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    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 
 
    


 
   
  
 



FIND ME ON PATREON! 
 
    I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.  
 
    I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED: a novella too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?  
 
    Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me: 
 
    https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s easy! 
 
    Email:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance. 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over. 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF

(o

TRANS ACCEPTANCE WEEK

A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION H





