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      Since his high school sweetheart, April, left town, Matt's love life hasn't been great. He just can't seem to hold down a relationship for more than a few weeks. Not to mention, he seems to be getting more unwanted attention from men than women -- probably because he was cursed with looking like a woman. No matter how he dresses, how he does his hair, he's always been confused as a woman. It's why his last girlfriend left him -- she said so in a text message.

      After one breakup too many, Matt has a crazy idea. Why not just embrace his curse? Why not try out being a woman for a while? With a bit of makeup and a short skirt, he's got men drooling over him, and he likes it.

      But how far is too far? Are breast implants too far? What about sexual reassignment surgery?
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      Everyone remembers their first time. I remember both of my first times; my first time as Matt, and my first time as Taylor.

      My first time as Matt was special. I was young, shy, nervous—it was fast. It was with a girl I had been dating for months, April, who I’d had a crush on for years. It was her first time as well. We were both so young, so nervous, so stupid. We both laughed a lot, took it slow. She was beautiful. Her body was perfect—thin, tight, supple breasts. I can still remember squeezing her tits, watching her eyes close as her head rolled back on her pillow. I can still remember the way her pussy gripped my cock as I slowly slid inside of her, how her thighs wrapped around my body, how her nails dug into my sides. It was all over in a flash, but goddamn, I’ll never forget that moment. She was the love of my life—the girl I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.

      But she moved away with her family to London, England a few months later and I never saw or heard from her again. Life was never quite the same after that.

      My first time as Taylor was different. It was exciting, unexpected, but I definitely wouldn’t call it special. I can’t even remember the guy’s name.

      I was sitting in a bar, waiting for my girlfriend, Kylie, to show up. It was our one-month anniversary. We had tickets to go to the local university football team’s season opener. I had a gift all wrapped up for her and everything. I was still Matt—Taylor didn’t even exist yet, but she was about to.

      Kylie and I had been dating for a month. She was a few years younger than me; she was blonde and smoking hot. Sure, she was a bit of a ditz, but she was fun. She liked partying, going to clubs, drinking, music festivals—all of the things girls in their early twenties like to do. I’d never cared for any of those things, but I liked that she got me out of my comfort zone, and I liked the sex. It was good at first—things were moving quickly. She was practically moved in to my apartment after two weeks. But I had a feeling it wasn’t going to last. Whenever I asked about meeting her friends or her family, she changed the subject. It had only been a month and she was already ignoring my text messages. She stopped sleeping over, and eventually, she stopped coming over all together. I knew it was just a matter of time before she showed up at my apartment, took her pile of clothes and all of her makeup and left for good.

      Sitting in that bar, I looked down at my watch and I realized Kylie was exactly an hour late. As I looked back up, I felt the vibration in my pocket, and a tingle crept up my spine. Somehow, I knew what the message said before I even pulled the phone out—and I was right.

      It was from Kylie. “Matt, I really like you, but I don’t think we’re going to work out. I’m so sorry.”

      I placed the phone down on the bar and stared at it for a moment. I felt like an idiot. One-month anniversary? How stupid. I felt even more stupid with the gift bag that was sitting under my chair, inside of which was a Clone Your Man kit—a kit to make a replica dildo of your cock.

      I considered deleting the message, deleting Kylie from my phone, and pretending like the relationship never happened. I wasn’t too torn up over it; good sex aside, it wasn’t much of a relationship. There had never been much of a connection. But I was frustrated. Kylie wasn’t the first girl to break things off so suddenly. She wasn’t the first girl who kept me away from her friends and her family. I didn’t want to keep going through the same thing, over and over again. I needed to know what I was doing wrong.

      So I asked, “Why?”

      And I got the typical answer. “It’s not you, Matt, it’s me.” And then after fifteen minutes of back-and-forth, she finally told me the real reason. “You’re a nice guy, Matt, but I just need someone who’s more of a man.” That shiver ran down my spine again.

      I started getting PTSD-like flashbacks to grade school. “Has anyone asked you out to the dance yet, Matilda?” “Hey Matt, if Hailey says no, want to put on a wig and go to prom with me?” “Hey Matt, get your period yet? When are your tits coming in?” My life was like a running joke.

      I looked like a girl. I’d always looked like a girl.

      I didn’t matter what clothes I wore or how I styled my hair, I was constantly being confused for a woman. My voice was higher than the other guys, I was shorter, my body was more slender. Unless I was looking straight up, and the light was hitting my neck at just the right angle, you couldn’t even see my Adam’s apple. Sitting in that bar, I could still hear the voices of my classmates ringing in my head. Those voices were responsible for years of depression and a lifetime of social anxiety.

      “Just ignore them, Matt,” my dad always told me. “Just embrace your differences.” Easier said than done, Dad.

      I could feel that familiar depression creeping back inside of me. When the bartender walked past, I was quick to order a double whiskey, neat. “And keep the tab running,” I said before the bartender was out of earshot.

      Watching the bartender pour my drink, I could only think of April—the only girl who didn’t care about my higher voice, my height, or my smooth neck. Why did she have to leave for London? Why did she never come back? Why did she never reach out? I brought my drink to my lips and let the burn trickle into my mouth.

      “It’s not too often you see a young lady ordering whiskey,” a deep voice said. A few seats down to my side was a tall, muscular man. His skin was dark from sun exposure, and his clothes were dirtied and ratty—probably his work clothes from some labour job building houses or digging ditches. He had a smile on his face, a genuine smile. A part of me wanted to tell the guy to go fuck himself, but I kept my cool. I thought about telling him I was a man, but then I considered the ensuing humiliation for both me and him. So instead, I just smiled and said, “Thank you.”

      It’s strange. On days when you’re feeling exceptionally self-conscious, it’s as if you can hear your own voice, the way others hear it. It’s an uncomfortable, unfamiliar thing, like listening to a recording of yourself. It was true, I did kind of sound like a chick.

      The man was looking down at my drink, which was now just an empty glass. “Rough night?” he asked.

      “Something like that.” I could feel the liquor seeping into my veins, into my brain.

      The man waved down the bartender. “Excuse me—could I get another beer, and another whiskey for the lady?” He looked back at me. “I hope you don’t mind—I know what rough days are like.” He smiled again and his eyes flashed. I wanted to be angry with the man but I couldn’t do it. He wasn’t doing anything wrong. He wasn’t calling me ‘sugar’ or grabbing my ass (all experiences I’d endured before). He was just being a nice guy. He told me his name and then asked, “What’s your name?”

      There was a Taylor Swift song playing on the radio. “Taylor,” I said before I had a proper chance to think. I felt my heart sink into my gut—I was actually doing this, I was actually pretending to be a woman. A strange rush charged through my body. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was some sort of perverse excitement, knowing I was doing something wrong—something naughty.

      “Are you cold?” he asked.

      I looked down and realized my hands were trembling with nerves. I could feel a warmth in my cheeks. “Yeah,” I said, sinking my hands between my thighs.

      The man smiled, stood up, and took off his jacket. “Here,” he said, placing it over my back before taking the seat next to me. “You don’t mind if I sit here, do you?” Again, I wanted to be angry with the man, but he was being so polite, so charming. I went to take a sip from my drink but just ended up lifting an empty glass to my lips. At some point between realizing my hands were shaking and when the man took the seat next to me, I’d managed to finish another double whiskey. Though I couldn’t remember drinking it, I could already feel it leaking into my veins, numbing my senses, dulling my nerves.

      “I hope you don’t mind my saying, but you’re very beautiful, Taylor.” He smiled and I blushed. The night became a haze after that. I remember the bartender placing another drink down in front of me. I remember the man’s hand finding my shoulder as we did a shot together—and another shot together. I remember him laughing—and I remember laughing with him.

      And the next thing I remember is stumbling into the bathroom, towards the sink. I stared at myself in the mirror and it was like staring at a stranger. I wasn’t staring at Matt. I was staring at a woman, I was staring at Taylor.

      Then, the door opened and the man stumbled in. I froze, realizing I was in the men’s bathroom. It took him a moment to realize I was in the room, and then he froze and looked around. “I’m sorry. Did I walk into the wrong bathroom?” he asked.

      I looked around and faked a laugh. “No, I think I did. I’m sorry.” I started towards the door, my heart pounding against my chest. The liquor was still surging through my body, controlling everything.

      As I walked past, he grabbed me, spun me around, and kissed me on the lips. He was powerful, like I was hardly a ragdoll in his arms. By the time I realized what was happening, I was already kissing him back. There was a strange comfort in being held like that, in those thick arms. There was a strange comfort in the way his stubble brushed against my face as his tongue slipped through my lips. I put my hands on his arms and suddenly felt tiny, unable to extend my fingers around even half of his rock-hard biceps.

      The thought occurred to me: if he found out I was a man, he could have destroyed me, squashed me like a bug.

      He pulled back and shook his head, his face suddenly a shade of crimson, guilty. “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over me,” he said. “You’re just—you’re just very beautiful.”

      I could feel that warmth glowing in my cheeks again—a feeling I hadn’t felt since high school, since I was with April. It was nice to feel admired and appreciated, even if it was for the wrong reasons, for being someone I wasn’t. I thought about leaving—the bathroom was just steps from the backdoor. But the liquor was in control of my body, not me. I stepped forward, wrapped my arms around him, and kissed him again. I ran my hands down his sides, feeling the rigid curves of his muscular body. The moment became a blur.

      His hands found my shoulders and then I could feel myself sinking down to my knees. He was pushing me down. My fingers found his belt buckle and the next thing I knew, his belt was on the floor, next to my knees, and I was pulling down his fly.

      My heart was tolling like a church bell against my ribcage. What the hell was I doing? Why was I letting myself do this? His pants dropped down to his ankles, and then I saw the bulge growing, pulsing against his boxer shorts. It was huge, becoming massive. I froze again.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked between heavy breaths.

      I looked up and forced a smile. “Nothing.”

      I slowly lifted my hand to the stiff rod and carefully wrapped my fingers around it. I had never touched another man’s cock before. It was warm, solid, throbbing. He let out a long sigh of relief the moment my trembling fingers were around the beast. I froze yet again. “It’s not going to bite,” he said with a laugh.

      I thought about running, but his back was against the door. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he said. I couldn’t run. For the first time since I could remember, I was being complimented, not criticized. I began to stroke his cock through his boxers. Somehow, it became bigger and harder, a warm lead pipe in my hand.

      Everything about the moment was crazy—I was drunk, I’d completely lost my mind. Matt was gone. There was only Taylor there in that bathroom.

      He pushed my hand away and, without warning, dropped his boxers to his ankles. His hard cock sprung up with force. I could feel my own bulge beginning to harden and press up tightly against my underwear. My heart skipped a beat—what am I going to do when he wants to get into my pants? What will I do when he realizes I have a cock between my legs, just like him?

      His fingers slipped around the back of my head and he pulled me in close to his massive manhood. “Go ahead and suck it, baby,” he said. I took the thing in my hand, head spinning, brought the tip up to my lips, and opened wide. Before I could hesitate, he pulled me in, slipping his throbbing dick into my mouth. The intense girth of it stretched my lips thin. I could feel every ridge and vein of his cock against my tongue, my cheeks, and the roof of my mouth.

      Some alien instinct took control. I started to suck him off. I sunk his member as far towards my throat as I could handle, before gagging him out. What I couldn’t fit into my mouth, I clasped with my hand, and I beat him off while I sucked his cock. My head was still spinning and my heart was still rapidly tolling. A strange thought occurred to me—if I get him off in my mouth, he won’t want to get into my pants, and then he won’t have to see my cock. He won’t find out I’m a man. For some reason, in my state of intoxication, the thought was solid and sound. I sucked him harder, and pumped him faster.

      He stumbled back into the door, but I never lost my hold on his member. “Holy fuck,” he muttered, his legs trembling. I could feel his cock swelling, his fingers grabbing my hair, which hurt, but in that moment I didn’t care. “Shit!” he moaned with a deep sigh.

      As I leaned back for a quick breath of air, without warning, he came on my face. His cock unloaded blast after blast of hot cum on my cheeks, forehead, chin, nose. I shut my eyes tight and winced away from the barrage, but it was too late. I was covered in his load.

      He was panting and I was rendered frozen. The reality of the situation came rushing in. All he had to do was look down and he would have seen the massive bulge of my own cock pushing out from my pants. Thankfully, he was in his own state of drunken euphoria. “I’m sorry,” he said, looking down at my cum-soaked face. He blushed.

      Despite everything, I couldn’t help but smile. The exhilaration was still like an electricity inside of me. He left me alone to clean up. When I was done, I slipped out the back door and never saw him again.

      “I will never do that again,” I told myself as I walked into my dark apartment, still shaken with excitement. But as I lay down in my bed, I couldn’t help but think of Taylor—who she was, and who she could be.

      The next morning I packed all of my now ex-girlfriend’s things into a box and put it by the door for her to come pick up. She never came to pick it up.
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      It was a few months after the incident at the bar that I realized Taylor was starting to take over, whether I wanted her to or not. It was like a part of me was boiling up to the surface, silently—so silently, even I didn’t notice it at first. My hair started growing longer, but I didn’t stop it. I liked it long. I even went into the barber to get it cut off, but ended up asking for a dusting—hardly a trim.

      I started taking a different route home from work every day. I thought I just wanted a change of scenery. But the route I was taking just happened to pass by a new clinic—one that specialized in female enhancement and sex reassignment. I would stop and stare at the building and I would remember that night as Taylor. Maybe I took the route on purpose, subconsciously wanting to check out the clinic.

      I watched people leaving the clinic—people who were once men and were now women. They never looked like women to me. They looked like men in drag with fake tits. Hell, I looked more like a woman than any of them. I looked more like a woman than some of the naturally-born women who walked out from that clinic with their new, bigger breasts.

      One day, as I stood outside the clinic, a car full of teen boys pulled up to a red light. They looked over at me and then one of them whistled. Another yelled, “Show us your tits!” I just stared back, feeling angry, humiliated. Even after hearing the same catcalls my whole lifetime, it still stung. That evening, I got home and looked myself in the mirror. I wasn’t staring at Matt. I was staring at Taylor. I could feel a pit in my stomach. I saw men with long hair all of the time who still looked like men. I didn’t. It didn’t help that I couldn’t grow any facial hair to save my life.

      As I stood there, staring at Taylor in the mirror, I could hear my dad’s voice echoing in my head. “Embrace your differences.” I don’t think he was ever saying ‘just be a woman,’ but it was starting to seem like that was the only answer. The image of that reassignment clinic crossed through my mind. I didn’t want to undergo sexual reassignment surgery. I didn’t want to lose myself just because it would make life easier. But something deep inside of me wanted to be Taylor, wanted to see what life would be like as Taylor, not Matt. I was sick of Matt.

      I found myself looking at the clinic’s website. Reassignment surgery was out of the question, way too expensive, and the post-result photos weren’t exactly the most convincing images I’ve ever seen. Breast implants weren’t too bad—a few grand and they looked pretty good.

      I tried to pull myself away from the mirror, to watch some television, to get my mind off of all the nonsense. I wasn’t actually considering becoming a woman, was I? As I flipped through the channels, I landed on the E Channel. Ryan Seacrest was interviewing Taylor Swift. She looked good. I thought her makeup was nice and her hair was nice. Her hair was about as long as mine. The box of my ex-girlfriend’s things caught my eye, pulling my attention away from the television. The next thing I knew, I was digging through the box, pulling out makeup, clothes, and a hair straightener. I spent the next few hours in the bathroom, straightening my hair, putting on eye-liner, mascara, eye-shadow, and so on. I wanted to see what Taylor could be, what she could look like with a little bit of effort.

      The bra Kylie left behind was heavily padded (she didn’t have much of a chest) so I didn’t have to do much in terms of stuffing. I loved the way the black lace panties hugged my cock tight against my body, and the way her white stockings squeezed my legs. When I put on the skirt, I started to get hard. The panties didn’t do much in keeping my cock down. It sprung out and pushed the skirt outwards like a stray tent pole. Kylie left a sheer lace top behind—one I’d always thought made her look like a slut (it didn’t leave much to the imagination). But the moment I slipped it on, I understood why she liked it so much. It made me look hot. My dick got harder, bigger, and taller; the tip of it poked out from the bottom of the short skirt. Was I making myself horny, or was it just the excitement of being so hot, of knowing what I could do with this kind of power?

      I looked out the window at the club across the street, the club I had only ever been in once, with Kylie. The line-up was down the street—all twenty-somethings, mostly men. The women all walked up to the bouncer, and only the hot ones got through. The others were sent to the back of the line. I wondered, if I went down there now, would I get through?

      If I did get through, then what? See if men would buy me drinks? How far could I go? What if I ended up back in the bathroom with one of them? My heart began to race. What if they wanted to fuck? Would I do it? Could I somehow hide my big cock? I bet if I just pushed aside my panties, a man could get his dick into my asshole without even coming near my cock. Now my heart was pounding and my forehead was hot.

      I shook my head. Was I seriously considering letting a man fuck me in the ass? I looked in the mirror. I was blushing—Taylor was blushing. And damn, was she hot—even with the raging-hard boner sticking straight up through her skirt—my skirt. I’d never had so much as a finger up my ass, never mind a whole dick.

      Why not give it a try?

      I lay back on my bed, flipped my skirt up onto my belly, and I grabbed my member in my hand—not my own member, but the one I’d cloned for Kylie—the rubber dildo replica of my own manhood that never made it out from the gift bag until that moment. I slipped my panties down to my knees, squirted some lube onto the tip of the sex toy, and then brought it down to my asshole. It didn’t seem possible, the thought of getting the whole thing in there, through my tight little hole. But women did it all the time, right? How hard could it be?

      I closed my eyes and rolled my head to the side. I pushed it, twisted it, tried a few different angles, but I couldn’t seem to get past my clenched asshole. I needed to relax. I tried taking deep breaths. I managed to get the tip of it in, but that was it. Then, I opened my eyes and found myself face-to-face with Taylor in my closet mirror. Suddenly, the cock slipped in deep—and I could feel it the whole way, stuffing me tight. My eyes shot open wide. I froze for a moment and clenched tight on the toy. “Holy shit,” I heard myself mutter, slowly sliding the fake cock out of me. I pushed it back in, this time deeper. It felt incredible. I let my head sink into my pillow and I watched as I fucked myself in the asshole, my big dick laying hard on my stomach.

      Faster, faster, faster. I needed it deeper. I needed it harder. I started to beat myself off while I fucked myself in the ass. “Oh my God,” I repeated over and over. I could feel the most intense orgasm coming on, drawing closer and closer. I could feel my cock swelling up in my grip, my anus tightening around the sex toy. I looked to the mirror. I wanted to watch Taylor come on herself, on her face, on her belly, on that skirt. But I wanted the moment to last, so I held on. I held on as long as I could, pumping my dick faster, holding tighter, drilling my dildo harder into my asshole.

      Then, I burst. Cum sprayed my face, my top, my tummy, my skirt—everything. I watched myself in the mirror. I was beautiful, sexy, naughty. My heart was racing, my head was spinning, everything seemed right. This was who I was meant to be—I was a woman, I was a slut, I was Taylor.
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      It took a week to finally build up the courage to go down to that club. Walking up to the bouncer, my mind was flashing with anxieties. What if he told me to go to the back of the line? What if someone could tell I was a man, even through the clothes and through all of the makeup? What if I ran into someone I knew—someone from work? I would never be able to show my face at the office ever again—or would they even recognize me with my makeup and my guise?

      “Hi,” I said sheepishly to the bouncer.

      He looked me up and down and then a grin swept across his face. My heart fluttered, and then he said, “Go ahead.” He pulled away the little red rope and I was inside. My heart calmed down some as soon as I was inside. It was dark, save for the flashing coloured lights at the dance floor. As I scanned the room, I caught a good share of glares in my direction, glares from men scouting out their prey. I was alone; I was an easy target. The only question remaining was, would they go for me? Would I pass the real test? Even that anxiety fluttered away after I caught a glimpse of myself a nearby mirror. I was a babe—hotter than most of the girls in the club.

      It didn’t take long for the affirmation. A man reached a drink out in front of my face. “For you,” he said simply. I looked at the man. He was good looking enough, tall, clean-shaven, drunk. I didn’t know what the drink was, but I accepted it. As I did, he smiled as if he’d won. “Steve,” he said with an aura of confidence.

      Three drinks later, we were in the bathroom. His hands were all over me, up my shirt, down my skirt. His fingers weren’t far from my cock. Whenever they got close, I would lead them away. After a few minutes, I’d gotten pretty good at it. It helped that he was an ass-man, obsessed with squeezing my ass and flirting the tip of his finger over my asshole.

      Club-goers were walking in and out of the bathroom casually, as if we weren’t even there, as if it was a regular sight at the club, seeing people getting busy right in the open in the bathroom. Even once his rock-hard cock was out, and I was down on my knees with half of it in my mouth, no one batted an eye.

      Steve was more aggressive than my first a few weeks earlier—more careless. He held my head in place and thrust his cock into my mouth as if I was some glorified sex toy. I couldn’t help but gag all over his dick, but he didn’t seem to mind. If anything, it just got him harder, made him want it more. He held my hair tightly, nearly pulling it out from my scalp. It hurt like hell, and kind of pissed me off—I’d spent all evening getting my hair right, making sure every strand was perfect. Now, it was a flustered mess, nothing more than something for the horny bastard to hold onto.

      When I finally had a chance to pull back for air, he pulled me up to my feet with force. I would have fallen on my ass had the horny fuck not pinned my chest to the bathroom wall. My trembling legs were much more of an issue that night. I was in a pair of high heels that were two sizes too small—and it was the first time I’d ever worn heels.

      His fingers found the waistline of my panties. I swatted him away. “No,” I said. If the panties came down, my dick would spring out. I’d be dead. Instead, I pushed aside the thin piece of fabric covering my asshole. “In my ass,” I said. “I want you to fuck me in the asshole.” My voice was shaken—my whole body was shaken. But I had to sell it, I couldn’t let him think there was any other option.

      “Fuck,” he said with a laugh as he lined up the tip of his slobber-covered cock with my tight hole. “You’re such a fucking slut.”

      Steve had a big cock, much bigger than the clone I’d been practising with all week—the clone I could hardly squeeze into my asshole to begin with. But I had no other choice—I didn’t have a pussy after all, not yet.

      He pushed himself in and it hurt like a sonofabitch. He didn’t bother to take it slow, to be gentle, or to mind my comfort. He just pushed it in, all the way until his abdomen was pressed up against my butt cheeks. I screamed—I couldn’t help it. I never even got my rubber clone in all the way, never mind Steve’s rock-hard monster cock. He just laughed, slapped my ass, and then started to pump his member in and out of my body. I swear I could feel it pushing against my belly like some kicking fetus.

      I didn’t realize I was crying until I looked over at the mirror and saw that my mascara was running down my cheeks. Shit. I wasn’t prepared for this—I had no idea what it was actually like to be dominated by a man.

      Two men, who had just finished taking a piss, stopped to watch Steve pound my asshole. One had a cell phone out, taking a video. The other had a mesmerized look on his face. We were like animals at the zoo, on public display. “Look at her take that dick,” one of the men said.

      “Holy fuck, she’s so hot,” said the other. “Lucky bastard.”

      Finally, through the pain, I felt that warm glimmer of satisfaction I’d come to the club in search of—that confirmation that I was sexy, that I didn’t just pass as a woman, that I could pass as a beautiful woman, a woman that men wanted to fuck, that men could get jealous over. And just like that, the pain seemed to subside. Suddenly, Steve’s monster cock felt incredible, euphoric. I started to push my ass back into his pelvis along with every thrust. I could practically feel the tip of his dick up at my throat, and I loved it. I could feel everything, every throbbing vein, every muscular ridge. I could feel it bloating thick as his thrusts became harder, swifter. He was about to come.

      “Fuck!” he screamed.

      Shots of warm, gooey cum filled my asshole. Every heavy shot was its own confirmation. The night was a success. I knew it was time to let Taylor out permanently. I knew what I needed to do next.
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      After my consultation, it was a three week wait to get into the operating room. After a quick, anaesthesia-induced nap, I was the proud owner of a set of very convincing B-cups. The doctor said it would take a few days for them to “relax” and feel more like real breasts. I thought they were already pretty good, but he was right. After a few days, they were totally convincing.

      I went with the B-cups because I knew that I could hide them for work. I just needed a tight band, and they were invisible, flat against my chest. I was already looking for a new job. Once I found one, I would only be Taylor, no more Matt. Matt was quickly fading into obscurity, into a distant memory. It was incredible how comfortable I was as Taylor, how little I thought about how I looked, what people thought when they saw me. I never had more fun in my life shopping for makeup and outfits at the mall. I spent days trying on different dresses and skirts. From time to time I had to hide in the dressing rooms because my cock would get so hard against the thin, tight fabrics.

      My asshole was also getting more used to being Taylor. Every few nights I would venture back down to the club and I wouldn’t have to wait long for the men to swarm me. Then, I picked my favourite and made a trip to the boys’ room where I got pounded raw. One man even ate out my asshole for a good fifteen minutes, which felt incredible.

      I cleaned up my apartment and took out all the obvious evidence, replacing it all with girly things like candles and flowers. It was actually quite nice. I even got a few throw pillows for the couch, which I accidentally ruined a few days after I bought them. I brought a man home who wanted to fuck me on the couch. By the end of the night, the pillows were covered in apparent teeth marks from where I’d been biting them. The cushions were also ruined that night after my date pulled out to come on my back and missed. I had to pull the covers off of the cushions and bring them to the drycleaners. I don’t think the drycleaners believed me when I said I spilled a milkshake.

      One night, as I was scanning the options in the club, I saw a familiar face. My heart sank into my gut. It was April, the girl who owned my virginity, my first love. My body became stiff, paralyzed. That familiar self-consciousness I felt every day as Matt came back with a vengeance. I should have made a run for the exit, but before my mind could process the situation, she saw me. And as her eyes locked on me, she became still. Did she recognize me through the makeup, through the clothes, through the implants? I stood still like a demented deer in the headlights.

      Then, a man stepped in front of me, blocking my view of April. “Hey darling,” he said. “Care to dance?”

      “I’m sorry, I can’t right now,” I said, stepping past the man. But April was gone, lost in the crowd, or maybe she took off. I needed to give myself a chance to breathe, to get a hold over myself. I headed for the bathroom and took a long look at myself in the mirror. Could she have recognized me? It seemed impossible—even I could hardly recognize me, and April hadn’t seen me in nearly a decade. Maybe it wasn’t even April—just a girl that looked like her. After all, last I’d heard, April was halfway across the world in London.

      Just as an ease began to fill my body, April stepped out from one of the bathroom stalls. She walked right up next to me, turned on the sink, and started to wash her hands. Once again, I was rendered frozen. It was her—it was definitely her. It may have been a decade since I’d last seen her, but that was a face I would never forget. She looked up at me and smiled. “Hey,” she said with a nod, and then she looked back down at her hands.

      “Hi.” My voice was timid and quiet.

      “I love your shoes. Where did you get them?” she asked.

      My mind drew a blank. It took me a good five seconds before I processed her question. “Um, some place downtown. I can’t remember the name.”

      “They’re lovely.” She had a slight British accent to her voice, one she must have picked up over the years living in London. She looked up at me and smiled and I felt that constriction overtake my muscles. “God,” she said, looking me up and down.

      I couldn’t move. If she hadn’t recognized me yet, it was only a matter of time. She was standing less than five feet away, staring directly at me in the even bathroom lighting. “Huh?” I managed to say through my crippling anxiety.

      “I don’t envy you,” she said. “Men must be all over you, all the time. It must be exhausting.” She gave me another look, up and down. “You’re gorgeous.”

      My cheeks became crimson. “Oh please,” I said.

      “Seriously. I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone so… so beautiful. I’m sorry—am I being a weirdo? I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable.” She could obviously see that my face was as red as a beet.

      “No, it’s okay.” She was just as gorgeous as the day we made love. A compliment from her meant one hundred times as much as a compliment from one of the many horny men crawling around the club.

      “But my God, do you look familiar,” she said, and for a moment my heart stopped beating. “Have you ever been to London?”

      After a moment of complete paralysis, I shook my head.

      Then, her eyes became wide and the room became silent. That was it—she figured it out. I knew it was only a matter of time, and I was right. “Wow,” she said, eyes still wide, still not having blinked. “You…”

      I couldn’t think of anything to say. I wanted to throw up. I wanted to run out of the bathroom crying. How humiliating, being seen like this by my first love.

      “I’m sorry, you just look exactly like someone I know,” she said. She didn’t take her eyes off of me. “What did you say your name was?”

      I considered fessing up—it seemed pointless to try and hide it at this point. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it, I couldn’t let go of the hope that she didn’t know who I actually was. There was still hope. “Taylor,” I said.

      “Taylor—I’m April.”

      I managed to smile through my dizziness.

      “Are you okay? You look sick.”

      I was sick. And after quick glance in the mirror, I saw what April was seeing—I was greener than fresh broccoli.

      “Is it your stomach? C’mon, I know a place nearby that makes a peppermint tea. It’s seriously the best cure for nausea.” She took me by the hand and began to lead me out from the bathroom. Her hand was soft, warm, and gentle. She led me out from the club, down the street to a little café that was totally empty, save for the barista who was half-asleep behind the counter. “Just take a seat,” she said, motioning to a small chair at one of the small tables. She continued onto the counter to order my tea.

      I pinched my arm and whispered, “Wake up.” I didn’t know whether I wanted the whole night to have been a nightmare, or if I wanted to erase the entire past two months. I liked being Taylor, but only because being Taylor filled me with that comfort and satisfaction I got when I was with April. As Taylor, I couldn’t have April. As Taylor, all I would get were the horny men looking for a quick fuck in the men’s’ bathroom. I could never have a real, meaningful relationship—not without going through with the full reassignment surgery and hoping that I could find a man stupid enough to not be able to tell the difference between a real pussy and the fake one I would be stuck with.

      April placed a large steaming paper cup down in front of me. “Drink that. It will make you feel better.” She smiled, and I accepted the drink. She was right—at least, a little bit. The tea helped the nausea, but it didn’t help that looming dread—dread that I was never going to be happy. I could never have April and Taylor. I would have to pick one. And even if I left Taylor behind, I might still never have April. As far as I knew, she already had a boyfriend—or maybe even a husband. As far as I knew, she was married with kids, just visiting for a few days before disappearing again to London or God knows where.

      “I know I keep saying this, but you really are beautiful,” she said. “What I would do to look half as good as you…”

      “Please. I think you’re beautiful.”

      She laughed. “Were you just at the club alone?”

      I thought for a moment before answering. “Yeah,” I said, and then immediately looked away. I was practically admitting I was a slut, just out for an easy fuck. Why else would a girl go out to a club crawling with hot young men by herself?

      She laughed, clearly seeing through my insecurity. “That’s okay. I was there alone too. I’m actually glad all of this happened. At least now I don’t feel like such a loser. I’m new to town. I just moved here from England.”

      “Moved?” I asked.

      “Just two days ago. I’m living nearby in some gross hostel. I’m basically doing whatever I can to avoid going back there.” She laughed again. Her laugh was so adorable, just like when we were in high school. “I grew up here—I moved away during high school.”

      “Why did you move back?” I asked.

      She pressed her lips thin and then blushed. “It’s a long story.” I stared at her. What was that? Why was she blushing?

      Before I could prod further, the barista walked up to our table. “I’m terribly sorry—I’m closing shop for the night, ladies.”

      We stood up, taking our drinks with us. “I guess it was just a matter of time before I had to go back to the hostel,” April said.

      I offered up the couch in my apartment. “It’s not the most comfortable thing in the world, but it beats a hostel,” I said.

      She smiled and bit her lip. “You really don’t mind?” she asked.

      “Of course not.” We headed back to my apartment. As I slipped my key into the front door, I realized my real name was on the apartment directory. All she had to do was quickly scan the list and she would see it—then there was no backpedalling. Thankfully, I was quick with the door, and she didn’t notice the directory. As soon as we were in the apartment, I quickly grabbed all of my mail and old paystubs and stuffed them into a drawer. Before she even had her heels off, I’d done a full loop around the apartment, making sure there was no evidence of my real identity anywhere.

      “Nice place,” she said. “This is exactly what I’m looking for.” She walked up to the window and looked down at the club.

      “It’s got a lot of space, but it can get noisy with that club down there, especially on weekends.”

      “That’s okay. I can sleep through anything.” She grabbed the base of her shirt and lifted it up over her head, leaving her standing in only her bra. Then, she reached around her back and unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She had a beautiful set on her—bigger than I remembered—still perky and supple. “Oh, that feels good. I’ve been waiting to get that off all night.” She stretched out her back and let out the cutest little sigh.

      I stood frozen like an idiot. I could feel a tingle running through my body, all the way down between my legs. My cock began to throb and grow. “I’ll get you a blanket for the…” Before I could finish my sentence, I noticed the couch had no cushions. They were still at the drycleaners. Shit.

      “I don’t mind just sleeping on the floor,” April said with a laugh.

      “No, no. Take my bed. I’ll take the floor. They say it’s good for your back, anyway.”

      She stepped into my bedroom and smiled. “Hey, don’t be silly. Your bed is huge. We can just share it.” She sat down on the bed and let her body fall back. Her perfect tits jiggled and then settled on her chest as she sprawled her arms out. “Your bed is amazing. I forgot what a real bed was supposed to feel like!” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “God, I’m exhausted.”

      I had to step back into the living room, out of April’s line of sight, to adjust my cock in my panties, pressing it up against my thigh. The bulge was still apparent, so I slipped into the bathroom and gave it a moment to calm down.
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      When I slipped back into the bedroom, April was asleep. I crawled into the bed next to her. I could feel the warmth emanating off of her body. I could smell her subtle but mouth-watering perfume. I couldn’t sleep. My head was swirling, still in a state of complete disbelief. Not only was April back in town, she was in my bed. But what did it mean? What could I do about it?

      I couldn’t have her.

      She rolled over in her sleep. As she did, the blanket inched down her body, revealing her perfect tits. I just wanted to reach out and grab them, squeeze them, feel her nipples between my fingers, between my lips. I wanted to feel her soft lips between mine, I wanted to kiss her neck.

      Carefully, I reached over and rested my hand on her sternum. I waited a moment in case she woke up. I could play it off as if I was asleep. She didn’t wake up. So I carefully slid my hand upwards, onto one of her breasts. It was soft; her nipple was hard. She remained asleep. Gently, I fondled her chest. Fuck, it was so soft, so supple.

      Suddenly, she rolled towards me, her face landing just inches away from mine. I retracted my hand as fast as humanly possible. Thankfully, with a  precious smile, she was still asleep. I brushed a strand of her hair from her face. Her skin was perfect, smooth, glowing. She looked like an angel, like she hadn’t aged a single day in the past ten years. She reached a hand over me and snuggled in close to my body, her warm skin pressed up against me. She let out a cute little sigh, still asleep.

      Heart beating fast, I ran my hand up her back, into her hair. I knew I should have stopped—I should have rolled over, closed my eyes, and gone to sleep. But I didn’t. I couldn’t help myself. I needed to have her. I needed to touch her, to feel her body.

      Goddamnit, Matt, get a grip over yourself, I thought. I pulled my hand back and took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and started counting to ten.

      Suddenly, her lips connected with mine and she kissed me. I froze. She ended her kiss with a gentle bite, pulling my bottom lip out a bit before letting go. It took me a moment to open my eyes. Her eyes were open, staring into mine. Her cheeks were red. She bit her lip. She could probably hear my heart chiming into my chest. She looked like she was about to apologize, but I didn’t give her the chance.

      I pulled her in close and kissed her, wrapping one hand around her head and one around her back. She kissed back, wrapping both of her arms around my body, along with her legs. We were locked together, her breasts pressed tightly up against mine. Fuck. If this was a dream, I thought, I didn’t want it to end. I couldn’t let it end.

      She rolled over me and planted her hands firmly on my chest. She squeezed my tits. It felt amazing. She leaned forward and plated her forehead against mine and I could hear her breathing heavily, euphorically. I reached up and did the same, fondling her chest, playing with her nipples between my fingers, feeling them becoming firmer and firmer. If there was a heaven, this was it. I had everything I’d ever wanted. I had Taylor and I had April. With my hands on her chest, I could feel her heart racing.

      I pulled her panties down swiftly and she began to grind her soft, plump pussy against my hardening cock. She moaned and let her head fall back. Her the streetlight outside hit her from behind, framing her into a perfect silhouette. She continued to moan louder and louder, grinding harder and harder against my cock. My hands explored her body. I reached down and squeezed her ass, then I reached back up and fondled her tits. Her body was perfect, a masterpiece.

      Then she stopped. And I stopped. And the room became still and silent.

      She looked down, eyes wide. My hard cock had sprung out from my panties and she was staring right at it. She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. I did the same. Then, she looked up at me.

      “I—I’m sorry,” I managed to say.

      She didn’t say anything. She simply remained frozen.

      “I can explain,” I said. “I—I mean, I don’t know what to say.” The reality was, I couldn’t explain.

      “You have a cock,” she said.

      “I’m a man—I mean, I used to be a man.”

      “You’re a T-girl,” she said, eyes still wide. Silence overtook the room. “You—You’re actually Matt, aren’t you?”

      I couldn’t respond. There was a fist-sized lump stuck in my throat.

      “You—you’re a woman now?”

      “Sort of,” was all I was able to say.

      “You knew who I was, didn’t you?”

      I shrugged my shoulders. “Yes.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      I wanted to throw up. I was ready to wake up from the nightmare. I was ready for all of this to be over. I could move across the country, to a new city, one I’d never been before, one where no one knew who I was, where no one would ever find me.

      “I couldn’t,” I said. “ I didn’t want you to think I was a freak.”

      “A freak? Why would I think that?” Her look of horror turned into a look of pity. I couldn’t decide which was worse. “Of course I don’t think you’re a freak.”

      “You don’t?”

      “No. I loved you, Matt.” She smiled. “I’m just glad to see that you’re happy. You’re happy like this, right?”

      I thought for a moment, feeling the burn sink into my heart. “I don’t know. I loved you. I still love you. I was happy with you.”

      “Then why do you look so sad?” she asked, looking down at me.

      She was perfect, still framed angelically in that orange street light. It was heartbreaking, how perfect she was, knowing that no matter who I eventually found to be my soul mate would never be as perfect as April. “Because I don’t have you anymore.”

      “Yes you do,” she said. She leaned forward and kissed me. This time she kissed softly, gently. The kiss was long, filling my heart with a warm glow. She leaned back and bit her lip. “I’m a lesbian, Matt.”

      My heart skipped a beat and I had to bite my lip to contain my smile. “Call me Taylor,” I said.

      We both laughed and then locked our lips together. The rest of the world began to vanish and disappear around us. Nothing else mattered in that moment. Nothing else would ever matter.

      Lips still locked, she reached and grabbed my cock in her hand. Her hand was warm and soft, fragile but confident. She began to stroke my dick. “I wouldn’t be upset if you kept this,” she said softly into my ear.

      I rolled on top of her. “Consider it kept,” I said, lining the tip of it up with her tight, wet pussy.

      “Fuck me, Taylor.”

      I pushed my cock inside of her and she let out a loud, uncontrollable moan. She loved it—I loved it. The walls of her tight pussy felt incredible against my boner as I slid in deeper and deeper.

      “Fuck me,” she said again.

      I started to thrust into her, and I watched her breasts bounce up and down. She reached up and grabbed my tits. Ripples of ecstasy pulsed through my body as she fondled my nipples.

      “Fuck me, Taylor. Fuck me harder!” she moaned. “I want your cum inside of me!”

      I thrust into her as hard and fast as my small body was capable. I could hear the sound of my pelvis slapping against her ass. Slap! Slap! Slap! Warm juice began to ooze out from her pussy, around my cock. Her head was rolling from side to side, eyes closed, lips parted. She was coming.

      I couldn’t hold on any longer. I thrust inside of her one final time and began to come. Her arms wrapped around me and she pulled her body in tightly against mine. “I fucking love you,” she said. “I missed you so much.”

      “I fucking love you, too.”

      THE END
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