on her knees, bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm.

It was only a few minutes before her body was trembling. Her eyes closed and her body twitched suddenly. Then, I saw that dark spot growing against her satin nightie. She was coming! She was filling her panties with jizz, and that jizz was soaking through the panties and the satin gown she had on top.

I heard the slamming of a nearby car door. The noise made me jump down from the fence. My heart was pounding, though I’m not sure of the exact cause. I looked around and decided to make my escape. I’d already overstayed my welcome. And now, I had far more swirling through my mind than I knew what to do with.


CHAPTER III

It was the next weekend when I waited with a pair of sunglasses and a baseball cap down the block from Dave’s apartment. I lingered on that street corner for over an hour before he finally emerged from that front door: in his cute feminine form—or maybe I should say, in her cute feminine form.

I knew that she was getting ready to go out because I’d slipped into that garden and I saw her doing her makeup, and she wasn’t just doing her minimal look. I also saw a white glittery dress draped over her kitchen island—and she was wearing that dress now.

I kept my distance as I followed her—though I had no idea why I was following her. I’d already determined that she was Dave, so there was nothing left for me to discover. Now I was just a crazy stalker—though I kept telling myself that I wasn’t a stalker, that I was just curious to know what she was going to do. That excuse wasn’t going to last very long. I’d already used it five times as I sat in her garden, staring through her apartment windows.

This was the first time she’d gone out as a girl since I first saw her out at the club. Now, she was headed back to the clubbing strip. But this time, she went to MAX, the hot new club that had been all the buzz for the past few months. I’d never been inside because there were always long lines to get in, and I never had the patience. I was surprised when the strawberry blonde vixen slipped into the long line. Did she really want to spend the first hour of her night off waiting to get into a club?

Well—she didn’t have to wait. The bouncer walked up to her after just five minutes and said, “You can come with me.” He took three other girls with him—all babes. The rest of the line groaned and sighed, but the bouncer didn’t seem to care. The club was hot for a reason—because it was filled with the hottest girls in town. Apparently Dave was one of them.

I felt awkward as I waited in that line, with my green coat and my blue cap. Everyone else was dressed up: collared shirts, pressed pants, plenty of bling—but not me. I wasn’t even wearing nice shoes, just my old runners. I wasn’t even sure the bouncer would let me in once I reached the front of the line. And he almost didn’t. He looked down at my feet and then he looked slowly up my body before saying, “No hats inside.” So I took off my hat.

The club was large and loud. Coloured lights were flashing in all directions, and nearly everyone in the place was dancing. I fought my way towards the bar, looking around constantly for the trap I was following. I figured I would get myself a drink while I stalked her—and I only say ‘stalked’ because I can’t think of a better word… So maybe that means that I was stalking her. But my curiosity was overwhelming. I just had to know what she got up to when she was out with that wig and makeup. Did she just go out dancing, or was there more to it? Did she flirt with men? Did she ever go home with guys? Would she use the women’s bathroom when she had to go pee?

I had to fight my way to the bar, and then I had to wait almost ten minutes to get the bartender’s attention. In case that wasn’t enough, it took the bartender another ten minutes to get the simple beer that I ordered. I spent the whole wait looking around, scanning the female faces in the bar, hoping to find her. And then she appeared, just as my beer was handed to me. She was headed to the bar, coming from the dance floor. I spun around quickly so that she wouldn’t see my undisguised face. She stepped up right next to me and waved at the bartender. The bartender didn’t hesitate. “What can I get you?” he asked, without making her wait the ten minutes that I had to wait.

“A gin and tonic, please,” she said. Her voice was shockingly convincing—though I could hear that slight male tinge. I could hear the little bit of Dave that she would probably never be able to get rid of. I continued to keep my face turned away from her. My heart was pounding. She was so close to me—almost touching me. All she had to do was look over and she would probably recognize me just from the side of my face.

The bartender immediately mixed her drink. Then he didn’t charge her. “It’s on the house,” he said as she tried to hand him a bill. And suddenly, I could see why someone would leave the house all dolled up like she was. Free drinks? Why didn’t I ever get a free drink?

“You’re so sweet,” she said.

“Don’t mention it,” said the bartender. “What’s your name?”

“It’s June,” she said.

“Nice to meet you, June. Randy.” The bartender reached his hand over the bar and Dave—or I should say, June—shook it. “I get off work in an hour. Will you be around?”

June shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe,” she said with a grin that I could see in the mirror behind the bar.

The bartender grinned back, as if they had just agreed to something that flew right over my head. Then June slipped away from the bar, back towards the dance floor. The bartender looked up at me and said, “Is something wrong with your beer?”

I shook my head. “No. Why?”

“Move away from the bar. You’re taking up space.” He wasn’t nearly as nice to me as he was to June. I was tempted to tell him that he just hit on a biological male: a dude in drag. Sure, that dude happened to be convincing, but he was still a dude. But I said nothing. Instead, I just slipped away from the bar and went to find my friend out on the dance floor.

I had to circle around the busy floor. I managed to spot her near the middle, dancing with that drink in her hand. She had a big smile on her face and a crowd of eager men hovering around her. One of the men got very close on the next song, putting his hands on her hips and grinding his crotch against her bum. She didn’t seem to mind. My heart throbbed and ached at the sight. He wasn’t a terribly handsome man. He was balding and he had terrible tattoos all over his arms and even his hands. June could do better. But it’s not like she was going home with the guy—she was just dancing with him.

After a few songs, she went back to the bar. The original bartender was gone, and now there was a woman mixing drinks. But June still got her drink for free. Before she could pay for it, a man in a red dress shirt tossed a bill towards the bartender and said, “It’s on me.” The man in the red shirt was much more handsome than the tattooed man—though I still think June could have done better. This man had a charming smile and a full head of hair. He chatted with June at the bar for the next ten minutes. I tried to get close so I could hear what they were saying, but that club was just too loud. Though I did hear when he said, “Let’s go out back where it’s quiet, so we can talk.”

I followed them to the back door, which I don’t think was meant for clubbers. There was a sign on the door that read, ‘DOOR WILL NOT OPEN FROM OUTSIDE.’ Still, the two slipped out, letting the door close behind them. I wasn’t able to follow them out into the alley—I knew June would see me. So I fought my way through the club and went back to the front door. I jogged around the building, into the alley. But the alley was clear—at least it seemed like it was clear, until I heard a quiet groan.

My heart stammered. I crept slowly towards that back door. I could hear the booming bass of the music inside. That groaning was getting louder now. I crouched down next to a dumpster. Then I peaked around the bend.

And there was June, on her knees in that cute white dress. The handsome man was standing with his hands in June’s hair. He had his head tilted back and his eyes closed. He was getting his cock sucked.

I nearly gasped. Was Dave gay? He never acted gay. He’d had a few girlfriends in the past few years—cute girls, too. Was he one of those bisexuals? I had to put my hand over my mouth to stop myself from uttering a sound in disbelief.

She sucked that cock in a graceful way, bobbing her head back and forth slowly, using her hand to hold the cock straight outwards. Her other hands was fondling the man’s ball sack.

“Shit, that feels so good,” the man whimpered. His legs were trembling. “I think I’m going to come. Fuck—you’re going to make me come.” He let out another long gasp, and then he groaned loudly. June let out a muffled gasp, but she didn’t take that cock out from her mouth. She froze and clutched that cock firmly. Then, after a moment, she slipped the cock out from her mouth, swallowed a big load, and then took a deep breath as if she had been holding her breath for four straight minutes.

The man opened his eyes and I leapt back so that I wouldn’t be seen. My heart was pounding ferociously. I just watched my best friend giving a stranger a blowjob while dressed up like a chick. It didn’t seem real. It seemed like a dream. Hell—it was even too unrealistic to be a dream… But it was real.

I managed to slip away without being seen. I decided to go straight home instead of following June around for more of the night. I had to process all of this new information. I had to wrap my head around the insanity that I’d just witnessed.

And was that what I wanted to see? Was I now done with stalking my best friend? I knew that he liked to get dolled up; I knew that he liked to go out, and I knew that he liked to get frisky with strange men. What else was there to know? And what exactly was I hoping to do with this information?


CHAPTER IV

I told myself to forget about it. What a man does with his own private life is no business of anyone else. If Dave wants to dress up and call himself June—that’s his business. If he wants to suck a cock in an alleyway—he’s lucky to live in a country where he can do that without fear of prosecution. It’s not any of my business… So why couldn’t I stop thinking about it?

I had that image of June sucking that cock stuck in my mind, playing on repeat over the next week. She bobbed her head so elegantly and she made that man come in just a couple of minutes. Maybe he was just a premature ejaculator—or maybe she was truly amazing with that tongue. I wondered how long I would last—maybe a bit longer because I knew June’s true identity, and I’m sure that knowledge would manifest into anxiety while my cock was deep in her warm mouth. Or maybe that wouldn’t affect anything. Maybe those stunning green eyes would bring me to orgasm in under a minute. It was no wonder the man kept his eyes closed during the whole event. He was probably trying to last more than a measly minute.

I managed to stay away from that flat for a week—and then I caved to the urge to check in on her. When I showed up, and it was almost midnight, she was in her red satin nightie, wearing that strawberry blonde wig, with a touch of makeup around her eyes. She was watching a show on Netflix, lounging comfortably and looking cute. I got situated in my bush and then I found myself hoping that the urge to fool around would cross her mind. I wanted another show. I wanted to see her in her bedroom again, holding that vibrator firmly against her crotch. I watched to watch that cum seep through that red satin as her eyes gently rolled into the back of her head.

But tonight, she seemed perfectly content with her TV show. She watched an entire episode, and then she watched another. The air was starting to turn cold, and I realized I was probably seeing the extent of what I would see. Hell, she probably already fooled around. There was probably some cum-stained lingerie on her bedroom floor next to a dildo that had been far up her asshole. I let out a long sigh.

The next night was even worse. I showed up just as she went into her bedroom to fool around with her sissy cock. I went around to the bedroom window, but the blinds were properly shut, with no slit to spy through. So I waited in the garden for ten minutes, and then watched as she emerged with a big smile and dark red cheeks. It must have been a good wank.

“Damnit,” I muttered. And then I had an idea. The idea got my heart racing with a mixture of terror and excitement. At first I pushed the idea away, thinking it was cruel. But then I started to seriously consider it. Maybe it would have been cruel to someone else, but I had a feeling that June would like my idea—it would probably get her flustered and excited, just like it was getting me flustered and excited.

I rushed home to start planning.  First, I wrote out a letter by hand. But I tossed that into the kitchen garbage. Dave knew my messy handwriting too well. I was going to have to write the note out on the computer—and I would have to write it carefully, making sure not to use words that I normally used. So I migrated to the home office.

I started the letter with the sentence, ‘You’re so beautiful—I’ve never seen a woman as beautiful as you.’ And then I wrote, ‘I even love your big, hard cock.’ I wanted to get him flattered and then I wanted to make sure that he knew that he had nothing to hide with me.

I found myself grinning as I wrote the rest of the letter—and then I realized that I had more work to do than just the delivery of that note. I had to go out into the woods and find a good, private spot. I used my phone to take note of the exact coordinates, and then I went online and placed a few orders on Amazon. I paid for next-day delivery, even though I automatically qualified for free two-day delivery. I didn’t want to wait. The one day was already torture enough.

My packages came the next morning. I transferred everything into a non-descript box, so that Dave would have no idea who was behind the scheme. I went out to the woods, to that private spot, and I placed that box next to a tree with a red bow tired around it—just as described in the note. Then, while I knew Dave was still at work, I hand delivered that note. But I didn’t just put it into the mailbox. Instead, I waited for someone to open the apartment building entrance and I slipped inside. I went straight to his door and I slid that letter underneath the narrow slit, so that he would see it the moment he walked inside.

Next, after getting some dinner to kill the time, I waited in that garden, peering carefully through his window. He came home, dressed normally in his masculine office clothes. He immediately noticed the note on the ground. I watched him as he read it. At first, he stood frozen, probably terrified as he realized someone knew about his little cross-dressing hobby. But during that frozen moment, I saw him crack a little smile—or maybe that was just a glimmer of my deranged imagination.

He looked up at the window and I threw myself down to the ground quickly, even though I was almost positive he wouldn’t be able to see me from my safe distance. He looked back at the letter and read it a second time. Then he started to get ready, starting with a shower and then moving onto his makeup.

So maybe I was blackmailing him. Maybe that was wrong and maybe it was even illegal—I’m not really sure. But I had a feeling that he was excited, even if he wasn’t showing any excitement. I’m sure the excitement would set in as soon as the shock wore off.

Though maybe I went a little bit too far when I wrote, ‘If you aren’t at the spot at midnight, I’ll share pictures of you with everyone at your work.’ I didn’t actually have any pictures—though I planned on taking a few that night. Maybe he would have still gone through with it if I didn’t put that little threat in the note. But I wanted to make sure that I wasn’t wasting my time and my money. Because I had spent over two hundred bucks on this little event, and at least half a dozen hours of planning.

While Dave was becoming June, I still had to get ready myself. I needed to drive out to those woods—and I couldn’t park near the obvious entrance, or I would risk June recognizing my car. I had to park many blocks away and I had to walk. Then, in the dark, I had to find that location using my phone. I had to be there early in case June came early. I couldn’t have her spotting me in those woods, staring down at my phone as I tried to find my way to that box. And then I had to get into the ghillie suit that I bought on Amazon—which was easier said than done out in those dark woods.

I had my phone all charged up and ready to record, I was in position, in my expensive camouflage, and I was ready for June. I remained completely still for the next hour, checking my phone occasionally to pass the boredom. I watched as the time became midnight: the time June was due to show up in those woods. Then I slipped my phone away and I watched and listened very carefully. Everything was silent. I wondered if June decided not to follow through with my blackmail. What if she took that note to the police? What if they were able to figure out that I was behind the note? Would Dave disown me as a friend? Would I go to prison? This was just supposed to be fun—I wasn’t trying to ruin anyone’s life.

A twig snapped nearby and I nearly jumped. I took a sharp breath of air in and then I slowly looked to the side. A dark figure was coming towards me. It was moving slowly and carefully, using a phone flashlight to guide the way. I became completely still as beads of sweat formed on my forehead and on the back of my neck. Was my disguise good enough? Was I hidden well enough?

As the figure stepped over a tall log, I caught a glimpse of her skirt, and I saw the outline of her tall heels. It was June—she really came!


CHAPTER V

She stopped in the middle of that small clearing and she looked around. I was only fifteen feet away, next to a bush but not behind it. When her gaze crossed over me, my heart skipped a beat and my stomach turned. I was worried my stomach was going to groan and give me away. I was suddenly regretting planting myself so close to that clearing. I should have bought a pair of binoculars and set up further back. Why was I so close? What was I thinking?

She didn’t see me. She just looked around, trying to find that box like the original note told her to. She used her phone’s flashlight to scan around, and I was terrified that she would end up finding me instead of that box.

But she ended up finding that box. She picked it up and pulled away the ribbon. She hesitated before opening it, looking around once more. She must have known that I was watching. She could probably feel my gaze on her. She looked back down at the box. Then she pulled off the lid.

She read the note before digging around to see what I had bought for her. “Please read aloud,” she said with a soft, frightened voice. But I was sure that I could hear a tinge of excitement in that voice as well. “I’m so glad you came out. We’re going to have a lot of fun. Inside this box, you will find more than enough to get you started. I hope that the outfit fits and I hope that the toy cock feels perfect in your little asshole.” She took a deep breath before reading the rest. “Please take your time. Don’t rush. When you think you’re going to come, grab the box and come inside of it. Then you’re free to go, and maybe we’ll play again another night. And feel free to keep the toy and the outfit.” She put the note down and reached into the box. She pulled out the white lacy one-piece that I bought online. She looked at it and then she looked around the woods again. “Someone out there is a real pervert!” she called out. But she didn’t sound mad—at least I didn’t think she sounded mad.

She grabbed her shirt and lifted it over her head. Then she unclipped her padded bra, leaving her topless. Her chest was flat like a boy’s—and I suppose that shouldn’t have come as a surprise. Next, she reached down and unbuttoned her skirt. She let it fall to the ground before slipping her panties to the cool forest floor. I caught a quick glimpse of her limp cock before she started to wriggle into the white lingerie, which was worth over a hundred bucks. It was the highest quality lingerie I could find on Amazon—I hoped that she liked it. It fit her perfectly, showing off her lovely curves—and that perky bum especially.

Then she reached into the box and pulled out the dildo. It was long and black—hard to see in those dark woods, and it would be even harder to see once it was inside of her body. It was thick and ribbed for pleasure. It had very good ratings online.

“Here goes nothing,” she said quietly.

She reached down and pulled her lingerie aside. Then she used a large glob of the lubricant that I included in her box to get her dildo ready. She reached it down and rubbed it up and down her butt crack. She was facing me, but I wished that she would turn around, so that I could witness the penetration. I had no way of telling her to turn. I probably should have included that in the second note—something along the lines of: please penetrate yourself facing that tree and then come facing this tree. Though maybe that would have just given away my position…

She closed her eyes and squirmed slightly as she bit down on her lip. She took a deep breath, and then she let out a sharp gasp. She froze for a moment, pressing her lips thin. Then I watched as her hand pushed upwards, towards her bum. That dildo was sinking in deep—though I couldn’t see for sure; I could only assume.

Her legs trembled and her knees nearly buckled together. “Shit,” she groaned. “This is so humiliating.”

She sunk the dildo deeper and deeper, until her clenched fist was nearly touching her perky ass. God, she looked good in that lingerie. I wanted to jump out from my ghillie suit and fuck her. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she would let me. I mean—if she were going along with my whole scheme, maybe she would have been just as fine to let me mount her and come inside of that tight hole.

She started to thrust the dildo in and out—in and out and in and out. She stumbled back slightly, until she had a tree to hold onto. She kept her legs in a wide stance so that she wouldn’t topple over. She penetrated herself faster and faster, keeping her eyes closed the whole time. Her legs started to bend, but she kept herself upright. It was only a minute before I started to notice her flaccid bulge was no longer flaccid. She was hard now, throbbing in her lingerie.

She slowly lowered herself to her knees—probably because her legs were starting to give into the euphoria. She pumped and pumped and pumped—and then she started to groan. She had a cute groan. She clenched her teeth tight and squirmed. She had nearly that entire dildo inside of her asshole: eight inches of hard plastic, rubbing up her back door. And she liked it. She was smiling and her cheeks were a shade of dark red.

“I’m going to come,” she said, opening her eyes and looking around for that box. “Shit. I’m going to come.” She hopped up to her feet and rushed over to the box. She lifted it up and then she fished her erection out from her lingerie—just in time. She pointed her tip down just as shots of white goo started blasting out of her tip. “Oh fuck,” she groaned. Her legs shook hard and she nearly fell over. She filled that little box with hot jizz, and then she pushed the dildo out from her ass without using her hands. It hit the forest floor with a thud.

She dropped the box and then she took a long, deep breath. She closed her eyes for a moment with a smile on her face. Then she recomposed herself. “Okay,” she called out. “Are you happy?” She grabbed her skirt off the ground and got it fastened around her waist. Then she put her top on over the lingerie. She picked up her bra and panties and she carried them off, using her phone’s flashlight to guide the way. I remained completely still for the next minute, until the woods were completely silent. Then I got up slowly and crept over to that box. I looked inside and saw the pool of thick cum.

I dipped my finger in and then brought it to my tongue. It was still warm—and it was sweet. I dabbed my finger in it again and took a second taste. Maybe I was a deranged pervert. Maybe I was a psychopath. Oh well—I couldn’t help myself.

I had a massive crush on my best friend, and he had no idea.


CHAPTER VI

It wasn’t until I got home that night that I realized I completely forgot to press the record button on phone’s camera. Now I only had my memories to play back and reminisce—though I wished that I had a video of June plunging herself with that long, hard dildo.

I went to bed but I didn’t fall asleep—not for a few hours. I stared at my ceiling, unable to even close my eyes. My heart was still pounding. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done—and I really couldn’t believe why I’d done it. I didn’t set all that up as a joke or to satisfy a curiosity; I set it up so that I could satisfy a sexual craving. I wanted to watch June get off. I loved watching her ram herself in the ass, and I loved watching that long cock spewing hot cum. I was officially a sexual menace.

And did that mean that I was gay? I knew that June was actually just Dave in drag. And Dave wasn’t even a transgender—just a guy who liked to get dolled up. He wasn’t taking hormone pills as far as I knew and he wasn’t booked for any surgeries. He was just a boy having some fun—and I suppose I was in that same boat.

It was two days later when I went to Amazon to buy some new pillowcases for my bed, when I noticed a piece of sexy lingerie in my ‘recommended for you’ section. My heart galloped in my chest as I clicked the link. It was pink—lacy in some spots and satin in other spots—and it was on sale for just fifty bucks—seventy bucks off the original price. I immediately imagined June in the little number, maybe with a black lace choker around her neck and some cute strappy heels on her feet.

I found a choker and a pair of heels—all on Amazon. I added it all to my cart, along with a new sex toy that I couldn’t wait to have June try. My heart was racing quickly when I clicked on the express delivery option before letting the website charge my credit card. Then it was time to go to work.

I didn’t get much done at the office. How could I? I couldn’t even blink without seeing the image of June in that lacy outfit, pushing that big dildo up her asshole. My boss came into my office around 11:00 AM. It was bad timing, because I had a massive erection, which was only being hidden by the front of my desk.

“I’m looking for the Sanders report. Do you have it here?” he asked.

“It’s right here, sir,” I said, pointing to the report on my desk. But he didn’t move from my doorway, as if he wanted me to walk it over to him.

He stared at me and tapped his foot. “Well?” he said. But I couldn’t stand up. I still had that erection—and I’d had it for most of the morning. I didn’t want my boss to see me with a big throbbing bulge in my pants.

“Yep, it’s right here,” I said again, forcing a red-cheeked smile and nudging the report closer to the edge of the desk. He finally caved and walked over to snatch it. He gave me a narrow-eyed look before turning around and leaving me alone. It certainly wasn’t enough to get me fired, but it didn’t exactly get me any closer to being in his good books.

Dave texted me around lunchtime. “Hey,” he wrote. “I’m in your area. Want to grab a bite to eat?”

My heart stuttered and it took me a moment to build up the courage to message him back. I wanted to turn him down, not sure I would be able to look into his eyes without being sent into a terribly confusing existential crisis. I felt like I never wanted to see him as Dave again—that it would ruin the little fantasy I had built in my head. And not to mention: I was terrified of giving myself away. If Dave found out that I was behind that whole scheme, he would probably disown me as a friend. He might even go to the cops and have me arrested for blackmailing him.

But I had to act cool and normal. I couldn’t give him any clues that I was behind the letter and the box in the woods. “Sure. Let’s grab lunch,” I said.

I met Dave a couple of blocks away at a little Chinese food restaurant. He was already at a table when I walked into the restaurant. The sight of him sent my heart aflutter. He only had a glass of water in front of him—no beer, no cola, nothing worth any money. I had a bad feeling that he had invited me over just to call me out—to tell me that he knew what I’d been up to. I still managed to force a smile as I approached the table.

“Is everything alright?” I asked as I pulled out my chair to take a seat.

He wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t even looking at me, or a menu, or anything. He was just staring blankly down at the table with thoughts on his mind.

“Dave?” I said.

He looked up at me. “Yeah—I’m fine,” he said. “I was just up late last night—later than usual.”

“Oh. Why’s that?” I asked.

He was still for a moment, then he shrugged his shoulders. It seemed like he knew. It seemed like he was about to chew into me. I looked around and made sure that I had a direct line to the door in case I needed to make a quick escape. Though I knew I couldn’t escape the dread or anxiety that was now swirling in my gut.

“It was just a… weird night,” he said. “I don’t know—maybe a story for another time.”

“Well we’ve got lots of time now,” I said.

He looked into my eyes and smiled. “Well, let’s just say this… You know when you were a kid and you had a really fun birthday party or Christmas or whatever, and then you can’t fall asleep?”

“Sure,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“I guess it was something like that.”

I grabbed a glass of water and took a long drink. “So you had fun last night?” I asked. “How so?”

He laughed and looked away. He was silent for a moment as his gaze turned inward. Then he looked back up at me. “I started watching that season you told me to watch—of True Detective. You’re right. It’s good.” I couldn’t tell if he was changing the subject or if he was telling me what was so fun about his night. But I was in no position to prod any further. I just smiled and nodded my head and then I was relieved when the little Chinese waitress came by to take our order, giving us the perfect opportunity to change subjects. We didn’t talk about the previous night again. But I could see that the memory was still lingering in Dave’s mind. I even caught him staring blankly at a wall with a smile on his face at one point.

And that smile made me smile. So I was right: he did enjoy my little scheme. We were having fun—I wasn’t just tormenting him.

My Amazon package was at my doorstep when I returned home from work. I grabbed it and quietly snuck it down into the basement, as my mother was upstairs having coffee in the kitchen. I unpacked everything and made sure that everything was correct. Then I searched the box for package tags and receipts before sealing it again and walking it out to that little spot in the woods. Though I kept one little piece of my delivery for myself: I was going to need it for my new plan to work.

I also brought out a big blanket, which I carefully laid out on the forest floor. I figured it would give June the freedom to sit or lay down if she wanted to. Additionally, I set up a work light that I picked up from Home Depot. It had a three-hour battery life, which would be more than enough. I wouldn’t turn it on until thirty minutes before the show.

It was getting late and I still had one last task to complete: I had to write a note for June. I sat down at my computer and I spent the next thirty minutes working out another note, that wasn’t too different from the first one. I knew that I didn’t have to make any threats this time—I knew that June secretly liked the humiliation and she already thought that I had pictures of her. So I suppose the threat was assumed. My note was simple. “Same place, same time,” I wrote. “We’re going to have some more fun.”

I went to June’s flat and saw that her lights were on. She was already inside, in her bathroom, possibly getting dolled up for a night in—which was about to be a night out. I took a piece of tape and put the note right on her window. Then I knocked loudly on the glass and sprinted away, through the gate and down the street. I had no idea if she heard the knock or noticed the note—I could only hope. There was no way that I was going to go back and risk being linked to the scheme, like a murderer returning to the scene of the crime.

I went back out to those woods, a full hour before show time. I nestled myself tightly between two bushes and then I closed my eyes and started counting down the minutes. My heart was pounding with excitement. I had my phone ready next to me—ready to film the whole act so that I could watch it over and over and over. I had my ghillie suit on and I had the little remote control I got from Amazon in my hand. Midnight couldn’t come quickly enough.


CHAPTER VII

She came on time, dolled up and beautiful as always. She had her long strawberry blonde hair tied up into a loose bun, and on her body was a tight black dress. She was wearing those same boots that she always wore out—but tonight, at least for her show, she was going to wear something different.

She slowly walked into the middle of that small clearing and looked around. “I don’t know who’s out there, but I hope that you know this is weird. Normal people don’t do things like this,” she said. She put her right hand on her left arm, holding her body tight and safe. Her gaze scanned over me, but I didn’t budge. I knew she couldn’t see me in that patch of darkness—especially with the work light directed towards her. Hell, I probably could have sat up and taken the ghillie suit off and she still wouldn’t have seen me.

That box was right on the middle of that blanket. She picked it up and opened it up. “What free shit am I getting tonight?” she said—just loud enough that I could hear. And I didn’t mind buying her stuff. I would have emptied out my whole bank account just to put an adorable smile on that amazing face.

She pulled out the pink lingerie, and then she smiled. She bit down on her bottom lip, as if she was embarrassed by her smile—embarrassed to show that she was actually liking this little blackmail scheme—happy to have an excuse to leave the house and show off what God gave her.

She started undressing, wriggling out from that tight dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and she was only wearing a tiny thong, which nearly snapped as she pulled it down her legs. She tossed it aside on that blanket, giving me a perfect view of her dangling cock. I rose up my phone carefully and pressed record. My heart throbbed. I finally had a piece of evidence that I could enjoy over and over—even if that was all I would get, I would be happy: her perfect body with her swaying flaccid cock.

It was a tight squeeze into that pink one-piece. It hugged her cock tightly. She kept reaching down to pull the thin strip of lace out from her butt crack.

Next she slipped out from her boots and put on the strappy heels. She wobbled slightly as the heels were thin—it couldn’t have been easy to balance on that lumpy forest floor, but she was doing a pretty good job.

Finally, she pulled out the short black dildo. She held it up and looked at it. It was curved with a thick head. Maybe the thickness was intimidating, or maybe she was just take a second to compose herself, so that she could do a better job of hiding her excitement.

She looked back in the box and then she said, “No note, huh? I guess this is all pretty explanatory. Want me to come in the box again?” She looked around, but of course I didn’t answer. I did want her to come in the box, and I probably should have left a note telling her as much.

She lowered herself to her knees and then squirted some lubricant onto the tip of the new dildo. She reached back, moved her lingerie, and started pressing the dildo into her tight rectum. It was a hard push before that thick tip penetrated. She gasped and then she closed her eyes. “Shit,” she said. She pushed it deeper and deeper, until the flat base was pressed against her butt cheeks. That’s when I reached into my pocket and turned the device on using my remote. “Holy fuck!” she said, perking upright. She reached back and grabbed the base of the dildo, as if she was worried it was about to shoot up into her body. The vibration must have been pretty intense. The reviews online said that it was one of the most powerful and most satisfying vibrators… And it wasn’t cheap.

I looked down at the little screen on the remote and saw that it was only set to 2/10. I gently clicked the button to increase the intensity, raising it to a 3/10. June gasped again, clutching that blanket with both of her hands. Then she let out a nervous laugh. “This is quite the toy,” she said. She looked around and I made sure that I was remaining perfectly still.

I turned it up again. Her legs trembled and her eyes rolled back for a few seconds. Then she managed to compose herself. “I hope you’re having fun, pervert,” she said. She closed her eyes and put one of her hands on one of her tits. She squeezed and took another deep breath, biting her lip gently. I turned the vibrator up again. Her body reacted with another jolt and another gasp. Then came another nervous laugh. “It’s so… strong,” she said with a whimper.

I looked down at the remote. We were only halfway. I waited a moment, watching as she worked hard to control her breathing. Her bulge was now hard between her legs, being squashed firmly between her lingerie and her abdomen. I could even see it throbbing slightly. I hoped that the throbbing would show on my video when I went to watch this masterpiece again. I pressed that button again.

She let a moan slip out from her lips. She lowered herself down so that she was lying on her back. Now she had both of her hands on her tits. “You’re a sick man,” she managed to say before the next moan swept her away. Now I had an erection of my own. I wanted to reach down and stroke it, but I knew I couldn’t get away with too much movement. I was already toeing the line by pressing the buttons on that remote and holding up my camera phone.

I pressed the button again, turning the vibrator up to a 7/10. Her hips rose off the ground slightly and she groaned loudly. I noticed her hand reaching out the side, as if she was trying to find something to grab. “Shit,” she kept muttering under her breath. She kept reaching around, but she wasn’t turning her head or opening her eyes. The euphoria had consumed her completely.

I turned it up to an 8/10. Her whole body was trembling now. She was reaching more frantically, still trying to find something to grab. And I’d never been more aroused in my entire life. I quickly pressed the button again—and then again, maxing out the vibrator’s intensity. She screamed out and her body convulsed. Then she reached down and grabbed her crotch as a big dark spot began to form: her cum soaking through the pink lingerie. And I realized that was what she was looking for: the box. She was trying to grab it so that she could come in it, like that first note told her to.

I turned the vibrator off slowly and slipped the remote back into my pocket. Then I watched as she slowly sat up. She reached down and touched that wet spot around her crotch. “What a mess,” she said. She looked around, unsure of where to direct her next comment. “I guess I fucked up,” she said to the woods. “I can just leave this lingerie in the box, and you can do whatever sick things you want to do with it.”

She stood up and slipped out from the one-piece. Lines of thick cum connected her cock to the outfit until the outfit hit the ground and those lines broke and dribbled off in other directions. She wriggled her body back into her tight black dress, and then she took off, keeping that vibrator and those pretty heels.

I waited a few minutes before I stood up and turned off that light. I picked up the lingerie and I held the soiled crotch up to my face. I felt that warm cum against my lips. I used the tip of my tongue to scrape some into my mouth, and then I took a deep breath in, smelling her amazing perfume, which lingered on the little outfit.

I was deranged. I was a pervert. I was a stalker. But I couldn’t help but smile because I knew that she liked it.


CHAPTER VIII

It was only two nights later when I found myself back in those woods, this time with a four hundred dollar hit to my bank account. This time I bought her another piece of lingerie, another pair of heels, and a necklace with a little gold heart on it. I saw the necklace in a store window and it immediately made me think of her. It wasn’t until I was putting it in that box with the lingerie and the note that I realized it might come across as a bit creepy—but I still gifted it to her anyway.

I also included a dildo in the box, but I made sure to put on the note that the dildo was one of two options.

My heart throbbed as I remembered the words on the note that she was going to read. I took a deep breath and considered springing up and grabbing that note so that she wouldn’t see it. Maybe I was getting carried away. Maybe I really was losing my mind. I had a feeling that she would read the note and the fun would end for her. This would become something creepy—maybe even something she takes to the police.

But before I could get up, I saw the dim light appearing in the distance. She was coming towards that little clearing: earlier than usual. And she was all dolled up in a cute yellow dress, even though that dress would be coming right off so that she could get her tight body into an adorable lacy two-piece.

But before she got changed—if she would even get changed—she would have to read that note. I watched with cold beads of sweat on my forehead as she lifted that piece of paper out from the box. “Read this aloud,” she said, reading the words that I desperately regretted writing. “Today, you have two options. You have the dildo, which I hope that you will keep and enjoy regardless of which option you choose. And then you have the folding table that you see in the middle of the clearing.” She looked up and saw the table. “Yup—I see it,” she said—that part wasn’t on my note. She looked back down and continued to read. “You can either fuck yourself with the toy, which is fine, or you can bend over that table with the blindfold over your eyes. I will do the rest...” She suddenly became silent, looking at the table and then around the woods. I watched as she took a deep breath. Then she looked back at the note. “I know this option is probably frightening to you. I hope that you don’t feel any pressure. Have fun.”

She put the note down and stared at the table for a moment. I could almost see her heart trembling and throbbing—maybe even as hard as mine. She walked slowly over to the table and picked up the blindfold. She felt the soft fabric with her fingers, and then she put it back down.

Why did I let myself get so carried away? Why did I actually think that she might be willing to let a stranger fuck her while she wore a blindfold? I carefully reached up and wiped the cold sweat off of my forehead.

June started to get changed. She slowly pushed the straps of her yellow dress over her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. This time, she wasn’t even wearing a thong. She was completely nude under the dress. But I was too petrified with regret and dread to snap a photo. I just remained still, feeling ill, while she slipped the white bottoms up her legs and then snapped the white top on around her flat chest.

“At least you have nice taste in clothes,” she said, presumably to me.

She grabbed the box and lifted the dildo out. She stared at it for a silent moment, and then she placed it back into the box. She put the box down on the ground and then walked over to the folding table that I pulled into those woods earlier that afternoon. She stared down at the table, shook her head, and said, “Why are you doing this?” This time I think she was talking to herself. She grabbed the blindfold, put it over her eyes, and then she placed her palms down on the cool plastic. Then she waited.

And I remained still in a state of disbelief. Was she actually picking the second option? Did she actually want me to approach her and fuck her in the asshole?

I waited ten seconds, and then I waited thirty seconds. A cool breeze flowed through those woods, and then it went away, leaving the air strangely warm and silent. June was still bent over that table with her perky bum up in the air, waiting for me to plug it with my cock.

But could I really do it? Was she setting me up? Would she turn around and grab me? Or did she really want a complete stranger to explore her back door?

I stood up slowly. I took a deep breath, and then I started walking over. My feet crunched on the cool forest floor. Her small body jumped as I stepped on a twig, but she didn’t turn around and she didn’t take off that blindfold. Though she did mutter, “Oh God,” with a breath of terrified air. I wanted to tell her that I wasn’t going to hurt her, but I knew that my voice would give me away.

I stepped up behind her. A plume of that beautiful perfume wafted up my nostrils. My body trembled as I carefully reached down with my hands. I was still in that ghillie suit, probably tickling her smooth bum slightly with my artificial leaves and branches. I placed my hands on her soft hips. Her body was warm, but tense. “Oh God,” she whimpered again as a complete stranger touched her body. But she was brave. She didn’t move and she didn’t look back. She was committed to taking it. “Please be gentle,” she said.

I wanted to tell her that I would, but I couldn’t use my voice, no matter how badly I wanted to. I ran my hands up and down her sides, and then I placed them firmly on her tight ass. I squeezed, amazed by how soft her cheeks were. How was it possible? Was she maybe taking hormone pills? I pulled aside the white strip of lace covering her asshole and I spread her cheeks wide. Her tight boy pussy puckered nervously. I ran my finger around it, making her flinch. But she still didn’t look back.

“Who are you?” she asked. The question made me freeze for a moment. My heart throbbed, but I didn’t answer. I couldn’t answer. Surely she understood that…

Though what if she assumed that she knew me because I wasn’t using my voice? How many friends did she have? How hard would it be to narrow the lot down to me?

I reached down and opened the fly of my ghillie suit. I fished out my cock, which was already throbbing and erect. I pressed it against her butt crack and I gently thrusted it up and down, teasing her with my length. Another whimper slipped out from her perfect lips.

“Do I know you?” she asked. And then I paused again. My legs suddenly felt cold. I looked down at her perfectly smooth legs, and her cute feet in her tiny heels. God, she looked amazing. I still couldn’t believe that I was looking at my long-time best friend.

I gently spat into the palm of my hand and I rubbed that spit up and down the length of my shaft. Then I pressed my tip up to that nervously puckering hole. I gently rubbed her bare butt cheek with my free hand, trying to let her know that I would be gentle and slow. I rubbed my tip in circles, and then I started to push in.

My heart was racing faster than ever before. All she had to do was pull off that blindfold and look back. Sure, I had the artificial leaves of the ghillie suit hanging over my face, but she knew me well enough to recognize me for just a quick glance. I even had to be careful with where I put my hands, in case she caught a glimpse of them. I had a little mole on the back of my right hand, and I’m pretty sure that would be enough to ruin me.

I pushed hard, and then I penetrated her tush. She became tense with a gasp. I paused for a moment, letting her settle down. Her back curved upright and her fingers curled against the table. Her head was tilted up, as if she was looking up at the treetops, but that blindfold was still over her eyes. “You smell familiar,” she said.

My heart stuttered. Was my deodorant going to give me away? Damnit—I would have to buy a new stick on my way home. I couldn’t go anywhere near Dave—or June—smelling like this again.

I didn’t reply. I just sunk my cock in deeper, making her clench and squirm. I paused for another moment, and then she relaxed, so I sunk in a bit deeper. Her anus was tight. I loved the way her tight walls hugged my dick every time she clenched. I was almost convinced she was clenching just to try to get me even more aroused. I had my hands firmly on her ass now, squeezing her soft rump, revelling in the perfect moment that I’d spent the past two weeks dreaming about.

I looked down and watched as my long veiny shaft disappeared into her smooth asshole. I couldn’t believe she could take the whole thing—though I shouldn’t have been surprised. I watched her take an entire eight-inch dildo in her ass, and I wasn’t nearly that big.

Once I was inside of her completely, I had another urge come into my head—and I caved to it quickly. I reached around her and sunk my hand between her legs. I slipped my fingers around her sizeable bulge and I began to massage. I could feel the contour of her shaft and the squishiness of her balls. I let a whimper of my own out from my lips.

I started to pump her slowly.

“That feels good,” she said with a soft voice. “Don’t stop.” I wasn’t sure if she was referring to my cock or my hand—so I kept both going. I could feel her getting harder and bigger in my hand. And her asshole was loosening up as she became more and more relaxed. I didn’t have to push quite so hard to get my entire shaft deep into her rectum. “Shit, that feels so good,” she continued.

I started pumping a little bit harder and a little bit faster, watching her closely so that I wouldn’t miss any of her cues. Her body was moving slowly and gracefully, pushing back slightly with each penetration and then swaying beautifully once my rod was inside of her, as if she was trying to get it positioned at just the right angle.

I moved my hands up and down her soft sides. I even moved one hand up to her face, getting a bit risky, so that I could stick a finger into her mouth. She allowed the finger in, and she didn’t hesitate before sucking. She let a soft moan out from her mouth.

I increased the speed and power of my pumping a little bit more. I looked down and admired the sight of my cock sinking in and pulling out. But I wanted to see more.

I decided to get even more risky. I pulled out and then I turned her around. Now she was facing me. That flimsy blindfold was the only thing protecting my identity and my reputation. I could only hope that she would leave it on. I lifted her up and sat her down on the edge of that table. Then I spread her legs and gently pushed her back to expose her gaping asshole. I stuck my cock back in. And now, I could see more than just her smooth, pretty back. I could see her throbbing cock and her beautiful face. I could watch as her lips parted and she moaned. I could run my hands up and down her torso, feeling her flat chest and her soft abdomen.

I kept pumping. That table was the perfect height—I was happy I spent eighty bucks on it, though I wasn’t sure what I was going to do with it after we were finished. I couldn’t exactly bring it back to my basement and risk Dave seeing it. Maybe I could just leave it in those woods, so we could fuck on it more in the future.

I slipped my fingers under her bottoms and I fished out her erection. It was hot and throbbing. I curled my fingers around it and I stroked it slowly, watching as her foreskin pulled up and down over her throbbing tip. “You’re going to make me come,” she said, making me jump slightly. I was on edge—and why wouldn’t I be? At any moment, she could take that blindfold off and see me, ruining everything.

I tightened my grip around her warm shaft. I never thought that I could love a cock so much. Maybe I was gay—though I didn’t like the thought of Dave as Dave. So maybe I was bisexual or something else—one of the ten thousand orientations they’re touting these days. Who knows? All I knew was, I loved that cock.

I loved it so much that I ended up coming without any warning—to me or her. I groaned and then I felt myself erupting inside of her. She gasped and I gasped louder. I held her tightly until my cock was drained. Then I slowly pulled out, leaving her hole agape.

“I’m coming,” she said. “Oh God, I’m coming.”

I didn’t miss a beat. I quickly dropped to my knees and I got my lips around that tip. She started blasting her sweet load into my mouth, and I took every single blast without gagging. I closed my eyes and revelled in the moment, loving the taste and feeling of her thick substance.

Then reality returned to me and I realized that I was currently sucking cum out from my best friend’s cock. I opened my eyes and looked up. She still had her blindfold on, and she was looking down towards me. My heart leapt up into my chest and I sprung to my feet. I started backing off, and then I turned around and ran into the woods. I dove behind a bush and then I became completely still while she slowly brought herself to her feet. She pulled off the blindfold and looked around. “You’re a slut, whoever you are,” she said. She put her dress back on and then she took off with that new dildo, to add to her growing collection.


CHAPTER IX

It was that weekend when I figured it would be a good idea to have Dave over at my place. Before I discovered his cross-dressing hobby, he would come over at least once every weekend, but since that discovery, I hadn’t had him over at all. I didn’t want him putting the two things together and coming to a conclusion. I needed to continue acting casual.

He agreed to come over on Saturday evening, to watch the hockey game. So I spent the better half of Saturday afternoon getting my place cleaned up. I hid everything that could have given me away. I even went onto my computer and cleared my cookies and my history. I even spent some time coming up with a bit of an alibi. I figured I could tell Dave that I had been out with Larry at a club a few nights before—the night I fucked June in the ass. I even went online and downloaded some photos to my phone to act as evidence, just to lead him off of my case, assuming he was even remotely close to my case.

Dave showed up early, in his hockey jersey. I let him in, holding the door for him as he stepped into my home—which was technically my parents’ home, but they were gone for the weekend. “Make yourself comfortable,” I said. I watched him walk into the room. And from behind, he kind of looked like a chick. Even his hair was starting to grow long, almost touching his shoulders, as if he was trying to replace that wig with the real thing—one step closer to making a proper transition from hobby cross-dresser to full-blown trap. “Can I get you a beer or something?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. So I went to the kitchen and grabbed him a drink. Then we migrated to the living room just as the game started. “So what’s new?” he asked.

I immediately told him about the club. I pulled out my phone and showed him the pictures. Then I realized that I was probably coming on a bit strong, so I slipped the phone back into my pocket and said, “I don’t know why I’m talking so passionately about it. It really wasn’t that interesting.”

“Sounds like fun,” he said. “I can’t remember the last time I went to a club.”

I bit down on my tongue. I could remember the last time he went to a club. I was right there with him—and I watched him suck that long cock in the alleyway right after. But I kept my mouth shut. I tried to think of a topic to change the subject. An ad came on the TV for a Chinese food restaurant. “Want to order takeout?” I asked.

He nodded his head and smiled. “Sure,” he said.

I got up to get my phone. As I walked by him, I swear I caught a tiny bit of perfume in my nose. That smell made my heart flutter and my head spin. I bit down on my tongue and pretended like I didn’t notice. “Chinese okay?” I said.

“Sure—whatever you want.”

I found a restaurant and picked a few things off the menu. I placed the order and then I returned to the couch. “It’ll be here in thirty minutes—that’s what the guy said.”

“Alright—cool,” Dave said. Then an ad for Victoria’s Secret came on the television. One of the outfits looked just like the pink outfit that June came in earlier that week. I still had that piece of lingerie under my bed—now cleaned and ready to be delivered to June, seeing as I wanted her to own it. I noticed Dave’s face in the television reflection. His eyes were wide and he was strangely mesmerized by the ad—maybe he recognized the pink number as well, or maybe he was imagining himself in some of the other featured outfits. After the ad, the room was silent.

And the room remained silent for the next thirty minutes. I couldn’t stop thinking about June, and I had a feeling Dave was thinking about the same thing. I was relieved when the doorbell finally rang—our food had arrived. I sprung to my feet, glad to have a moment away from the tension in that room. “I’ll get it!” I said. I rushed to the door and grabbed our order.

I brought the large stack of food back. “I think I ordered too much. I hope you’re hungry.”

“I’m always hungry for Chinese,” Dave said with a smile. And that smile just made me think of June. Now she was back in my head, making me wish that I would have set up another forest fuck-fest instead of a boy’s night in.

We ate in silence, then we watched the second period of the game in silence. My parents’ dog kept trying to grab the food off the table. Dave stood up. “Are you done? I’ll just throw this stuff out.”

“If you don’t mind—that’s fine,” I said. So Dave took the empty containers away to the kitchen. He was gone for a minute, and then he was gone for two minutes. I started to panic, worried I’d left something in the kitchen that would give me away. Oh God—my ghillie suit! It was hanging up in y bedroom closet. What if Dave snuck into my bedroom and he was snooping around? What if he looked under the bed and found that pink one-piece? Would there be any chance of lying my way out of trouble?

I stood up and walked down the hall towards the basement door, which led down to my bedroom. I opened the door and saw that it was dark. No one was down there. So where was Dave?

I turned around and saw him standing at the end of the hallway. He was holding a piece of paper in his hand. “What the hell is this?” he asked.

“I don’t know—what is it?” I said as my heart stuttered.

“It’s a note in your handwriting.” He turned it towards me and then my heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. It was the original note that I wrote by hand and tossed into the trash. He must have seen it when he was throwing out the Chinese food packaging.

“I—I can explain that,” I said, laughing nervously. “It—It was just for this art project…” I didn’t even bother finishing my lie. I knew it sounded ridiculous. I knew he wasn’t buying it. I knew that I was caught.

The hallway was silent for a long, painful moment. “So that was you out in those woods?” he said.

I opened my mouth to reply, but I couldn’t think of any lies—not even any bad lies.

“How did you find out about me? Was that all just a big joke to you?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I saw you at a club and I followed you home.”

“You followed me home? So you recognized me?” he said, taking a half step back, as if he was ready to run away from me—away from the complete psychopath that I apparently was.

“I didn’t recognize you,” I said. “It’s a long story. I just… I was attracted to you. I wanted to ask you out. And then I saw that it was you. And then I came back and there you were again—as her. And… I don’t know—I just couldn’t help myself. I didn’t know what else to do.”

And there was that horrible silence again. “You didn’t know what else to do?” he said. “The only thing you could think of was to blackmail me out to the woods and make me humiliate myself, thinking that I was going to be murdered?”

“I just thought it would be fun—for you and for me.”

“That’s all this was to you—just fun?”

I wasn’t sure how to reply. My body was cold and my heart was lost in my stomach. “I mean—didn’t you have fun?” I finally managed to ask.

Now he was silent, staring at me, still clutching that handwritten note. His eyes glistened and then he shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess it was fun. But that doesn’t make it right.”

“I’m not perfect,” I said. “In fact—I’m kind of an idiot sometimes.” I took a deep breath. “But I really do like you. I like June. She’s really pretty.”

His stillness was making me uncomfortable. “Who else knows about this?” he asked.

I shook my head quickly. “No one. Just me. At least as far as I know.”

“Don’t you dare tell anyone. I’m not ready for that yet.”

I nodded my head quickly. “Of course. Of course. Your secret is safe with me.” That silence returned. And then I said something that I had a bad feeling I would regret. “You know, my sister left for college last year and she left a whole closet full of clothes. You should just go and take some things. I bet you’re about the same size as her.”

He stared into my eyes. “You want me to raid your sister’s closet?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not? It could be fun. She left lots of makeup and stuff, too. I think some of it is pretty valuable.”

“Can I see?”

“See? You can have it all. I’m pretty sure she doesn’t even remember any of it exists. Here—follow me.” I led him to my sister’s room. I opened the door and let him inside. He looked around with bright shining eyes. He stepped slowly to the closet and opened it up. Then he gasped when he saw how many outfits were suddenly available to him. “Whoa,” he said.

“Try whatever you want on,” I said.

He flicked through the many dresses and then he pulled down a tiny red number. “This would look good with my black boots,” he said.

“I agree. I think she has a pair of similar boots in there somewhere.”

And sure enough, he found the boots. He took the lot over to the bed and he started to change. I remained near the wall, watching with a pounding heart. I was surprised when he pulled down his pants, revealing a pair of red panties. He looked at me with a red-cheeked smile. “I don’t always wear them out,” he said.

“I like them,” I said.

His smile grew bigger. Then he slipped into the dress and the boots. He walked over to my sister’s desk and looked through her makeup. “She’s got some nice stuff,” he said, now using his female voice that I’d come to be so obsessed with.

She picked up a little tube of liquid eyeliner. She unscrewed it and began to draw lines around her eyes. “So much nicer than what I have.”

“Just take it. If my sister notices it missing, I’ll buy her new stuff. I’ll tell her my girlfriend nabbed it.”

June looked back at me with that red-cheeked smile. “Girlfriend?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders, feeling my face turning hot. “Is that okay?”

“We’ll see,” she said, turning back around. She put on a bit of eye shadow and then she brushed on a touch of blush before applying a hint of lip-gloss. “How do I look?” she asked.

“Beautiful—as always,” I said.

She walked over and stopped right in front of me. She looked into my eyes, and then I kissed her. She kissed back.

THE END
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