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    COME WITH ME 
 
    During school, Dan and Max always dreamed about driving up to Alaska on an epic photography road trip. Those dreams fluttered away when Dan met Jennie and Max moved away to San Francisco.  
 
    But now, Dan is single after a messy breakup, and Max is back in town, looking to reconnect with Dan—they haven’t seen each other in years. Over e-mail, they agree that it’s finally time to make that epic road trip. But things have changed, and Max isn’t the same person he used to be… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I arrived at that little gas station early—almost thirty minutes early. That was the meeting spot that we’d agreed upon, and to be honest, it was surprising that I was there at all.  
 
    I caught myself smiling in the reflection of my car window, the Jeep we would be taking all the way from Portland, Oregon to Alaska. I would have used that thirty minutes to gas the car up to full, but the gas station wasn’t open yet. The attendant still hadn’t shown up for work.  
 
    It’s better to be early than to not show up at all—an option that I’d truly considered when I woke up that morning. It had been five years since I’d left home for more than a night. I never liked leaving my home and my dog and my girlfriend. But now that I didn’t have two of those things, I figured I might as well step out from my bubble.  
 
    My girlfriend left me. We’d been together for six years, lived together for five. I thought things were going great. In fact, the few months before she left, things were going better than ever. She seemed happier, livelier, always doing nice little things for me, like baking me cookies, coming down to my office to rub my shoulders while I worked. I thought it had something to do with the yoga classes she’d started taking.  
 
    I wasn’t too far off the mark. She was fucking her yoga instructor. I found out one afternoon when I went to her yoga class to surprise her. I was going to take her from class to a fancy little restaurant, where I planned to propose to her. The timing was painful, but I guess I dodged a bullet. I saw my girlfriend of many years bent over, taking a big, sweaty cock from behind. She looked at me and apologized, but her instructor kept pumping her. It was awful.  
 
    I went out to a nearby park and I sat on the park bench. I was too afraid to go home. I ended up sleeping on that bench. And for the first time in about five years, I spent a night away from Jennie, my girlfriend. When I finally built up the courage to return home, she was gone, and so was my dog, and our couch and television and bedframe and coffee maker. I can only assume she went to live with her yoga instructor, or maybe her sister—I never bothered to reach out. There was no point. The relationship was over. The dog was technically hers anyway.  
 
    To be honest, I wasn’t really interested in making that road trip up to Alaska. I hadn’t been interested in years, since I was still in photography school. When I first started dating Jennie, I tried to convince her to make the trip with me, but she convinced me it was a stupid idea. “What’s the point?” she asked. 
 
    “To take pictures,” I said. 
 
    “Why? All those pictures have already been taken a thousand times.” It seemed like a fair-enough argument. It was a popular route for photographers, along the ocean, through the mountains. Every inch of that route had been photographed by photographers much more talented than I. So I forgot about the dream trip the way all young students forget about their frivolous dreams.  
 
    It wasn’t until a week after Jennie left me that the trip came back onto my radar. I got an e-mail from an old friend, one of my classmates in photography school: Max. He just wanted to check in and see how I was doing, what I’d been up to, that kind of thing. We e-mailed back and forth a little bit, and soon enough that trip came up. Max was the one who had originally put the idea in my head, showing me pictures of the famous route. Now, he was asking if I wanted to tag along. He was going regardless of whether I was interested or not. “We’re not getting any younger. It’s five days to Alaska, five days back,” he said in his e-mail. “We can split gas and share lenses. Come with me—it’ll be fun.”  
 
    I wasn’t as interested in the trip as the distraction. I was looking forward to spending ten days away from that house Jennie and I bought together, away from that mattress we’d slept on every night for five years, away from that yard where we would watch our puppy chase butterflies. “Sure, I’ll come along,” I said on a whim. It was only a few hours later that I started to regret the acceptance.  
 
    “Great! Meet at the gas station past the Lewis River on Friday, before sunrise,” Max wrote to me. “Six o’clock. We can get some nice dawn shots of our starting point.”  
 
    “Deal,” I wrote back. But I had no idea what I was getting myself into.  
 
    I showed up at that gas station. The streets were desolate. It had just snowed a few days before and people from Oregon couldn’t handle the snow. Businesses shut down and people stayed at home, even though the snow hardly stuck to the roads. I was born and raised in Canada, so the snow didn’t bother me at all.  
 
    I paced the gas station parking lot while I waited for Max. 
 
    Max and I were close during school. We sat next to one another during orientation, did every project together during the three-year course, and we drank together every weekend. Max was the only friend I ever had that always had my back, no matter the situation. And during school, I managed to get myself into some bad situations—bar fights and whatnot. Max once took a punch straight to the face when he stepped in front of me during a fight—even though I was the one who started the fight, and I was the one who deserved the broken nose. I still got my ass kicked after Max went down. But he came to the hospital with me and waited for six hours with me so I could get my X-rays and stitches and the rest of it.  
 
    And then, during my last month of school, I met Jennie. And Jennie didn’t like Max—she thought he was a bad influence. I saw Max from time to time over the next year, but as Jennie and I got more serious, Max disappeared from the picture. After I moved in with Jennie, I heard from another friend that Max moved away. He deleted his Facebook page and seemed to just drop off of the map. “It’s for the best,” Jennie told me.  
 
    So it was a pleasant surprise when he reached out after my big breakup.  
 
    I was excited to see him, excited to catch up, excited to rekindle our friendship—apologize for putting my relationship with Jennie before our friendship. And I couldn’t wait to find out what he’d been up to.  
 
    I heard the rumbling of an approaching engine. Headlights were approaching. Our big ten-day road trip was about to begin.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I looked at my watch. It was exactly six o’clock in the morning, and I had a good feeling it was Max pulling up, especially when the car’s blinker turned on and the car began to slow. It was turning into the gas station parking lot. I perked up, feeling suddenly nervous. I hadn’t seen Max in years. What if we didn’t get along like we used to? What if he was the same guy, but I wasn’t? What if I’d become boring after spending years with Jennie?  
 
    The car rolled up into a nearby parking stall. The windows were tinted. It was a nice car—a new Lexus that looked like it rolled right off the lot. It would have been a nice car to do the road trip in, if it wasn’t for the poor road conditions we were expecting once we were closer to Alaska. My old Jeep, though it wasn’t nearly as luxury, was probably the more reliable choice. 
 
    I watched as the car turned off. But the door didn’t open right away. Was he waiting for me to go up to the window? Or was it not him at all—just someone who came to buy something from the gas station, and now they were sitting in their car waiting for the creepy dude to stop staring before they left their car. Maybe it was the gas station owner, there to open up for the morning.  
 
    I looked over at the front door of the gas station. According to the hours, the place should have been open for a few minutes already.  
 
    That car door finally opened. I cleared my throat and stood up straight. Then, a leg stepped out, clad in black tights and tan-coloured Uggs. The leg belonged to a woman, and so did the body that was attached to it—a pretty woman, as a matter of fact. She had long blonde hair—straightened, extending to her midsection. She was wearing a big pair of sunglasses, even though the sun wasn’t awake just yet. Her fingers and wrists were shiny with accessories. She looked at me and smiled. 
 
    I smiled back before saying, “They aren’t open yet. I guess they’re running behind—probably because of the snow.” I gave the woman a friendly nod and then I looked away.  
 
    But I could still see her in the reflection of my Jeep. She was tall—only an inch shorter than me, and I was six feet tall. She had a nice figure, a nice bust when she was standing profile to her reflection. Her ass wasn’t so bad, either. I was careful while watching her—I didn’t want her to know that I was admiring her. I didn’t want to be a creep. 
 
    And while I was admiring her nice figure, I realized something that made a shiver crawl through my bones: she was the first girl I’d admired since my big breakup with Jennie. She was the first girl I’d been able to look at without feeling some strange guilt, as if I was cheating on a girl I wasn’t even with anymore. It was the first real sign that I was getting over Jennie, that there was still hope for my love life and me. Maybe I wouldn’t spend the rest of my life with a broken heart and a lonely bed.  
 
    I looked back at her. She was standing by her car, looking at me. She was vaguely familiar, as if I’d seen her somewhere before. Maybe in magazines—she had a model kind of look about her. And now, she had a curious smile—the kind of smile a shy toddler might make as she sidles behind her mother’s legs. “You know there’s a gas station about two miles south of here that’s open—I passed it on my way here,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. “Thanks,” she said, and then she kept on looking at me. I looked away. I’d been afraid of making her feel uncomfortable, but now she was the one making me feel uncomfortable. Why was she staring at me like that? What was the deal with that smirk? It was like she’d made some joke and now she was waiting for me to clue in and get it. But she hadn’t said anything. She hadn’t done anything. She was just standing there, smiling. Maybe she thought she was being sexy and flirtatious. I mean—she was sexy; I’ll give her that. She had a killer body and a nice face, from what I could see despite her sunglasses.  
 
    “How’s your morning going?” I asked, breaking the awkward silence, trying to get an idea of what this stranger wanted.  
 
    “It’s going. How’s your morning going?” she asked. She crossed her legs as she leaned back on her car. Her legs were nice and long and she pointed her feet cutely as she pressed her back against her little Lexus.  
 
    “It’s going,” I said. “Just waiting for an old friend. I like your boots.”  
 
    She looked down at her feet with a smile. “Thanks. They’re really comfy.”  
 
    “They look comfy.”  
 
    “And they’re warm. I plan on wearing them all the way up to Alaska,” she said.  
 
    “You’re heading up to Alaska? No way—we are, too.”  
 
    She just stared at me with that smile—that smile that was in on the joke that I was apparently oblivious to. What was I missing? What did it mean?  
 
    “Why are you heading up to Alaska?” I asked. 
 
    “To take photos.” 
 
    “No way—that’s why we’re going, too.” 
 
    She shook her head, still with that smile on her face. “You really don’t know who I am?” she said.  
 
    I just stared at her, feeling perplexed. I knew she took pictures, so she must have been one of my classmates from school. But school was so long ago—I could hardly remember half the people from my class. There weren’t many women—maybe five. I don’t think there were any blondes, and no one nearly as sexy as— 
 
    My heart sank into my gut. I finally clued in. I felt my lips part as my skin became cold. I wasn’t staring at a woman. I was staring at Max.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She laughed. She covered her mouth while she laughed. She took off her big sunglasses, revealing her whole face. I hardly recognized her, but there was no mistaking it—she was Max. He was just dressed up to get a rise out of me—classic Max. I should have expected him to start the trip off with a bang.  
 
    I still remember our first day of our second year at school. He’d been gone all summer on a family vacation. He thought it would be funny to show up as an old man, so no one would recognize him, so everyone would think that some strange old guy wandered in off the street. He got a friend of his to apply some film makeup and a fake beard. I’ll never forget that moment when he sat down next to me in class, dressed in that old brown sweater vest. “Sorry sir, but I think you have the wrong classroom,” I said. He turned to me and brought his finger to his lips and said, “Shh!” And I knew it was him. 
 
    The teachers were all too afraid to kick him out, thinking he was just senile with nowhere else to be.  
 
    That was Max—he always found a way to make everyone laugh. “Damn dude, that’s quite the disguise,” I said, walking towards him.  
 
    He laughed. “It really has been a long time, huh?” he said, still in that girl voice. He was still playing along with the character, which didn’t surprise me. He’d put that much effort into the getup, of course he was going to make the most of it.  
 
    That voice was convincing, as if he’d been practising for quite some time. I don’t remember him being very good at doing voices. In fact, it was his fake old man voice that finally spoiled his disguise, seven years before. But maybe a girl voice came more naturally to him—who knows.  
 
    “How much did the wig cost? And those boots don’t look cheap, either. You raid your girlfriend’s closet or something?” I said.  
 
    He just smiled, his cheeks turning red. “I don’t have a girlfriend,” he said.  
 
    “Don’t tell me you went out and bought all this stuff just for this gag,” I said. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s not gag, Dan. I thought you knew.”  
 
    I stopped and stared at him. Thought I knew? Thought I knew what? I laughed, assuming it was just an extension of the joke. Now he was going to try and convince me that he got a sex change or something—squeeze a little bit more out of the joke before he’s bored with it. “Knew what?” I said, playing along. 
 
    “I started transitioning a year after school. I’m a woman now,” he said. 
 
    I tried not to smile. “A woman, huh?”  
 
    “Yeah,” he said. But he wasn’t smiling now. His face was serious as he stared into my eyes. Maybe he’d been taking acting classes. Maybe he was trying out some new acting techniques on me, trying to see how gullible I was before we started our trip.  
 
    I forced a laugh. “Alright, man. It’s a good disguise. But what’s really been happening? What have you been up to for the past half-a-decade?”  
 
    He just stared at me. “I’m really not kidding, Dan. I transitioned. I actually thought you knew. Surely you’ve seen my Facebook page at least once in the last five years.” 
 
    My heart stuttered. “You deleted your Facebook page.” 
 
    “No I didn’t. I just changed my name from Max to Maxine. You can still call me Max though, if you want. Some of my friends call me Maxi but you don’t have to call me that. You seriously didn’t know about this?”  
 
    I felt a lump forming in my throat. Come to think of it, that is where I recognized her from: my Facebook feed. I’d seen pictures of her with her long hair. But she hardly looked like Max—you had to look so closely to see it in her eyes and in her bone structure. Not to mention, I had over a thousand Facebook friends and I hardly ever used the site—almost never after I started dating Jennie. She thought Facebook was bad. “It’s for cheaters,” she always said. “A glorified dating website.” So I only ever went on when I needed to remember the date of someone’s birthday.  
 
    So wait—it was true then? Max really was a woman now? Or I should say, a transgender—she wasn’t a woman per se, in the biological sense. She sure looked like a woman though. I mean—I had admired her when she first arrived at that gas station. But I hadn’t gotten a good close look. I was distracted by the long blonde hair and the perky bust and the long, smooth legs. It’s not like I was suddenly gay or anything, because I’d admired a transgender from afar for a couple of minutes. It was an honest mistake that anyone could have made.  
 
    “We should get going, though if we want to reach our first check point during golden hour,” she said as she brushed by me. She smelled like flowers and freshly baked cookies—like a woman. My heart stuttered again when she opened my back door and tossed her suitcase in.  
 
    What was I getting into? Was I really about to go on a ten day road trip with a transgender? Well, she was still my friend, right? She was still technically the same person I went to photography school with, who I spent almost every day with for three years. What difference did it make whether she dressed like a girl or a boy? “Come on,” she said. “What are you waiting for?”  
 
    I looked at her for a few seconds before I had to look away. She was my best friend, but I felt like I hardly knew her. I bit down on my tongue. Had we been taking her car, I would have gone home—I would have told her I wasn’t feeling well and that we should just reschedule. But now she was already in my car, and I couldn’t build up the nerve to kick her out. I guess I was going on a ten-day-long road trip with my trans friend.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    That first day on the road was quiet. I spent the first few hours trying to decide whether it was really true, or if I was falling for some big prank. It was at lunch when I realized Max really had transitioned. I came outside after paying the bill and I saw her as she was adjusting her top, before putting her coat back on. She had real cleavage—breasts that were attached to her body, which moved and jiggled like real breasts. And I don’t think Max was so committed to some prank that he was willing to pay for high-quality breast implants.  
 
    So I had to accept it—my old best friend was now a woman.  
 
    We didn’t say much to one another. Long periods of silence were broken up by short conversations about camera gear. “Have you seen the new Panasonic mirrorless cameras?” I would ask, and then she would give a short answer before returning to silence.  
 
    She had a map with all of the stopping points between Portland and Anchorage. We hit five of them that day, and we were only supposed to hit up three. But we weren’t spending nearly as long as planned at each destination. We thought we would take at least an hour at each. Instead, we were there and gone within fifteen minutes. Maybe we thought we would spend more time chatting and taking in the sights. Instead we were just looking for excuses to talk about anything else—anything but Max’s transition.  
 
    It was three in the afternoon when I drove by the motel that we planned on staying the night, just outside of Vancouver, British Columbia. But it was too early to stop. I didn’t want to be stuck in a motel with nothing to talk about for the next six hours while we waited to get sleepy. 
 
    And did we still plan on sharing a motel room? Was it proper to share a room, now that Max was a woman? If Max was a woman, did that mean she liked men? Was she attracted to me?  
 
    So we kept driving, past Whistler, past Pemberton. We stopped to take photos at a beautiful lake just north of Pemberton. Max came up to me and asked if she could borrow my Sigma lens for a shot she wanted to get. As I handed it to her, she said, “This is going to be a long trip if we don’t talk this out.”  
 
    “Talk what out?” I said, but I knew exactly what she was talking about.  
 
    “You don’t have a problem with me being a woman, do you?”  
 
    “No, of course not. You can do whatever you want.”  
 
    “Then why have you been so quiet?” 
 
    “I don’t know—you’ve been just as quiet,” I said. 
 
    “Only because you’re being so quiet.” 
 
    “Well I’ve just been quiet because you’ve been quiet,” I said. 
 
    “So let’s just stop being quiet then,” she said with a smile.  
 
    “Sure,” I said, but then we became quiet all over again. I didn’t know what to say. I’d already asked her what she’d been up to, she asked me about what I’d been up to. What else was there to talk about? I suppose there was a lot, but something about every topic just felt uncomfortable. Every time we started talking, I could only think about her transition—why she did it, whether she was happy like this, whether people really treated her like a woman—that sort of thing. But I didn’t want to ask any of those questions, worried they were off limits. So instead I just asked questions like, “What are you doing for work these days?” And then I would wonder whether her transgender status affects her work at all.  
 
    And I wondered other things, too—like whether she really had the full surgery. I could obviously see that she’d gotten breast implants, but was she taking the hormones, too? Did they snip off her cock?  
 
    And was this something she always wanted, even when we were best friends back in photography school? Why did she never tell me? Why did she keep it a secret for so long, and now she was just flaunting it like it meant nothing?  
 
    Despite our agreement to look past it and just act like everything was normal, we remained silent. I was already counting down the days until the end of the trip in my head. How many were left? Technically nine, but we were moving about forty-percent faster than anticipated, so maybe more like six or seven. I could endure six or seven days, right? Maybe we would get to Anchorage and feel satisfied, and then we could just drive straight home, taking turns—be back in a couple of days, instead of stopping along the way like planned.  
 
    We arrived at a little motel outside of Pemberton around nine. “I’ll get this one, you get the next one?” Max said before stepping out from the car. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. I wanted to ask her if she was going to rent us separate rooms. It would have been more expensive, but it would have made the trip more tolerable. While she was in the reception house, I tried to think of ways to get home early. Maybe I could fake a sickness in the morning. How good was my acting? I could say that I got it from that lunch we ate at that truck stop. Hell, my food was questionable enough—maybe I would get lucky and really wake up with food poisoning.  
 
    I could see her through the window, talking to the man behind the counter. She was leaning against the counter, standing on the tips of her toes, perking her butt out as if she was flirting with the guy, trying to get us a better deal. I could see that his cheeks were red, as if he was really falling for it. It made me feel a little bit better about swooning over her at the gas station.  
 
    I have to admit—not that I was staring—that she had a nice butt. If you took a photo of her from behind and showed it to one thousand people, not one of them would have known that she was really a man. I don’t know if that had anything to do with hormones or surgeries or what, but give credit where credit is due, as they say.  
 
    When she walked out of the reception area, she walked like model, one foot in front of the other, standing upright, her chest prominent and her butt perky. The motel owner ogled her with glowing eyes. She looked at me with a smile as she raised one hand—a single key dangling off of her finger. So I guess we were sharing a room.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    My heart calmed down a little bit when I saw that we at least had separate beds. I took the bed closest to the window and Max took the one closest to the door. The room wasn’t much—your standard motel room with carpets from the 60s and wallpaper from the 70s—but it was what we expected.  
 
    I’d shared rooms with Max before, during college. He was evicted from his apartment during our second year, so he came and stayed with me for almost a month while he searched for a new place. We also went on a little trip with some other classmates to Cancun, where we split a room. It wasn’t weird then. Now, it was weird. 
 
    I wondered if we should put up some sort of privacy curtain. There was a folded up cot in one of the closets—we could have stood it upright between the beds so that it felt like we were in separate rooms. But if I went and put it up, would that be rude? If I asked Max if she wanted it up, would that be rude?  
 
    I kept my mouth shut, hoping she would make the suggestion, but I couldn’t see her making it. She seemed like she wanted everything to be normal, as if she was the same Max I knew back in photography school, but she wasn’t the same person. Now she had smooth skin and a bust and a pretty face… But did that make her a different person?  
 
    The room was quiet as we settled in. I lay on my bed and stared up at the ceiling. I wasn’t tired but I pretended to be, to avoid conversation. I still wasn’t sure how to talk to her, as silly as it sounds. So instead I stared at the yellowish stains on the drop ceiling and wondered where they came from. 
 
    “I think the heater is broken,” she said as she pressed buttons on the thermostat on the wall. “It’s cold in here, too.”  
 
    I could feel a light breeze tinge my skin. I looked over to see that the window was slightly opened. I got up and went over to close it, but it wouldn’t close. It was stuck open, jammed awkwardly, probably by some tyrant kid or belligerent drunk. “It’s not closing,” I said. 
 
    “Alright, I’m going to warm up in the shower,” she said, so she got up and went to the bathroom. I was just happy to get five minutes to myself. “Oh man, the door’s broken,” she said. “It won’t close.” Every time she closed it, it popped back open. The hinges were loose and nothing lined up. The room was practically falling apart. “You aren’t going to walk in on me, right?” she said with a little smile.  
 
    “Uh, no, do your thing,” I said, reclaiming my spot on my bed, staring back at that yellow-stained ceiling and counting down the minutes until the end of that increasingly dreadful trip.  
 
    Max was right. The room was cold. I thought about crawling under the covers, but it seemed too early. I didn’t want to be rude and have Max emerge from the shower to see me in bed. I didn’t want it to be totally obvious that I was hating every second of that trip that we’d been dreaming about for years.  
 
    There was a knock at the door. At first I thought Max had dropped something in the bathroom, but then I heard the knock again. I got up and went to check it out. The front door of the motel room was right next to the bathroom door, which was hung slightly ajar, steam lightly billowing out. I opened the door a crack and poked my head out.  
 
    It was the hotel owner. He had a big smile, but it disappeared as soon as he looked at me. Then, his brow lowered. “Oh, uh, hi,” he said. “Who are you?”  
 
    “My name’s Dan,” I said. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Are you, uh, Maxine’s husband?” he said. 
 
    “Just a friend.” 
 
    He stared at me for a second, his eyes narrowing further. “Wait a second. Maxine isn’t using the room for, uh, business, is she?”  
 
    I laughed and shook my head. “We’re driving up to Alaska together, to take photos. We used to be classmates.”  
 
    He looked strangely relieved. “Oh, okay. Well, uh, I was just seeing if she was in. I guess you can let her know I popped by. Tell her that I’m having a drink over in the reception area, if she, uh, wants to join.” His face was a shade of red, beads of sweat glimmering on his forehead.  
 
    I forced a smile and said, “I’ll let her know.” It wasn’t until he was walking away that I noticed he’d changed out from his t-shirt and he was now wearing a dress shirt that was a bit too small for his body—buttons ready to pop if he leaned back far enough. There was a strip of sweat down the centre of his back.  
 
    I closed the door, which made the bathroom door swing open slightly. I froze, my heart stuttering. I didn’t want Max to think that I was letting myself into the bathroom. I stood still for a moment until I could hear her humming gently. I looked over carefully to see her figure through the semi-sheer shower curtain.  
 
    She had a nice figure. Her tits were small but perky and her ass had a fantastic curve to it. I was actually quite surprised by how nice her body was, considering it belonged to a man just a few years before. Had he always had that kind of figure, or was that something he’d been working on? How can someone even work on something like that? There’s no surgery to create curves—though I suppose there are surgeries to enhance butts and breasts. But Max didn’t look like one of those surgery chicks. Her tits looked soft, with a nice bounce to them, unlike the bolt-ons you see in Miami.  
 
    She turned off the water, springing my heart back into action. I jogged carefully back over to my bed and I threw myself down. But I left that door hung slightly open—enough that I could see into the bathroom through the full-length mirror that hung across from the bathroom door. 
 
    I could see a sliver of her stepping out from the shower. I could see one of her soft, smooth legs. I could see one of her breasts. Her nipple was perky. As she stepped up to the bathroom mirror, I could see half of her face. I looked away—if I could see her face, she could see mine, if she looked in the right direction. But she wasn’t looking in the right direction—not yet, anyway.  
 
    Very carefully, without turning my head, I looked back at her. I was staring at the left half of her naked body. I could just make out her dark pubic hair, but I couldn’t make out what was beneath it. The mirror was too steamed up. But after squinting, and waiting to catch her at the right angle, I could see the smooth shaft of a long cock.  
 
    I watched her as she squirted some product into her hand and rubbed it into her hair. I watched her as she bent over slightly to inspect for blemishes on her face. And then I watched her as she squirted yet another product into her hand—this time rubbing it all over her skin. She lifted up her breasts to get underneath. She ran her hands down her arms, down her sides, down her abdomen, and then she ran one hand down and up her big cock. She made sure to get under her shaft and under her balls, until she was nicely lubricated.  
 
    And then she turned her head and looked towards me. I was slow to react. I turned my head back towards the ceiling. My heart was racing. Did she see me staring? Did I just make this whole trip even more uncomfortable? I didn’t have the nerve to look back. 
 
    It was a couple of minutes later when she emerged from the bathroom and said, “At least the water stays warm.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll take a shower,” I said, forcing a smile. I looked at her for just a few seconds—to try and decide whether she caught me staring or not. It was impossible to tell. At least she didn’t seem too put off if she did catch me.  
 
    I went to take a shower of my own. I used the pile of my clothes to hold the door shut. And while I was in the shower, the image of her naked body came into my mind. And I gave into the strangest urge—to jerk off quickly to the thought of her rubbing lotion all over her soft skin. I came quickly, my heart racing the whole time. I don’t know where the urge came from, but I was glad that it was gone as soon as my warm load was swirling down the drain.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The next day started off about as expected. We were still quiet when we woke up, still not chatting the way we used to. Man, I still remember our long conversations, back when we were in school. We would go out to pubs just to chat about life and ambitions and girls and the masters. We were at those pubs until the lights came on and the managers told us to scram. And sometimes we would go find somewhere else to continue talking. And sometimes we would just end up crashing at my place, just to get an extra twenty minutes of conversation in. 
 
    Now, I couldn’t think of a thing to say, except for, “Do you want to just grab some McDonalds breakfast on the way out of town?” 
 
    “Sure,” she said. “That sounds fine.” 
 
    Back when we were e-mailing and planning out the trip—back before I knew Max had become a woman—we’d planned to go out for breakfast, to make a point of trying out the best food the west coast small towns had to offer. But the idea of being stuck at a small two-person table for close to an hour wasn’t much different than the thought of torture. And I think she thought the same thing. So we went through the McDonalds drive-thru and ate while we drove to the next location, which was an hour and a half away—a lake known for its stunning views.  
 
    Not much was said during that hour and a half, which turned out to be more like an hour and ten minutes with my heavy foot and desire to be home sooner rather than later.  
 
    Though I must say, the lake was beautiful. The fog was still clinging to the nearby mountains, and there was a thin layer of mist floating on the lake. The sun was just teasing the lake when we got our cameras set up. I ended up taking some of the best photos I’ve ever taken in my life. In one shot, I managed to frame up the lake and the mountains, just as an eagle soared through my line of sight. Luckily, I had my shutter speed set to a quick setting, so I captured the eagle without any motion blurring. When I looked at the picture after snapping it, I noticed the eagle was holding a fish in his talons. I showed it to Max and her eyes lit up. “Jealous!” she said as she admired the photo.  
 
    I had a smile on my face for the rest of our stop at the lake. 
 
    I got one more picture at that lake—one that was arguably better than my shot of the eagle. It was one of the first shots I took, while we were setting up our equipment. I did a couple of test shots, to test out the exposure—just firing from my hip. But it wasn’t until we were packing up to leave that I noticed the shot. 
 
    It was of Max, sitting on a rock near the edge of the lake. The wind had picked up just as I snapped the shot, lifting up her hair and blowing the branches of a nearby tree. But she was so still and calm, despite the wind. And she looked so pleasant, so precious, so cute, and so harmless. Her feet were pointed cutely towards each other, and her knees were resting on her thighs. One perfect strand of hair was hanging in front of her face. She was beautiful in the shot—absolutely stunning.  
 
    She would have loved the shot, too, but I didn’t show it to her. I didn’t want her to think that I was snapping creepy photos of her. It wasn’t an intentional shot, anyway. But what was I going to do with it? It was one of the nicest shots I’d ever taken, but I couldn’t put it in my online portfolio without her finding out about it. So I guess it would just stay hidden on my computer. At least I got the shot of the eagle.  
 
    We continued our journey north, reaching William’s Lake by noon. I felt energized and happy. Maybe this trip wasn’t a wash after all. Maybe we really were going to get some amazing shots for our portfolios. We stopped for lunch at a little restaurant that put Canadian bacon on everything. The food was amazing. And it wasn’t until I had to get up to pay the bill that I realized we’d been chatting the whole time—from the moment we left that lake. It was the first moment that we’d been separated just briefly, since leaving the lake. And my abdomen was sore from laughing so much.  
 
    And while I was paying the bill, I looked out the window and saw Max standing by the car, getting a good stretch in before we continued on our journey. We still had a few more stops to make that day, and then we planned on stopping in Prince George.  
 
    She was cute when she was stretching, reaching her arms up, making her breasts perk up. When she stood up on her toes, her back curved like you would see in a pin-up magazine. I noticed a few of the guys around me sneaking a peek, watching the beauty run through her little stretch routine.  
 
    And as I stared, I forgot for a moment that I was staring at a biological man. Max wasn’t born a woman, and she hadn’t been a woman for long. I’d known her for half a decade as a man. I could still remember the three-month stretch that he tried to grow a beard. It was a patchy mess, but he just kept trying. I could remember the year that he went to the gym every day. During class he would drink a big bottle of protein powder mixed into milk. He cringed as he poured the mixture down his throat—it must have tasted so awful.  
 
    And she really was the same person still. We’d been chatting for the last two hours just like we would have five years before. She even cracked some of the same jokes. Nothing had changed, other than her appearance. 
 
    I hopped into the passenger seat. It was her turn to drive, while I offloaded my memory card onto my laptop. I watched as my pictures flicked by every two seconds, as each picture loaded onto my hard drive. My heart stopped for the two seconds that she was on my screen—that photo I took of her by the lake. She just had to look over to see it. Luckily she didn’t. 
 
    When we made our next stop, at a river stream that was partially frozen over, I decided to get a few more shots of Max. I felt creepy taking the photos, while she wasn’t looking. I even set my shutter to silent mode, so she wouldn’t hear the snap when I had the camera pointed towards her. I got shots of her crouched near the edge of the river. She was wearing a red coat that perfectly stood out on the snowy backdrop. The wind was just perfect, lifting up her scarf and her hair, making each shot the perfect mix of surreal and beautiful. I took many of the best shots of my life at that river—shots I would never be able to share with anyone, because they were all of my oblivious transgender friend. But my God, was she beautiful in each of those shots.  
 
    I found myself staring at them when Max was in the shower that night. There was one where she was looking over her shoulder at me with the cutest smile on her face. That shot made my heart melt, and it also made my spine tingle cold. I was swooning over Max—my old best friend, a person who was a man the last time I saw her…  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    We’d already finished breakfast and were about two hours out of town when Max realized she’d forgotten her laptop at the motel. We pulled over and I was ready to turn around when she said, “Just hold on for one second.” She pulled out her cellphone and called the motel. It took a minute before anyone answered. “Could you go and check our room for a laptop?” she asked.  
 
    While she was on the phone, I stepped out of the car and snapped a few photos of the highway. We were out in the middle of nowhere. The trees were massive and incredible. The tiniest bit of wind made them sway in large motions, groaning as their thick trunks held their enormous weight. I got a few cool shots looking up at the trees as they swayed in different directions. I also got a nice shot of a little red bird, hopping from tree to tree. The bird reminded me of Max in her red coat, sitting by the water. I couldn’t wait to look that that shot again.  
 
    Max stepped out from the car. “They’re going to hold it at the front desk—we can pick it up on our way home,” she said. “You don’t mind if I offload my cards on your computer until then, do you?”  
 
    “Not at all,” I said.  
 
    So we carried on. It was another hour before we stopped to take more photos. The weather was starting to get cold—much colder than I was used to. I had a pair of fingerless gloves that I wore while taking photos, but they didn’t stop my fingertips from turning dark red and hurting with every little breeze.  
 
    Every stop we made, I snuck in a few shots of Max. I just couldn’t help it. She kept catching my eye, and she kept finding herself in the most aesthetically pleasing compositions. It also helped that she was beautiful.  
 
    I even put on a super-long lens to take a close-up shot of her as she snapped photos of the incredible snowy mountains that surrounded us. I got a perfect shot of her face, her eyes glowing as she smiled. I got one shot as a snowflake landed on her nose. My heart pounded mercilessly every time she looked in my direction. “Getting some good shots?” she asked. 
 
    I smiled. “Great shots,” I said.  
 
    With each stop, my photos became more and more about her, and less and less about the environments we were there to shoot. But the photos were better—they were more unique, more valuable, more worthy of being in galleries. Those shots would have made my mentors proud. By the end of that day, I could have filled a whole gallery full of candid shots of Max looking beautiful. I ended up filling up all three of my cards. I had to go in and delete flubbed shots so I could get more before having to offload.  
 
    While she was driving, I did my offload. I carefully turned the screen away from her and dimmed the brightness to its lowest setting. I even closed the screen to a near-shut position while the photos started to display on the screen. “Aren’t those mountains amazing?” I would say, pointing at the scenery whenever a particularly damning shot was on the screen. She was pretty when she leaned over the steering wheel to admire the mountains.  
 
    The smell of her perfume was starting to drive me nuts. I loved that smell—I loved it too much. I just wanted to cuddle up next to her and squeeze her and take in that glorious smell all day long. Was I losing my mind? Was I falling for my trans friend?  
 
    I think that was obvious at this point—I was definitely falling for her. The question was, was it real? Or was I just rebounding? I hadn’t been with a woman since Jennie left me. I hadn’t even talked to a woman since she left. Maybe my brain was just desperate to latch on to something new, to forget about the something old. And it was working. It had been days since I last thought about Jennie. And now that I was thinking about her while sitting in the passenger seat of the car we bought together, I couldn’t even bring myself to care that she was gone.  
 
    Instead of imagining the times we spent together, I found myself fantasizing about Max. I pictured us sitting at home together, watching a movie, snuggled up on the couch, my arm around her. I could imagine how soft her skin was as she lets me gently push the strap of her tank top over her shoulder. That tantalizing smell of her perfume wafts up my nostrils. When we kiss, her lips are amazingly soft. Her tongue slips between my lips and her hands start exploring my body. She lets me slip my hands up her shirt, to feel her breasts— 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked, looking over at me. I looked over at her. I’d zoned out. I’d let myself get lost in my imagination. I looked at my computer screen, which was still downloading my pictures. On the screen was a shot of her—a close up of her face. I closed the screen quickly, before she noticed.  
 
    “I’m fine. Just tired. I don’t think I slept much last night,” I said, my heart stuttering. It was a close call. I looked at her and forced a smile, and then I found myself getting lost in her shining eyes. Those were the same eyes she had back when we were in school, back when she was a man. So why were they suddenly so alluring now? What was different? Did the dark eyeliner around them really make that much of a difference?  
 
    I took a deep breath and recomposed myself. We still had a long trip ahead of us—still lots of time to come to my senses.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I got to take the first shower that night, in our motel on the border of British Columbia and the Yukon. The motel wasn’t much better than the ones before it, but at least the heater worked properly and the doors all closed, as doors should. There were questionable stains on the carpets though, which I made a point of walking around. They’d probably been there since the 60s.  
 
    I took an extra long shower, letting the hot water fall on my face. And during that time, I tried to clear my mind. I tried to talk some sense into myself. Every time the image of Max appeared in my head, I pushed it out. She was just a friend, nothing more. I couldn’t let her become anything more. It just seemed wrong. 
 
    But my brain desperately wanted to think about her. Before getting into the shower, I saw into her suitcase, which was propped open against the wall. There was a pair of red lacy panties in that suitcase, and now, I just wanted to picture her in those panties. But I stopped those images by thinking about Jennie, about my dog, about anything I could possibly fill my mind with that wasn’t Max.  
 
    At one point I caught myself reaching down and stroking my shaft. I got myself hard after just a moment of weakness. It’s a lot of work, trying not to think about something. But I managed to get through that shower without too many impure thoughts, and I even managed to convince myself that I needed to smarten the hell up and realize that Max was off limits for too many reasons.  
 
    When I emerged from the bathroom, I saw her sitting on the edge of my bed, on my laptop. She was slow to look up at me. Her cheeks were rosy. I knew right away that she’d seen the pictures I’d taken. “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “You said I could use your computer to offload my camera,” she said with a sheepish voice. “When were you taking these photos?”  
 
    My heart stammered. I didn’t have an answer. I tried so hard to think of an excuse, but nothing came to mind. “I’m sorry,” I managed to say. “I was just shooting whatever, and you were there.” 
 
    “But… they’re all of me. You didn’t even get any pictures of the Harrison River. We were there for forty-five minutes.”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders as my heart plunged into my gut. I was caught, humiliated. “I didn’t feel like taking photos of the river,” I said. 
 
    “What? Why not? That’s the whole reason we came on this trip—to shoot the scenery.” She stared at me with a look that could have been shock or it could have been betrayal.  
 
    A cold chill ran up my spine. “Those shots were just better,” I said. “I saw a better shot and I took it.”  
 
    “Yeah, and you took it over and over and over. Why?” Her face was pale. She almost looked afraid, as if I was some sort of stalker or serial killer. And I didn’t blame her. There must have been two hundred shots of her on my computer, including close-ups of her face.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “I didn’t ask if you were sorry. I asked why you took these photos,” she said, still staring at me. 
 
    I could think of no answer except for the truth. “Because you’re beautiful, and it seemed like a shame not to take the photo. Isn’t that what all of our instructors told us in school? To take advantage of every photo opportunity? That’s what I did. What’s the big deal?” 
 
    She sat there silently, staring at me, letting the humiliation burn deep in my bones. Was this the end of the trip? Was I going to have to pay for her to get on a plane home while I drove my car back in complete silence, stooping in my own embarrassment. Why did I even take those photos? What did I plan on doing with them? I really was just a giant creep… 
 
    “You think I’m beautiful?” she asked quietly. 
 
    I shrugged. “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    She cracked a smile. I have to admit, the smile was relieving. At least if she was smiling, it meant she didn’t want me dead. I couldn’t help but smile myself. There was something relieving about getting the truth out into the open—and maybe the real relief was in admitting it to myself. Max was beautiful—so what? So what if she was born a man. It was just a fact that she was beautiful. She had a perfect body, a stunning face, amazing eyes, and she was fun to be around. What difference did it make what she was hiding in her red lacy panties?  
 
    “This is probably the best picture anyone’s ever taken of me,” she said, motioning to the computer screen. 
 
    I walked up next to her and took a seat on the edge of the bed, to see the shot. It was the one where the snowflake was landing on her nose. “Yeah,” I said. “That shot is one-in-a-million.”  
 
    “You really did make me look pretty. What f-stop are you shooting at here?” 
 
    “2.8,” I said. “But you’re pretty in every shot. You could be a model, to be honest.” As I looked over at her, she kissed me. Our lips locked suddenly, and I found myself kissing back before my brain even registered what was happening. I was kissing Max—I was kissing my best friend who happened to be born a man, but I didn’t care. I slipped my hands around her and pulled her in close. She was warm, and her body was just as soft as I’d imagined. 
 
    I had to wonder for a moment if this was just another daydream I’d slipped into, if we still were just bumping down the road on our way to Alaska. But it was real. I really had Max in my arms, her lips pressed against mine, our noses snuggled together.  
 
    Carefully, I laid her down and slipped myself on top of her. Her knees rose us to enclose my body. I ran my hand up and down her thigh. I could feel her bulge against my abdomen. Then I leaned back and I looked at her. “What is it?” she asked, looking up at me, bands of red on her cheekbones.  
 
    “I just wish I had my camera right now,” I said.  
 
    “Go get it,” she said. 
 
    I hesitated, trying to figure out if she was being serious. Then, I sprung to action, bolting across the room and snatching my camera rig. I got my zoom lens on as quickly as I could and I plucked in the first battery I could get my hands on. Then, I was back on the bed. She hadn’t moved. I pointed the camera down and snapped a few photos, as her cheeks became redder and redder. “God, you’re beautiful,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said.  
 
    I snapped a few more and then I looked at her. “Take off your shirt,” I said. 
 
    She bit the corner of her bottom lip before looking down and grabbing the base of her shirt. She was slow to lift it up, giving me lots of time to frame her up to snap another bundle of photos. She pulled she shirt over her head, revealing her small, perky breasts. I reached down with one hand and squeezed one. She put her hand over mine, pressing it firmly. “Tell me what shots you want,” she said softly. 
 
    “I want one of you holding your breasts,” I said. My hands were shaking slightly, but not enough to ruin any shots.  
 
    She cupped her breasts, her nipples pressing between her fingers. I snapped a few shots. “Squeeze them,” I said, and she followed the command. I got a nice close-up of her biting her lip. She was so adorable when she bit her lip like that. 
 
    “Now reach under your panties and feel yourself,” I said. I leaned back, giving her room. I aimed my camera down and snapped photos as she pressed her hand down her pants and began to rub her cock. “How does that feel?” I asked. 
 
    “Good,” she said, her cheeks redder than ever. “How are the photos?” 
 
    “So good,” I said. 
 
    I let the camera rest on my chest while I reached down and unzipped her fly. She rose her hips off the bed so I could tug down her pants and her panties, revealing her long, hard cock. It was throbbing, her foreskin pulled back to expose her thick red tip. I carefully slipped my fingers around it and stroked it. It was so warm and so hard. I rubbed the tip of my thumb against the bottom of her throbbing tip. “You like it?” she asked. 
 
    I just nodded. There was a lump in my throat preventing me from speaking. I had to clear my throat to give my next command. “Now stroke yourself,” I said. 
 
    I slid back and started snapping more photos of my beautiful trans friend as she jerked herself off on that motel bed. My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Just two days before I was completely repulsed by the idea of her, and now I was obsessed with her. Now, I couldn’t imagine myself anywhere else. The thought of being with anyone but her made my heart ache. I needed to be with her. I needed to be with her perky tits and her rock-hard cock.  
 
    I got some amazing photos—photos that I would secretly admire for the rest of my life. Once I was satisfied with my shots, I put the camera aside and I sunk down to suck her beautiful rod. I ran my tongue up and down her throbbing length, slid my lips around her impressive girth. She moaned gently, biting her bottom lip again as she exhaled an elated breath. She loved it. I loved it.  
 
    I got her rod so hard and so wet; she was on the verge of bursting in my mouth. At one point, I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum on my tongue.  
 
    And then I did something strange, following an urge that seemed to come out of nowhere. I stood up and I took off my pants, revealing my own throbbing erection (which wasn’t nearly as big as hers). Then, I lowered myself down, grabbing her cock and standing it up while I lined it up with my butthole. “It’s my first time, so be gentle,” I said with a smile. 
 
    She smiled back. “No promises,” she said with a cute laugh. 
 
    I sunk down, letting her cock penetrate my asshole. She sunk in deep, until my butt was pressed against her thighs. I swear I could feel her tip throbbing up in my stomach. I liked it. I started bouncing, feeling every inch of her veiny member. I especially loved when her throbbing tip was teasing my rim, stretching me wide. When I sunk down low, her cock pressed against something inside of me that made my body tremble. It became more and more intense until I was eventually moaning aloud like a crazy person. I had to lean forward and plant my hands on her chest so I wouldn’t convulse and fall off of her. But I kept slamming my butt down repeatedly, taking all of her cock deep in my body. 
 
    “Oh shit, that feels good,” she said between deep breaths. I was puckering my tight hole along her shaft. I felt like I was on another planet, in another dimension, completely lost in ecstasy.  
 
    She reached out and grabbed my hips, holding me in place. Then, she started to thrust herself quickly upwards, pounding my little ass hard, filling me deep. My moaning became louder and louder until I heard her say, “Oh my God!” I looked down at her chest and saw that I was coming on her. My cock was spraying shot after shot of hot cum, onto her tits and abdomen.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said between moans. 
 
    “I like it,” she said with a big grin.  
 
    She pounded my ass harder and harder, holding me tighter and tighter like I was just a life-sized fuck toy, and I basically was. She was groaning through clenched teeth. “I’m coming,” she said, and then a second later I felt it: her hot cum filling me deep. It was a feeling unlike any other, but better than anything I’d ever imagined. My trans friend was coming in my asshole and I loved it. 
 
    We were two days ahead of schedule with our trip, but we ended up finishing two days later than anticipated. After that night, there were more stops—some for snapping pictures, and some for other ‘recreational activities’. It turns out, getting fucked by a frozen waterfall is quite the experience, and fucking a beautiful woman next to a beautiful lake is also something you don’t forget.  
 
    Half of my computer’s hard drive became folders full of pictures that we could never share with anyone but ourselves. The other half was good, too, don’t get me wrong. But I had a feeling it was the sexy pictures that I would find myself coming back to time and time again.  
 
    We spent two days in Anchorage. There was so much to photograph. We found a little photography store and rented a special camera that did low-light pictures, and then we spent a night outside of town, taking amazing shots of the Northern Lights.  
 
    It turned out to be the most memorable two weeks of my life.  
 
    And it wasn’t until we were back in Portland that I realized I hadn’t thought about Jennie in over a week. She seemed like such a distant memory. And I couldn’t have cared less that she was gone. I missed my dog, though.  
 
    I dropped Max off at that gas station, where she’d left her little Lexus. “I had fun,” I said. “We should do something like this again.”  
 
    “Maybe another big trip next year,” she said with her cute smile.  
 
    “I’d like that,” I said. But the thought of going a whole year without seeing her hurt my heart. I needed to see her sooner—I needed to see her every day. “So you’re going to drive home then? Back to San Francisco?”  
 
    “I guess so,” she said. 
 
    We stared at one another in silence as traffic roared by on the freeway. “I mean—you don’t have to go,” I said. “You can stay here with me, if you want.” 
 
    She smiled, biting her bottom lip. “Really?” she said. “What about my stuff?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “We can do a little road trip to get it—maybe this weekend,” I said. “And we can stop to take photos along the way.”  
 
    She laughed. “That sounds like fun. Let’s do it.” So the only time we spent apart was during the thirty-minute drive from the gas station back to my house—and even that was too much.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ARE TRAPS GAY? 
 
    Michael knew Ms. Belland’s sexual education class was going to be a joke, and he was proved right when the class got its final assignment—each student anonymously writes a question and then those questions are randomly assigned to the students. Michael’s assigned question: Are traps gay?  
 
    He doesn’t know what a trap is, but he’s going to find out as soon as he starts his research. But the answer to his question doesn’t come easy, and it’s going to take more than an Internet search to figure out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    “Are traps gay?” 
 
    That was the question that I was assigned, and I had no idea how to answer it. I didn’t even know what it meant. What’s a trap?  
 
    It was a stupid assignment—one of Ms. Belland’s most stupid yet. She was always trying to be so creative. She was one of those teachers who didn’t believe in exams—she thought they promoted the wrong kind of learning—but when a provincial exam came along, the class fell apart because we hadn’t learned half of the state curriculum.  
 
    She loved her stupid assignments. One month, we were all told to go out and volunteer. It didn’t matter where we volunteered, as long as we wrote a poem about our experience at the end of each day. Yeah—she was that kind of teacher.  
 
    One year, she told us that we could get out of the final exam if we all went out and planted five trees. She personally bought the saplings. So of course everyone took five saplings, and most of us just dumped them at the park on the way home, and then we wrote about the beautiful field that we found to plant our trees in.  
 
    When I found out that Ms. Belland would be teaching our sex ed class that year, I knew it was going to be a wash. I had a feeling it was going to be a sex ed class to remember—even more so than the year Mr. Patrick—who taught shop—was the sex ed teacher. He had us roll condoms onto wooden cocks that he made specifically for the class. We were practically rolling on the floor with laughter, it was so insane.  
 
    And sure enough, Ms. Belland was inadvertently doing her best to top Mr. Patrick. On day one, we all had to blow into a condom like it was a balloon, to see who could pop theirs first. The point of the exercise was to show the class how durable a condom was, but the exercise ended up backfiring when students started asking questions like, “If they’re so durable, then why do we need to be careful?” and “Should we blow into our condoms before sex, to make sure there are no holes in them?” Some of the students also came to realize they could use the condoms to have water balloon fights, so as you can imagine, the situation got out of control fast.  
 
    For our second class, we all had to write a song about an assigned reproductive organ, and then we had to sing it to the class. It was the most cringe-worthy and most humiliating two hours of my life. I got stuck with ovaries. What even rhymes with ovaries?  
 
    And for our third class, we were assigned our final project—the project we would have to spend a whole week working on. Everyone had to come up with a question, which they anonymously wrote onto a piece of paper and slipped into a box. The question was supposed to be something personal, a question that was too private to ask in front of the class. And then, Ms. Belland shook the box and then walked around the classroom handing questions out to students. We had to prepare a whole presentation on our assigned question, answering it in full after researching it thoroughly.  
 
    Ms. Belland didn’t check the questions to make sure they were appropriate—not even after she handed them out. Her theory was that there is no such thing as a stupid question, that all questions should be taken seriously. 
 
    Like most of my friends, I wrote a joke question. “How did Tanner’s mom get pregnant with Tanner if she only takes it in the bum?” Tanner was one of my buddies, and I had a feeling Tanner wrote a similar question at my expense. We were all giggling as we wrote our questions, and we all did our best to keep a straight face when we walked up to Ms. Belland’s desk to slip our questions into the anonymous box.  
 
    My assigned question was: Are traps gay?  
 
    I had to read it twice to make sure I was reading it correctly. I assumed the person meant to write ‘Are trans gay?’, as in ‘transgenders’. It seemed like a stupid question that I felt like I would spend the next week bullshitting an answer to, but it was the question I got.  
 
    After the questions were handed out, students immediately started going up to Ms. Belland’s desk to complain about the lack of seriousness in their questions, but Ms. Belland refused to read their questions. With one student, she even pushed the palms of her hands against her ears and closed her eyes. “Just do your best to answer the question you got. It might be serious and you don’t even realize it,” she said.  
 
    “But Ms. Belland, it’s really not serious,” said Kate, one of the girls in my class.  
 
    “You don’t know that,” Ms. Belland said. 
 
    “But it says—” 
 
    Before Kate could read the question, Ms. Belland closed her hands on her ears again and started making noise, so she wouldn’t hear the question. “Just answer it as best you can.” I had a feeling Kate got my question. I started snickering.  
 
    I looked back down at my question. Are traps gay? I didn’t recognize the handwriting. It was neat and clear, and a little bit bubbly, as if it belonged to a woman. I looked around at my female classmates and wondered which one of them wrote it. 
 
    “Okay, everyone go home and start researching your questions,” Ms. Belland said, and there was no hesitation. Everyone sprung up and began filtering out of the room. But most of them weren’t going to research their ridiculous questions. Most of the students would leave that assignment until the day before it was due, and then they would just write a bunch of crap and call it a presentation. That’s what I planned on doing. I wasn’t going to be doing any research that night—I planned on playing video games with my buddies.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    “What question did you get?” Mario asked me. Mario was my long-time best friend. He used to be a short kid with scruffy dark hair until the end of the tenth grade, when he had a sudden growth spurt. We would joke and ask him where he found the mushroom, and if he would shrink again if he ran into a bully. He never cared for the jokes.  
 
    I showed him my question and he stared at it for a minute. “What does that mean?” he asked with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “Beats me,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “What question did you get?” 
 
    “Can a female fetus get pregnant while it’s still in the womb?” he said with a big smirk. “I’ve already finished my assignment and everything, so I’ll get to relax this weekend.” 
 
    “What do you mean, you’ve already finished your assignment?” I asked. 
 
    He reached into his backpack and pulled out a sheet of paper. He’d written the word ‘NO’ in big letters. “I thought about writing it into a haiku, for extra marks, but I think it’s more poignant this way.”  
 
    “I think you’ll do great,” I said as I closed my locker and locked the lock. 
 
    When I got home and my mom asked, “Do you have any homework you need to be doing?” I replied, “No, mom.” It was Friday afternoon, and the only homework I had was Ms. Belland’s ridiculous assignment. And as far as I was concerned, it wasn’t real homework. None of Ms. Belland’s assignments had ever been real homework. So I went to my computer and launched one of my favourite video games.  
 
    I planned on playing all night. All of my friends were online, and none of them had any homework their parents were nagging them about. It was the perfect night—the kind of night you look forward to all month. And then my game crashed.  
 
    When I tried to boot it back up, I got an error—something to do with my graphics card. After searching on the Internet for a good hour, I realized my graphics card was fried. I was going to need a new one. But the stores weren’t going to be open until the next day. So what was I going to do for the rest of the night?  
 
    I played a few games that didn’t require a graphics card: Tetris, Pac-Man, anything browser-based. But those games got boring fast, especially knowing that my buddies were all playing fun games with real graphics. My boredom brought me to Facebook, which I hardly ever went on since my parents made accounts. There wasn’t much there to look at after five minutes of scrolling. I tried Twitter, but there were only angry racists there, and that got old fast.  
 
    But before I clicked away from Twitter, I noticed a tweet from a random account, one that I wasn’t even following. It read, “Traps are so gay.” My eyes locked onto the tweet with a strange curiosity. There was that word again: traps. And it was being used in the same context. Was it just a coincidence—another typo? Or did the word ‘traps’ mean something that I was oblivious to?  
 
    I searched the word on Google. “Traps”. It came up with the predictable definitions: devices used to capture a person or an animal. And then there was a definition I’d never heard before: personal belongings or baggage. I guess people used to call their luggage ‘traps’. But I had a feeling that wasn’t the definition that I was looking for. I had a feeling that my fellow classmate wasn’t wondering whether luggage was gay. 
 
    I had a feeling that I needed to turn off the ‘safe search’ feature if I was going to get to the bottom of this peculiar curiosity. So that’s what I did, and then I searched the word again. But the same definitions came up. But then, as I was scrolling down, an image caught my eye—and how could it not? It was peach and flesh-toned with nearly exposed tits: it was a picture of a nearly naked woman. She was young—maybe my age, not more than a year or two older. The picture was taken in her bedroom, with a crappy camera—maybe her cellphone. She was pretty cute, with big shining eyes. She was wearing lots of makeup, but it suited her.  
 
    I looked back to make sure my bedroom door was closed before clicking on the photo. I wanted to see if there were more photos of the cutie. There were—a whole album of photos, starting clothed, and becoming progressively more naked. They looked like private photos, taken right off of the girl’s phone, maybe shared by an ex-boyfriend, or maybe she was just into the idea of people checking out her naked photos.  
 
    There was one especially heart-throbbing photo of her on her knees, her hand covering her pussy, her other hand spreading her butt cheeks to expose her puckered butthole. I felt my face turn red as I looked at the photo. I looked back again to make sure that door was still closed. And then I kept scrolling.  
 
    I quickly closed the page as soon as my gaze landed on the next photo: her sitting down, legs spread, little sissy cock in her hand. She wasn’t a she at all—she was a boy, dressed up, wearing makeup. My own cock was rock-hard—and it was rock-hard for a boy. I felt my face burning red-hot. I was embarrassed. Thank God no one caught me looking at those photos. My heart was still racing, five minutes after the page was closed. I made sure to go in and delete my history. I didn’t mind anyone seeing that I was curiously looking at porn, but I couldn’t have anyone know I was looking at that. 
 
    So I had a pretty good idea of what a trap was now. It was no spelling mistake—I was fairly certain about that. I’d been trapped into looking at photos of a boy in drag. And an hour later, an hour after perusing that curious corner of the Internet, I still had those images in my mind—that boy with the feminine features. And he really did have feminine features. That face really was indistinguishable from a woman’s face—or maybe that was just my brain trying to justify my humiliation.  
 
    And I was left with one question on my mind: Was I a little bit gay to have looked at those photos?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was the next morning and the question was still on my mind: Are traps gay? I don’t think the asker wanted to know if the traps themselves are gay, but if it’s gay to like traps. When I searched, ‘Are traps gay?’ the conversation seemed to be about the people interested in traps. But it was a valid question the other way around as well—if you are a man dressed up as a girl, is that gay? Is putting on makeup and women’s clothing gay? I suppose it depends on whether you are attracted to boys or girls. 
 
    And if you’re still attracted to girls, does that make you straight, or does that make you a lesbian? I suppose it would make you a lesbian if you are truly considered to be a woman just by dressing up as one—and according to the small amount of research I did out of curiosity that morning, there isn’t exactly a requirement to be a woman—there’s no test you have to pass, and no surgery you have to undergo, at least according to ‘leading gender studies experts’, whatever that is.  
 
    So the question then becomes, do these ‘traps’ consider themselves to be women? Or do they identify as men? I mean—they are exposing their cocks rather freely—at least that was the case with the one I saw online the night before.  
 
    I’d been on my computer trying to find an answer for two hours before I realized I was actually doing my homework—I was actually researching my question, like my teacher asked. I was embarrassed with myself, not because of the content of what I was searching, but because I was actually taking one of Ms. Belland’s stupid assignments seriously. But I had to admit, it was a valid question, even if whoever asked it was just kidding around: are traps gay or not?  
 
    The question had no direct answer, though I did find a little info-graphic with cartoon pictures that told you how gay you were for looking at traps. According to the graphic, if you look at and admire a trap but don’t realize that she’s actually a boy, then you’re only 10% gay. If you know she’s a boy but you admire her anyway, then you’re 50% gay. If you have sex with a trap, knowing that she’s a boy, then you’re 75% gay. If, during sex, you focus your attention on her penis instead of her breasts or her asshole, you’re full-blown, 100% gay.  
 
    The graphic didn’t make a lot of sense to me. I mean—if you have sex with someone knowing that they’re a man, then you’re gay—no percentages or questions about it. But what if they really look like a woman? What if they sound and feel and smell like a woman? What if you have sex with them and they hide their penis the whole time—then are you still 75% gay, like the info-graphic would suggest?  
 
    I was finding myself with more questions than answers. And I found myself returning to that write-up by the gender studies experts: it all depends on how the trap identifies: as a man or a woman. But even that was ludicrous. If you let a trap fuck you in the ass while she’s speaking in a lower voice than a professional wrestler, then it doesn’t matter how she identifies—that’s just gay. Right?  
 
    My research was giving me a headache, so I decided to take a break. I needed to replace my graphics card so I could play video games again, so I had a distraction to take me away from all of this grey area pondering. I called up Tanner and asked if he wanted to join me at the mall. He told me to pick him up, so I did.  
 
    I pulled up in front of his house and honked my horn until he came out. His eyes were red when he got into the car. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I just didn’t get much sleep. I didn’t go down until, like, seven this morning.” He reclined his seat as far as it would go and then he closed his eyes.  
 
    “What? Why?” I asked. 
 
    “We were raiding all night. Around midnight we unlocked a new dungeon, and we didn’t want to go to sleep until we finished clearing the whole thing.” I was a bit jealous. I’d spent my Friday night thinking about cross-dressing boys. I would have killed to have been part of their all-night raid group. That sounded like a blast. “What did you get up to?” Tanner asked me. 
 
    I considered telling him about my little conundrum, but my heart started throbbing as soon as the word ‘trap’ entered into my mind. I didn’t want him thinking that I was looking at trans chicks all night—because I wasn’t. I only looked at the one, and it was by mistake. But I couldn’t help but wonder if Tanner knew what a trap was, if he’d ever heard the term before. “Not much. I pretty much just went to bed after my computer crashed,” I said, lying. But lying was all I could do without implicating myself in something I knew nothing about.  
 
    Because if traps were gay, then that meant I was guilty of indulging in something gay—even if it was by accident; I still looked at pictures of a boy in drag while my dick got harder and harder.  
 
    “Sounds shitty,” Tanner said. He stretched out his back and I heard it crack. “Well, we’ll make sure you get a decent graphics card and then maybe I’ll pull you through that dungeon later, so you’re all caught up.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” I said. 
 
    We arrived at the mall. It was busy. It took us a good fifteen minutes just to find parking. It was a long walk from our parking spot to the mall, especially with Tanner dragging his feet and complaining about how tired he was. But we finally got into the mall and we finally made our way over to the computer store, after stopping at the food court so that Tanner could get himself a hot dog, which he ate painfully slowly.  
 
    We looked through the graphics card options. It had been a few years since I’d last bought a graphics card. There were so many more options now—brands I’d never even heard of. We had to ask one of the employees for help. He ended up looking at the options and then pointing to one, saying, “That’s a good one.” 
 
    “Why?” Tanner asked. 
 
    He crouched down and read the specs off of the box. We could have done that ourselves, and it didn’t explain why that card was a good one. But it was irrelevant—it was way out of my price range. I ended up grabbing the most expensive one I could afford, assuming it would be good enough. I paid for it and then we started back towards the parking lot. And of course, Tanner wanted to stop in the food court again to buy himself another hot dog. “What? I like hot dogs,” he said after I sighed heavily.  
 
    I waited for him to eat his hot dog. I was getting sick watching him eat (chewing with his mouth wide open), so I lied and said I had to use the bathroom. I got up to wander around for a bit while he finished his second lunch. And while I was wandering, a woman caught my eye. 
 
    She was pretty, and young. Her hair was dyed black and she was wearing a short black dress and bright red lipstick. She stood out. When she sat down at a table, her dress rode up so high, it nearly revealed her panties. She was with a friend who was average at best.  
 
    I kept an eye on the beauty while I wandered around the food court, pretending like I was weighing my lunch options, though I couldn’t afford anything after buying the new graphics card. At one point she looked up and our gazes locked. I hesitated, my heart stammered, and then I looked away. But that quick moment of eye contact resonated with me. She was so beautiful and she noticed me! 
 
    I wandered closer to her while pretending to read fast food menus. I don’t know what my plan was. I was usually pretty good on my feet. I was half-hoping her friend would get up to grab something to eat or use the bathroom, giving me a chance to swoop in. But I was half-hoping her friend would stay, so I could charm both of them at the same time—winning the best friend’s approval is key to winning the girl. 
 
    But as I got within earshot, I heard the little beauty speaking, and I could tell there was something off. Her voice had a strange tinge to it—it was lower than the normal girl voice by a little bit, but there was something else, something strange. I looked over at her, now within ten feet, and I could see it: the bulge of her Adam’s apple. She was a boy. She was a trap. For the second time in as many days, I’d fallen for the disguise—the dress and the makeup and the hair.  
 
    Her hair was real—I could see her roots and her scalp at her part. This wasn’t just a disguise she put on whenever she felt like it. She really put a lot of effort into looking like a girl, and she sure had me fooled until I heard her voice.  
 
    I backed off and wandered back over to Tanner, who was just finishing up his second hot dog. “You just take a huge shit or what? What took so long?” 
 
    “I had to go to the bathroom. There was a line,” I said. 
 
    He laughed. “Sure there was. Want to get out of here?” he said. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He stood up and we walked over to the garbage, which wasn’t too far away from the trap sitting with her friend. She looked up at me as I approached for the second time. Our gazes met again. I was staring into the same eyes that had mesmerized me a few minutes before, but this time I knew they belonged to a man. But they still had that same glow, and the same ability to make my heart stutter. “Hey man, that chick’s looking at you,” Tanner said with a big grin. “You should go get her number.”  
 
    “Huh?” I said, looking away quickly. “What chick?” 
 
    “The one with the black hair—kind of goth-looking. Go get her number.”  
 
    “Her?” I said. “I, uh, I don’t think she’s my type.” I wasn’t sure if Tanner was just screwing with me or not—maybe he could tell that she was a trans girl. Maybe he was trying to bait me into embarrassing myself. I wasn’t going to fall for it.  
 
    “She’s not your type? Look at her. Are you gay or something now?” 
 
    I forced a smile. “I think she might be a trap,” I said.  
 
    He looked at me with squinted eyes. “A what?” he said. 
 
    “You know, a trap,” I said. My heart was racing. I didn’t quite know what I was admitting to, if anything. I didn’t know what Tanner knew, and I didn’t know what was appropriate to broach. “Like, a guy dressed up as a girl.”  
 
    He laughed. “You think that’s a guy? I think you need to look into getting glasses. That’s no guy.”  
 
    “So if you think she’s hot, but she turns out to be a guy, does that make you gay?” I asked, keeping my voice low so no one would overhear.  
 
    He looked at me, not smiling anymore. “What the hell are you on about, man?” he said. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Nothing. Just wondering—that’s all.”  
 
    He stared at me for a moment and then said, “Fine, don’t get her number. She’s practically begging to suck your cock, but that’s none of my business.” We took off back to the car, headed back to my place, to get my new graphics card installed into my computer.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I felt somewhat relieved to know that Tanner also thought the trap at the mall was hot—because she was. She had the kind of face that every girl wants. She was cute, kind of sexy, big shining eyes, soft-looking hair. What else does a man want? Well, a pussy, for starters…  
 
    It was hard to think of anything else while Tanner was helping me install my graphics card. Was I a little bit gay for feeling attracted to the chick at the mall? I mean—it’s not like I was instantly turned off as soon as I heard her voice. It was only a little bit off—not even enough to know for sure that she was a boy in girl’s clothing. Her face was still the same. And there were other guys at the mall checking her out; I caught at least three different guys looking her way. So were they all gay?  
 
    A thought occurred to me while Tanner was trying to get the graphics card to click into the appropriate slot: I knew that I wasn’t gay, so if I was attracted to traps, then traps must not be gay—right? I watched as beads of sweat rolled off of Tanner’s forehead, while he strained and tried to make the graphics card click. If a woman were sweating in my basement while handling electronics, I would have had a giant boner. But I didn’t. In fact, I couldn’t look at Tanner for more than a few seconds before feeling repulsed. And the thought of him naked made me squirm. So I wasn’t attracted to men—at least I wasn’t attracted to any man that I’d ever seen—unless you count the cutie at the mall. 
 
    But I couldn’t exactly write that in my report for Ms. Belland’s class. I couldn’t just write: traps aren’t gay because I’m not gay and I like traps. The class would howl with laughter, and they wouldn’t be laughing with me—they would be laughing at me. So I still needed an angle for my paper, but at least I knew that I wasn’t gay. At least I was pretty sure—though I was starting to wonder.  
 
    And the reason I was wondering was because I was tempted to look up some more traps, to see if I would get the same reaction knowing that I was looking at men—like the cartoon info-graphic said, you’re on a different level of gayness if you are attracted to the trap knowing that she’s a trap.  
 
    So I made sure my bedroom door was closed and then I opened up a private browsing tab on my Internet browser. Then, I searched for traps. I found a website after searching through pages and pages of memes and jokes—a forum for cross-dressers and trans girls who were searching for validation. They would post pictures of themselves and ask people whether they passed. And I was shocked at just how many there were. 
 
    I looked at the times the posts were made—there was a new post every couple of minutes: a new girl each time. And hell, most of them looked pretty good. In fact, I had a hard time believing some of them were even really trans or cross-dressers at all, but instead just men posting pictures of girls to screw with other men. But sure enough, plenty of them included intimate shots of their private parts, I suppose as proof to validate their claims. And I found myself looking at the photos for far longer than I should have.  
 
    In those pictures were some of the prettiest girls I’d ever seen. I was feeling strangely addicted, like I wanted to look at all of the pictures. I kept telling myself, “Just a few more,” but then I would just keep on scrolling through the pages. My heart pounded every time I saw a beautiful, innocent looking girl in one picture, and then her big, hard cock was out in the next. And it wasn’t long before I realized my own cock was rock-hard—I was attracted to the traps. 
 
    I wasn’t just attracted to them—I was finding myself becoming obsessed with them. They were sexy, and there was something so exciting about the fact they had cocks stashed between their legs.  
 
    At first I only admired the ones with implants, the ones who were clearly taking hormone supplements and legitimately trying to be women. But soon enough, I found myself admiring some of the flat-chested ones—chicks with short hair, who were basically just cute boys all shaved up and in their sisters’ lingerie. But some of them were hot, too, in a feminine sort of way. At least that’s what I told myself: they were hot girls, not hot guys. I still shuddered at the thought of being intimate with another man, at the thought of a hard, muscular body rubbing against mine. I liked girls. I liked pretty faces and soft bodies. I liked sexy lingerie and smooth skin and girly haircuts.  
 
    Maybe it had nothing to do with gay or straight—maybe I just liked traps. Maybe it was a whole new label in itself.  
 
    I heard someone walking up to my bedroom. I quickly closed my Internet tabs and I tucked my boner to the side, so it wasn’t sticking out. And a second later, my bedroom door opened. It was my dad. “Hey, I was wondering if you wanted to go tobogganing with your little sister this afternoon?” he asked. 
 
    “Why can’t Heather do it?” I asked. 
 
    “Heather is at her friend’s for a sleepover.”  
 
    “I guess I can do it then,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks.” He closed the door and my heart finally started beating again. 
 
    Heather was my older sister—one year older. Monica was my younger sister—she was only eleven. Heather was old enough to be in college or have a job, but instead she lived at home and did nothing but go out to parties and lie to my parents about going out to sleepovers. At least twice a week she was at a ‘sleepover’.  
 
    I welcomed the distraction from my dark new obsession. I went and put on my coat and my toque and my gloves and then I went to find my little sister, to take her tobogganing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Tobogganing didn’t turn out to be the distraction that I hoped for. The hill was busy with families and groups of friends, making snowmen, having snowball fights, and ripping down the hill on toboggans. There was one group of friends—six girls—that caught my eye in particular. They were about my age, and they were all pretty cute. One of them was blonde with bright blue eyes that you could see from across the park.  
 
    And as I looked at them, I couldn’t help but wonder if one of them was a trap—a trans or a cross-dresser. It didn’t seem like such an outlandish thought. If that website taught me anything, it was that they were everywhere, all around us, many of them indistinguishable from biological women. There were probably fifty young women at that park, coming and going. One of them must have been a trap—right?  
 
    And surely I’d passed many in my lifetime. I’d probably fawned over quite a few—most men have probably fawned over their fair share of trans chicks, completely oblivious to their reality. And I couldn’t see how that made them gay. Though, according to that info-graphic, that didn’t make them 100% gay. So maybe most men had a certain percentage of gayness in them—who knows.  
 
    Monica got bored after just a few runs. The snow on the hill was already flattened by the many toboggans that came before us, so most of the hill was too fast and ‘too scary’ for my little sister. So instead we built a snowman at the top of the hill and then we went back home. And the whole way home, I was looking forward to getting back onto that website, to check out more of those trans beauties.  
 
    Though when I got home, and Monica ran off to her room to play with her toys, I had another idea. My parents were out for the night—dinner and a movie, like they did every Saturday night. I practically had the whole house to myself, as long as Monica was keeping herself busy in her bedroom.  
 
    My heart started pounding when I really started considering my little idea: I wanted to sneak into Heather’s room to borrow some of her clothes, to see if I could pull it off, too.  
 
    As I stepped out into the hall, my hands were shaking. Had I lost my mind? Was I really going to steal my sister’s clothes and makeup, and get dolled up like a little sissy? Was this curious obsession really getting this out of hand? I tried to talk some sense into myself. I tried to convince myself that getting dolled up was super gay, and I liked girls.  
 
    But somehow, I ended up in my sister’s bedroom, digging through her closet, trying to find something that would look cute one me.  
 
    I didn’t have a big build; I was one of the smaller guys in my class. I didn’t know how to put on makeup, but on that trap forum I’d already come across plenty of makeup tutorial posts, so how hard could it be? And as for my hair, there were plenty of traps on that site who just styled their boyish hair to the best of their abilities—maybe using a clip or two to make it look especially girly.  
 
    After getting the clothes and makeup over to my room, I snuck into the bathroom, to shave up my legs and armpits and pubic hair. There were still a few months of winter left, so it’s not like anyone would notice. By the time the warm months rolled around, all of my hair would be grown back. So I made sure my skin was extra-smooth, using a couple of my mom’s disposable razors. And then I made sure all of the hair was washed down the drain, so there was no evidence left behind.  
 
    Before doing my makeup, I put on the stockings. I liked the way they felt as I pulled them up my legs. Then I slid on the panties. They were tighter than I’d expected, but I got used to them quickly. It was kind of nice, how they held everything firmly in place.  
 
    In my sister’s closet, I’d found a piece of lacy lingerie. I don’t know why my sister owned it, and I tried my best not to think of a reason. But the fabric was unbelievably soft, and it fit my body perfectly, as if it was made for me. I didn’t even need to stuff the cups—most of the traps online just accepted their flat chests, and it looked fine to me.  
 
    I clipped my hair to the side with pink clips, and then I got started on my makeup. I pulled up a couple of different tutorials and then I got to work. It came surprisingly naturally to me, and it was actually a lot of fun, getting the eyeliner on perfectly, getting the right amount of eye shadow. The most fun part was seeing it all come together, watching my face transform into something totally different.  
 
    And when I was done, I stepped back, and I watched as a big smile grew on my face. I actually looked good. I actually looked like one of the pretty traps on the Internet. At least I thought so, but there was only one way to find out for sure.  
 
    I set up my camera and did a little photo-shoot, just like the girls on the forum. I started with a little dress on, got down to my lingerie, did a few sexy poses, and then I took my cock out. I did some of the same poses that the other girls did—a personal favourite of mine was when the girls were on their knees, pushing their cock back between their legs. I did my best to imitate those photos. And then I started getting hard.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat as an idea occurred to me: to take a video of myself jerking off. So I set the camera up on a chair across from my bed, pressed record, and then I started to work my shaft. I don’t know whether it was the excitement of it all, or the way my panties were wrapped around my ball sack, but I ended up coming in under a minute—hot jizz billowing up into the air, all over my stocking-clad thighs. My body trembled as cum dribbled down my fingers.  
 
    And then my heart kept pounding as I uploaded it all onto the Internet, for strangers all over the world to judge. And it was only a few minutes before I got the validation I wanted—or maybe it was validation that I really didn’t want.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    So I could see why traps were so popular, though I still couldn’t figure out how I’d never heard of such a thing before. They were nice to look at, nice to fantasize about, and it was exciting to be one, even just for one night. For that night, as I sat on my laptop dressed in my sister’s clothes, wearing my sister’s makeup, I had a blast—but I knew I wasn’t a woman, and I don’t think that I was identifying as a woman. I was just having fun in a way I never knew possible. Would I do it again? Maybe, if I had the house to myself… Did it make me want to make a full transition into being a woman? Probably not. 
 
    But it made me wonder: are traps gay? Because according to those gender studies experts, it’s only gay if the trap identifies as a man. But who can know how they identify? Did that mean that every guy who admired my photos was suddenly gay, because I didn’t identify as a woman? How can they possibly know? So I was no further in my research, in getting to the bottom of the tedious question.  
 
    I found myself on that site again, looking through the photos. Now, I even found myself admiring the photos where the traps had their cocks out. I was starting to like their little sissy cocks. Even the big, thick cocks were nice to look at, making my heart pound and my hands tremble. But the thought of a man’s cock still made me waver and cringe. Even though it was the same appendage, it somehow seemed so much different. Or maybe I was just in denial.  
 
    Looking through those pictures made me wonder: would it be the same in real life?  
 
    If I was out on a date with a girl all night, and then I got her home and found out that she was a transgender, or even just a boy in disguise, would I be fine or would I be disgusted? Through pictures on the Internet, my imagination was doing all the heavy lifting. I didn’t know how these people sounded. I didn’t know how they smelled or how they walked or how they felt. Because you can put on a ton of perfume and still not smell like a woman—women have something that men don’t… maybe a pheromone or something like that.  
 
    And you can see a woman from a mile away, from behind, and still somehow know it’s a woman, even if she has short hair and she’s wearing a parka and snow pants. It’s like a sixth sense. But do these traps have the same thing? Are they able to fake it?  
 
    That girl I saw at the mall—I had no idea that she was a trap until I got close and heard her voice. But then again, I only saw her sitting. So how could I know for sure?  
 
    While I was doing more research and looking through more photos, an advertisement popped up and caught my attention. It was for a tranny dating website. It said, “There are transsexuals in your area looking for relationships!” It wasn’t like some of the other sites that had popped up during my research. This one wasn’t geared towards finding a sex partner, but instead it was more formal, like your average dating website with a twist. 
 
    Signing up was free for the first few days, and I was just curious to see if it was legitimate, or if I would just be inundated with fake accounts and silly stock messages. But it seemed real enough. I made an account, leaving my picture blank, and I searched through the options in my area. I was surprised by how many there were—hundreds of trans chicks, all within a twenty-five mile radius. Some of them looked like the real deal—men who were undergoing or had undergone sexual reassignment surgeries. Some were clearly just looking for sex, but some were looking for long-term relationships. And then there were the other accounts… 
 
    Some of the ‘girls’ on the website were a mystery. They looked like girls, but were they really? They looked cute in dresses, but were their bras just stuffed with toilet paper? Were these girls taking hormones, or were they just doing this when their parents went to sleep each night?  
 
    My heart began pounding as I came across one particular account. I recognized her instantly, even though I only saw her briefly at the mall: the black-haired girl in the black dress. She was signed up for an account on the website, and she was stunning in her pictures. I mean—don’t get me wrong, she was cute in person. But she knew how to work it for the camera. And in none of her photos could you see any cleavage—so was she a trans chick, or was she a trap?  
 
    A green circle appeared next to her name—she was online. My heart skipped a beat. There was a little window at the bottom of the screen: a chat window. All I had to do was press down on a few keys, and I could send her a message. But the thought of doing so sent my heart aflutter.  
 
    She was cute, and I knew it wasn’t just Photoshop. I’d seen her in real life. And even in real life, I wasn’t entirely sure she was trans, but now I knew it for sure. I was right when I thought that her voice was off.  
 
    I stared at her profile for a long time, a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck as I considered sending her a message. But what would I say in my message? Did I want to ask her out? Did I want to go on a date with her? And for what? For my research or for my own pleasure?  
 
    Carefully, I started typing out a message. “Were you by chance at the North Hill Mall today?” I wrote, and then I nervously waited for a reply.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    She replied and then we got to talking. I had to type slowly because my hands were shaking. But it wasn’t long before she finally said, “I hate chatting over the computer. What are you doing tonight?” 
 
    Tonight? It was already 10:30 PM—there was hardly any night left. “You mean tomorrow night?” I asked. 
 
    “No, tonight. We should hang out,” she wrote with a little smiley face. My heart rose up into my throat.  
 
    “Sure,” I wrote before I even considered what I was doing. I was actually agreeing to go out on a late-night date with a trap. I hadn’t thought at all about what I wanted to ask her or what I planned on doing with her. Was this just for research? And if it was, how far was I willing to go to find the answer to my question: are traps gay?  
 
    I found myself at my closet, trying on different dress shirts. Do I wear a tie or is that too much? What are we even going out to do? What’s even open at 11:30 PM? She wanted to meet at a little park that wasn’t too far from my house. Do I walk or do I borrow my parents’ car?  
 
    And what if my friends see me out with her? There was a good chance some of my friends were out at parties—maybe some of the same parties that she wanted to go out to. If we ran into people I knew, would they be able to tell that she was a trap? And would they then think that I was gay? At least then I would maybe have the answer to my assigned question… 
 
    I went with a blue dress shirt and jeans, splitting the difference between casual and formal. I didn’t want her to think that I was some bum, but I didn’t want her to think that I was weird or desperate either. I quietly tiptoed through the house and carefully opened the door, only halfway, because it squeaked when you opened it any more than that.  
 
    I wasn’t breaking any rules. It had been over a year since I’d had any curfews, and it was still the weekend, but I didn’t want my parents knowing that I was going out. I didn’t want to rely on my lying skills when they asked where I went. Because I obviously couldn’t tell them I was going out on a date with a transgender that I met on the Internet.  
 
    I was even quiet as I jogged down the street, getting away from my house as quickly as possible, in case my parents looked out their bedroom window.  
 
    She wasn’t at the park yet when I got there, so I found a nearby bench and took a seat. But it wasn’t long before I was back on my feet, pacing back and forth. I had a nauseous feeling in my gut that was worsening by the minute. I don’t know if it was something I ate or if it was anxiety and regret—I was leaning towards the latter. I had just convinced myself to turn around and run back home when I saw her coming. I froze and my mind went blank. I can’t run now. Now I’m stuck with the decision I made.  
 
    She smiled and waved at me from a block away. It took me a moment to wave back. When she was between streetlights, I could only see her face and legs and arms. Her black dress and black hair blended into the shadows. But when she was under the warm glow of the streetlights, she looked good—really good. She was a cutie, with bright shining eyes and plump lips and a great tush. Her skirt danced from side to side as she approached. She was smiling. “Hey there,” I called out, finally pushing words past the lump in my throat. 
 
    “Hey,” she said back, and I could hear it—that slight masculine tinge in her voice. But this time I saw it coming. This time, it didn’t turn me off of her. Maybe I was just getting used to the idea of being with a biological man… That thought sent a chill down my spine. Were traps just a gateway into being gay? As long as I was entertaining the idea of being with a transgender, was it just a matter of time before I started entertaining the idea of being with a man?  
 
    She stopped just a few feet short of me and looked right into my eyes. “You’re right—I did see you at the mall today,” she said.  
 
    The most nerve-racking part of it all was the fact that she knew that I knew she was a man. I connected with her on a trans dating website. She probably thought that getting with trans chicks was my thing. But even though that wasn’t true, at least she didn’t seem to be put off by it. I mean—she was there with me, after all.  
 
    “You look good,” I said with a smile, my hands still trembling slightly with anxiety.  
 
    “Aw, you’re so sweet. You look nice, too,” she said.  
 
    “So where are we going?” I asked. I had a hard time looking into her eyes for too long. She was too pretty. Those eyes were too stunning. But I knew they belonged to a man, and I hated the idea that stunning eyes could belong to a man. I didn’t mind admiring her body or her face—makeup and clothes and padding and surgeries can go a long way. But those eyes—there is no such thing as ‘eye-feminizing surgery’.  
 
    “What do you mean? We’re already here,” she said, motioning towards the little park behind us, with the jungle gym and the slide and the swing set.  
 
    “Here?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s nice and quiet, so we can talk.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure whether I was relieved. I half-expected to end up somewhere surrounded by people—maybe somewhere loud like a club or a sports bar—somewhere we would just blend in, where I could escape by excusing myself for the bathroom. She didn’t have my phone number or my e-mail address—or even my name. I hadn’t given her my name. So as long as I didn’t sign back into that trans dating website, she would never be able to contact me. But at that park, there was no escaping without her watching me go, and I don’t think I could put her through that.  
 
    We went over to the swing set and we each took a swing. She tried to match my back-and-forth, and she did a pretty good job of it. We were quiet at first. I had no idea what to talk to her about. We were silent for a good thirty seconds before I said, “Oh my God, I never even asked your name.” 
 
    She laughed. “It’s Paula,” she said. I couldn’t help but wonder if her birth name was Paul. But I pushed that thought away. It was hard to keep thought thoughts away. Every thirty seconds, my brain felt the need to remind me that I was on a date with a boy, not a girl. Even when we started to get a good conversation going, that thought would occur to me and I would forget what we were talking about. Though the thought was quickly becoming increasingly difficult to believe as I got used to the sound of her voice. She looked like a chick. She smiled like a chick. She moved like a chick. She smelled like a chick. So what was the difference, really? 
 
    “You seem stressed,” she said out of nowhere.  
 
    “Me?” I said. 
 
    She looked around and laughed. “No, the other guy here. Yeah, you.”  
 
    “I’m okay,” I said.  
 
    She stared at me as she let her swing come to a halt. “Is this your first date?” she asked. 
 
    My heart stuttered. “No, I’ve been on lots of dates before,” I said, but I knew what she meant—and she knew it, too. She just kept staring at me with that cute, and somewhat intimidating grin. “I mean—yeah, it’s my first date with a—you know—someone like you.”  
 
    “I can tell,” she said. 
 
    “How can you tell?”  
 
    “I can just tell.” She kept on swinging, looking back out towards the sleeping town. “I can tell that you’re thinking a lot about it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m not trying to make you feel uncomfortable or anything,” I said. 
 
    “You’re not. You just need to get it out of your system—but you will, don’t worry.” I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant by that, but I smiled and kept on swinging next to her. I did feel like I was slowly getting it out of my system. Those thoughts weren’t as distracting anymore—usually disappearing as soon as I looked into those shining eyes.  
 
    Now, she was looking at me with a big smile. She was saying nothing, but I could tell she had something on her mind. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re still thinking about it,” she said.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m not trying to.” I felt the warmth rush into my face.  
 
    She jumped off of her swing and held out her hand. “C’mon,” she said. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked as I took her hand. Her skin was soft and warm, like a real woman’s.  
 
    “We’re going to get this out of your system,” she said with a big grin. My heart plunged into my gut. I hesitated, but I felt like I didn’t have much of a choice. Besides, I was already there with her—what did I have to lose?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    She led me away from the park, towards the treed area that was designated for off-leash dogs. There were no dogs there now, and there wouldn’t be any for hours. We had the whole place to ourselves—and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.  
 
    Once we were away from the street and the sidewalk, we stopped and she turned to face me. “Okay, kiss me,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I said before the lump in my throat grew too big. 
 
    “I said kiss me.” She gently bit her bottom lip as she smiled. She was cute—really cute, but I still knew that she wasn’t a girl under those clothes and that makeup. And could I really kiss a boy?  
 
    Was it the craziest thing I’d done that weekend? Just the night before, I’d gotten dolled up in my sister’s clothes and I’d posted the pictures publically to the Internet. Kissing a trap didn’t seem nearly as crazy as that. So I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, leaned forward, and I kissed her. Her lips were soft and warm, and she kissed back right away. She even glazed my lips gently with her tongue as we kissed.  
 
    I pulled back after three seconds. “What was that?” she asked.  
 
    “What do you mean? It was a kiss.” 
 
    “That wasn’t a kiss—that was a peck,” she said. “Try again.” 
 
    So I took another deep breath and I went in for another kiss. And this time, she slipped her hands behind my head and pulled me in tight, pressing my lips firmly against hers. It was only about five seconds before her tongue was in my mouth. I felt completely rigid and my head was racing with anxiety, but I didn’t want the moment to end. I loved the way it felt. She was a great kisser. With each passing second, I could feel my heart melting away. So she was technically a boy—so what? Men’s lips and women’s lips are made of the same thing, aren’t they?  
 
    But it didn’t feel like I was kissing a boy—not that I’d ever kissed a boy before. No matter how much my brain tried to remind me, it just felt like I was having the best kiss of my life with the prettiest girl I’d ever seen.  
 
    Her hands slipped up my shirt and began to caress my sides. They felt nice. “There you go,” she said with a grin in her voice. “Now you’re relaxing.”  
 
    “Yeah?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s not so weird now, right?” 
 
    “No,” I said. I could still feel the warmth burning in my cheeks. I was still terrified someone would come around and see us and know that I was kissing a biological boy. I still found myself looking around whenever we took a short break.  
 
    She took my hands and brought them to her chest. She pressed my palms into her tits—which weren’t real. I couldn’t tell whether I was squeezing foam pads, toilet paper bundles, or socks, but I certainly wasn’t squeezing breasts. But I didn’t mind. She still moaned gently as I squeezed, and I still found myself surrendering to the moment. We kept kissing. She tilted her head back so I could kiss her neck. I could feel the bulge of her Adam’s apple with my lips, but I still didn’t care. She smelled to pretty for me to care. 
 
    “You still seem tense. Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    I smiled. “I’m good.” Though I could still feel that warmth in my cheeks.  
 
    “I’m going to push you out of your comfort zone. Is that okay?” she asked.  
 
    I felt that lump forming in my throat again. But before it could silence me completely, I said, “Sure.” I regretted it as soon as I said it, but a part of me was curious. I wanted to know what she was going to do. And I wanted to know if I would like it or not.  
 
    She pressed on my shoulders until I sunk to my knees. My heart started racing when she reached down and lifted up the skirt of her dress. “I want you to suck me until I’m hard,” she said.  
 
    “W—What?” I said, my body suddenly cold and trembling. 
 
    “I promise you’ll like it,” she said—but that’s exactly what I was afraid of. I didn’t want to like it. Because if I liked it, what was stopping me from liking it with a man dressed as a man? Where was the line drawn between male and female—between gay and straight?  
 
    I could see the bulge of her cock in her pink panties. It wasn’t a big bulge. I stared at it for a moment before reaching for the panties, to pull them down. I figured I had nothing to lose at this point—I’d already kissed her, squeezed her flat chest. I’d already put on my sister’s clothes, and I’d already masturbated to rock-hard traps on the Internet. So what difference did it even make at this point?  
 
    I pulled her panties down. Her cock was small. She was completely shaved around it. I reached out for her little dick but I hesitated, stopping my hand just inches away. I didn’t have to go through with it—I could still decline and go home and never talk to her again and forget any of this ever happened… Or I could just do it. 
 
    I took her little cock between my thumb and index finger. Carefully, I began to stroke her, pulling back her foreskin, lifting up her rod. It was warm, and it was starting to get hard. I carefully brought it to my lips and let it slip into my mouth. My heart was pounding but I wasn’t slowing down. I started to suck her beautiful little cock.  
 
    Her fingers nestled into my hair. Was it gay? Who knows… maybe it was. I couldn’t stop myself, no matter how I tried to justify it in my mind. I just wanted to get her hard. I wanted to taste her raging erection. I wanted to make her leak pre-cum on my tongue.  
 
    Even hard, she wasn’t very big—an inch or two smaller than my own cock. But even as it stood upright, pulsing against her abdomen, it somehow looked feminine, like it belonged to a woman. But that’s impossible—how can a cock belong to a woman?  
 
    I ran the tip of my tongue from her ball sack, along the underside of her rod, to the tip of her penis. I watched it twitch as it tried to grow harder, but it was as hard as it could get. “Not so bad, right?” she said. Now her cheeks were rosy and she had a lethargic look about her. She smiled and then bit her lip. “Do you want to… you know—fuck my little boy pussy?” She tried not to let the little giggle slip. She wasn’t hiding the fact that she was technically a man—not at all—but somehow that only made it hotter and more exciting. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    As I stood up, she spun around, pressing her hands against the nearest tree and bending over. I flipped up her skirt, exposing her plump, soft tush. I spread her cheeks, revealing her puckering hole. I could see her ball sack hanging between her legs. She could have easily hidden it by pressing her thighs together, but I didn’t want that—I liked it the way it was, hanging out. I liked that she was a trap and not a woman and not a man.  
 
    I unzipped my fly and pulled out my cock. I was already hard—how could I not be? I brought my hand to her face and told her to spit into it. She did. I used her spit as lubrication, rubbing it on my cock before pressing my tip up to her ready hole. I stuck it in her. There was almost no resistance. She knew how to take a cock in her ass. I stuck it in deep, until she started moaning, and then I started to pump her asshole.  
 
    I held her hips tight, so she wouldn’t move around too much. I got in deep and rammed hard. I put my chin on her shoulder so I could look down and see her bouncing erection while I fucked her. I was mesmerized by it. I couldn’t imagine her without it—I couldn’t imagine being with a girl without one. I reached around and started to massage it and stroke it. “You like that?” I asked. 
 
    As she moaned more and more, she began to slip out of her feminine voice. She tried to hold it, but there was only so much she could do as the euphoria began to take hold. “I want you to come for me. Come in my hand,” I said. 
 
    “Then don’t stop,” she said through clenched teeth. I could see that her legs were trembling. She was having a hard time standing upright in her heeled boots. I squeezed her little cock harder and pumped faster.  
 
    “Come for me,” I said again, staring at that beautiful little cock. I wanted to milk it. I wanted to see her warm load billowing out. “Please come for me.”  
 
    She tried to grip the tree bark, unsuccessfully. She was moaning, squirming, trembling. I held her as firmly as I could as she started to scream. I had my whole cock inside of her body, my pelvis pressed firmly into her tush. “Come for me, baby. C’mon.”  
 
    Finally, she burst. I watched as the first stream flew into the air, and then I aimed her rod towards her belly. I made her come on herself and I watched as it dribbled back down to her cock, to my fist, down her legs. And then I rubbed it back up, back on her abdomen.  
 
    She took my hand and brought it to her lips. She licked her own cum off of one of my fingers. And then I came myself. I couldn’t hold back—not after witnessing that sight. I came deep in her boy pussy, as deep as I could push—somewhere in her stomach. She moaned and trembled and her rectum puckered my rod gloriously.  
 
    And then I stumbled back and watched as my creampie oozed out. “That was amazing,” I said between heavy breaths.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said with a big euphoric smile on her face. She stumbled as she tried to stand upright. I watched as she pulled up her panties and tucked her little cock back in.  
 
    The rest of the date was fun, even though I was still thinking about the fact that she was a boy—a boy that I’d just fucked. But I didn’t care anymore. When those thoughts came into my head, I just thought: who cares?  
 
    Who cares if traps are gay or if they’re straight or if they’re something else? It doesn’t make any difference. People like what they like, regardless of labels. Labels just complicate things and make people confused. Some gay people probably like traps and some gay people probably don’t. Some straight people like them and some don’t. At the end of the day, who cares? As long as no one’s getting hurt. 
 
    And that’s how I explained it to my class, concluding my presentation with the line, “Are traps gay? Who cares?” When the teacher asked what I did for research, I didn’t tell her everything. Hell, I hardly told her anything. I just lied and said that I used Google and Wikipedia. She seemed satisfied with that answer. She didn’t need to know that I fucked a trap, or that I tried being one myself.  
 
    It doesn’t matter if something you do or like is straight or gay—it only matters if it makes you happy. And for me, traps make me happy—very happy.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    OUR DEEP DARK SECRET 
 
    Teddy and James have a deep, dark secret: they like to take turns getting dolled up and messing around after school. It all started inconspicuously enough, but the question is: how long will it stay a secret?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    James and I had a deep, dark secret that no one could ever know about.  
 
    It was such a serious secret that even we didn’t even talk about it with one another. Occasionally James would give me a look and I knew it was on his mind. Other than that, it never came close to coming out into the open.  
 
    But we didn’t always have our little secret. In fact, James and I had been friends for nearly ten years, and it was never a thing during that time. It wasn’t until the end of high school that it started, and it all started out as a joke.  
 
    I’ll never forget the day it started—the day our lives changed forever. And they really did change; no matter how much I’ve tried to tell myself otherwise. It was around the end of January, and our little town had just had the biggest snowstorm in its history: nearly five feet in twenty-four hours. We were a town that was used to the snow, but this was different. This was a whole different level of snow. 
 
    For the first time ever, businesses shut down and schools closed their doors—every school but ours. We went to a private school, and most of the students lived within walking distance.  
 
    I was upset when I heard on the radio that my school was still operating. James and I were already making plans to go out tobogganing. But those plans would have to wait until after school. For the first time since the third grade, my mom stood by the front door with me, making sure I was putting on my coat and my snow pants and my boots. “I don’t want you catching a cold!” she said. 
 
    “Ma, I’m eighteen now. I can dress myself.” I rolled my eyes, but she still insisted on zipping up my coat for me. I thought I was so mature—I’d slept with two girls already, one was a cheerleader—but I had no idea that I hadn’t even lost my innocence yet. I was going to later that day.  
 
    I trudged through the snow. A walk that normally took me eight minutes took me twenty-five. There was a valley that I normally walked through. At the bottom of the valley, I couldn’t see anything and I panicked for a moment as a thought occurred to me: If I fall and twist an ankle, it will be weeks before anyone finds me. Within an hour, I would be buried completely, and there was no one around. Luckily I didn’t twist an ankle and I managed to make it to school.  
 
    I was late, but I figured the teachers would understand. I ran to my locker, got my textbooks, and then I ran to my first class. And I was disappointed to see that the class was mostly empty. Only six students showed up—myself and James included. At least James was there, I thought to myself.  
 
    Our teacher looked like she didn’t want to be there. She spent the first twenty minutes trying to muster up a lecture, and then she finally gave in and let us just do our homework for the final forty minutes. She sat at her desk and stared out the window at the falling snow, probably wishing she took a job at a different school, one that wouldn’t make her hike miles through many feet of snow just to teach six students who weren’t even paying attention.  
 
    Our second class wasn’t much different. One of our classmates—one of the six that showed up—left between classes. They probably figured the teachers wouldn’t care, and they were right. No attendances were taken that day. It should have been a day off. 
 
    After lunch, we had our elective classes. So our class of six splintered off. I was literally the only student in shop class. My teacher, Mr. Anderson, had me clean up the classroom. He didn’t seem to think it was worth it to turn on all the machines just for me, and I can’t say that I blame him.  
 
    And for my final class, I had drama with James. Everyone else was either in art, music, or back at home for the day where we all should have been. James and I sat down in our usual seats and waited for the drama teacher to show up. 
 
    We only took drama because it was notorious for being easy As. The teacher, Ms. Hensley, only gave out bad marks when students didn’t show up. And that day, she wasn’t even giving out bad grades for that. She showed up ten minutes late looking tired like every other teacher in the school. She looked at us and smiled. “I didn’t expect the two of you to be the ones to show up today. I thought you would definitely jump on the opportunity to stay home.” 
 
    “And miss drama class? No way,” James said with a big smirk. His sarcasm didn’t go unappreciated by Ms. Hensley.  
 
    She went to her desk and grabbed a stack of scripts—she always had a stack of scenes for each class, and each class usually had a theme. We’d done Shakespeare, scenes from modern movies, and scenes that she wrote herself. “Well this will be interesting, because today I wanted to do love scenes.”  
 
    I felt my face turn red. I didn’t want to look over at James to see his reaction, but I could tell that his face was red, too, just by how still he suddenly was. “What else do you got?” James asked with a nervous voice. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said. “But it will be a good exercise—believe me. I’ll teach you how to do a stage kiss—it’s a very useful skill when you’re on stage.” Neither James nor I had any intention of ever being on a stage, and even less of an intention to ‘stage kiss’ with one another. I wished she would have brought those scenes any other day. There was a girl in our class—Mandy. I would have killed to practise my stage kissing with her for the hour.  
 
    “Can we pass?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “It won’t be so bad. Quit being insecure.” I felt my heart plunge into my gut. I didn’t want to kiss James—even if it was a fake kiss—but I didn’t want to be insecure either. I didn’t want Ms. Hensley to think that I was insecure, and I didn’t want James to think that I was insecure.  
 
    James looked at me with a grin. “Well, Teddy? Want to practise kissing with me?” He puckered his lips and then started to laugh. I tried to force a laugh, so I wouldn’t come off as insecure, but I had a feeling my insecurities were showing. I really didn’t want to kiss my best friend.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She gave us the scenes and then she gave us ten minutes to read over the lines and familiarize ourselves with the material. James was assigned the female role. He wandered away while reading aloud and gesturing into the air like he was preparing for some grandiose Shakespearian performance. I stayed in my seat, trying to read the lines, while trying to come up with an excuse to get me out of doing the scene—an excuse that wouldn’t make Ms. Hensley and James think that I was some scared, vulnerable dweeb.  
 
    I came up with nothing but anxiety. When James came back from his whimsical wanderings, he was wearing a blonde wig and a green dress that he’d nabbed from the costume rack. The blonde wig hit him surprisingly well, and it looked surprisingly real on his head. Even the dress didn’t fit him half bad. He’d stuffed the cups of the dress with something, giving him a fake bust—and even that looked pretty good. “Ready, Teddy?” he said in a girl voice that also took me by surprise. He laughed. I laughed, too, but I wasn’t sure what I was laughing at. 
 
    “Okay, and action,” Ms. Hensley said, taking a seat in her chair, planting an elbow on her knee and her chin on her fist.  
 
    I cleared my throat and began reading my lines. James was full of energy that day. He read his lines with big gestures and smiles and inflections. He wasn’t taking it seriously, and I appreciated that. The last thing we needed was two awkward people being awkward in a room together—one was more than enough.  
 
    I saw the kissing part coming up—just a few lines ahead. I was dreading what James would do. I really didn’t want to kiss him. “And cut!” Ms. Hensley said. “That was very good. But we need to learn our stage kiss before we go any farther.”  
 
    She got up and walked towards us. First, she turned me towards her by grabbing my hips. “Okay, so it’s simple. Your lips don’t have to touch. You simply touch noses and the man uses his hand to cover the kiss from the audience, like this…” She stepped up to me, leaned forward, pressed her nose against mine, and covered our face from James with her hand by pretending to caress the side of my face. It was horribly awkward, but at least it wasn’t a kiss.  
 
    “Can we just skip the kiss part?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, c’mon Teddy!” James said in his girl voice. “Don’t you want to kiss me? Don’t you love me anymore?”  
 
    I rolled my eyes and wished that I’d stayed home from school that day. “I don’t care. It just seems like a waste of time,” I said. 
 
    “It won’t be so bad,” Ms. Hensley said, taking her seat again and reassuming her directing pose. “And action!” 
 
    So we ran through the lines again, and as that kiss got closer, I became more and more nervous. I could hear the nerves in my voice. I could feel a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck. This was stupid—why was she making us do this? Why wasn’t she just letting us go home? Everyone else was at home—why did we have to suffer for being the good students who actually showed up?  
 
    And the kiss came. James stepped forward and closed his eyes, leaning his head in slightly. I leaned my head in and brought my hand up to his face. I closed my eyes and touched my nose to his. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. 
 
    “Great, and cut!” Ms. Hensley said. “Let’s try another scene. That was great.” She seemed satisfied. As long as I got my A+ grade to bring up my average, I was happy. A few little fake screen kisses weren’t going to kill me.  
 
    She handed us a new scene, which also ended with a kiss. She gave us fifteen minutes to familiarize ourselves with the material. Again, James wandered off, rehearsing aloud in his feminine voice. He took the female role before Ms. Hensley even assigned it. But I didn’t want the role, so I was happy. He seemed to enjoy goofing around as a girl. 
 
    Fifteen minutes past and James wasn’t back yet. “Where did he go?” Ms. Hensley asked me. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Beats me,” I said.  
 
    And then he finally came back, almost unrecognizable. He’d found a makeup kit in the costume room and he’d gone to town—eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick, the whole deal. “Don’t I look pretty?” he said, running his fingers through his blonde wig. I have to admit, he really did look like a chick. He even smelled like a chick, as if he’d found some perfume back there. I never realized how big and shining his eyes were, or how full his lips were. If he showed up for class like that one day, I don’t think anyone would have even known he wasn’t a woman.  
 
    Ms. Hensley laughed. “A good actor takes their roles seriously,” she said. It was a useless comment, but James seemed to like it. He ran his fingers through his hair again.  
 
    And we did the scene. I was clumsy with my lines, distracted by James as he stared into my eyes. I felt strangely intimidated, as if he was trying to seduce me. I mean—his character was technically trying to seduce me, but it was just acting. I didn’t realize James was capable of being such a good actor. Or maybe he just knew that he was messing with me and making me feel uncomfortable, and he was getting a kick out of it.  
 
    And the kissing scene came. Except this time, James’s character was supposed to kiss me. I closed my eyes as he came in and I puckered my lips, raising up my hand to cover our faces like before. But he went too far. His lips connected with mine, and for a brief second—maybe two or three seconds at most—we kissed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I wasn’t sure how to process the kiss. It just happened, out of nowhere, taking me by surprise—but still, I let it happen. But I think I only let it happen because I didn’t want to come off as insecure. James was just goofing around with that female character he’d created, and I was just trying to play along with him. It was just acting. 
 
    Thankfully my hand was covering out mouths, so Ms. Hensley couldn’t tell that it was a real kiss. She just clapped her hands and said, “And scene! Bravo!” She looked up at the clock and then said, “Would you look at the time. Time flies when you’re watching fantastic performances.” Apparently her bar for high school acting was set quite low.  
 
    It was still ten minutes until the end of school, but Ms. Hensley was satisfied with her class, so she let us leave early—though I think she was just looking for an excuse to leave early herself, so she could beat the snowy traffic nightmare that was already brewing outside.  
 
    She grabbed her purse and jacket from her desk while we were still standing there and said, “See you boys tomorrow,” and she took off, leaving us alone in that drama room.  
 
    The school was quiet, not even footsteps in the hallways, as most of the students that showed up had already taken off for the day. I looked back at James, who was still standing directly in front of me. He was looking at me. His cheeks were red and mine probably were, too. “That was interesting,” he said, still using his girly voice. 
 
    “Why are you still talking like that?” I asked. “What’s gotten into you?” 
 
    He laughed—even his laugh was surprisingly feminine. “What? You don’t like it?” I was pretty sure that he was just messing with me—just pressing my buttons and enjoying my embarrassment. He must have known that he actually looked pretty good, and he must have known that it was a confusing sight, because it was confusing. It didn’t seem like I was looking at James. And it didn’t seem like I was talking to James. Instead, it felt like I was standing in front of an actual woman, a vibrant woman with a pretty face and a nice voice and a cute smile. 
 
    I don’t know what happened next—my memory of the moment is somewhat of a blur, as it seemed to happen so fast and without any logical reason. We kissed again, but I don’t know who initiated it. I think she initiated when she leaned forward, but I was the one who completed the initiation. It was a continuation of the kiss from our scene—our lips pressed together, now with my hands on her sides, instead of covering our faces. I stepped in closed and got lost in the moment…  
 
    And I really was lost in the moment. I don’t know what happened to my common sense or my morality. I should have stepped back and spat and wiped my mouth because I was kissing my male best friend, but instead I just kept kissing, and she kept kissing back. After a moment, her tongue penetrated my lips and I accepted it into my mouth. But the whole time, I didn’t stop to think what was happening. I was just accepting it, the way you accept the strange reality of a surreal dream. When you wake up, you think, ‘Why was I not confused about the fact it was raining porcupines?’ But now, I wasn’t asleep. I really was kissing my best friend.  
 
    And soon enough, we weren’t just kissing. She tilted her head back so I could kiss her neck. I probably left a few hickeys. And while I worked away at her neck, I started to explore her body with my hands, squeezing her chest, feeling up her ass. She had her hands all over me, rubbing firmly while she breathed heavily.  
 
    She sunk to her knees and began to do away with my belt. I looked towards the door to make sure it was shut. It was. I looked back down at my surprise loved and then I slipped my fingers into the hair of her wig. She reached into my pants and fished out my cock, and she didn’t waste a second before she started sucking. I was already hard, but she got me rock-solid. She plunged my rod deep into her throat, her tongue slipping around my whole girth, getting me wet and slippery. I held her head firmly while I thrust myself gently into her warm throat. She only gagged a little bit.  
 
    And still, I didn’t stop to think about what I was doing, or what kind of trouble I was getting myself into. I did have a cold tingling in my spine, suggesting something was off, trying to steal my attention. But it was hopeless, and it was too late. We’d already gone too far.  
 
    She stood up and spun around, bending over as she placed her hands on the seat of a chair. I threw up the skirt of her dress. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. She held her legs close together, to hide her cock and balls, but I knew they were there. Yet still, I didn’t hesitate. I dropped my knees, spread her cheeks, and started eating out her asshole like it was prime pussy. She moaned gently as I worked my tongue in deep. She was shaved all over. I didn’t notice it at the time—at least I didn’t stop to think that there was anything strange about it.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. I stood up, lined my slobber-covered cock up with her slobber-covered hole, and I pushed in. It wasn’t until I was three inches deep that she clenched, and she only clenched for a few seconds before she relaxed, letting me slide in all the way. I gently caressed her ass with my hands before beginning to thrust in and out of her.  
 
    She really did look like a woman. She had the body of a woman, nice and thin with nice curves, and her facial features were surprisingly soft and cute. And I still couldn’t get over those big, shining eyes, or that adorable smile that she was making now while the euphoria quickly consumed her.  
 
    She was a little bit of a slut, pushing her tush back into my pelvis with every thrust, making sure to get all of me inside of her, as deep as I could possibly go. I liked the way her soft butt slapped against my muscular pelvis. “Make me come,” she said between heavy moans.  
 
    I held her tight, plunged her hard, and I came down fast. I was getting at least two penetrations in every second. Her legs were beginning to tremble. Her moaning was quickly turning into screaming. I had to reach around to cover her mouth, so no one would hear and think she was being attacked. She gently bit down on my hand and let out another long, muffled moan. I wanted to make her come, but I wasn’t sure I was going to make it much longer. I was on the verge of coming myself. 
 
    “Oh God, don’t stop. I’m about to come. Don’t stop!” she said through clenched teeth. But I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold it. I was already clenching, already groaning, already biting down on my tongue as I tried to control my breathing. “Oh fuck, I’m coming. Holy shit, I’m actually coming,” she said with a shaken voice.  
 
    I couldn’t see her cock, but I could see the puddle of white jizz that was forming between her feet as her cock oozed out her hot load.  
 
    I came, deep in her asshole, with one last, hard thrust. I groaned and sunk my nails into her skin, and then once the final blast of my cum was inside of her body, reality finally hit me: I’d just fucked my best friend.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    As you can imagine, I was deeply confused when I got home. I found myself sitting in my room, in silence, wondering whether or not it had really happened. I tried to convince myself that it was just some midday hallucination—a vivid daydream, and nothing more. But it really happened, no matter what I tried to tell myself. 
 
    But what did it mean? Did it mean that I was gay? No, no, I couldn’t have been gay—I wasn’t attracted to James when he was James. I wasn’t even sure that I was attracted to him when he was all dolled up—I was just swept away in the moment. I was taken advantage of during a moment of vulnerability. I mean—he did look kind of cute in that dress and that makeup. It’s not like I had sex with a man with a beard and big muscles or anything like that. Right? 
 
    I thought about calling James, to talk to him about it, to try and clear the air and bring some sort of closure to our little romp. But I was terrified of what he would say. Was he regretting it as much as me? Was he sitting at home, feeling just as confused and freaked out?  
 
    I didn’t end up calling him. Instead, I did my best to not think about it. I played video games, watched a movie—and I even did some homework that wasn’t due for another two weeks—anything I could do to get the romp off of my mind. It didn’t work. I still had the image in my mind of James bent over in that little dress, his ass cheeks spread, his rectum puckering. The thought had my heart racing. I probably aged three months in that one evening.  
 
    And before I went to bed, I once again considered calling him. I knew that this was going to bug me until we worked it out—until I knew what had happened and why and that it would never happen again. But I didn’t call him. I was still too afraid to hear his voice. So I went to sleep and dreamed about making love to my best friend.  
 
    I didn’t see James until class the next morning. Everyone was back from their little snow day. I came in a few minutes late and ended up taking my usual seat, right next to James. We didn’t say anything to one another, even after the bell rang and everyone got up to migrate over to their next class. James was in my next class, but again, we said nothing to one another. At lunch, we went our separate ways. Shop class was a welcomed relief, because it was the only class we didn’t have together.  
 
    Though I spent the whole hour of shop class dreading the next period: drama. What if Ms. Hensley paired us together again? What if she wanted us to show the class our stage kissing skills that we’d learned the day before? And what if James got himself all dolled up again?  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. A part of me wanted to see him all dolled up again. I wanted to see if I really was crazy the day before. I wanted to see how the other guys reacted when they saw him in his makeup and his little dress. And I wanted to see those big, shining eyes and that cute smile again… 
 
    I shook the thoughts from my head and my heart filled with even more dread. When the bell rang, I felt my hands beginning to tremble. I watched as the students in my class filtered out to go to their lockers before their final period. And I just stood there, feeling nervous, trying to think of a way out of the class. Maybe I could lie and say I was sick. Maybe I could just accept one missed class on my report card. Or maybe I just had to bite my tongue and go through with it. 
 
    I took a deep breath and went to class. And thankfully, we had a substitute teacher. She seemed flustered and out of her element. And instead of doing scenes in pairings like we usually did, she had us all take turns reading monologues in front of the class. I got Alec Baldwin’s monologue from Glengarry Glen Ross. I don’t think my performance was going to win any Academy Awards though.  
 
    James got one of Robert De Niro’s scenes from Taxi Driver. He did all right, but he wasn’t nearly as convincing as the day before, when he played the female roles.  
 
    When the bell rang, everyone was quick to leave—the substitute teacher included. Most of the roads still hadn’t been ploughed and traffic was still a gigantic nightmare. I was on my way out of the class when I heard James call out my name. “Hey Teddy!” he said. I turned around and he was standing by the door to the costume room. “Don’t go just yet. I think we need to talk.”  
 
    I was dreading that talk, but he was right. We did need to talk. There were still a few students lingering around, slowly getting their textbooks packed away. James looked around at them and then he looked back at me. “You know what? Just meet me back here in twenty minutes, once everyone’s gone.”  
 
    “Alright,” I said, and it was the first thing I’d said to him since coming deep in his asshole. But I still couldn’t stand the idea of being in the same room as him. So I turned around and left for my locker. I slowly packed away my textbooks and whatnot, waiting for the halls to clear out. I probably waited longer than twenty minutes, as I wanted to make sure the coast really was clear before we had our conversation. If anyone overheard us talking about what we’d done the day before, our lives would be over—we would end up as the laughing stock of the school. 
 
    So once the halls were clear and quiet, I started back towards the drama room. Whenever someone walked past me, I turned down a new hall and pretended to be headed somewhere else. I don’t know why I did it—but my impulses were guiding me. So it took longer than expected to finally reach the drama room. I looked around to make sure no one was looking before slipping into the room, locking the door behind me. But James wasn’t there. 
 
    I waited a few seconds before calling out his name, in case he was hiding somewhere. “Down here!” his voice called back. It was coming from the costume room. So I opened the door and walked down the stairs into the dimly lit costume room, which was packed with racks of costumes and wigs and shelves of shoes and props.  
 
    I looked around but still couldn’t spot James. “James? You in here?” I called out. 
 
    And then he jumped up behind me. “Boo!” he said, startling me. I spun around quickly and jumped back. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” I said, and as I said it, I noticed he was all dolled up again, this time wearing a skimpy red dress and red high heels that made his legs look phenomenal. He had matching red lipstick, and he was wearing the same wig as the day before.  
 
    And instead of having a conversation, I kissed him, and he kissed me. It was another impulse, another move that lacked any logic or reasoning. I just went in for the kiss without thinking, and I found myself surrendering to feelings that only seemed to exist when we were together, and he was all pretty and feminine.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I couldn’t control my urges, and neither could she. We had our hands all over each other. It wasn’t long before her tongue was in my mouth, and then it wasn’t long after that before her hand was down the front of my pants. I slipped one of my hands under the backside of her skirt and I gently stuck one of my fingers into her asshole while we made out.  
 
    I’d thought we were going to figure our shit out, but we just ended up indulging all over again. Though I couldn’t help but wonder if James had been trying to seduce me from the moment he put on that lacy green dress the day before. Was James gay? If so, for how long had he wanted to sleep with me? Or was this all just some side effect of being assigned a female role for an acting exercise. No—that can’t be it. Putting on a dress doesn’t make someone want to fuck men. 
 
    I didn’t give it too much thought in the moment. Instead, I ended up laying her down on the floor of the costume room, on her stomach. I spent a couple of minutes eating out her asshole before mounting her like a horny dog. I pinned her arms at her sides as I plunged in deep. And then I fucked her like a limp ragdoll. I only released one of her hands briefly so I could muffle her moaning by sticking two of my fingers into her mouth—the same fingers that I’d used to finger her asshole. She seemed like it though; she started sucking between heavy moans.  
 
    I pulled out and came on her ass—and I really unloaded, more cum than I’d ever produced in a single nut. It looked like I’d spilled a whole piña colada on her tush. 
 
    And then once again, we got up quietly and awkwardly and then we went our separate ways, saying nothing to one another until drama class came around again the next day.  
 
    A whole week went by that we fucked daily. I looked forward to those fucks, but I also dreaded them, knowing they weren’t wrong on so many levels. I was fucking a man who also happened to be my best friend. It just wasn’t right. And every day I was terrified someone would catch us, or somehow someone would find out. What if James decided to tell someone? Why would he do it? I don’t know, but why would he get all dressed up and let his best friend fuck him in the ass?  
 
    It was a Monday afternoon, thirty minutes after school, when I showed up in the costume room to meet with James. He wasn’t dolled up, taking me by surprise. He was just standing there, without makeup, in the same clothes he’d been wearing all day. “It’s your turn,” he said with a grin, and then he motioned towards an outfit he had picked out. It was the lacy green dress that he’d worn the first time we fucked.  
 
    And I didn’t ask questions. I got undressed, slipped into the green dress and the blonde wig, and I spent twenty minutes trying to figure out my makeup. It was surprisingly easy, and I looked surprisingly good with a little bit of dark eyeliner and some blush on my cheeks. It was a skill that would develop over time, the way it developed over time for James, but for that afternoon, James was satisfied. Once I was all dolled up, we kissed again. 
 
    This time, it all felt different. He suddenly felt stronger, and I felt vulnerable and weak. He held me tightly while we made out. He ended up kissing my neck, giving me a few hickeys that I would have to hide with a turtleneck for the next couple of days. He bent me over and ate out my asshole, and then he pulled down his pants and presented me with his cock.  
 
    I hesitated, my heart pounding. But I was curious to try it—not to mention, he’d sucked me off five days in a row. It seemed like the least I could do. So I lifted up his thick member and I guided it to my lips. I sunk him into my mouth and I started sucking. He moaned gently as I ran my tongue up and down his length. He liked it. And to be honest, I kind of liked it, too. I liked the way I was able to make him moan and tremble. I felt like I was in control of his pleasure. And I liked the idea that I was pretty enough for him.  
 
    I got him rock-hard. I tried to deep-throat him the way he deep-throated me, but I ended up gagging. He was too big to suck fully. But he didn’t seem to mind.  
 
    He told me to stand up and turn around. Then he pinned me to a wall. I was nervous as hell. I’d never taken anything in the ass before, and I wasn’t looking forward to starting with his giant erection. I took a few deep breaths. My heart skipped a beat when I felt his throbbing tip press up against my asshole. He started pushing. I resisted at first—just as an impulse. “Relax,” he said, so I took another deep breath and managed to unclench. He slid in deep, filling me completely. And then he said, “Look.” 
 
    I looked to where he was pointing: a mirror across the room. I could see myself with James behind me, stuffing me with his giant dick. I looked sexy. My face was adorable and my body was great. I had no idea that I had such a feminine figure. I liked the way I looked. “Fuck me,” I said, and then I watched that mirror as James began to thrust in and out of me. There’s something very strange about watching a man dominate you—strange but incredibly sexy. It wasn’t long before a warm trembling overwhelmed my body. I looked down and saw that my cock was starting to rise up and harden.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” I said between deep breaths. I was trying to control myself, so I wouldn’t start moaning and screaming. But it was becoming harder and harder. I bit down on my tongue and then I gave in. I started to moan and squirm. He held me firmly. “I’m about to come,” he said. And I felt like I was about to come—which seemed impossible, seeing as I hadn’t touched my cock. I bit down harder on my tongue and tried to hold back the intense euphoria that was overtaking me. I closed my eyes. I could feel every inch of his huge rod—his thick veins rubbing against my anal walls. It felt nice—too nice.  
 
    When I opened my eyes, I saw that my cock was leaking cum. A long white strand dripped from my cock to a puddle on the floor. And it wasn’t until that moment that I realized I’d been moaning aloud for the past few minutes.  
 
    James groaned and penetrated me deep. Then I felt his hot load exploding inside of me. I tried to clutch the wall, but there was nothing to hold. I’d never felt so stuffed in my life, like his come was about to blast out of my mouth. Luckily it didn’t. He stumbled back and I felt his hot load rush out of my body. It dribbled out of my hole, no matter how hard I clenched. “That was awesome,” he said as he caught his breath. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. And that was all we said until we met up the next day to do it all over again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    We never talked about it—literally never, even once we started talking outside of drama class. It was like those romps only existed while they were happening, and then they ceased to exist until it was time to go at it again.  
 
    James and I started going out to parties together again. We started hanging out with our usual friends, who were all completely oblivious to what was happening between us. And after a few months of fucking almost daily, I stopped thinking about it. It started to just become part of my life. We didn’t have to agree to not tell anyone—we just knew that it was something that was between us, and that was all there was to it. End of story… 
 
    But it wasn’t the end of our story. Because such a habit is bound to become complicated sooner or later. There were a few close calls. One afternoon I was dolled up—the prettiest I’d ever been, with lots of red lipstick and my hair nicely curled—and someone came into the costume room. Luckily we heard them coming about five seconds before they came in—just enough time to get James’s cock out of my ass and back into his trousers. We lied and said that we were just rehearsing for a homework assignment. Thank God the student that found us wasn’t in our grade, and had no idea that we had no homework assignments. And thank God he didn’t recognize me in my disguise.  
 
    Another time, James’s phone accidentally pocket-dialled one of our friends. Our friend listened to us fucking for ten minutes before we realized the phone was lit up. James took the bullet and lied, saying that he was watching porn. Everyone laughed at him, but a little bit of laughter was better than the alternative.  
 
    Every couple of nights, the reality of what we were doing would hit me hard—usually while I was trying to fall asleep. I would get a sudden, harsh reminder from nowhere that I was engaging in casual sex with my friend. Not just that, but I was regularly getting dressed up like a little slut and I was taking it in the ass. Surely that can’t be healthy. Surely that’s not a normal thing for a high school student to be doing with his spare time.  
 
    But when I wasn’t questioning it, I was looking forward to it. My heart would start racing around lunchtime every day, knowing that moment was approaching. Our secret relationship was the highlight of each day, and there was always something to look forward to: a new outfit, a new position, a new sex toy that James spent his allowance on… It was never dull, to say the least.  
 
    But it did remain a secret—even to us. The topic was never brought up outside of that drama classroom—or I should say, almost never. There was one night, when we were at a party. It was late and we were drunk, and James ended up finding the homeowner’s closet, full of sexy lingerie. When no one was looking, we both snuck upstairs and locked the door. He got dolled up and he let me fuck him and I came all over his lace-clad chest. Then, I crawled out the window and ran home, before anyone found out that I was still there. But it was never something we agreed to do—it was just something that happened. Nothing more than, “Look what I found upstairs…” And that was enough. Maybe the rest was telepathic.  
 
    But when we weren’t messing around, we were just our normal selves. Our secret was kept secret.  
 
    And then Spring Break came. We got a week and a half off of school. James’s family was going to Florida for the duration of the break and they were taking James with him. For the first time since starting our almost-daily romps, we were apart. And to be honest, I was relieved—at least at first. I was looking forward to getting a break from an activity that I knew wasn’t right. Maybe the time apart would help us both realize that we were indulging in bad behaviour. Maybe it would give us time to realize that it wasn’t healthy and that we should put an end to it. 
 
    I wanted to think that after a few days, I would get it out of my system, something like a drug addict in detox. But that wasn’t the case. After just four days, I was missing our afternoons together. I became hornier and hornier. I would masturbate to the thought of James taking me from behind, but after a few hours, I would just find myself fantasizing about it all over again. The image of him all dolled up was almost always on my mind, even while I was eating dinner. 
 
    I wondered if he was getting better—if he would come back and tell me that he was done with our secret sex. I was afraid that he would be over me, and then I would left with urges that I could do nothing with. Why did I have to indulge in the first place?  
 
    But he texted me on the fifth night into that ten night Spring Break. “Send me pictures,” he said. It was late—almost midnight, but I wasn’t tired. And now that he’d texted, I was more awake than ever. 
 
    “Pictures?” I wrote back, but I was positive I knew exactly what he was asking for. 
 
    “Of you,” he wrote back. But now, I didn’t have access to the costume room. The school was closed for the break.  
 
    But I had a solution—a solution I wasn’t proud of, but it was a solution nonetheless. For the first time, I truly felt like an addict. My neighbour had a seventeen-year-old daughter, and they were all away for the break. They gave us a key so that we could bring their mail inside and feed their cat. I had that key in my room, because I was the one who went over to feed the cat.  
 
    It was 12:15 AM, and I found myself sneaking over. I made sure to tiptoe quietly, and I made sure to leave all the lights off, until I was in my neighbour’s daughter’s bedroom and the blinds were closed. Then, I grabbed what I needed: her makeup, some hair products, and clothes. In the back of her closet I even found some sexy lingerie; I bet her parents didn’t know she owned it. 
 
    I turned off the light and brought it all back to my own bedroom. Then, with the door closed, I started getting dolled up. I didn’t have the usual wig to work with, but I’d been letting my hair grow out since we started messing around. It was already a bit shaggy before, but now it was almost touching my shoulders. I used my neighbour’s hair straightener to make it even longer, and then I pinned back my bangs with a cute pink hair clip.  
 
    I took pictures wearing several different outfits, and I sent them to James. He liked them, sending me back hearts and drooling emoticons. “Show me more,” he said. So I put on another outfit and took more photos. “No, more of you, not more clothes.” 
 
    My heart raced. He wanted me to send him nude photos—photos of me in makeup and nothing else. I thought for a moment about what I was doing—sending photos to my friend’s phone, photos that could easily be hacked or shared online. It wouldn’t take long for those shots to find their way around the school. It was just me in some light makeup—not in a disguise or a costume or a wig. But still, I took the photos. I hesitated before sending them, considering my possible fate one last time—and then I hit send.  
 
    And then he sent me some of his own photos—photos of him in his sister’s underwear, wearing his sister’s makeup. He’d also been letting his hair grow shaggy. In one photo he had his cock out. He was fully erect. “You made it like that,” he wrote with a smiling face. I was hard, too.  
 
    In those photos, he wasn’t a man—even with his cock out. She was a woman as far as I was concerned. And her photos were great—so sexy, making my hands tremble. I quietly jerked myself off while looking at the shots. And then I sent her a message. “I can’t wait until you’re back.”  
 
    “I can’t wait until I’m back either,” she replied.  
 
    And that’s when I realized I had a real problem: I was in love with my male best friend.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    My deep, dark secret wasn’t that I was having sex with my best friend—my deep, dark secret was that I was in love with my best friend.  
 
    And I fantasized about him in two ways: in one, I was a woman and he was dominating me, and in the other, he was a little slut and I was fucking his brains out. It was the perfect relationship, aside from the fact he was a man and I wasn’t gay… Because as a man, I wasn’t attracted to him, or any other man. It was only when I was a woman that I liked the idea of being with him.  
 
    Perhaps I needed mental help. Maybe we’d let our little secret relationship progress too far, into something that was out of our control.  
 
    I was so excited when James returned from his trip. I asked him if he wanted to come over for a sleepover. I still had my neighbour’s makeup and outfits—they weren’t supposed to be back for another week. He came over in a heartbeat. But we didn’t talk about sex or cross-dressing or any of that until my parents went off to sleep. We just sat there playing video games, talking about school and movies like there was nothing going on between us. And once my parents were asleep, there still was no conversation. I simply got up and went to my room to get ready. And once I was ready, I sent him a text message, telling him to come up to my bedroom. 
 
    Once he was inside, we did our thing. We kissed for a long time, then I sucked his dick, and then I rode his big, hard cock cowgirl-style until he came deep in my asshole. And then we did something we’d never done before: we cuddled. I fell asleep in his arms, nestled against his naked body, his big snake pressed against my bum, his warm breath caressing my shoulders. When I woke up in the morning, I was still in his arms.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. My door didn’t have a lock on it, and my parents were home. It was risky—they could have walked in to see us like that. Thankfully they didn’t. But foolishly, we risked it again. We stayed in that bed for another hour—fucking, of course. He stuffed me from behind, and then he did something else he’d never done before: he reached around and jerked me off while he was fucking me.  
 
    Normally, when one of us was playing the female role, we would avoid contact with the cock—to keep up the illusion. But now, those boundaries were falling apart. We were quickly becoming two people having sex—not two genders. We were quickly becoming what I would only describe as gay, but I wasn’t gay, and neither was James. At least I didn’t think he was gay.  
 
    And what scared me the most was that I liked it. I liked when he stroked my cock while he fucked me in the ass. I wanted to do it again and again, and we probably would have had my parents not been home, just on the other side of a relatively thin wall. But we decided it was best to clean ourselves up and get on with our day as usual. He went out to make sure the hallway was clear so I could run across to the bathroom to clean off my makeup.  
 
    Then, we went and had breakfast, played a few video games, and then we went and met up with our friend group.  
 
    We went to a little bar for drinks and to watch a hockey game that was on TV. I crossed another line at that bar—a dangerous line that probably wasn’t worth crossing. While we were sitting at that table, I carefully snuck my hand onto James’s lap and I began to rub his cock. When my friends weren’t looking our way, I managed to get my hand under his pants, my fingers around his warm girth. I wanted to make him come in his pants. I wanted to feel his hot, sticky load between my fingers. And I did while imagining I was still dolled up, still pretty and sexy in that borrowed lingerie.  
 
    I got him off fairly quickly, making him unload into his underwear. He shuddered and bit his lip. “Are you okay?” Ricky asked from across the table. 
 
    “Huh? Me? Yeah, I, uh, just got a chill,” James said, forcing a smile. And I realized we’d crossed yet another boundary: we’d just messed around as two males, neither of us dressed up as girls. “I’m just going to use the bathroom. I’ll be right back,” he said. He got up and went to get cleaned up.  
 
    While James was gone, the guys started talking about some new video game that was coming out. They were pretty excited about it. I’d never heard of it. I’d been mostly out of the loop since James and I started fucking on a regular basis. Ricky seemed to think that this new game was going to be the next big thing. “You should see the trailer,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “Shit, I left my phone at home.” He scanned the table and spotted the closest phone. He grabbed it and went to look up the trailer for the video game he was so excited about. 
 
    And then I watched as he froze and his face became pale. He stared at the phone and then he slowly looked up at me, and then back down at the phone. It was in that moment that I realized he was looking at James’s phone. And it didn’t take me long to realize he was seeing the photos that I had sent to James while he was away on his family vacation.  
 
    James came back from the bathroom. “What did I miss?” he asked with a smile. That smile was short lived when he noticed Ricky holding his phone, his face as pale as the moon.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” Mike asked as he leaned over to see what Ricky was looking at, why everyone was suddenly so petrified. And then his expression dropped on cue. “Holy shit,” he said. 
 
    “It’s not what it looks like,” I said. “It was just supposed to be a joke for drama class.” 
 
    But I knew the photos that I’d sent him, and those photos were no joke. I was naked in some of them, and I had a feeling Ricky was staring at those very photos now. “A joke?” Ricky said. “What kind of fucked up joke is this? Why are these on your phone?”  
 
    James’s face was as pale as a face can be. I was worried his heart had stopped beating and he was about to fall to the ground at any second. “Give me my phone back,” he said. 
 
    “You can have it back,” Ricky said, tossing the phone away quickly as if it was a diseased cockroach. He laughed and then he couldn’t stop laughing. I wanted to get up and run away, but I was frozen stiff. Ricky was a friend, but he wasn’t a good enough friend that he wouldn’t go to everyone he knew to tell them about the photos. I was doomed. “So Teddy is a fag—who knew? It’s alright, Teddy. You look good in lingerie.” He started laughing again. Once the whole school knew about my deep, dark secret, it was only a matter of time before my family knew. 
 
    “I’m not gay,” I said. “It was just a joke.” 
 
    “A joke with your erect cock out?” Ricky asked. His face was red with laughter. He turned to James. “My only question is, why are the photos on your phone?” 
 
    James looked at me and then he looked down at the floor. “Teddy sent them to me,” he said. 
 
    My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. “I didn’t mean to. It was a mistake.” I figured there was no sense in taking him down with me. There was no sense in ruining two lives at once. It was bad enough that my own life was crashing down in flames right before my eyes.  
 
    “A mistake?” Ricky said, laughing. Mike laughed along, finally breaking out from his paralysis. “This is too crazy to be true.”  
 
    “Let it go, Ricky,” James said. 
 
    Ricky stopped laughing and looked at James. “Why are you defending him? Are you a part of this, too? Did he not send those pictures by mistake?”  
 
    I looked at James and tried to will him to keep his mouth shut—to lie and protect himself. I was already fucked—he didn’t need to go down with the ship. “It was no mistake. I asked for them.” 
 
    Ricky’s eyes lit up. “Oh my God, you’re a couple of fags!” he said. He started laughing hysterically, and then James reached down and grabbed him by the throat, lifting him out from his seat.  
 
    “Say it again,” he said. 
 
    Ricky gagged. “Let me go!” he said. 
 
    “Say it again. Call me a fag again. I dare you.”  
 
    “I’m sorry!” Ricky said, and then James let him go. He gasped for air. 
 
    “Call us whatever you want, they’re just words. I don’t like men, and I don’t think Teddy likes men either,” James said. “But I like Teddy. And if you can look at those photos and not feel even a little bit attracted, then to be honest, I feel sorry for you.” 
 
    Ricky was silent, staring up at James with wide, scared eyes. “I—I’m sorry,” he said.  
 
    “Now mind your own business,” James said, taking a seat at the table.  
 
    Ricky straightened his shirt and took a breath. Then, he waved down the waitress and ordered himself another beer. Mike did the same, and then so did James. Suddenly, it was like everyone forgot about the pictures and the revelation. Or maybe they just realized it wasn’t that interesting—that our business didn’t affect them in any way, so there was no point in talking about it any further. 
 
    And as far as I know, no one else ever found out about our deep, dark secret. And if they did, they kept their mouths shut. Because at the end of the day, it doesn’t matter what people do in their personal lives, as long as no one is getting hurt. Who cares if someone likes men or women or a man or a woman? The applied label changes nothing. All that matters is that you’re happy—and getting dolled up with James made me the happiest little slut on the planet.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BEHIND CLOSED DOORS 
 
    After a night of drinking, Larry learns that his new friend, Matt, a motel owner, has a dark, dirty secret: he has a secret room in his motel where he can spy on the hourly customers. But the next morning, Matt doesn’t remember showing Larry the room—he doesn’t even remember mentioning it. 
 
    When Matt’s mom becomes sick, he needs to leave for a couple of weeks. He asks Larry to watch the motel for him. Larry agrees but he promises himself he won’t go into that secret little room, but he sure is tempted when a beautiful blonde checks in for a weeklong stay. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a late January evening when Matt told me about his secret.  
 
    We were at a bar together—the little bar across the street from the motel he ran—and he’d already had a few too many drinks. Even before he told me the secret, I could tell that he was about to tell me something big—I could see it in the smirk on his face as he bit his tongue and tried to hold back. After a shot of rye, the secret came out. 
 
    “I’ve been doing something bad—really bad,” he said to me. “And if I tell you, you have to promise you won’t tell anyone.” He was still smirking, but now his cheeks were red. I’d never seen his cheeks turn red like that before. 
 
    I have no idea why he felt he could confide in me. We’d only been friends for a few months—we met at a Gamblers Anonymous meeting, and we’d really only hung out a few times. From what I could tell, he was a popular guy. He probably had tons of friends he could tell his secret to, but he chose me for whatever reason. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that I was a new friend, someone he didn’t have to worry about offending or scaring away; I was still expendable. Or maybe he chose me because he knew that I had a bad reputation. I’d been in trouble with the law a few too many times and I’d alienated most of my friends with my gambling addiction… Or maybe he just chose me to confide in because he was drunk and I was the only person sitting across from him. 
 
    He leaned over the table and motioned for me to do the same. Once our faces were just inches apart, he waited for the waitress to be well out of earshot. And then, he spoke. “I’ve been watching people.”  
 
    I didn’t know what the comment meant, but it scared me, sending a cold chill up my spine. I found myself looking around; making sure no one was listening. I felt like I was getting implicated into something I wanted nothing to do with—something that could get me into a lot of trouble. I was already on parole. I didn’t need to be an accomplice to weird, creepy crime.  
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said.  
 
    “At my motel, I’ve been watching people.” He stared into my eyes with that big smirk. It occurred to me that he was probably joking, trying to get a rise out of me.  
 
    I laughed and shook my head. “Good one,” I said.  
 
    “I’m not kidding. For the last three months—since around the time we met—I’ve been watching people.”  
 
    Another chill crept down my spine. I was friends with a psychopath. I was currently having drinks with a future serial killer. What was I doing? “That’s not funny, Matt,” I said. 
 
    “Who said it was funny?” he said, looking around again to make sure no waitresses had drifted into hearing range. “It’s awesome. It’s the best thing I’ve ever done.” 
 
    “Do they know you’re watching them?” I asked. 
 
    “No, of course not.” His big smirk was bigger than ever. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Sitting across from me was a man admitting to a crime that could land him in prison for a long time—and not the nice kind of prison where they send white-collar criminals.  
 
    “Tell me you’re joking,” I said. 
 
    “For the last time, I’m not joking. It’s not a bad thing—really. I’m not watching good people. I’m watching bad people. Hell, most of them would probably be happy to know that I’m watching them.”  
 
    I wanted to be far, far away from that bar and that motel and my apparent creep of a friend. But at the same time, I was intrigued. I wanted to know what the hell he was on about—why he thought this was so funny and not something to feel terrible about.  
 
    He leaned closed and motioned for me to do the same. “About six months ago I changed my rates, right? I had to up them to stay competitive, with that new Holiday Inn down the road. Well, I also decided to add an hourly room, because people were always requesting it. And by people, you know what I mean, right?” There was that big smirk again. He meant prostitutes. “So I change the room to hourly, and I start getting a… new kind of clientele. It’s not so bad—I’m not the one changing the sheets. And I start making a lot more money, right?” 
 
    “Okay…” I said, still trying to process everything that he was telling me. 
 
    “But one day, I go to clean out this old storage closet. I was hoping to make it into a new linen closet, because it’s closer to this hourly room, and we’re changing the sheets in there four or five times each day. Right? And as I’m in this closet, I can hear this guy fucking this hooker. I realize there’s this small hole in the wall, so I look through. And sure as shit, I can see everything: this chick bent over and this guy ramming her from behind.”  
 
    “So you’ve been hiding in a closet and watching people from this hole?” I asked. “That’s really fucked up, Matt.”  
 
    He shook his head. “No, I’ve got a system. I went out and bought a one-way mirror—you know, the kind they have at the cop shops. I built it into that wall, on the other side of the closet. I set up a nice chair in there, put in a few locks so that house keeping won’t stumble upon it. And now I just go in there and watch when I’m bored. You can’t even imagine half of the stuff that goes on in there.” He leaned back, crossing his arms, finished with his story. There was pride on his face, and a look that expected some sort of jealous reaction from me.  
 
    And was it really so bad? He was right—he wasn’t watching innocent strangers. He was watching johns and prostitutes—men and women who were breaking the law. And many of those men probably weren’t just breaking the law—they were also cheating on their wives. So maybe Matt wasn’t such a horrible person, but he was still no saint. “I don’t know, Matt. I don’t think that’s such a great idea.”  
 
    “You won’t be saying that when you see it for yourself,” he said as he reached into his pocket and fished out his wallet. He pulled out a wad of cash and left in on the table. “C’mon. There’s a girl there now with a ten o’clock appointment. It’s ten to ten now. Let’s go.” He stood and up and looked down at me. 
 
    I sat there, staring up at him. I was hesitant and freaked out. Was this really happening? “Are you kidding? How do you know her appointment schedule?” 
 
    “Thin walls,” he said with a wink. “Now let’s go.”  
 
    I actually got up and followed him out of the bar. My heart was pounding. I caught myself looking around, making sure my parole officer wasn’t lingering nearby. And I wondered what the hell I was getting myself into.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    As we approached the motel, I could see one of the rooms was lit up. The blinds were closed but glowing. You could see a vague figure moving around inside. I knew right away that I was looking at the hourly room—the room with the one-way mirror. “You have to be very quiet,” Matt warned me. “The walls are thin, like I said. You can’t even sneeze once we’re in there.”  
 
    My heart was still pounding against my ribcage. I took a deep breath and wondered why I was still following Matt. It wasn’t too late to turn around and start heading home. If the police ever ask me about Matt’s secret voyeur room, I could tell them that I thought he was joking. It wasn’t too late to rid myself of my accomplice status.  
 
    We walked around the building as Matt reached into his pocket. He fished out his key ring and then he selected a red key that was adorned with the Chicago Blackhawk’s logo—his favourite hockey team. As we approached the old storage closet door, he turned to me and brought his finger to his lips. “Shh,” he whispered, and then he went to unlock the door.  
 
    We went inside. It was a tight space. He let me have the seat while he crouched next to me. It was dark in that little room, and I wasn’t sure where I was supposed to look, as there was black curtains all around us. Once the door was closed behind us, it was pitch-black in that little storage closet.  
 
    And then, Matt pulled back one of the curtains, revealing a window that looked right into motel room. The bed was made and the room was neat, but there was no one inside. Next to me, Matt checked his watch. “Still a couple more minutes,” he whispered. I had to strain to hear his whisper. 
 
    Then I noticed the shadow moving at the far end of the room. There was someone in the bathroom. And now that I could see the shadow, I could faintly hear the running water. Then I noticed the small open suitcase next to the bed. It was filled with lacy lingerie. There was a condom on the nightstand. My heart skipped a beat. Matt really wasn’t joking around.  
 
    She came out from the bathroom, completely naked. My heart stopped momentarily as she walked right up to the window-mirror. The one-way mirror was so clean, I wondered for a moment if it was just a hole, if we really were invisible to her. She walked right up, her big fake tits bouncing. Even her freshly shaved pussy was exposed for us to see. She stopped just a few feet away. I wasn’t sure whether my heart had started beating yet. It seemed like she looked me right in the eye.  
 
    Then, she lifted up her tits and did a few little poses before turning around to get dressed. My body finally relaxed. The one-way mirror worked—we were invisible in that dark closet. Matt gave me a pat on the back, making me jump. “Easy,” he whispered.  
 
    The prostitute was pretty. She had long brown hair and bright shining eyes. Her body was great—though it would have looked better without all the plastic and the Botox. The little outfit she squeezed into left little to the imagination. It was red lace and mostly transparent. Her heels were bright red, matching the colour of her lips and her nails. In her heels, her butt looked big and perky, and I wondered if that was fake too.  
 
    There was a knock at the door. It was so clear, I thought for a moment it was a knock at the closet door. I even looked back before realizing it was the prostitute’s date for the night. She straightened her little piece of lingerie and then walked over to the door.  
 
    The man looked normal enough—dressed in a suit and tie, his short hair gelled back. His cheeks were red and the rest of his face was ivory. He hesitated before stepping into the room. “You look… great,” he said to the whore.  
 
    “Aw, thanks, sweetie. And you’re looking as handsome as hell,” the girl replied. She put her hands on his sides and lowered them down to his hips. His face became even redder.  
 
    What happened next was strange. The nervous man leaned forward and sniffed the prostitute. She laughed. “Do I smell okay? I just had a shower.”  
 
    “Yeah, you smell fine. I’m just making sure you aren’t wearing perfume, like we arranged on the phone.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. There’s no perfume, no glitter. Just relax.” She started kissing his neck.  
 
    “Okay, because my wife really can’t know about this… You know, for obvious reasons. She would take the kids, and I can’t have that.” 
 
    “Just relax.”  
 
    I didn’t feel bad about watching the act after learning the man was cheating on his wife with a hooker. I didn’t even feel bad for the hooker—she was helping the man cheat. Though I did feel bad for the man’s wife—but that had nothing to do with me or Matt or the secret voyeur room. So I let myself relax while I watched as the prostitute undressed the nervous man.  
 
    The man’s body was stiff at first, taking a few minutes to thaw. But once the hooker was down on her knees, fishing his cock out from his dress pants, he started to relax. He slipped his fingers into her hair and brought her head close into his crotch. He had a big dick, and she managed to get all of it in her mouth. “Holy shit,” the man said, looking down at his paid date. I will admit, it was impressive. Half of that cock was inside of her throat. “I wish you could teach my wife how to do that,” he said.  
 
    “Convince her to come and I’ll show her,” she said, and then she continued to suck his cock.  
 
    It was weird watching the act with Matt right next to me, though he didn’t seem to put off by it. He didn’t even seem to notice my presence once the act was underway. He was focussed on the couple—almost hypnotized. And I have to admit, once she was undressed, I found myself in a sort of state of hypnosis. My heart was pounding the same way it did when I was gambling—and I suppose I was sort of gambling. Except instead of gambling with money, I was gambling with the law. I don’t know the legal definition of what I was doing, but I knew it was illegal. I knew I had everything to lose.  
 
    The man wanted the hooker on top. He laid on his back, his big cock standing upright, and then she mounted him, reverse cowgirl. She was facing us, looking into the mirror while the man stuffed her tight pussy. He didn’t last long. Before he came, he even said, “Shit, I’m sorry.” The whole thing lasted maybe ten minutes.  
 
    As he was getting dressed to leave, he made up a few excuses. “It’s been months since I’ve had sex. I usually last longer.” She just laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it.”  
 
    And once he was gone, she slipped into the bathroom to take a shower. Matt told me that she had another client coming in half an hour. We slipped out to head back to the bar for another drink. Once we were back in our seats, I found myself wondering if it had really happened, or if I’d just slipped into some drunken delirium and imagined the whole ordeal.  
 
    Matt kept getting drunker and drunker. “Want to go watch again?” he asked. This time, I passed. I still had a lingering guilt from the first showing. He paid up the tab and then said goodbye. “Thanks for the drinks,” I said.  
 
    “Any time,” he said.  
 
    I stayed behind to finish my drink before heading home.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Matt never mentioned his secret room again. In fact, the next time I saw him, he told me about the terrible hangover he had the next morning. And he told me that he couldn’t remember anything. I wondered if that was true—if he really didn’t remember showing me his secret voyeur room. “How long were we drinking for?” he asked me. 
 
    “A few hours,” I said. 
 
    “Please tell me I didn’t do anything embarrassing,” he said. 
 
    I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. I looked into his eyes and tried to get a read on him, to see if he really didn’t remember showing me that room. He really seemed genuine, or maybe he was a better actor than I thought. Hell, he even had me wondering if I’d maybe dreamt the whole thing. “Nothing too embarrassing,” I said. 
 
    “Good,” he said.  
 
    But I still wasn’t sure whether he was telling me the truth. Maybe he was just so embarrassed, he was playing dumb, hoping I would just play dumb as well and forget the night had happened. I thought about that room a lot. Whenever I saw Matt, I wondered if he was still using that room to spy on working prostitutes. And I wondered if he still thought that no one knew what he was doing behind closed doors.  
 
    We were at a Gamblers Anonymous meeting one night when I caught him checking his watch. He got up and left with twenty minutes left in the meeting. When I asked him where he was going, he said that he had some work to do back at his motel. I drove by his motel on my way home from the meeting. That room was lit up. I wondered if he was in that closet, watching.  
 
    That went on for months. It was the elephant of our relationship. I couldn’t have a full conversation with Matt without thinking about that room. I thought about telling him—reminding him that I knew about it. At least then there wouldn’t be that awkward tension between us. Sometimes he looked at me with an inquisitive look, as if he suspected I might know about his secret—or maybe that was just my mounting paranoia.  
 
    Sometimes I wondered if he’d come to his senses and boarded up that closet—put in a proper mirror and filled the small room with linens. Or maybe the opposite was true; maybe he’d converted more closets into secret voyeur rooms, so he could watch more of his clients changing and fucking. I often wondered what kind of strange stories he had that he could never tell. Surely he’d seen some strange people in that hourly room.  
 
    It was a whole year after that drunken night when I got a call from Matt. He sounded distraught, and it took him a minute before he was able to tell me what was going on. At first I thought he’d been caught in the act. I figured he was calling asking for help—maybe he needed bailed out of jail. But I was wrong. “I just found out my mother is very sick. She might not live for much longer,” he said.  
 
    We met up. I wasn’t good at consoling people, but I did my best. I’d never seen him like that: crying and vulnerable. I was too used to his shit-eating grin. “What are you going to do?” I asked. 
 
    “I have to go stay with her until… well, you know.” He wiped the tears out from his eyes. “I need a big favour from you.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s a really big favour, but I don’t know who else to ask.”  
 
    “Anything, Matt. What do you need?” 
 
    He wiped his eyes again. “I need you to watch the motel for me while I’m away.”  
 
    My heart sunk into my gut. I could suddenly remember his secret little room as if I’d been inside of it just an hour before. That whole night was back in my mind, in vivid detail. “How long do you think you’ll be gone for?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know—maybe a week. Maybe two. Maybe a month. Obviously I’ll pay you.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure, whatever you need,” I said. I could feel the colour rushing out from my face. I had a bad feeling about the whole thing. What if someone discovered his secret room while I was in charge of the motel? What if the cops showed up and started asking me about it? How could I possibly convince them that I know nothing about it?  
 
    “Thanks, man. You’re the best,” he said, hugging me tightly. I could feel my heart burning away in the pit of my gut. I kept telling myself that I would just stay far, far away from that room; I would just pretend like it didn’t exist for the next week or two or four. But I knew it was inevitable. I knew my curiosity would eventually get the better of me. “I’m going to try to get onto a plane this afternoon. I’ll leave some instructions and my keys behind the counter at the motel. Just be there before six—there’s a client checking in around then.” He gave me a pat on the back.  
 
    * * * 
 
    He wondered if he picked me because I was unemployed, or if it was because I was the only one who knew about that room. Surely he had other unemployed friends he could ask to run his motel while he was out of state. But he’d said to me that night, a year before, that I was the only one he’d ever told about that room. Was that still true a year later? Was I still the only one who knew about it?  
 
    He couldn’t ask someone who didn’t know about the room. Whoever he asked was bound to come across that room eventually. Though I suppose he could have kept it locked and taken the key with him. But he didn’t take the key with him. It was the first thing I noticed when I arrived at the motel that night, for my first night of work. On the key ring was that red Chicago Blackhawks key—the one that opened the door into that perverse room. Did he leave it by mistake or did he leave it so I could use the room? I still had no idea if he knew that I knew…  
 
    I did my best to ignore the key, pretending like it was nothing—just another key. But it stuck out from the rest of those silver keys on that ring. It was so red and flashy. Goddamnit, why did it have to be so red and flashy?  
 
    My job at the motel was fairly easy. Essentially, all I had to do was take payments and check people in. Matt already had the schedule written up for the next few months for his house keeping staff, and he told me not to touch any of the paperwork in his office. Occasionally I had to answer a question, like, “Where’s a good restaurant around here?” or “What time do the busses start running in the morning?” So all I had to do was sit at the front desk and wait for people to come to me.  
 
    It was an easy, stress-free job—at least it would have been, had I not been tormented by that red key.  
 
    It was my second night working when a pretty woman checked into the hourly room. She had short blonde hair and large breasts. She came in wearing a pair of big, dark sunglasses, even though it was already dark outside. “I have a reservation under the name Smith,” she said. I could smell her perfume from across the counter. I looked her up in the computer, and sure enough she was booked for four hours in the hourly room.  
 
    A lump formed in my throat but I managed to finish getting her checked in. “Here’s your key,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “Your room is just around the corner, on your left.” She took the key, saying nothing, and then she went to her room.  
 
    The key ring was sitting on the counter. I looked at it. The red key was shining especially bright that night, calling out to me, teasing me. It was late and there was no one around. I could easily slip into that little closet and sneak a peek. But I had to be strong. I couldn’t sink to that same low level that Matt had sunk to. But how could I resist? It was so easy—all I had to do was walk about twenty steps and unlock a door. Within thirty seconds, I could be looking into her room, completely unnoticed.  
 
    It was twenty minutes later when a car pulled up in front of the hourly room. A man stepped out and walked up to the door. He waited a moment and then was let in. And then once again, I found myself looking down at that key ring.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I caved. My will wasn’t strong enough. I was so curious. I wanted to see if that room was still there—if it was ever there at all. After a whole year, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was just a figment of my imagination. So I stepped out from the motel lobby and I wandered over to that closet door.  
 
    I looked around to make sure no one was looking. The night was quiet and the streets were desolate. I took a deep breath and stuck the key into the lock. My heart was pounding aggressively. I turned the lock slowly, extra-conscious about the noise it made as the door unlocked. I looked around again before stepping into the dark room.  
 
    Once the door was closed behind me, I remained still, waiting a minute just in case the couple heard the door as I slipped in. Everything was just as I remembered it, except there were a few new features in the room. There was an iPad plugged into the wall, sitting on a little table next to the chair. I pressed the button on the iPad and then I swiped. It showed a camera feed of the front desk. That was handy. The chair was upgraded—now a comfortable leather recliner with a built-in cup holder.  
 
    I took a step into the room and I reached for the curtain. I didn’t pull it back all the way. I only pulled it back a little bit, so I could see a sliver into the room, so I could make sure that one-way mirror was still there. It was.  
 
    So I carefully pulled back the curtain, revealing that window into that room. And the act was already underway. The man was on his back, on the bed, and the woman was already naked, between his legs, sucking his rod. He was a fit man with big, hard muscles, and she seemed to like them. She kept running her fingers up and down his abs.  
 
    What she couldn’t fit in her mouth, she jerked off with her free hand. She wasn’t as orally talented as the prostitute I’d watched the year before. She could only fit a couple of inches before she gagged. But she tried her best anyway. The man was into her gagging. At times he would even push her head down so she would gag more.  
 
    Her tits weren’t the best. They were too hard and didn’t even jiggle a little bit when she moved. They were like plastic balls bolted to her chest. When she tried to squeeze her date’s cock between her fake tits, she wasn’t even able to get them to press together. But she tried anyway.  
 
    I noticed another new addition to the room: a tissue box and a trash can in the corner. The sight gave me a chill, but was it really any weirder than jerking off to porn? I thought about rubbing one out while I watched, but then I stopped myself. I was already crossing a line I didn’t want to cross. I didn’t need to go any further. So I just watched. 
 
    The man rolled his paid date over and pinned her hands at her sides. Her fake tits still sat upright as if she was in zero gravity. The man pushed himself up between her legs and penetrated her easily. He slid in deep and then the woman let a very fake moan slip. “Oh, that feels so good,” she said without much enthusiasm. He wasn’t paying for her performance—he was paying for her hole, which he was now pumping.  
 
    “I’m going to come all over your tits,” he said with a grunt. 
 
    “Do it, baby. Come on my tits,” she moaned with that same fake enthusiasm.  
 
    The man didn’t last long, just like the man from a year before. He groaned and squirmed in an attempt to hold it back, but it didn’t help him much. He pulled out quickly, yanked off his condom, and then started to unload on her fake tits. She held them up as if they weren’t holding themselves up. And then the act was over. He started getting dressed and she counted her money.  
 
    I slipped out from that closet room before he was done. That familiar guilt filled my body. I knew I’d just done something very, very wrong—even if they were breaking the law. There was no way to justify it to make that guilt go away.  
 
    I returned to the front desk and watched as the man emerged from the hourly room and got back into his car, probably to go back home to his wife and kids. It was half an hour later when the next guy pulled up. She saw four men that night. I didn’t go back and watch anymore, despite the temptation. I tried to convince myself that I was done with that room—I was better than that room.  
 
    And for the next few days, I was better than that room. Some truly beautiful women checked into that room and I managed to stay out of that voyeur closet. I watched as men came and went and I resisted the temptation to go and watch. And finally, that guilt started to go away. I felt better about myself—like I wasn’t some lowlife peeping tom.  
 
    Then, on a Friday afternoon, a gorgeous blonde checked in. She was looking for a place to stay for the week, while her apartment underwent fumigation. I had a hard time taking down her information while my mind was abuzz, taken aback by her beauty. Whenever she stared into my eyes, my heart melted a little bit. “Is everything okay?” she asked me. 
 
    “Huh? Yeah, everything’s fine,” I said. I looked at the computer screen and realized I’d been typing in gibberish. “Sorry, can I just get your name again?” 
 
    “It’s Tania,” she said with a smile—a gorgeous smile. I slowly turned my attention to the computer screen and typed in the name. I slowly took down the rest of her info while I tried my best not to stare at her like a total creep.  
 
    “Do you have a preference of room?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope,” she said.  
 
    I looked down at the list of available rooms. And then I noticed the hourly room was free all week. And I thought, if a prostitute does call and book in, I could always put them in a different room.  
 
    I handed Tania the key. “Room one. It’s just around the corner and on your left,” I said, forcing a smile. My heart was pounding. Did I really just do that? Did I really just put her into the room with the one-way mirror? Was I really planning on going into that closet to watch her, like some totally perverted freak?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    A few hours went by. Her car was still parked in the lot, and her light was on in her room. I was in a constant internal battle as part of my mind tried to convince me to go and sneak a peek, while the other part of my mind begged me not to. And the whole time, the image of her gorgeous face remained on my mind. She was the definition of a cutie, the girl of my dreams. I couldn’t possibly go and spy on her. If I wanted to see her naked, I had to do it the right way—with dates and courting and romantic gestures and bonding.  
 
    But that sure sounded like a lot of work, knowing there was a door twenty steps away that looked right into her room. I but down on my tongue. “Don’t do it, you stupid creep,” I whispered to myself.  
 
    And somehow I managed to stay out of that little room for the rest of that night.  
 
    Tania emerged around nine. She was wearing cute pink jacket with a furry hood. On an impulse, I ran out. “Heading out for the night?” I asked, and as I asked it, I realized how creepy I must have looked. In an attempt to look less creepy, I walked over to the vending machine and fished some change out from my pocket. 
 
    She smiled, melting my heart just a little bit more. “Just getting some dinner,” she said. 
 
    “Oh yeah. Dinner is good. Do you want to know where the good restaurants are?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “I actually live around the corner, so I know the area pretty well,” she said, and then she continued down the street.  
 
    “Okay, well if you change your mind, let me know. I know a great pizza place if you’re into pizza,” I said. 
 
    “Is it Joey’s, on Third Street?” she asked. And it was Joey’s on Third Street. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I said, feeling warmth entering into my cheeks. My can fell down the vending machine. Without looking, I reached down to grab it.  
 
    “Yeah, it’s the best. I’ll see you later.” She waved at me and then walked away. I stared at her for longer than I should have, but I couldn’t help it. She was too beautiful for her own good. No woman should be that beautiful. 
 
    I looked down and realized I’d bought a Mountain Dew—I hated Mountain Dew. So I left it in the vending machine for the next customer.  
 
    Why was I so obsessed with this girl? I’d never fawned over a girl like this before… Maybe it was just the excitement of her—the gamble, the fact that I put her into that room. At any moment, I could go over to that closet and see what she was up to behind closed doors. It was a power no man should ever have.  
 
    I saw her come back with a little white box about an hour later. I watched as she closed her doors and then she closed her blinds. And I knew she was changing—getting ready for bed. I knew it was my chance to get a view of her spectacular body. But I bit down on my tongue and resisted the urge. It was none of my business. It was wrong. 
 
    * * * 
 
    I showed up for work early the next morning, because I had nothing better to do, and I wanted to catch another glimpse of Tania before she went off to do whatever it was she did for the day. When she left her room, she waved at me. I blushed and waved back. And then the phone rang. 
 
    It was one of Matt’s housekeepers, calling in sick for the day. I wasn’t sure what the protocol was for sick housekeepers. I had a list of his staff pinned next to the front desk. I thought about calling someone else in, but then I decided I would just go ahead and do the work myself. There were only three rooms booked out, after all—it would take me an hour at most.  
 
    So I got to work. I went and grabbed a stack of towels and bed sheets and then I went to Tania’s room. I used my master key to unlock the door and then I slipped inside.  
 
    The room smelled nice, like her perfume. She’d already made her own bed and the space was surprisingly tidy. I still changed out the sheets and all of the towels, even though it looked like she’d only used the one towel. And then, as I went to fetch the vacuum, I noticed her suitcase in the corner of the room. And my curiosity got the better of me. 
 
    First, I locked the door with the security chain, in case she randomly returned. Then, I went over and opened up her suitcase. I don’t know what I was hoping to find. It was just filled with clothes, as you would expect. But at the bottom of the suitcase were her panties. They were tiny and lacy, making my heart pound.  
 
    I closed the suitcase quickly and zipped it back up. I really was turning into a creep. I was spending too much time around Matt. I needed to get a hold of myself. I finished cleaning the room. I left a mint on the pillow, and then I noticed that mirror. I walked up to it and squinted, to see if I could see into that little room. I even pressed my face up to it, but I could see nothing. It was scary to think that there were probably one-way mirrors in motels all over the country, and who knows who’s watching. I didn’t want to be one of those people you see on the news, getting arrested after the truth comes out…  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I saw Tania every morning and every evening, when she left and when she came in. I kept convincing myself that I would go and chat her up, maybe ask her out on a date, but as soon as I saw her, my body would become rigid and I would become a stuttering mess. She seemed to think that my random shyness was an endearing quality. She would laugh and smile and say, “I’ll see you tomorrow—have a good night,” before heading off to bed. And then I would look at the calendar knowing she was only going to be there for a few more night—a few nights to come up with some sort of proposal before she disappeared from my life. 
 
    But I had to ask her out. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. Even though I knew nothing about her, I knew that I wanted to get the chance to know her. It was two nights before the end of her stay when I got to know her more than I would have liked.  
 
    I had just finished cleaning up the lobby area. I’d been working all day, trying to keep my mind busy. It was easy to get bored working at that front desk—and whenever I was bored, my mind would start to consider sneaking a peek in that voyeur storage closet. So I invented tasks to keep myself occupied. I spent a good four hours sweeping and pressure washing the parking lot around the motel. And then I found a stack of rags and I wiped years’ worth of mud spatter off of the posts that held up the second floor balcony. By the end of my first week working at Matt’s motel, the place looked brand new. Matt was going to be happy.  
 
    The only room I hadn’t cleaned out was the secret storage room, but I had no intentions of cleaning that room—or even going inside of it. And I wouldn’t have gone into it again had I not wanted to borrow the iPad that was in there. 
 
    It was late and I was hungry. I hadn’t eaten all day as guests were checking in and out constantly, as there was a nearby film festival. Once the lobby quieted down, I decided I would run across the street and eat dinner and have a pint—get away for an hour or so. But I didn’t want to leave the lobby unattended, so I figured I would grab that iPad with the lobby feed from the storage room.  
 
    I went over to the storage room and I fished that red Chicago Blackhawks key out from Matt’s key ring. I still found myself looking around to make sure that no one was watching before entering, even though I had no plans to pull back that curtain and take in a showing. There was no one around so I went inside. The door closed behind me as I walked up to the little table where the iPad rested. And that’s when I heard something—faint footsteps from inside of the hotel room. I could tell that the footsteps were bare: skin against the tile floor that was near the bathroom. And I thought: if her feet were bare, maybe the rest of her was bare… 
 
    I looked back at the door, making sure it was closed. My heart began racing. I knew I should have just walked away, but I was so easy. All I had to do was pull back that curtain, and I would possibly get to see the most beautiful woman in the world naked. I know how bad that sounds—and it felt bad, too. My body was filled with a cold guilt, just from considering the act. I hated myself for not turning around and leaving. And I hated myself even more when I finally reached my shaking hand out to pull back that curtain.  
 
    She was in her room, dressed in lingerie, brushing her hair. Her back was to me, but I could see the soft curve of her bum as her panties rode up between her butt cheeks. Her skin was so smooth all over. Her toenails and fingernails were painted a brilliant white. I just wanted to be in that room with her, so I could smell her tantalizing perfume and so I could feel her warm, soft body. God, she was so beautiful.  
 
    She turned around and started walking towards the mirror—walking towards me. I froze up and sat completely still, worried she would detect even the slightest movement. I caught myself holding my breath, my arms and legs trembling. There was still time to leave and spare most of my dignity. But no—I stayed and continued watching the beauty.  
 
    She walked right up to the mirror and stopped. It looked like she was looking right at me, but she looked peaceful and happy. She kept brushing her soft hair for another minute and then she put the brush down. She ran her fingers through her hair with an adorable smile on her face.  
 
    I hated myself so much for watching. I bit down on my tongue and then I reached for the curtain—I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t sink to that level— 
 
    She reached around back and started to unclip her bra. I froze, the curtain half closed. And I watched. I wasn’t strong. I was weak. I couldn’t fathom missing out on the opportunity to see those perfect breasts—and they really were perfect. They weren’t large, but they were perky. They were so perky that her nipples pointed upwards slightly. She cupped them gently and lifted them up. The skin of her breasts was much lighter than the rest of her body, as if she’d just come back from a beach vacation where she spent all of her time laying on the beach. 
 
    She closed her eyes and took a deep breath in. She squeezed her breasts. Then, one of her hands started to slip down, towards her crotch, across her smooth abdomen and her shaved pelvis. I watched as her white-painted nails slipped over the slight bulge of her pussy. She started to rub.  
 
    Oh my God—she was masturbating. I’d walked into that room at the perfect time—or maybe the worst possible time. She was rubbing her cunt, moaning gently—so gently that I couldn’t hear her through the one-way mirror. With her free hand she continued to fondle her breast.  
 
    My cock was so hard, pushing aggressively against the fly of my jeans. It was begging to be let out, begging to be stroked. But I resisted. What I was doing was already bad enough. I kept watching as she slipped one hand down the front of her panties and continued massaging herself erotically. I still couldn’t believe what I was witnessing.  
 
    I took a seat in the chair, accepting that it was too late for me; there was no turning back at this point. I couldn’t possibly pull myself away from this sight. I would live the rest of my life with this as one of my most precious memories. I bit down on my lip and squirmed slightly as my cock became even harder and larger in my pants. God, what I would have given to be in that room with her, standing behind her with my hand down those panties. 
 
    She pulled her hand out from her panties, and with it, her cock.  
 
    My heart stopped momentarily and my mouth fell agape. I had to close my eyes and refresh my vision before realizing that what I was seeing was real: Tania had a cock. Tania was a man.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    For some reason, I couldn’t move. I couldn’t look away. I was stuck in that chair, my eyes stuck open, my gaze glued to her hand as it pulled up and down her hard cock. She wasn’t big—an inch or two smaller than me—but she was real. That was no prosthetic piece. The girl I’d been fantasizing about for nearly a week was a biological man.  
 
    The head of her cock was reddening from her tight grip. I could see her veins throbbing. I looked up at her face. Her cheeks were red and her eyes were still closed. She was biting the corner of her bottom lip as her hips squirmed. I wondered who she was thinking about. What if she was thinking about me? My heart stuttered and a chill ran down my spine.  
 
    I’d been fawning over a man—a chick with a dick, a tranny, a shemale, a trap—whatever you want to call her. I felt sick, strangely deceived. I wanted to be disgusted, but my brain couldn’t seem to process any emotions. I just kept sitting there silently, staring at the beauty as she stroked her cock. And she still was a beauty—that was the worst part of it all. I wanted to look at her and see her for what she really was. If I could have suddenly seen her Adam’s apple or a manly bone structure or wide shoulders—but she had none of it. Aside from the cock between her legs, she was all woman. Was it from surgeries or was she born that way? As far as I could tell, there weren’t even scars under her breasts. Were those implants? Or were they from years of hormone replacement therapy?  
 
    I wished I had the will to look away. I wished my erection would go away. But I was still so horny. I was still so mesmerized by her.  
 
    She reached forward and pressed one of her hands against the mirror. Her grip tightened around her cock. She was beating hard and fast now, biting down harder on her lip. Her cheeks were reddening and her squirming was becoming more intense. She was about to come. I was about to watch a biological man come, and I couldn’t look away. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” she muttered—just loud enough that I could hear her through the mirror. 
 
    And then suddenly, her cock erupted. Cum sprayed the mirror in long streaks. She might have had a small cock, but she had a massive load. That mirror was covered in her warm, white goo by the time she was able to stand upright. She slipped her cock back into her panties and went to fetch some tissues to clean the mirror. Finally, I managed to emerge from my rigor, and I left that little storage room with haste.  
 
    I found myself back at the front desk, staring forward blankly, unsure of what I’d just witnessed. My mind was spinning. I couldn’t grab hold of any individual thought. I couldn’t even remember what I was in that closet to get in the first place. Oh right, the iPad. I was going to grab it and take it across the street while I ate. But I wasn’t hungry anymore. I had no idea when I would be hungry again—not that night, that’s for sure.  
 
    Her motel room door opened and she emerged, now dressed with her hair tied in a loose bun. She was still beautiful, and that made me more confused than anything. After making sure the door was locked behind her, she looked at me with a smile. “Hey,” she said as she started walking towards me. My heart was sent into another frenzy. Why was she coming towards me? What did she want?  
 
    I tried to hear the manliness in her voice, but it wasn’t there—it didn’t exist. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t change her gender status in my brain. My head started spinning faster. “Uh, hi,” I managed to say.  
 
    She walked into the open lobby area. “How’s it going? You must be tired. You’ve been working since I woke up this morning.” She came up to the desk and leaned over it, planting her elbows down. She smelled nice, and I hated that. 
 
    “Oh, you know, just trying to keep busy,” I said. I couldn’t look her in the eyes for more than a few seconds before anxiety overwhelmed me.  
 
    “You should take a break or you’ll get sick.” She looked around and her gaze stopped on the lobby hours. “Are you even supposed to be here right now?” I looked at the hours. She was right—I was supposed to be done for the night. After ten, I was supposed to close the lobby. If anyone needed anything, my phone number was tacked to the door.  
 
    “Is it already ten?” I said. 
 
    “It’s ten thirty,” she said. “The kitchen across the street is still open for another thirty minutes, if you want to grab a bite to eat with me.” She looked me in the eyes with her bright, flashing eyes. God, those eyes were beautiful. How could they belong to a man?  
 
    Was this my brain telling me that I was gay? I’d never been so attracted to a person before, and she wasn’t even a she. The first woman I’d truly swooned over was born a man, and she still had a cock between her legs. Why couldn’t that attraction vanish now that I knew her secret?  
 
    “Well?” she said. 
 
    I felt a lump forming in my throat. I had no excuses—none that I could think of, anyway. In retrospect, I could have told her that I wasn’t hungry, or that I was tired, or that I’d already eaten—or anything. But in that moment, I could only muster up a measly “Okay.”  
 
    I found myself locking up the lobby area, taking the key ring with me, and following Tania across the street to the bar where I first learned about Matt’s secret voyeur booth.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It dawned on me once I was sitting down across from her at the bar that I’d gotten exactly what I wanted: I was on a date with her. It was like my prayer was answered—my wish granted, but too little too late. Now that I knew about her downstairs mix-up, I wasn’t sure I really wanted to be on that date with her.  
 
    What if the people around us could tell that she was a man? Just because I couldn’t didn’t mean others couldn’t either… I did notice a few guys looking at us. They looked away as I looked at them. Were they just checking out my date or were they mocking me? I felt like I was going insane. 
 
    “Are you okay? You seem kind of… flustered,” she said with that amazing smile and drove me so insane.  
 
    “Me? Oh yeah, I’m fine. Totally fine. Have you eaten here before? Do you know what’s good? I’ve eaten here a few times, and I always get the steak sandwich. But they kind of overcook their steak—I like it like that, but some people don’t.” I felt like I couldn’t stop the torrent of verbiage that was pouring out from my mouth.  
 
    She laughed. She thought it was cute. Did she like me? Had my wishes really come true? Damn my wishes—why did I ever wish them?  
 
    The image of her jerking her hard cock came back into my mind. Was she jerking it to the thought of me? Was she imagining sticking it in my ass and pumping me full of her hot cum? I shook my head and tried to force the thought away. The waitress was standing next to our table. “A beer please,” I said, before she could ask.  
 
    Tania ordered the same thing. She was a beer drinker. Of course she was—it was in her masculine blood. She was a man. You can dress a man up as convincingly as you want, but they’ll still have male preferences and desires, right? Or is that not how it works— 
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked. 
 
    I refocused my attention on her. She had her elbows on the table and she was leaning forward slightly—enough that her cleavage was prominent, demanding my attention. I fought to keep my gaze up. “I’m good—totally fine. Fine like wine,” I said with a forced smile. “So you’ll be back in your apartment soon. Are you excited?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes and no. It was nice to get away from my roommate for a while. She can be a bit overbearing. Our landlord is paying for the motel, and my roommate went to live with her parents. She said she didn’t want to live in some stinky motel—no offense, I don’t think it’s stinky. That’s just what she said.” She blushed a little bit. She was cute when she blushed. She was always cute—even when she was pumping her erection she was cute. I shook the thought out of my head again. 
 
    “No offense taken—it’s not my motel. It belongs to a friend of mine—he’s out of town and I’m just watching the place for him.”  
 
    “Oh, that’s nice of you. What do you do normally?” 
 
    I smiled, feeling some warmth rushing into my cheeks. “I’m between jobs right now. Just trying to figure out what I want in life. I guess you could say I’m a bit of a bum.” 
 
    “Well at least your honest. I can’t think of too many guys I know who would just admit that straight up like that.” She was still staring into my eyes, hypnotising me, and driving me crazy. I was already crazy—how much more crazy could I get? 
 
    “Well, I don’t see it as a bad thing, to be honest. I actually feel bad for people who work jobs they hate for a wage that barely covers their rent and bills. I just keep my living expenses low enough that I can get by with an odd job every now and then. Working at the motel is my odd job of the month.”  
 
    Our drinks came and we kept talking, and then our food came and we kept talking. We talked a lot—almost non-stop throughout the night. The only times we stopped talking was when that image fluttered back into my mind and my thoughts were all sent into a swirl.  
 
    In my head, I kept telling myself I needed to end the date. I needed to tell her that I just wasn’t interested—because I wasn’t. There was no sense in entertaining a relationship that couldn’t go anywhere. I couldn’t be seen with a trans chick in public. It was already bad enough in that bar, getting the odd look, not knowing whether they could tell or not. Maybe they could tell that something was off and they were trying to pinpoint it. What would my family say if they found out the truth of who I was dating? And my friends? I know Matt would tease me to no end. And how would I live with myself? Well, I was having a good time on that date—who’s to say I wouldn’t have a good time in a relationship?  
 
    I shook that thought out of my head as if it was that image of her jerking off all over again. She laughed. “You’re a weird guy. I mean that in a good way.” 
 
    “In a good way?” I asked. 
 
    She just laughed. It was late when she leaned over the table and looked around to make sure nobody was within earshot. “Can I tell you something?” she asked. I had flashbacks to that night a year before with Matt, when he told me about his room.  
 
    “Um, sure,” I said. 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a moment as her cheeks turned red. She looked around again to ensure that our conversation was private. “I’m a transgender,” she said. She stared into my eyes to watch my reaction. But it wasn’t a secret—not to me. I’d already seen everything.  
 
    I smiled and shook my head. “Oh really?” I said, trying to sound surprised but not offended. I wasn’t sure how to properly react to such a claim.  
 
    “You don’t believe me?” she said. 
 
    “No, I believe you,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me, her eyes narrowing. “You don’t look surprised. Could you tell?” 
 
    “No,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face. Why was she telling me this? I suppose she had to tell anyone she was potentially interested in upfront. I suppose it was my business to know in case I was romantically interested, though I wasn’t—at least I was trying to convince myself that I wasn’t. “You look good,” I said with a smile.  
 
    “How did you know?” she asked. She suddenly had a smirk. My heart stuttered. Why was she asking how I knew? How could she tell that I knew? Was it obvious? Or did she know that I was watching her? No, she couldn’t have known. She wouldn’t have done what she’d done if she knew… Right?  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I didn’t know. Really.” 
 
    “You’re lying.” She bit her bottom lip. “But I’ll drop it. You really believe me?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I mean—I believe you’re not lying, but I wouldn’t have ever guessed. You look good—really good.”  
 
    “How good?” she said. 
 
    “You’re pretty.” I felt that warmth rushing back into my cheeks. 
 
    “Just pretty?” She was staring into my eyes. She knew she was teasing me. She was getting a kick out of it. 
 
    “You’re beautiful.”  
 
    “But you can just accept that I wasn’t born like this?” she said, narrowing her eyes.  
 
    “I guess so.”  
 
    She stared at me for a moment longer and then she brought her hand up to her chin. “Okay, I told you a secret. Now you tell me a secret.”  
 
    My heart was racing. My legs felt numb. I wanted to get up and run but I had a feeling I would fall to the floor as soon as I stood up. “Um,” I said, trying to calm down my racing thoughts. The only secret I could think of was that secret voyeur room—and I wasn’t about to tell her about that. 
 
    “C’mon. Spill your guts. I won’t judge.” She leaned even closer, making that perfect cleavage even more prominent. 
 
    “I, uh, am addicted to gambling. I’m two years clean.”  
 
    “That’s boring. Give me something better than that,” she said. “But congratulations.”  
 
    My heart managed to pound even harder. “Well…” I said. “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Yes you do—I can see it in your eyes. Just say it.”  
 
    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “I, uh, I guess I like you,” I said, “even though you’re a, you know, a transgender.” My heart was a mess. Was I telling the truth? Did I really like her, even despite her cock? No, that couldn’t have been true. It must have just been a random babbling under pressure—something to say to steer the conversation away from the voyeur closet.  
 
    She blushed. “Really? What do you mean, you like me? How do you like me?” 
 
    “I don’t know…” I said. 
 
    “Just say it. Do you want to kiss me? Do you want to fuck me?” She leaned closer and looked around again. Now she was whispering. “Do you want to play with my dick?” She giggled, staring into my eyes.  
 
    I was obsessed with her. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. The fact that she had a cock just made me want her anymore. I didn’t understand why, but with each passing moment, I cared less and less. I just wanted to be with her, regardless of what was there. “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah to what?” she said with another giggle. 
 
    “Yeah to it all.”  
 
    She leaned back, seemingly satisfied with my response. “Well I don’t know what to say. I’m flattered.” 
 
    “Now it’s your turn,” I said, my heart pounding up near my throat. I don’t know what came over me. I don’t know what foreign entity was now in control of my body.  
 
    “My turn?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, your secret wasn’t really a secret, you have to admit. It was just a fact—like telling me that your eyes are blue, or that you have a birthmark on your leg. Besides, I gave you two secrets: the gambling addiction and the other thing.”  
 
    “The gambling thing was boring—no offense.”  
 
    “That’s your problem, not mine. So shoot—give me another secret,” I said. My face must have been so red. 
 
    She looked around, her cheeks a shade of crimson. She leaned close and was about to speak, but she stopped herself. It was going to be a good one, I could tell. She cleared her throat. “I like it when people watch me,” she said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I stared into her gorgeous eyes, trying to process what she had just said. “You what?” I said. 
 
    “I like it when people watch me—you know, playing with myself.” She bit her bottom lip and looked away, showing off some shyness for the first time since I’d met her. “I guess I should come clean. My apartment isn’t being fumigated. I just like to go to scuzzy motels and fantasize that I’m being watched. You always hear about it in the news: some motel owner gets caught with cameras in the bathrooms or whatever.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She liked it when people watched her? Was she just saying that to tease me, because she knew that I was running the motel, or was she being serious?  
 
    “I know it sounds crazy. But sometimes I’ll just stand in front of a mirror and… you know, pleasure myself. You know they can hide cameras behind mirrors. And those mirrors are bolted down so firmly, you would never know unless you smashed one.”  
 
    “I can’t tell if you’re lying,” I said. 
 
    She blushed and looked away again. If she was lying, she was a damn-good liar. “I’m not lying,” she said. “But think about it—when you think about all of the hotels and motels you’ve stayed in before. There’s a good chance you’ve been watched at least once. Doesn’t that get your heart racing?” 
 
    It did get my heart racing, but not for the reason she was saying.  
 
    “And now imagine exposing yourself—it’s kind of like gambling, don’t you think? You don’t know who’s watching or recording and where that footage might end up. There might be no one watching, or you might end up all over the Internet—who knows? Doesn’t that get you excited?” 
 
    As if on cue, a truck pulled into the motel parking lot across the street. I was ready to run over and check the newcomer in when I realized it was Matt—back from seeing his mother out of state. “There’s the actual motel owner,” I said. I looked back at Tania. She was blushing.  
 
    “Do you think I’m some messed up creep?” she said. 
 
    “No, not at all,” I said. It was amazing to think that someone so beautiful could be into something so kinky. I looked back over at Matt, who was now in the motel lobby. “What if I told you the owner of this motel likes to watch people? He’s even got a special room he puts people in when he wants to watch them.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up like a child’s on Christmas. She really wasn’t kidding. She really was into some kinky shit. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “And what if I told you that you were in that room now. There’s a mirror—it’s a one-way mirror. And there’s a room on the other side with a chair and a cup holder and everything.”  
 
    “Oh my God,” she said, “he’s a total creep. I love it.” She legitimately looked excited. “Let’s go. Do you think we can get him to watch tonight?”  
 
    “We?” I said, my heart skipping a beat. 
 
    “You did say that you wanted to play with my cock, didn’t you?” She had a big devilish smirk on her face. My heart was pounding and my head was spinning, but she was right—I did say that, and I meant it. I really wanted to get her alone in that bedroom. 
 
    But with Matt watching? Matt was my friend, and he would see her cock. Could I really fuck a trans chick with my good friend watching? A warm buzzing ran up my spine. Tania was right—it was an exciting thought. He might watch and he might not—and I would never know because he would never be able to mention it without admitting that he had a secret voyeur room.  
 
    I looked back into her eyes. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. Being with her was worth the risk. Hell, even if all of my friends and family found out, it was worth it. What was the worst that could happen? They might disapprove of our relationship, but I’m sure they would all get over it. They might even understand as soon as they saw how gorgeous she was. 
 
    So we went back to her motel room. I ran in to say hi to Matt, leaving my keys on the desk, before running back over to Tania’s motel room. Matt saw her letting me into the room, and that certainly got him interested. I have no idea whether or not he went into his little room to watch. 
 
    Once in Tania’s room, we started kissing. She was a good kisser. I could feel her heart pounding with excitement. It was her dream come true as well as mine. I got to fuck the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, and Tania got to experience being watching by a stranger—a fetish that I could understand once we started undressing. The nerves doubled as excitement. There wasn’t a moment where our hearts weren’t pounding and our hands trembling.  
 
    She took off her top and then she let me take off her bra. I got to suck her perky nipples while she massaged my scalp, and then she let me work my way down at my own pace. I have to say, I was nervous as hell when I got my fingertips around her panties, ready to pull them down and expose her cock. Was I really ready for this? Was I really willing to sleep with a biological man? 
 
    No matter how I worded it in my head, I just couldn’t convince myself that she was a biological man. Every part of her was feminine, even her smooth, small cock. Her skin was soft and her hair was soft and her tits were supple—what part of her was biologically male even?  
 
    I pulled those panties down and her small erection sprung out. I took it in my fingers and started to stroke it. I watched as the foreskin pulled back and forth, over her bulbous tip. I carefully leaned forward and slipped it through my lips. And as I did, I thought I heard something—the gentle closing of a door, or maybe it was just in my imagination. There was a good chance Matt was watching. 
 
    I looked up to see Tania looking towards the mirror. Maybe she heard it too. She was rock-hard, like a warm pillar of stone in my mouth. I sucked her until I could taste her pre-cum on my tongue.  
 
    “Fuck me against the mirror,” she said softly, her cheeks red. I knew that meant we would just be a few feet away from Matt, if he was in there. She walked over and pressed her hands and her erection against the mirror. If Matt was there, he could see everything. And he was about to see me pumping a trans chick’s asshole. I didn’t waste a minute. I got up behind her and lined my throbbing erection up with her tight hole. I took a deep breath. It was worth it. 
 
    I penetrated her. I sunk in until she started to moan and then I started to thrust. Her hole was tight—I may have been the first cock to ever penetrate that tiny hole. I pressed her hard against the mirror and I pounded her, making the wall shake slightly. And then I couldn’t help myself: I reached around and took hold of her beautiful cock and I started to stroke it. It didn’t take long before I made her come all over the mirror—for the second time that night.  
 
    “Come in my asshole, baby. Come inside of me,” she said, looking over her shoulder and into my eyes. We kissed as I plunged my rod deeper—so deep, my pelvis was slapping against her soft tush. She was perfect. That moment was perfect. I tried to hold back but my efforts were futile. I grunted and then I unloaded inside of her.  
 
    She screamed and tried to curl her fingers against the mirror. Once I was finished I stepped back, and Matt quite possibly watched as my creampie fell out of my trans beauty’s butthole.  
 
    And I didn’t care whether he saw or not. I only cared that Tania was happy, and that I was happy—and we were both smiling like fools. I ended up staying the night, with her naked body cuddled into mine. We fucked again in the morning, but I had a feeling we didn’t have an audience for that—we were under the covers regardless.  
 
    Out in public, Tania was a woman and only a woman. Behind closed doors, she was a little bit more than just a woman—and I was absolutely fine with that. And so what if Matt knew that I was fucking a transgender chick? It’s no one’s business what you want to do in the privacy of your own home or your own motel room. It’s nobody’s business what people do behind closed doors. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BIGGEST ON CAMPUS 
 
    Paul has a special reputation on his college campus: he’s got the biggest package. It’s not long before every girl in the school knows it and wants a piece of the action. All he has to do is unzip and the girls go weak at the knees. But everything starts to change as rumours buzz that there’s a new biggest on campus. Suddenly, the line-up of willing girls begins to dwindle. 
 
    But Paul isn’t interested in banging his way through every girl he sees anymore. Now, he decides to set his sights on one girl: a petite blonde with a mysterious reputation of her own.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It didn’t take long before everyone at that college knew about my special quality. I was in my sophomore year when I started getting looks from people I’d never seen before in my life. I didn’t know any of them, but they knew me.  
 
    I’d only slept with about fifty or fifty-five women at that school… I say ‘only’ because there were thousands of girls at Moncton University I looked forward to ploughing my way through. But it only took a few dozen before my reputation became common knowledge.  
 
    I’ll never forget the day I realized everyone knew. I was working on at the college gym. It was around noon and I had no classes that day. I was used to seeing a girl or two stopping at the window to watch me push weights around, but when I sat up from finishing a set of bench press, I noticed more than a girl or two—there were eight or nine chicks standing at the window, staring at me. As I looked at them, they all awkwardly looked away in different, as if they’d never been looking at all. But the redness on their faces gave them away.  
 
    As I was leaving the gym, I walked by a freshman chick who looked right down at my crotch and bit her bottom lip as if she was about to faint from a sudden burst of euphoria.  
 
    So they’d all found out that I was the biggest guy on campus. One of the girls I’d tackled had let the news slip—or maybe they were all talking. How could they not? Or maybe it was one of my dorm room neighbours who overheard one of my dates screaming my name and begging for my giant cock.  
 
    I smiled as I made my way from the gym to my dorm. Now, with my new reputation, I knew getting laid was going to be easier than ever—and it was already pretty easy. Even the most resistant girls eventually caved if I tried hard enough. First I would try the traditional route: chatting them up, complimenting them, and so on. If that didn’t work, I would try a romantic gesture: send some cheap flowers to her class. Girls love that shit. And if that failed, then I would let nature take over. It was just a matter of finding a way to get my target to walk in on my while I was changing. There were different ways to make it happen, but it always worked. As soon as her eyes locked in on my cock, she was on her back, spreading her legs, already mid-orgasm before I stuffed it inside of her.  
 
    Once everyone knew who I was, life was great. I couldn’t show up at a party without having pussy thrown at me. Sometimes girls tried to play it slow, bringing me drinks, chatting me up. As soon as I knew they were interested, I got down to business. “You want to fuck?” I would ask, sometimes before I even knew their names. Before I had my reputation, that line wouldn’t have worked. But with my ten-inch cock being common knowledge on that campus, it was a direct ticket directly to the nearest bedroom or bathroom or coat closet—whatever was closest.  
 
    I never left a party without fucking at least two chicks. My record was six in one night. My dick actually hurt after that night.  
 
    To be honest, it started to get pretty boring after a while. As more and more girls started to talk about me with their friends, it just got easier and easier. Sometimes I would just be sitting in class, listening to a lecture, when a girl would tap me on the shoulder and pass me a note. “Come fuck me in the bathroom,” the note would say. I would look back and see a gorgeous redhead staring at me, practically drooling, and I would miss the last half of the lecture. Thankfully most of my professors were chicks that knew about my special endowment, so getting good grades wasn’t an issue. By the way, older women are crazy in the sack. The only chick I was ever with who could take all nine inches of my pecker was my philosophy professor, Professor Jenkins. I was literally balls deep inside of her—I could see my tip pressing up inside her belly for crying out loud.  
 
    The only education I was getting at that college was a sexual education. I learned how to make girls scream in absolute euphoria for an hour straight—to be fair, it’s not hard when you have a nine-inch cock. 
 
    It was just after the winter break of my sophomore year when I decided to challenge myself. I wasn’t going to simply fuck my way through every easy whore on campus; I wanted to feel the excitement of the chase again. I wanted to feel some sense of accomplishment when I finally got to see the pink of some college chick’s pussy. So I started going after a different type of girl: girls who weren’t at college to party.  
 
    My first difficult target was a little brunette with glasses. She was in a few of my classes. She wasn’t much to look at, no offense to her—she could have been with a bit of effort. She didn’t wear any makeup as far as I could tell, and her hair was always a frizzy mess. She wore white running shoes and blue jeans to school every day, and I’d never seen her talk to anyone. 
 
    When I first talked to her one day after class, her face turned white and she said, “I have to use the bathroom. I’ll be right back.” She scuttled away and then never emerged from the bathroom. I’m not sure whether she was hiding in there or if she slipped out through a window. But for the first time in a long time, I felt that rush—like I finally had a challenge, like she wasn’t a guaranteed fuck like all the other chicks before her.  
 
    Though, deep down, I knew success was inevitable. After a week of carefully timed flirting, I convinced her to meet up with me for a coffee at the college café. We talked for a couple of hours before I convinced her to grab a pint with me. She was a lightweight; after a single beer, her cheeks were red and she was swaying slightly. She leaned over the table with a big grin on her face and said, “Is it true what they say about you? You know… that you’ve got a foot long penis?” She said ‘penis’ so quietly, I almost wasn’t sure she actually said it. 
 
    I grinned. “It’s not quite a foot long,” I said. “Do you want to see it?” I watched her face as her brain ran through a series of different emotions. She was obviously a virgin, obviously terrified of being with a gigantic cock for her first time, but she was obviously excited, and obviously interested. We went back up to my dorm room. It took a bit longer than usual to get her relaxed. But as soon as her gaze met my dick, she was mine to do what I wanted with, like every girl before her. She trembled and sighed and gently took my cock with her virgin fingers and started exploring.  
 
    I swear she had an orgasm before I even had her naked. As she pulled back my foreskin, a shudder ran through her body as her eyes glowed and a bit of saliva teased the edge of her lip. She let out a soft moan. When I finally took off her panties, they were soaking wet—literally dripping as if she’d pissed herself. I went down on her for a couple of minutes and then, after she squirted on my face, decided it was time to finish her off. I stuffed her tight snatch and I made her scream and then I came as deep as I could get, which wasn’t even a full six inches.  
 
    In the end, she didn’t turn out to be much of a challenge. Most of the girls I thought would be challenging turned out to just be shy—and once that nervousness was gone, the rest was easy.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Near the end of my sophomore year, I couldn’t get from one class to another without passing at least one chick that I’d fucked. None of them ever seemed mad that I fucked girl after girl. In fact, they usually seemed ecstatic that they got to experience my special endowment. I couldn’t go a day without getting a message from one of them, asking for a second fucking. It was rare that I accepted the invite—I had a lot of girls to get through; I couldn’t be wasting my time on repeat performances. 
 
    I discovered a new challenge during a party one Friday night, at a house just off campus. I’d only been at the party for an hour and I’d already been propositioned by half a dozen chicks who wanted to go for a ride on my massive throbber. I turned them all down, hoping to find something a little bit more interesting. But as I wandered around the party, I realized there weren’t many interesting options. Shy girls and nerdy girls rarely showed up to those parties—the ones who did, I’d already fucked. I was fairly certain that I’d already conquered all of the girls who liked to play hard-to-get.  
 
    So I was about to settle on one of the hungry whores when I walked by a couple of girls who were kissing by the stairs. And it occurred to me: fucking a lesbian might be a good challenge! And I was right. I started by targeting one of the girls I’d watched making out. She had long black hair and wore dark eyeliner and ruby-red lipstick. 
 
    I complimented her hair, but she didn’t look too impressed. She looked at me the way oblivious girls would look at me before my reputation was well known, making me think she had no idea who I was. I smiled. “Have a boyfriend?” I asked. 
 
    “A girlfriend, actually,” she said.  
 
    “So what’s your policy on hooking up with guys?” 
 
    She stared at me blankly for a moment before saying, “I’m not interested in guys. Sorry.”  
 
    But I just laughed. “That’s because you’ve probably never been with one before,” I said. 
 
    She gave me a condescending smile. I was loving her resistance. It had been too long since anyone had put up a good fight. “I’ve been with a few, actually,” she said.  
 
    “I mean a real man. You know, with something to work with.”  
 
    “You mean—you don’t think I’ve been with a big cock before? Is that what you’re suggesting?” She looked like she was trying not to laugh. She wouldn’t be laughing once she saw what I was packing.  
 
    “Something like that,” I said with a wink. A part of me wanted to be rejected. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d been rejected—if it had ever happened at all. I didn’t want to think that I was cursed with an easy sex life. 
 
    “Quit flattering yourself,” she said.  
 
    “You don’t think I’m big? I guarantee you that I’m the biggest you’ve ever been with—the biggest you’ve ever seen.”  
 
    “You certainly have the biggest ego,” she said, rolling her eyes.  
 
    I decided to take a break and come back later. Girls like it when you show persistence. I wandered away, had a few drinks, let the girls at the party talk—hopefully spreading my reputation to new ears. It was later in the night when I found the longhaired lesbian again. “So, have you come around yet? Want to bounce on the biggest cock you’ll ever see, or what?” I said with a big, confident smirk. Confidence is key. 
 
    She shook her head. “And what if you’re not the biggest cock I’ve ever been with?” 
 
    “That’s not a concern of mine,” I said. 
 
    She was a bit drunk. Her lesbian girlfriend had taken off for the night, and I could see a slight glimmer of genuine curiosity in her eyes. She was interested. Someone must have pointed me out to her since our first conversation, planted that seed in her mind.  
 
    She looked around and then took a step closer to me. “You’d better not disappoint me,” she said, and then she took my hand. We went off to one of the empty bedrooms and we locked the door. I went in to kiss her but she dodged my attempt. “I’m not interested in making out with a dude,” she said. “I’m a lesbian, remember?” She took a step towards me and reached down for my belt, getting right down to business. She yanked my pants down with a swift tug and then she ran her hand over my package, on top of my underwear. “You’re big,” she said, but she didn’t sound too impressed. 
 
    “Keep rubbing and it gets bigger,” I said. 
 
    “I sure hope so,” she said, and the comment took me by surprise. Even flaccid, my dick was huge. How was she not impressed? How was she not dropping to her knees and salivating all over my shaft like every girl before her? I mean—I suppose she was a lesbian. But even still…  
 
    She tugged down my underwear and then she took a good look at my shaft, which was semi-erect already from her massaging. She smiled. “It’s okay,” she said. “But you’re not the biggest on campus.”  
 
    A chill ran down my spine. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’ve been with bigger,” she said. 
 
    “I’m not even hard yet. Get me hard and then talk.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes and sunk down to her knees. She started to massage the length of my shaft, doing a sexy twisting motion with her wrists to cover my whole surface area. She even stuck my tip in her mouth and sucked on it, spat into her hands to reduce the friction. She was sexy, and she got me hard fast. My cock was bigger than her head, standing tall, and as thick as her wrist. She looked up at it but her face remained unimpressed.  
 
    “You’re so full of it,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong, you’re big. You’re probably the second biggest on campus,” she said with a smirk. I was almost certain she was just fucking with me, just trying to make me angry so she could have an easy laugh.  
 
    “You’re nuts,” I said. “No one is bigger than me.” She just smiled. “Who? Who’s bigger than me?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s none of my business,” she said. 
 
    “Because you’re a liar,” I said. 
 
    “Are you going to fuck me or should I just go to my girlfriend’s dorm and let her fuck me with her strap-on?”  
 
    “Bend over,” I said. I felt the redness entering into my face. This was worse than being rejected. As I watched her bending over for me, I wished that she would have just said no to me. At least then I could have revelled in the excitement of the chase. This was just painful.  
 
    But I was still convinced she was lying, that she would cave and tell the truth once I had her coming on my cock. I pressed my tip up to her tight pussy and said, “Ready?”  
 
    “Whenever you are,” she said without much enthusiasm. I pressed it into her. She clenched a little bit, but she was otherwise still. As I started to thrust into her, she pressed her bum back into me. She was sexy as hell, but she wasn’t getting off the way every girl before her had. At one point I had my whole cock inside of her, and she just said, “More.” 
 
    “That’s all of it,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Seriously?” she said. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to suppress my anger. She was just fucking with me—there was no way there was anyone bigger than me. Maybe she was just referring to her girlfriend’s strap-on. Maybe her girlfriend had a collection of gigantic dildos that were impossibly large. Yeah—that must be it. I was still the biggest real cock on campus, and I always would be. It’s not my fault that she’d been stretched out by giant plastic cocks.  
 
    “Just come and get it over with,” she said, pushing more of my buttons. It took longer than usual, but I managed to bring myself to orgasm. I pulled out and came all over her back. She made me grab a towel to wipe her off before she stood up and got dressed. Before she left, she stopped in the doorway and looked over at me. “Sorry, darling,” she said with a smile, and then she left.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was a few days before I fucked another girl. For the first time ever, I woke up and I just wasn’t in the mood. I went to the gym and pushed around some weights. A line of girls formed at the window, but I found them to be more annoying than anything. Couldn’t I just workout in peace? Why did they have to watch? What were they hoping to see? Did they want me to stand up and expose myself like some playground paedophile?  
 
    I wrapped up my workout early and went to the library where I could be alone. I got a seat by the window in the back corner, where I could see out on the main campus walkway. I watched as a group of football jocks sauntered by. One of them pointed out some floozy and they all whispered rumours to one another. I wondered if one of them was the apparently bigger guy.  
 
    I tried to do some homework in my private library corner, but I couldn’t focus. Every time a guy walked by, I wondered if he was the one. I went to a party a couple of nights later and had similar wonderings. I would see a chick going up to a bedroom with a guy, and I would wonder: is that him?  
 
    I was still getting looks from girls. I caught one group of chicks looking my way and giggling. At first I just assumed they were gossiping about my special endowment, but then it occurred to me that they might be talking about something else: ‘Hey, isn’t that the guy who thinks he’s got the biggest cock on campus?’ I imagined one of the girls saying to the other. ‘What a loser!’ 
 
    It was eating away at me. If I didn’t have the biggest cock on campus, what did I have? Mediocre grades? Half of a useless degree that wouldn’t even get me a job? I wasn’t on any sports teams—I always just assumed guys tried out for sports teams to get girls, and I never needed the leg up. If I wasn’t the biggest guy on campus, then I was just another nobody. No one goes to the Olympics hoping to win a silver medal… And if I wasn’t the biggest, how did I know I was even the second biggest? Maybe there were many guys on campus with bigger packages than me. Maybe they were just slower getting around to fucking all the girls. Maybe they just needed more time to create their reputations… 
 
    Or maybe that lesbian with the long black hair was just fucking with me, and I was falling for it. I mean—she did let me fuck her. It was still another notch in the win column.  
 
    So I convinced myself that it was nothing to worry about—just a lie that I fell for. I kept sleeping with girls, and whenever possible, I would set my targets on a nice, challenging lesbian. I always won. Lesbians were fun in the sack—but the most fun part was watching them weeks later when they started dating men. My giant cock was successfully converting their sexual preferences.  
 
    But it was a night with a redheaded lesbian that brought all of my anxieties back with a vengeance. We’d just finished fucking and I was watching my creampie dribbling out of her stretched out pussy when she said, “That was amazing—but you know you don’t have the biggest cock on campus, right?”  
 
    The comment hit me like a truck, rendering me speechless for a long moment. A lump formed in my throat. “What?” I finally managed to say. 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong, you’re big—really big. But you’re just not the biggest.”  
 
    “Who is it? Who’s bigger than me?” I asked.  
 
    She just shrugged her shoulders. “I really can’t say,” she said. 
 
    “Isn’t that convenient,” I said, rolling my eyes. I grabbed my pants and started getting dressed. I couldn’t take it—it was torture, like finding out you’ve been disqualified two years after winning a gold medal, and now they’re coming to take that medal back so they can give it to someone else.  
 
    “It’s not that big of a deal,” the cute redhead said as she sat naked on my bed, her body glistening with sweat from our hour-long fuck session.  
 
    “I just don’t believe it,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, maybe I’m wrong,” she said with a smile that was obviously fake. Now she was just trying to make me feel better, but I didn’t want to be lied to. I didn’t want back in my bubble of ignorance. I wanted to be the biggest. It was all I had.  
 
    “Why can’t you tell me who it is?”  
 
    “Well… Because I just can’t. It’s complicated.”  
 
    “What does that even mean?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Let’s just drop it, okay? I had fun tonight. We should do it again sometime.” She smiled and bit her bottom lip.  
 
    But I just rolled my eyes. “Yeah, whatever.” There wouldn’t be a second fucking with her, even though she was adorable and great in the sack. I couldn’t look at her without the reminder that I didn’t have the biggest cock on campus. I’d heard it from two chicks now—there was no denying it: I really was just a second prize at best.  
 
    I asked the redhead to leave and then I locked my dorm room door. I lay in my bed and tried to sleep, but sleep didn’t come. I felt so embarrassed. For years, I’d been telling girls that I was the biggest they would ever see. And now they were seeing bigger. It wasn’t just embarrassing, it was humiliating.  
 
    I just wanted to know: who was it? Who had a bigger cock than me?  
 
    It hurt to think that I would probably never know. Whoever it was seemed to want to keep it a secret. The two girls who mentioned the stallion refused to give away his identity. So he must have been asking them to keep their mouths shut. But why? Why wouldn’t you want everyone on campus to know? Life is so much better when everyone knows you’re packing nine inches. And I can’t even imagine how good life would be if people knew I was packing ten, eleven, maybe even twelve whole inches of hard cock.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    For the first time since I was a kid, I went a whole week without having sex. I was stuck in a funk that I couldn’t lift myself out of. I would look at women and I would wonder, what’s the point? If they could just go out and get something better than me, then why bother?  
 
    I probably got more homework done in that week than I ever had before in my life. I actually completed assignments on time. I think some of my female professors were even disappointed because they knew it meant they weren’t going to get any after-school specials.  
 
    I skipped a few parties, cut down on my drinking, and started trying to figure out what I was going to do with my life. As silly as it sounds, I hadn’t put much thought into it up until that point. I’d been so distracted by the hordes of women who were throwing themselves at me. All I ever thought about was sex, but now when I thought about sex, I could only think about the fact that there was someone who was bigger and better than me out there. 
 
    But after a week of being stuck in my funk, I realized, maybe he’s not better than me. He may be bigger, but maybe he doesn’t know how to use it. Maybe I could give girls more orgasms than he could. This thought comforted me, even though I didn’t fully believe it. I knew for a fact that size made girls crazy. Sometimes all they had to do was look at the thing and they were already dripping into their panties. But I knew that there was a chance that I worked mine better, and that was enough to get me back onto the wagon.  
 
    I started hitting up parties again, and I started sleeping with more girls. But from time to time—maybe one in every twenty chicks—there was a curious lack of enthusiasm, that same sort of ho-hum attitude that the black-haired lesbian mustered up. Had these girls been with that other guy?  
 
    It was always on my mind, and I hated that. At one point I even considered transferring schools, just so I could reclaim my title as biggest on campus. But I knew that it would still be on my mind, even at another campus.  
 
    I was fucking one girl, a tall blonde with big tits, when the thought hit me hard. She looked completely unimpressed, as if she was just waiting for me to finish so she could go home and study. “What’s wrong?” I asked without stopping. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said, forcing a smile. 
 
    “Does this not feel good?” I asked, my heart stuttering. I hated what I was becoming. 
 
    “It feels good. Don’t stop.”  
 
    “Is it not big enough for you?” I asked with a smirk. I was only half-joking, but I was surprised by her response: she shrugged and forced a smile. “It’s fine,” she said. 
 
    I stopped. I couldn’t keep going. I knew what was on her mind: she’d been with bigger. So I asked her. “Who is it? Who’s bigger than me?”  
 
    Her cheeks turned red and she looked away from me. Her silence stung.  
 
    “Well?” I asked. “Tell me. I need to know. Please.” 
 
    “You’re being weird,” she said. 
 
    “I know I am, but I just need to know. Please tell me.” My giant cock was resting on her leg. I wasn’t going to go any further until I found out who the mystery guy was.  
 
    “Just don’t worry about it.”  
 
    “I’m begging you to tell me,” I said. 
 
    She looked uncomfortable. She slipped out from under me and grabbed her panties from the floor. “You killed the mood,” she said as she bent over. Her big tits hung low.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but I really have to know. Please just tell me.”  
 
    She didn’t tell me. She got dressed and left as quickly as possible. In retrospect, I was being kind of weird. I guess girls don’t want guys begging them to talk about other guys during sex. But I really needed to know—it was quickly eating away at me. I wasn’t performing the same. I was lucky to get one or two orgasms out of girls, and I was used to making girls scream more times than I could count. But if I just knew the guy’s name, I could put it behind me; at least that’s what I thought, anyway.  
 
    I came across another girl who had that same unenthusiastic look on her face when I pulled out my dick. Whoever this mystery man was, he was starting to get around and he was starting to build up a reputation. My reign was over. I wondered if this bigger guy had heard about me. I wondered if he sat up in his dorm room laughing whenever he heard my name. Had I passed him in the hallways before?  
 
    Whenever I saw some guy laughing, I assumed it was him—the bigger guy—and I assumed he was laughing at me. I stopped telling girls that I was the biggest they would ever see. Sure, girls still wanted to sleep with me—more than I could count, as a matter of fact. But it wasn’t the same, and it never would be the same. It was the end of a nine-inch era, and the beginning of an apparently bigger one. I suppose all good things must come to an end eventually.  
 
    I decided to stop obsessing over the mystery guy and accept that I wasn’t the biggest anymore. My new goal was to simply sleep with as many girls as I could before I really was just another college guy in the eyes of girls on that campus. I figured I had until the end of the school year—which wasn’t far off. By the end of the summer break, I was sure the new guy’s reputation would be common knowledge and that would be that.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was the week before the end of the semester when a girl caught my eye.  
 
    I watched her for a minute and then came to the conclusion that I’d never seen her around before. She was pretty—and petite. She couldn’t have weighed more than ninety pounds soaking wet. She was strawberry blonde with fair skin. She had her pink backpack cinched tight to her back, making her look even smaller and younger. She must have been a freshman—maybe someone who recently transferred to Moncton University. Or maybe I just hadn’t seen her because she was so small, like a church mouse.  
 
    She looked at me and smiled and then carried on towards her next class. It wasn’t the kind of look I was used to getting from other girls—nothing to suggest that she was aware of my reputation. And to be honest, I was relieved. I wanted my reputation to flutter away. I didn’t want to be known as the second biggest once the biggest claimed his rightful throne. I would rather just blend into the crowd—it was easier that way. 
 
    I saw her again later that day—either by coincidence or because I was looking for her as I wandered through the crowds. She was eating lunch with a few other girls. They were all laughing. Her cheeks were rosy. Our eyes met again, and she smiled again. I was in line to buy a sandwich, and I started asking the people around me if they knew who she was. “Do you know that girl? Is she in any of your classes?” I was asking complete strangers, but I wanted to know. I wanted to get a little edge up for when I finally went to make my move. 
 
    Usually when girls didn’t know who I was, I would woo them by making sure—either by telling them or showing them. But I wasn’t doing that anymore. I was avoiding that reputation, which meant I needed to rely on a more traditional approach.  
 
    Finally, after asking six or seven different people, I found out that her name was Lucy. “She’s a babe,” I said to the stranger, and then the stranger laughed. “What’s so funny?” I asked. 
 
    He just smiled and carried on with his day. Did she have a reputation of her own that I was unaware of? From afar, she seemed to be quite relaxed, easy-going, and confident. She seemed to have lots of friends and she had no hesitations in talking to strangers. I took a seat across the food court from her and I watched her casually while I ate my lunch.  
 
    A guy took the seat next to me and I decided to ask him if he knew anything about Lucy. “Her?” he said. “I’ve seen her at a few parties.” 
 
    “Know anything about her? What she’s majoring in, what classes she’s taking, that kind of thing?” 
 
    He just shrugged his shoulders. So I kept asking around. And I was surprised to discover that lots of people knew her, as if she’d been at that school for years. The girls that knew her laughed when I asked them about her. The guys became strangely sheepish. It occurred to me that she was quite possibly a man-eater, a chick that goes from guy to guy breaking hearts along the way. But I had no intentions of getting my heart involved in the mix. I just wanted to show her a good time with my nine hard inches.  
 
    I didn’t even wait a day before making a move. I approached her while she was at a vending machine by herself. “Paul,” I said, reaching my hand out. “Nice to meet you.” She looked at my hand for a moment and then she looked up at my face.  
 
    She smiled. “Hi Paul,” she said, but she didn’t take my hand. She turned her attention back to the vending machine and carried on with her day. 
 
    “I don’t think we’ve ever met. Are you new here?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope,” she said. 
 
    “That’s amazing. How have I never seen you around before?”  
 
    “Maybe you haven’t been looking hard enough,” she said with a wink. She brushed by me and headed back to her table, leaving me standing there by the vending machine feeling rejected for the first time in my life. She sat back down with her friends and carried on her conversation as if it had never ended. 
 
    I jogged up and took the seat across from her, squeezing in between two of her friends. They both looked at me with wide eyes, as if I was a lunatic. But I ignored them. “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me. “Who’s asking?” she said. 
 
    “Paul.”  
 
    “I don’t really give my name to strangers,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “I’m not a stranger. I’m your friend Paul. So what’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “Laura,” she said. Her friends all snickered as if it was so funny. 
 
    “No it’s not, it’s Lucy,” I said. “Why are you lying to me, Lucy?” I looked around at her snickering friends. I recognized one of them, but I wasn’t sure how—maybe I’d fucked her before. I turned back to Lucy.  
 
    “If you’re trying to ask me out on a date, just do it. You’re boring me with your silly little games, Paul,” she said. She took a big sip from her Coca Cola.  
 
    “Okay, go on a date with me,” I said. 
 
    “No thanks,” she said, and her friends snickered again. 
 
    “C’mon. It’ll be fun,” I said.  
 
    “I’m sure it would be fun, but I’ll pass. Sorry, Paulie.” She did a little wave, suggesting it was time for me to go. I sat there and smiled. I wasn’t going to win her over at that table, but I would get her eventually. She had no idea yet, but I would be back with my A-game.  
 
    I was tempted to ask her if she knew about me, or if any of her friends knew about me—but I had a feeling that I would leave the table and then one of her pals would fill her in. I didn’t want that—I wanted to win her over without any unfair advantages (and I didn’t want her finding out that I had the second biggest cock on campus). But that was inevitable. I couldn’t erase my reputation. 
 
    So I got up. “We’ll get a drink on Friday night at the Den. I’ll meet you at the front door at nine. Sound good?” The Den was the campus bar. It wasn’t the classiest joint, but it had served me well in the past.  
 
    “I won’t be there, Paul.”  
 
    “We’ll see about that,” I said with a wink and a smirk. I left for my next class. Friday was still a few days away—plenty of time left to work my magic. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I ran into Lucy at a party. I was about to leave when she came in. I had a class early the next morning, but I decided the class wasn’t important when I realized I was being given a chance to get with Lucy—one of the most challenging chicks I’d ever set my sights on.  
 
    I thought it was going to be easy. She was drinking with some buddies, getting loosened up. At one point in the night she even looked over at me. Our eyes met and she winked with a sly smile, as if she wanted to fuck. I was almost disappointed, realizing it was going to be easier than I thought. It was late when I approached her in the kitchen, while she was fetching a new drink. “Looking good tonight,” I said. “I hope you haven’t forgotten about our approaching date.” 
 
    “I won’t be there, Paulie. I already told you,” she said. She was cute when she was tipsy. Her cheeks turned a shade of red and her eyes seemed to glisten brighter than usual.  
 
    “You’re really set on playing hard to get, huh?” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “I’m not playing hard to get. I can just look at you and tell that you wouldn’t be able to handle me,” she said.  
 
    “I know you wouldn’t be able to handle me, but I’m willing to give you a chance anyway.” I smiled, but she just started to laugh.  
 
    “Oh, poor naïve Paulie,” she said, and then she returned to her friends.  
 
    So she was going to be harder than I thought. I went to the bathroom to make sure my hair was perfect, and to think of a new strategy to get Lucy’s interest. I couldn’t think of anything except for my usual strategy: make sure she knows about my huge cock. But I’d told myself I wasn’t going to do that, that it was unfair and it made things too easy. But as I stared at myself in the mirror, I was starting to worry that without my special advantage, I was destined to fail. And I couldn’t handle failure. I’d never failed before in my life.  
 
    Besides, it was a part of me—it was a God-given gift, so why shouldn’t I use it?  
 
    I tracked down one of my buddies, who was hardly able to stand from over-intoxication. “I need you to do me a favour,” I said, and I explained to him the plan. It was a plan I’d used many times before. It wasn’t complicated, and it certainly wouldn’t ever work for the average guy. But I had a 100% success rate with it: I go up to a bedroom and get undressed; my friend goes to Lucy and tells her that one of her friends is sick and is asking for her upstairs. As soon as Lucy sees me with my gigantic cock, she goes weak at the knees and throws herself at me. It works every time. 
 
    Well, it didn’t work this time.  
 
    Lucy walked into the room while I lay on my side, naked, my flaccid cock resting on my thigh. She stepped into the room and then froze at the sight of me. But instead of going weak at the knees, she brought a hand to her mouth, to stop herself from laughing. “Oh my God,” she said. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Come over here and I’ll show you,” I said. That line usually worked. But it only made Lucy laugh. 
 
    “You’re naked,” she said. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Intimidated?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “By your cock?” 
 
    “It’s okay. It shouldn’t bite.” 
 
    “It’s cute,” she said, biting her bottom lip in an attempt to stop herself from bursting into a fit of laughter.  
 
    Cute? She thought my cock was cute? I suddenly felt exposed and vulnerable. I covered myself with the blanket as redness rushed into my cheeks. “Have you even ever seen a cock before?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “See you around, Paulie,” she said, and then she turned to leave. So that’s what rejection feels like…  
 
    The next day, I tracked down one of her friends in an attempt to gain some more information that I could use to woo the petite beauty. I didn’t get much though. The friend just stood there with a smirk on her face, and she kept on asking, “Why do you want to know?”  
 
    “Because I want to know. What difference does it make to you?”  
 
    She laughed and shook her head as if it was all a big joke, as if she knew she was talking to the second—or maybe even third or fourth—biggest guy on campus. “I don’t think you would be able to handle her. No offense.”  
 
    I did my best to keep my composure. I didn’t want to snap in front of one of her friends—that wouldn’t leave a great early impression. So I took a breath and gave myself a second to calm down. “I just want to know something about her. Anything,” I said. 
 
    After a moment of hesitation, I got one little piece of information: what class she was in at eight in the morning every day. It wasn’t the greatest piece of information, seeing as there were only a few days left in the semester, but I ran with it. I set my alarm for six-thirty the next morning and I made sure I was in that classroom at eight. I showed up right on time and she was already there, sitting in the front row with her smooth, pretty legs crossed.  
 
    I took the seat right next to her. She didn’t even look over at me before saying, “You again, huh?” 
 
    “Me again? What’s that supposed to mean?”  
 
    She still wouldn’t look over at me. “That seat is taken.” 
 
    “Yeah, by me. So how’s it going? How’s life been since we last talked?” I leaned back in my chair and got comfortable. It was apparently a two-hour physics class and I didn’t even take physics in high school.  
 
    “I heard you stalked down my friend yesterday,” she said, finally looking over at me with a grin.  
 
    “I wouldn’t say stalked. Your friend isn’t so nice, by the way.”  
 
    “Apparently not, seeing as she told you where to find me.”  
 
    “I just wanted to make sure you hadn’t forgotten about our date tomorrow. We aren’t doing anything fancy, so you can dress however you want. Though I wouldn’t complain if you put on a nice little dress. I think you would look good in red.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “I think you would look good in red, too,” she said with a thick tone of sarcasm.  
 
    “Hey, I’ll wear whatever you want. You want me in red? Hell, if you want I can throw on an old Halloween costume. I’ve got a few tucked away in my closet.”  
 
    “Please do. Now if you don’t mind, my class is starting.” Her teacher was walking up to the front of the classroom. He looked like a boring man with nothing interesting to say.  
 
    “You can sit through two hours of this guy?” 
 
    “I’ve sat through about eighty hours of this guy now, so yes,” she whispered. Her teacher started talking.  
 
    A man tapped me on the shoulder. He was standing next to me, looking down on me. “Hey man, you’re in my spot.” 
 
    I looked back at the seat. “I don’t see your name on it anywhere.” 
 
    “I sit there every day.”  
 
    “Get lost, asshole. There are plenty of other seats.”  
 
    His eyes became wide and he staggered for a moment before turning away to find another spot.  
 
    “Is that your boyfriend or something?” I asked. 
 
    “Just a guy who wanted his spot,” Lucy said.  
 
    “Well he can have it. I’m going to go grab some breakfast. Want to come?” I stood up. 
 
    “I’m not going out with you.” 
 
    “Alright then, I’ll see you tomorrow at The Den. Take it easy, Lucy.” I turned around and started walking away. 
 
    “I won’t be there,” she called back to me, but I knew that wasn’t true. She would be there. She was just playing hard to get like so many girls before her.  
 
    While I was on my way home from Lucy’s class, I noticed a girl staring at me. I didn’t recognize her but I recognized the look she was giving me. It was the same look I got when I was working out, or when I was at a party filled with horny chicks. She wanted to bang. Usually, I would have gone up to her and chatted her up a little bit before asking if she wanted to see something cool in a nearby bathroom stall. But that day was different. I had Lucy on my mind and I wanted to keep her on my mind.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was later that afternoon when I got a knock at my dorm room door. I opened it up to see a girl standing on the other side. I didn’t recognize the girl, and I assumed it was just some chick looking for a quick booty call. I looked her up and down—she was kind of cute but nothing special—and then I asked, “What’s up?” I’d had strangers come to my door looking to fuck before. Some girls, after hearing about my special endowment, just can’t help themselves. And it’s easy for girls—nine times out of ten they just have to ask, ‘Do you want to fuck?’ A man can’t do that—unless that man has a notoriously large cock. 
 
    “You’re the guy that’s been harassing Lucy, right?” she said. She said it with a curiously straight face. I hadn’t been harassing her—I’d been persistent. Some girls find that romantic. 
 
    “I wouldn’t use those words,” I said. 
 
    “Well she asked me to tell you that she’s not going to be at The Den tomorrow night. She told me to tell you to make other plans.”  
 
    “Well you can tell her that I’ll be at The Den tomorrow night and she’s going to meet me there—and she already knows it. Sorry your time has been wasted—that last part was for you, not her.”  
 
    She forced a smile and stared into my eyes. “I’m trying to remember your name,” she said. 
 
    “It’s Paul, nice to meet you,” I said. 
 
    “Paul, right. Well, Paul, I don’t know how to tell you this, but I don’t think you can handle her. She’s not like other girls.” 
 
    “No, she probably can’t handle me. But I’m going to leave that up to her to find out,” I said. 
 
    “You really have no clue, do you?” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Lucy is trans. She’s pre-op.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. “What?” I said before the lump formed in my throat. Was she being serious? Or was this just another little test being hurled in my direction—a lie to throw me off of my game? “No she’s not.” 
 
    “Yes, she is. I’m surprised no one has told you yet. She’s been with probably half of the girls in the school, and maybe a quarter of the guys. It’s not like a giant secret or anything.”  
 
    My ears were ringing. Had I seriously been hitting on a transgender for the better half of the past week? My stomach turned. It couldn’t be true. She was too pretty—too petite and too cute to be a man. It must have just been another test. “Just tell her to be at The Den tomorrow night.” 
 
    Her friend shrugged her shoulders and then wandered off, leaving me with a pit of anxiety in my stomach. Naturally, I started shooting off some text messages. I got a response from one of my classmates—a gay guy named Chad. “Oh, she’s trans alright,” he replied.  
 
    I didn’t know how to respond. It was ten minutes later when I finally sent back a single word: “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yeah, and she’s big and she likes it on top. I’ve taken a lot before but I’ve never taken anything like that.” I wasn’t even sure what that meant. Did he mean that she had a big cock? That it was even too overwhelming for a guy who had experience taking it in the ass?  
 
    Was it really true? Why would Chad lie to me? And if she apparently had such a notorious reputation, why hadn’t I heard about it before? 
 
    Only one thing was clear: I couldn’t go through with that date anymore.  
 
    But there was a problem: word had already gotten out that I was interested. It was the next morning, while I was in line for a breakfast sandwich, when someone tapped me on the shoulder and said, “I hear you’re going on a date with Lucy.” I didn’t know who the person was or how they’d heard. 
 
    “Are you a friend of hers?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “No,” he said.  
 
    And it wasn’t just him. I was getting looks from strangers everywhere I went on that campus. I caught a number of groups giggling as they looked my way. One woman even came up to me and said, “Good luck—you’re going to need it.” I asked if she was a friend of Lucy’s and she just said, “Something like that.” I wasn’t sure what that even meant. It’s amazing how quickly a rumour can spread.  
 
    A possibility occurred to me that sent a chill down my spine: what if Lucy shows up for the date? Am I just going to stand her up? And how quickly would the whole school find out about that, the way they managed to find out that I’d asked her out on a date? Everyone already knew that I’d asked a transgender chick out on a date—that piece of my dignity was already gone. But what would happen if everyone found out that I stood her up? Then I would be known as the guy who asked out the transgender chick and then stood her up like an asshole… 
 
    But what was my other option? Go on the date with her? Be stood up by her? I could handle being stood up by her—in fact, I was starting to think that that would be ideal: I don’t look like an asshole and I don’t have to go through with the date. It was perfect—as long as she didn’t show up. But what would I do if she did show up? Could I really go through with it?  
 
    I had no choice. After laying in bed for most of the day, staring up at my ceiling and wondering what the hell I’d gotten myself into, I decided it was time to get ready. I dug through my closet and pulled out my best shirt and my best pair of pants. I took a long shower and made sure my hair was perfect.  
 
    I just needed to get her to put out—I didn’t need to actually go through with it. As soon as I had her in the bedroom, ready and willing, I could turn around and say, ‘Actually, never mind.’ But I had to get her into the bedroom—I’d never failed to get a girl into my bedroom before. I couldn’t live with knowing that I’d been rejected by a girl before, especially a transgender girl who had a surprising reputation for getting with nearly half of the school.  
 
    All done up, I found myself standing outside of The Den, waiting for my date. There were other people standing nearby, looking my way. I had a feeling that they were just there to see if I would really go through with it, or to see if I would be stood up. I tried not to look at them.  
 
    My heart was pounding and my head was spinning. I started to reconsider the whole thing. I wished I had a time machine and I could go back and never talk to Lucy, even though she was pretty and sexy and challenging and just about everything I could have wanted in a girl. Had I known about her biological reality, I would have stayed far, far away. I wouldn’t have ended up standing in front of— 
 
    She showed up, and she was stunning. She was walking towards me in a little red dress that hugged her small, fit body tightly. Her eyes were stunning and her hair was done up in a stylish loose bun. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    The first thing she said to me was, “I was hoping you wouldn’t show up.”  
 
    “Why won’t you just admit that you want to sleep with me? We can even skip the whole date and go right up to my room,” I said.  
 
    She gave me that smirk that was apparently so characteristic. “Let’s just get this little rendezvous over with.” She turned and walked into the campus bar, heading towards a back corner where she would be seen by as few of her fellow classmates as possible. 
 
    She was putting on a good act, pretending like she didn’t want to be there, but it was just that: an act. I could see right through it. I mean, she showed up for the date, didn’t she? It’s not like she had to—it’s not like anyone was holding a gun to her head and saying, ‘Go on the date or I’ll shoot!’ She showed up for something. Unlike me, she didn’t have some reputation to live up to, or some dignity to save. She was there willingly—she wanted to see my dorm room and she wanted to play with my cock. And who could blame her? 
 
    We started by ordering a few drinks. She claimed she wasn’t hungry and didn’t have a lot of time before she had other arrangements, but I knew she was lying. I went ahead and ordered a large plate of nachos for us to share. She had a few bites. And when I went to the bathroom and came back, I noticed there were a few more bites missing, as if she didn’t want me to see her eating. 
 
    She was too committed to playing hard to get, as if she had something to prove. Maybe she knew about my reputation and she wanted to be known as the one girl who was strong enough to resist. Or maybe she was just scared of my giant cock. Maybe it was intimidating to her and she was just putting up defenses. “Why do you keep staring at me?” she asked. 
 
    “Because you’re cute and I don’t believe what everyone keeps saying,” I said. 
 
    “And what does everyone keep saying?” she asked, leaning her head onto one of her hands. She really was cute. Her eyes were so big and bright, and her cleavage was to die for.  
 
    “They say that you’re a dude.” 
 
    She shook her head and laughed. “I’m not a dude.” 
 
    “I didn’t think so,” I said, feeling somewhat relieved but still confused. 
 
    “But I used to be,” she said, that smirk growing bigger. My heart skipped a beat before launching off into a frenzy. I took a breath and I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “So it’s true then. I also heard that you like to be on top—is that true, too?” I said, trying to play it cool, trying to pretend like I didn’t really care one way or another.  
 
    “I would be the bottom more often, but as soon as people get my pants off, they go submissive. I guess it’s just a charm or something.” She still had that smile on. She seemed to think it was really funny, and it only made me more confused. Was she lying to screw with me or was she being serious?  
 
    “I’m sure one you see what I’ve got, you’ll be down on your knees, begging for it,” I said. 
 
    “I’ve seen what you’ve got, and to be honest, I’m not that impressed.” 
 
    A vein twitched in my head. “You’ve seen me soft. Wait until you see me hard.”  
 
    “I’ve got a pretty good idea.” 
 
    “I’m sure that you don’t,” I said. I could feel the redness entering my face. She knew how to push my buttons and she was pushing them hard. It really was all a big joke to her, but it wouldn’t be once we were up in my room, which was only a few steps away from that campus bar. 
 
    “Please tell me you have something else going for you, other than an above-average dick…” She ate another chip, taking small bites as she continued to stare into my eyes, teasing me. 
 
    “It’s more than above-average,” I said. 
 
    “So no, is what you’re saying…” Her smile grew. “Do you have talents? Remarkable grades? Are you at least funny? Do you know any jokes? Tell me a joke,” she said. 
 
    “I’m not much of a comedian,” I said. I had jokes but I couldn’t think of them in my flustered state. 
 
    “So just the sort-of big dick then. Have you thought about doing porn? I’m sure you could get into some amateur stuff.”  
 
    “You’re really funny. Have you thought about doing stand-up?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m not a very funny person—you’re just easy material,” she said.  
 
    “So what’s your big talent? You want to make fun of me? Are you a straight-A student or what?” 
 
    She looked away from me, her cheeks turning a shade of crimson. I’d caught her in her hypocrisy. She was just as bad as me—riding through life on gifted charisma and attractiveness. So maybe we weren’t so different.  
 
    “Anything?” I said. 
 
    “Let me ask you a question: how much have you heard about me? Tell me everything,” she said. Her smirk came back, but this time there was a bit of resentment with it. 
 
    “I’ve heard that you’ve gotten around, men and women. I’ve heard that you’re trans, but you already knew that. And I’ve heard that you like it on top—that’s about it.” 
 
    “You haven’t heard anything else? Nothing?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “And can I ask you another question?” she said, leaning over the table. 
 
    “Shoot,” I said. 
 
    She bit her bottom lip. “Do you honestly think you can handle me?” 
 
    I smiled. “I could ask you the same question.” 
 
    “I know I can handle you—stop dodging the question.” 
 
    “Can I handle you?” I said. “Definitely.”  
 
    “Then let’s go. You can prove it to me.” She stood up and grabbed her purse. My heart stammered. Was I seriously agreeing to go up to my bedroom with a transgender chick? And what was I going to do once we were up there? Tell her to leave? My original plan was to get her to agree to fuck and then ditch her, but I couldn’t just stop there now—I had a point to prove. If I tell her to buzz off, she will assume that I can’t handle her, and then she wins. I couldn’t let her win. I had to go through with it… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    There we stood, in my dorm room, with the door closed. She didn’t waste any time. She turned her back to me and lifted off her dress, leaving her in just her bra and panties. She walked over to my mirror and checked herself out, making sure her makeup was untouched and her hair was perfect. “Well,” she said without turning around. “Get undressed and let’s get this over with.”  
 
    I could only see her back. From behind, she was sexy: petite with perfect curves and a perky ass. She was leaning forward slightly as she primped up her hair with her fingers. Her legs were beautifully smooth. She was perfect in every way that I could tell—but I knew there was more to the story. I knew there was a piece of her that I couldn’t see, that I didn’t want to see. And how was I going to go through with fucking her with that piece of her there? Could I just ignore it?  
 
    I took a deep breath and started to undress. I carefully tossed my short aside and then started to work away at my belt. I was nervous, even though she’s already seen me naked before. I’d never been nervous like that before with a girl. But why did I care? It’s not like I actually wanted things to work out between us. It’s not like I could actually have a committed relationship with a transgender girl. 
 
    Or could I? Was it really such a crazy idea? It’s not like she looked like a boy. It’s not like she sounded or dressed like a dude. She was hot, and she looked stunning in a dress. At that campus bar, she got more looks than I got when I worked out at the gym. 
 
    After another deep breath, I slipped down my underwear, letting them fall to my feet. “Alright, let’s do this,” I said. I looked down to make sure everything was in order. My cock was curved slightly to my left, still flaccid and nervous but ready for whatever life was about to throw at it.  
 
    She turned around and I saw it immediately: her bulge. It was stuffed firmly into her panties, wrapping around her thigh so it wouldn’t fall out. It was massive. Once my heart started beating again, I assumed I was looking at a joke: a fake cock stuffed into her panties as a gag. I was waiting for the big ‘gotcha’ moment, but it didn’t come. She took her panties and with a single tug, she pulled them down to her knees, letting her long snake fall free. It was real: and it was gigantic.  
 
    Her cock was bigger than mine. I felt my face turn pale. This whole time: she was the one with the bigger cock. She was the reason so many girls looked at my rod and giggled when I said that I was the biggest they would ever see. My God—the biggest on campus didn’t even belong to a man; it belonged to a petite strawberry blonde.  
 
    She was smirking. “What’s wrong? Worried you can’t handle it?” she said.  
 
    “Is—Is it real?” I said, my jaw trembling slightly. My palms were sweaty and there was a damp coolness on the back of my neck.  
 
    She giggled. “Is it real? It’s real. It’s eleven inches of real,” she said.  
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It really was real. She wrapped her fingers around it and pulled her foreskin back gently, revealing the redness of her bulbous tip. I could see her veins throbbing. It watched as it twitched slightly while hanging in the air.  
 
    And I found myself at a loss for words, completely mesmerized. My mind was blank, swirling fast. I couldn’t even remember what I was in that room to do—what I was trying to prove. And I couldn’t look away. “Can—Can I touch it?” I asked.  
 
    She smiled. “You’re going to have to at some point,” she said. She walked towards me, holding it up so it wouldn’t bounce uncomfortably as she moved. She held it up for me, and I took it. I couldn’t believe what I was holding: an eleven-inch cock. And I was really touching it, really stroking it—and really obsessed with it. 
 
    But it made no sense: I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like cocks. I didn’t like men. But this was different. I didn’t feel like I was with a man. I didn’t feel like I was holding a man’s cock. She was all woman. 
 
    Was this how women felt when they were around me? When I watched as a woman’s legs went weak—was Lucy watching the same thing now as held her member? When I’d heard that she’d fucked half the girls in the school and a quarter of the boys, I didn’t believe it—I didn’t believe so many straight men could surrender to a cock like that—but now I believed it. Now I understood it, even though I wasn’t sure why I understood it.  
 
    I stroked her and watched as she got harder and harder. Her cock rose up, growing bigger, standing so tall that her tip was resting between her breasts. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was so mesmerized, I hadn’t even noticed my own cock was throbbing, having grown harder than it had ever been before. I took my cock and pressed it up to hers, holding them together to compare our sizes. She really was bigger than me by a full two inches.  
 
    “Still think you can handle it?” she asked with a big grin. 
 
    I just nodded my head. I didn’t really know if I could handle it, but I knew I wanted it.  
 
    “Then get it nice and wet for me, Paulie,” she said, pushing down on my shoulders. I dropped to my knees and started to suck. I didn’t even hesitate. I didn’t even stop to think: am I really going to suck a cock? I just shoved her tip right into my mouth and I started to suck, pumping her length with both of my hands. Her fingers nestled into my hair and she moaned gently.  
 
    I still couldn’t quite believe that it was real. I was still waiting to be woken up—to find out the whole thing was just a dream. It felt like a dream: the way you find yourself in strange places in dreams, but you don’t know how you got to them. Now, I couldn’t seem to remember how I’d gotten into my dorm room with a well-hung beauty. I couldn’t seem to remember how I’d been roped into sucking her cock. But there I was—and it wasn’t a dream. 
 
    I got her rock-hard, throbbing mercilessly. I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum on my lips when I surfaced for a breath of air. “Time to prove yourself,” she said. “Lay down on the bed.” 
 
    I followed her command like the submissive fuck toy that I’d become. I put my back down on the bed and I spread my legs. She climbed up and slapped her big cock down on my stomach, reminding me how big she was. I looked down, seeing the tip of her cock touching my sternum. There was no way that was going to fit in my ass! She was right: I don’t think I could handle her. But I couldn’t chicken out now—I had to go through with it. I had to prove myself, even though I wasn’t sure what I was even proving anymore.  
 
    I took a deep breath. She slid her cock down until her tip was pressing up against my tight hole. “Get ready,” she said with a big grin. I closed my eyes and took yet another deep breath. And then I felt her pushing in. I tensed up. “You need to relax, baby,” she said, so I took another deep breath. It took a moment, but my muscles finally relaxed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    She started sliding in. I’d never been penetrated before—well, once by a girl’s finger while we were fucking, but nothing like this. Her cock was as thick as her wrist—maybe thicker even. She was merciless, sliding in deeper and deeper, pushing past my clenching. I could feel every inch of that massive member. I could feel her throbbing deep inside of my body. I wasn’t even sure which part of my body she was in anymore. I could feel her somewhere near my lungs. I wanted to tell her to stop, that she was deep enough, but I didn’t want her to think that I couldn’t handle her. So I let her continue.  
 
    “Still okay, Paulie?” she asked. 
 
    I just nodded my head, biting down on my tongue. It didn’t hurt—it just felt strange, like I was being stuffed for a Thanksgiving feast. I tried to control my breathing but I was a panting mess.  
 
    “Here we go,” she said with a grin in her voice. I couldn’t open my eyes to see that grin.  
 
    She began to thrust—slowly at first—pulling her long shaft out and then plunging it down. I was clenching hard at first, trying to stop her from pushing through to my throat. But after a few thrusts, I started to relax. And once I was relaxed, she started to pump faster. I couldn’t believe it: I was actually taking her whole massive cock. I looked up into her eyes. They were shining bright. She had a smile on her face. “You’re so tight,” she said. 
 
    “You’re so big,” I managed to say between bursts of unexpected euphoria. There was something her cock was sliding against—maybe my prostate, maybe something else—that was sending jolts of ecstasy through my veins. My arms and legs were going numb. I felt like a tiny blow up Chihuahua being fucking by a Great Dane.  
 
    “I’ve never gotten the whole thing into anyone before,” she said. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel about the comment, but I ended up smiling. I felt like I was proving myself, even though it wasn’t what I’d set out to prove when I first started trying to woo her.  
 
    While she plunged me, she picked up my throbbing erection and started to pump it. “You’re not so small yourself,” she said. It felt especially good when she cupped my tip and massaged it.  
 
    “Oh God, don’t stop,” I said. I looked down and watched as her third leg plunged up and down my pelvic horizon. I was really being stuffed by the biggest cock on campus. I looked up and watched as her perfect tits bounced with every penetration. She was holding my hips firmly, so I wouldn’t slide away from her, so she could ensure that she was getting all of herself inside of me. “Please don’t stop,” I said. 
 
    “Shit, you’re going to make me come,” she said. But I wasn’t ready for her to come. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted her to keep pumping me all night long, until I passed out from exhaustion. Why did it have to end?  
 
    The pulses of euphoria became stronger and stronger. I started to feel my body trembling, my knees buckling as I clutched my bed sheets. I started to moan and then I started to scream and then I felt a warm, wet sensation on my chest. I looked down: I was coming on myself.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” she said, staring down at my coming dick. Her cheeks turned a bright red colour and her body shuddered. Then I felt it: her hot load blasting inside of me. She was coming. A transgendered beauty was coming deep in my asshole, somewhere in my mid-section.  
 
    “Oh God, that feels good,” I moaned. I was sad that it was the end of our romp, but I was ecstatic that it happened, that I proved to Lucy that I really could handle her.  
 
    With a big smile on her face, she fell down next to me, her long snake slipping out of my butthole. It took a minute for her hot load to dribble all the way down to my anus. I let it pour out of me, too exhausted to move. “That was amazing,” she said between heavy breaths. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. I was still covered in my own cum.  
 
    “You really took the whole thing,” she said. 
 
    “I told you,” I said. 
 
    “I didn’t even think it was possible,” she said, looking over at me with a big smile.  
 
    She spent the night, and by Monday, the whole school knew about it—which was funny seeing as I didn’t tell anyone, and she claimed that she hadn’t told anyone. I guess her roommate noticed she didn’t come back that night, and my neighbours probably heard all the moaning and screaming—that night and the morning after when we went for round two. Or maybe people saw that I could hardly walk that weekend, my bum still sore from her pounding.  
 
    There were a few snickers—all expected—but I didn’t care. I didn’t even care that just about everyone on campus knew that I wasn’t the biggest anymore. I didn’t care to be the biggest anymore—I was just happy to be the only one who got to be with the biggest. Because after that night it was obvious to both of us: we weren’t meant to be together. Neither of us had much going for us besides our charisma and our special endowments, but we had each other, and that was more than enough. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE SISSY JOB 
 
    Jake needs money but no one is hiring. So he makes a Facebook post asking if anyone needs any odd jobs done around the house. He’s even willing to work for cheap. 
 
    He doesn’t expect to get a message from his friend’s mother. She has a very strange job offer, but the pay is good and Jake is desperate.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    When I posted on Facebook looking for some odd jobs to make a few quick bucks, I didn’t expect to get a reply so fast—and I didn’t expect it come from my buddy’s mom.  
 
    Her reply to my post was simple: “I’ve got a job you might be interested in. Why don’t you come over this afternoon and we’ll talk?” I didn’t even realize she was one of my Facebook friends—I hadn’t talked to her son in almost three years, since we were in junior high school together. We went to different high schools.  
 
    “What kind of job is it?” I replied. “So I know what tools to bring over.”  
 
    Her reply was simple again. “No tools necessary. Just bring yourself. Same address as before.” And by ‘same address as before’, I assumed she meant she lived at the same house that I used to visit occasionally back in junior high school. They lived out in the suburbs, in a house that looked like all of the ones around it. I used to hate going out there because I had to transfer busses three different times, and then the shuttle that ran into their little borough stopped running at nine, so I would often have to plead a ride home from Stefan’s mom—the woman who was now asking me to swing by to help her out with something. 
 
    I didn’t mind those rides home. In fact, I had a bit of a crush on Stefan’s mom—Ms. Granger—growing up. She smelled nice and she always wore tiny short skirts and big heeled boots. I’ll always remember the sound of her fingernails tapping on the dashboard to the country music she liked to listen to. Those fingernails were always painted, always long, and always filed into points. And I’ll never forget the afternoon she made nachos for us. We were just hanging out, watching a movie, and she came into the room with that big plate of nachos—and no bra. Her nipples were poking through her tight white tank top. Stefan’s face was so red, but he didn’t say anything.  
 
    She was probably in her late forties, but she trotted around like she was in her twenties. One time she volunteered to drive a group of students—Stefan and myself included—to a fieldtrip out in the country. She wore these tiny booty shorts that were popular at the time with the girls in our school. They looked better on her though, because she actually had an ass to tote around.  
 
    After the nacho incident, Stefan stopped inviting me over. Instead he would come over to my place after school, and I would only see him mom when she came to pick him up. Once we started going to different schools, we stopped talking altogether. We made new friends—and so it goes.  
 
    I was looking forward to seeing Stefan and finding out what he’d been up to. We’d only been graduated for a few weeks, and there was only a month left before college started up—assuming he was even going to college. He was a smart guy, so I couldn’t see why not. His grades were always better than mine, and I was going to college—a college that I could afford, hence my looking for odd jobs to make a few quick bucks.  
 
    I packed my tools into my little truck. I know she told me to just bring myself, probably because she had tools of her own, but I figured it was better to be safe than to have to make a trip back home to grab something. No offense to her, but she didn’t seem like the type of person to know what kind of tools are needed for different jobs. You never know when a good clamp will come in handy.  
 
    I shaved quickly before leaving. It may have just been an odd job for a friend’s mom, but I still needed to take it seriously. I didn’t want to look like a bum wandering into the suburbs—it already wouldn’t look great with my little rusty truck that I picked up on Craigslist for seven hundred bucks.  
 
    I was nervous as I drove across town to Stefan’s house, though I couldn’t figure out why. My heart was pounding harder and harder as I came closer and closer. There was a strange sense of dread filling up inside of me—but I suppose I was used to it.  
 
    The last time I’d seen Stefan and his mom, I wasn’t a shy guy. But high school changed me. The reason I went to a different high school than Stefan was because my family moved—we didn’t move far, but we moved far enough that I was assigned a different school. I knew no one—not a single one of my friends went to the same school as me. To make matters worse, I didn’t get the same growth spurt that everyone else seemed to get that summer before the tenth grade. I went from being average height through grades one to nine, to being one of the smallest guys in the school. The girls all suddenly had tits and asses. My new school had no strict dress code, unlike my junior high, so I saw a lot more cleavage than I was used to—and a lot more skin in general. 
 
    But the biggest problem was that everyone knew each other. Everyone already had their little friend groups, and I wasn’t able to break in. I went from being a moderately popular kid to a loner. I made friends with the other loner kids—the other guys waiting for their growth spurts, who had recently moved from other districts. We bonded over the fact that we felt out of place, and we got comfortable in our little loner niche. They had hobbies that I hated, but I had to try because I had nothing else to do. They got me into card games and Dungeons & Dragons. We would play during lunch and after school, and I often found myself wishing that another group of kids would take me in. But soon enough I accepted my fate, and it wasn’t long before I developed a shyness that I never had before.  
 
    So I was used to my heart pounding when I was going to meet new people, or when I was going to meet with people in general—people I hadn’t seen in a while, people who were older than me, people who were more popular than me, people who were smarter than me, and so on. It didn’t help that I never had that growth spurt. I was still five-six on a good day, one hundred and twenty pounds when I was letting myself go. A clothing store employee once referred to me as ‘petite’, which did wonders for my self-esteem. I was also painfully used to being called ‘cute’ by family friends who seemed to think it was a compliment. Hamsters are cute—not adult men. 
 
    It was around 1 PM when I pulled up to Stefan’s house. It looked just as I remembered it—big and clean and identical to every other house within a mile radius. But I knew it was the one because of the red basketball hoop above the garage door—the one we used to use when playing HORSE. I took a breath before getting out of my truck. 
 
    “Time to make a few bucks,” I told myself. And then I stepped out of the car and made my way towards the front door.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She answered the door within seconds of me pressing the doorbell. And she looked just as I remembered, but older, as one would expect after three years. She must have been over fifty now, though she didn’t quite look it. Had I not known any better, I would have guessed forty-five at most. She’d cut her hair shorter—before, she had blonde hair down to her mid-back. Now, it wasn’t even shoulder length. Her age’s biggest giveaway was the skin of her neck, which was loose and wrinkled as the skin around an older woman’s neck gets.  
 
    Don’t get me wrong, she was still quite beautiful. She still had a great figure and she knew it. And she was still showing a lot more skin than the other women her age. Her legs were still clad by tall leather boots with tall, narrow heels. She still smelled incredible—the same scent she wore back when I was in junior high school.  
 
    She smiled when she saw me, opening up her arms for a hug. I accepted the hug. “Hi, Ms. Granger,” I said. My heart was still aflutter, but it wasn’t as bad as before—her familiarity seemed to calm me down somewhat. She pulled me in tight, squeezing my chest against her soft breasts.  
 
    “Jake, darling, it’s been too long,” she said. “Come on in. How have you been? Can I get you a tea? Coffee? A beer? Are you old enough to drink beer yet?”  
 
    I laughed. “Not quite,” I said.  
 
    “Well then let me make you an iced tea. Come in. Sit. Make yourself comfortable.”  
 
    I walked into the house and it looked the same—clean, minimalist, and white. It wasn’t a massive house but my footsteps echoed through the space nonetheless. “Is Stefan home?” I asked. 
 
    “Stefan? Oh, no, didn’t you hear? He’s in London for school. He left two weeks ago. It’s been so sad here without him, but I’m getting used to it,” she said from the distant kitchen, which was open to the rest of the house.  
 
    I looked around the house, wondering if I could spot the job that needed finished—maybe a loose baseboard or a door that had come off its hinges. I’d been doing odd jobs for people for a few months, and no offense to women, but whenever I was in a single woman’s home, the job was always ridiculously simple. One woman had me over to look into her electrical problem. A few of her outlets had stopped working. It turned out her breaker had just been flipped. She still paid me fifty bucks. 
 
    But I could see nothing wrong with Ms. Granger’s house. It was pristine as far as I could tell. “So what’s the job?” I asked. 
 
    “Right, right. Just a minute,” she said. I heard a spoon clinking against glass as she finished mixing my iced tea. She brought it back to me, her heels tapping through her house, her tits bouncing as if she was wearing the flimsiest bra ever made. I took the drink and had a sip. It was fine, but I wasn’t very thirsty.  
 
    “So how have you been? Going off to college soon?” she asked, taking a seat on the sofa. She patted the seat next to her. “Have a seat. Please.” I took the seat. It wasn’t a big sofa—maybe better described as a loveseat. I felt uncomfortably close to her, especially when I looked into her eyes. So I looked at my glass of iced tea instead.  
 
    “Yeah, I start at the end of August—just going to the local college here,” I said. 
 
    “Well that’s great. So I assume you’re trying to save up for textbooks and what not, right?” she said with a smile. She crossed her legs, making her skirt ride up just a little bit, exposing even more of her smooth legs.  
 
    “That’s right,” I said. “I’ve applied for a few jobs, but no one’s looking for summer hires right now. Everywhere just wants permanent employees. My dad suggested that I lie and then just quit when school starts, but something about that just feels wrong.”  
 
    “Because you’re a good boy, Jake. You’ve always been a good boy. And look at you—you still look the exact same. It couldn’t be more perfect.” That last sentence sent a chill into my bones. What couldn’t be more perfect?  
 
    I looked around again. “So what needs done?” I asked. 
 
    “Right, right,” she said. “First, I want to make sure you know that I plan on paying you well. I’m not going to take advantage of you just because you’re Stefan’s friend—I want you to know that.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said. 
 
    “I’m thinking five hundred dollars, for the rest of the day. Does that sound okay? Please tell me if I’m being unreasonable. I want you to be honest with me.” My heart skipped a beat. Five hundred dollars? That was more money than I’d ever had in my bank account—that was more money than I ever thought I could make in a single day. Both of my parents combined didn’t even make half of that in a day of work.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Yeah, that’s a good number, I think. We can work with that.” I still didn’t know what she wanted me to do, but did it matter? For five hundred dollars, I would have crawled into a spider-infested crawlspace for the rest of the day. I would have scrubbed all of the toilets and showers in her house with my bare hands. Five hundred dollars was enough money to pay half of my tuition for the next year—plus a few textbooks.  
 
    “But I should warn you now, it’s kind of a weird job. My original helped dropped out on me last minute—and then when I saw your post online, I just thought it was too perfect to be true. But like I said, it’s a bit of a strange job. But I just want to assure you: no one will recognize you. I promise. I would never let that happen.”  
 
    My heart skipped another beat and my head filled with ideas—all of which seemed too outrageous to even entertain. What the hell was she talking about? Why would I need to worry about people recognizing me? I cleared my throat again. It didn’t matter—five hundred bucks was five hundred bucks. Unless she wanted me to chop off my fingers for some satanic ritual, I was pretty sure I could handle it. “Okay,” I said, my voice cracking slightly.  
 
    She smiled, her cheeks slightly red with blush. Then she looked at my body. “I think this will be just perfect,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She stood up and told me to follow her, so I did. She led me through the house and into the backyard. We were heading towards her large garage. “So what exactly are you needing me to do, Ms. Granger?” I asked. 
 
    “Please, darling, call me Catherine,” she said. 
 
    “Catherine—what are you needing me to do? Should I be grabbing anything from my truck?”  
 
    She opened the garage door and motioned for me to go in ahead of her, so I did. Her garage was empty and painted white all over. There were light stands set up in the corners, behind large diffusion boxes. Near the garage door was a camera on a tripod. My heart sunk into my gut. I didn’t like where this was going. Five hundred dollars is a lot of money—too much money. Obviously, she was paying me that much for a reason, probably because it was a job she knew I wouldn’t want to do. When I posted online asking people if they had any odd jobs, I was expecting twenty bucks here, maybe fifty bucks there if I was lucky. But five hundred dollars?  
 
    I looked around the room and spotted a table with clothes neatly folded on it. I didn’t have to get close to tell that they were female clothes—lots of satin and lace. “So before you freak out on me, I just want to remind you that no one will recognize you. I’ll make sure of it.” 
 
    There was a giant lump in my throat. My hands began to tremble. “W—What is this?” I asked. 
 
    “I need a model for the day. I have a contract with a clothing company that’s due tomorrow evening. I’m a photographer, you know.” She walked over to the table of clothes and she lifted up a tiny white dress. “They sent me the clothes on Monday, and my model kept delaying on me, until this morning when she called and told me she couldn’t do it. All of my other models are away on summer vacation. I tried making a post on Craigslist, but I got no serious bites—no one that could pull off these looks. The company asked for cute. When I saw your little post online, I knew it was perfect.”  
 
    I could feel the redness burning in my face. She wanted me to put on the women’s clothing and model for her—and end up in some clothing catalogue? Was she nuts? If anyone ever found out about this, I would be ruined. I would be mocked endlessly by everyone. “I’m sorry, Ms. Granger, but I really can’t do this,” I said.  
 
    “Oh no, but you have to!” she said. “I promise no one will recognize you. I’m in a real bind here—you have to help me out. This is a big contract that will lead to a lot more work for me—I can’t screw it up.”  
 
    “There must be someone else who can do it. Maybe I could help you look.” 
 
    “There’s no time. It will take me all day tomorrow to edit the photos. I need to get these shots today.” She looked at the petite watch on her wrist. “It’s already almost two. We need to get a few outdoor shots, and we’re going to start losing light in a few hours. I’ll pay you seven hundred. Please.”  
 
    That lump grew thicker in my throat. I was surprised that I was even able to breathe, let alone speak. “I don’t know…” I said. 
 
    “Seven-hundred dollars is a lot of money, Jakey. C’mon. Do it for me. I promise no one will ever find out about this. If anyone asks, I’ll tell them you came here to help me set up lights.”  
 
    I looked over at the table of clothes. She was right—seven hundred dollars was a lot of money. And I needed it badly. Besides, how bad could it really be? I could see a makeup kit set up on the table, and she planned on editing all of the photos afterwards. I took a deep breath. “If I look at the photos afterwards and don’t like what I see, can I reserve the right to withhold my permission?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course. That’s totally fair,” she said, her face lighting up. She ran across the room and grabbed a tall director’s chair, pulling it over to the middle of the room. “Now have a seat, let’s get you dolled up.”  
 
    I took the seat after a moment of hesitation. How bad could it really be? If she was being honest, and she really would ensure that no one would find out about the shoot, then what did I have to worry about? Hell, I was more worried about her contract—as soon as this company saw me in those clothes, they would probably tell her to take a hike and then they would go and find a new photographer. But that was her problem, not mine. 
 
    I let her doll me up. I let her smear concealer all over my face, adorn my eyes with eye shadow and eyeliner and mascara. I let her brush her blush on my cheeks and spread her lipstick on my lips. I was relieved when she went and fetched a few different wigs from a nearby storage closet. She tried them all on me and then decided that I looked best in blonde.  
 
    She had a big smile on her face, and she kept saying things like, “This is perfect,” and, “You’re looking so good right now.” I didn’t believe her—I think she was just trying to instil some confidence in me, so I didn’t look completely miserable during her photo-shoot.  
 
    It occurred to me while she was primping and curling my hair that she was possibly not being honest with me. There was a chance that I’d actually agreed to be a model for some transgender activism advertisements—or maybe I would end up on one of those posters you see on posts downtown for upcoming drag shows. Would she get me to hold up a microphone for one of the shots? Maybe I would be the poster boy for drag show karaoke…  
 
    The strangest part of the experience was when she asked me to take my pants off, and then I sat there in my boxers as she shaved my legs. I covered my bulge with both of my hands. It was especially awkward when she asked me to move my hands so she could shave my inner thighs, just inches from my ball sack. I closed my eyes and imagined I was in my bed at home, alone, in an attempt to make the situation less uncomfortable. It didn’t work. 
 
    “Almost done,” she said as she ran a special pencil through my eyebrows. Her face was still lit up with excitement. I looked around with my eyes, doing my best not to move my head. There were no mirrors in that garage studio. Would she let me see myself before snapping photos of me?  
 
    “You really think this will work?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled big. “Oh, I know this will work,” she said as she capped her eyebrow pencil. “And I’m all done. Let’s get to work.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    There was nowhere to change in that studio, so she had me go into the corner and face my back to her while I changed. In her first pile of clothes was a pair of lace panties. I held them up and then I looked back at her. “Do I really need to put these on?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes—we’ll see them in a few shots,” she said. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut, burning away in my stomach acid. Why were we going to see my panties in any of the shots? I was too overwhelmed to question it. I just kept thinking about that seven hundred dollar pay-out.  
 
    I waited until she was look the other direction and then I quickly got undressed, yanking my jeans down and then giving my boxers and quick tug. I jumped into the panties and pulled them up fast, looking over my shoulder again to ensure that Catherine wasn’t looking. She wasn’t. She was busy prepping her camera for the shoot.  
 
    “Just be careful not to mess up your hair,” she said. And I was careful. I didn’t want to have to spend another twenty minutes in that chair getting fixed up. I wanted this day to be over and done with as soon as possible. I stepped into the white dress and I pulled it up over my body. It was tight. And my God, it was short. I kept tugging on the skirt to pull it down, feeling a cool breeze on my bum, but it just rode itself back up. It sat where it wanted to sit.  
 
    The top of the dress had foam pads sewn in, giving me a little bit of a bust. I had no idea whether it looked good or not. They certainly didn’t feel like breasts, but maybe she had some camera tricks—or some editing tricks—up her sleeves. 
 
    The straps of the dress were amazingly thin. I had a hard time believing those tiny straps were holding up the dress. They couldn’t have been much thicker than the strings of a guitar.  
 
    “Turn around so I can see you,” Catherine said, making me jump. She was only a few feet behind me and I hadn’t heard her approaching. I was on edge. I could feel the redness in my face and I wondered if the makeup was covering it. I turned around slowly to face her, and then I watched as her face lit up. “Perfect—just perfect. Let’s get out outdoor shots done now before we lose light.”  
 
    I went outside with her. Even though we were just in her backyard, I still felt horribly vulnerable. I kept tugging down on the skirt of the dress as I looked around to make sure no one was peering over the fence. Some of the neighbouring windows looked down into Catherine’s backyard. There could have easily been someone looking down from one of those windows.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “Okay, what should I do?” I asked. 
 
    “Just look cute. Touch your feet together and stand up straight. Good, now try clasping your hands together. Oh, that’s cute.” She snapped her first photo. The sound of the shutter reverberated in my spine, making my joints freeze up. She kept snapping photos. “Look into the camera lens. Smile at it, like’s it’s a girl you want to talk to. Just like that—perfect.” She snapped a few more shots. I could feel my gut turning and burning.  
 
    “Now turn your back to me,” she said, “And look over at me over your shoulder. No, not me, the camera lens. Perfect—just like that.” She fired off more shots. A light breeze lifted up the skirt of my dress. I went to grab it, not wanting Catherine to see more of my ass than she already had. “Now drop to your knees and run your hands through your hair. Look around. Don’t forget to smile.”  
 
    I bit down on my tongue. I wasn’t having any fun. I could imagine what those photos looked like in my mind: like a man in drag, frolicking around thinking he’s all pretty in his little white dress. That mental image made me cringe, and I couldn’t shake it. I finally had to stand up and say, “I’m sorry, Ms. Granger, but I think this was a mistake. I can’t do this.”  
 
    She stared at me with wide eyes for a moment before saying, “But darling, you look so good.” 
 
    “I just really don’t think this is a good idea,” I said.  
 
    “How can I change your mind? Eight hundred dollars? That’s about half of the contract. But since I’m desperate, I don’t mind. You’re really doing me a massive favour.”  
 
    “I just don’t know.” My dignity was worth more than eight hundred dollars. It was worth more than eight thousand dollars, as far as I was concerned. And the thought of all of my friends seeing pictures of me twirling through Catherine’s backyard in a little dress made me sick to my stomach. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment and then said, “Come back inside. I think I can change your mind.”  
 
    I followed her inside reluctantly. I didn’t want to be letting her down, but I had to think about myself as well. I couldn’t just sacrifice my integrity for the sake of her career. Sorry. She brought me to her computer and she plopped her memory card out from her camera, sticking it into her computer. I stood behind her while I waited in a state of dread to see how terrible I looked. 
 
    Then the pictures popped up. She opened one of them up. And it took me a long moment to realize I was looking at myself. I actually looked good—really good. I looked like a chick with a great body and an adorable face. My heart stuttered and I felt my legs go weak. She clicked through a few shots. There was one where the breeze lifted up my skirt and showed off part of my bum, and the panties she had me wear. My ass looked amazing.  
 
    But I didn’t want to think that I had a woman’s body. I knew I was small and not as muscular as other men my age, but I didn’t think that I was feminine—until now. “I just can’t do this,” I said, and I was more sure than ever. This was worse to my pride than a bunch of unflattering photos of a man frolicking around in a dress. These pictures proved something to me that I didn’t want proved.  
 
    “And more money won’t change your mind?” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but no,” I said. 
 
    She stood up and walked up to me. She looked down at me. “But you look so good.” 
 
    “I know—I mean—It’s not that. It’s just… I can’t do this,” I said. 
 
    She stared into my eyes. There were wrinkles around her eyes and lips, but the rest of her face was tight, as if she’d recently gotten a facelift. “What if I made it worth your while in another way,” she said with a big grin. I didn’t notice her make the move, but I felt it: her hand slipping under my skirt onto my bulge. I froze as her fingers gently massaged my package.  
 
    “W—What?” I said. A woman had never touched my cock before. I was still a virgin. “What do you mean?” I heard my voice cracking but I couldn’t stop it. 
 
    “I’ll suck your cock now, and then when we’re done, you can do whatever you want to me. Consider it like a deposit. Oh, and I’ll still give you the eight hundred,” she said. 
 
    She got her fingers under my panties and around my cock. She was getting me hard fast. It felt so good—too good. I’d never been touched by a woman before. When I masturbated I could only last a minute or two at best—but with a pretty woman’s touch—a woman I’d fantasized about since I’d hit puberty—I knew I wouldn’t last long. I could already feel my orgasm approaching. 
 
    She sunk down to her knees slowly and fished my cock out from my panties. I had a feeling my face was as red as a fresh apple. I tried to control my breathing but I could only take shallow breaths in. I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to look down at her as she slipped my cock into her mouth, but I couldn’t do it. The sight of her just brought me even closer to orgasm. But the mental image I had as I looked up at her garage ceiling was just as powerful. As she ran the tip of her tongue from my ball sack to the tip of my cock, I could feel the cum approaching. “Ms. Granger,” I said with a strained voice, trying to warn her. 
 
    But it was too late. I came. I came in her mouth, making her jump. But she reacted quickly, holding my cock firmly and making sure every blast ended up on her tongue. She let a little giggle slip and then she swallowed my load. She sucked the last drop of cum out of my cock before putting me back into my panties. “I’m sorry,” I said, my face as red as red can be.  
 
    “Don’t be sorry. There’s always tonight, once we’re finished.” She winked and picked her camera up off of her computer desk. “Shall we?” She started back towards the backyard.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The promise of sex did the trick. I didn’t hesitate for the rest of the day. I did every pose she asked of me and I put on every little outfit that was on that table—and there were some shockingly scandalous outfits, including a one-piece bikini that was very tight, particularly at my cock. The bulge of my dick was unavoidable in the skimpy bathing suit, but Catherine insisted it would be easy to remove in Photoshop.  
 
    In the one-piece, she had me get down on my knees and pose as if I was posing for Sports Illustrated. I even got down on all fours, sticking my mostly-bare ass into the air. It was actually kind of fun once I started to relax and I started to see more of the photos on her computer screen. I looked good. It didn’t seem to matter what outfit she put me in or what pose she made me do—I looked hot.  
 
    My favourite outfit of the day was a floor-length black gown that was cut along my right leg, all the way up to my hip. I didn’t wear any panties with that gown, as they would have shown in the slit. And again, the dress was tight, so the bulge of my cock was apparent, but that was apparently an easy fix in Photoshop.  
 
    Catherine had me wear a pair of sparkling heels with the dress. They were hard to stand in at first, but I felt good in them. They made me feel strangely powerful and elegant. It helped that my legs were apparently amazing and magazine-cover-worthy.  
 
    By the end of the day, Catherine had over one thousand photos of me in different outfits, striking different poses. She said that she would have to narrow that number down to fifty for delivery. And I had no idea how she was going to choose. There were so many amazing shots. It was a shame to think that most of them would be discarded.  
 
    While I looked through the shots, Catherine wrote me a cheque for eight hundred dollars: more than twice as much money as I had in my bank account. She handed it to me and said, “So tell me, Jakey. What do you want to do with me?” 
 
    My heart rocketed up into my throat. I’d forgotten about our special arrangement. I’d been so distracted by all the dressing up that I forgot I was going to lose my virginity to my friend’s mom. “Well…” I said, my heard pounding ferociously. I was at a loss for words. I didn’t know what I wanted. I didn’t know what was appropriate to ask for.  
 
    “Do you want to fuck me? We can do it here, up in the bedroom, or even outside if you really want. You can put it in my pussy or my ass if you’re into that. I owe you big time, so just tell me what you want.” 
 
    I cleared my throat as my legs trembled. “Maybe just in your pussy,” I said. My voice was weak and quiet.  
 
    “Is in here okay?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded, no longer able to produce sound through the lump in my throat. She giggled. She had a cute giggle. She stepped towards me and put her hands gently on my hips. She looked into my eyes and then kissed me. “You’re a real lifesaver, Jakey,” she said.  
 
    She used a lot of tongue when she kissed—and my God, did she know how to use that tongue. She wrapped it around mine as our noses snuggled together. Her hands caressed up and down my body for a minute before one of them slipped up the skirt of my dress and began to fondle my cock. I was still wearing the plaid skirt and white blouse she had me in for the final set of photos. I was already rock-hard before her fingers were even around my cock. She laughed.  
 
    “You’re sweet,” she said.  
 
    She tugged down my panties and then she flipped around, bending over, pressing the palms of her hands on her computer desk. I could see the bulge of her pussy between her legs, covered by a thin strip of red satin. There was a damp spot in the middle of that bulge. Maybe she’d been planning on fucking me all day, even before she made the offer.  
 
    I reached forward to pull down her panties. My hands were trembling. I was about to lose my virginity, and I was about to lose it while dressed like a little Asian schoolgirl. But that didn’t matter because I was about to lose it to a total babe—someone I’d fantasized about while masturbating more than a few times.  
 
    I stepped forward with my cock in my hand. “Don’t be shy,” she said without looking back. She wiggled that perfectly round bum in the air. I pulled down her red panties, revealing her plump pussy. A drop of fluid was dribbling out of it. She wanted it badly.  
 
    I pressed the tip of my cock to her gaping hole. I took a deep breath. And in the reflection of her computer screen I could see myself, all dolled up, beautiful and sexy. I loved the way I looked. I wished I could have had a copy of those photos for myself.  
 
    I pressed my cock into her cunt without much resistance. She was tight, but she was wet and willing. I sunk in deep, until my pelvis was pressed into her soft bum. And then I started to thrust in and out. And again, I knew I wasn’t going to last long. She was too warm and tight and wet and she knew how to clench at just the right moments—no one could last long in a hole like that. 
 
    I slipped my hands around her butt cheeks and I squeezed. I spread them and looked down, so I could watch my rod plunging in and out of her body. Her asshole was puckering as if she wanted me to stick it in there, too. So I took my thump and I pressed it into her butt hole. She didn’t protest. I stuck my other thumb in as well and I stretched her open. She liked it. “Fuck, that feels good,” she said.  
 
    Drops of her warm fluid were dripping off of my ball sack. She started to moan and clench. More fluid was dribbling out of her. I looked into my reflection again and saw myself looking all pretty and dolled up. I stared at that reflection and imagined myself wearing a strap-on.  
 
    “Oh shit,” I said as euphoria pulsed through my body. My legs buckled. I couldn’t hold back. I started coming inside of her bareback. It wasn’t until I was completely unloaded when I realized I wasn’t wearing a condom. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said with a laugh as she stood up. “That boat left the dock years ago. I should probably get to work on these photos. Thank you so much for helping me out today.” She gave me a kiss on the lips before I went to get changed.  
 
    My head was spinning with emotions. It wouldn’t be until the next morning that I would be able to process what had happened that day at Catherine’s house.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The money didn’t seem real until the teller at the bank told me, “Okay, it’s all done.” 
 
    “The money went through?” I asked. 
 
    He gave me a funny look. “Should it not have?” he asked. Seven hundred dollars might not be a fortune to some people, but it was to me. The year before, I’d worked the whole summer at a fast food joint and I only made fifteen hundred bucks after taxes. To make seven hundred in just an afternoon was mind-blowing to me.  
 
    That same day, I got my class list for my first trimester, as well as a list of textbooks I was going to need for school. So I went on down to the college library to stock up. I’d heard that textbook prices skyrocket the week before class, so it’s important to get in early. I was surprised to find out there was a whole section of used textbooks for less than half the cost of their new counterparts. I got everything I needed for under one hundred bucks.  
 
    So I decided to treat myself. It only seemed right to give myself something to make me happy, since it would be a while before I ever had money like that again—maybe not for another four years, until I was finished college. There was a new video game out that all of my friends were playing. I figured I would go pick it up.  
 
    I got to the store and I found the game on the shelf. I read the info on the back of the box but then I hesitated. The game was eighty bucks—about ten percent of what I had in my bank account. Did I really want to spend that much on a game that I probably wouldn’t even have time to play?  
 
    “You looking to buy that?” the store clerk asked me. I looked over at her. She was surprisingly cute, considering she was working in a video game store. She had straight dark hair and dark rimmed glasses, and skirt that reached her knees. I liked that skirt—I imagined myself wearing the same one; I could picture my smooth crossed legs—maybe my toenails painted a shade of red in a pair of open toed heels. “Well?” she said. 
 
    I snapped out of my daze. “I don’t think so,” I said, and I put the game back on the shelf. I looked at her again. Her top was nice, too—a white blouse that was somewhat see-through—enough that I could see her black bra. I wondered how much the whole outfit cost; I could probably find similar items for about the same price as that game.  
 
    The idea got me excited: using the money to buy myself some girl clothes. My heart started racing as I imagined all of the possibilities. I could feel my face turning red. “See you later,” I said to the store clerk, and then I left. I don’t know why the thought of getting dolled up got me so excited—but it did: more excited than I had been about anything since I was a little kid.  
 
    At first I thought, why would I be more excited about the idea of wearing clothes than the idea of playing a video game? Then, after thinking about it for a minute, I realized: why wouldn’t it be more exciting? Playing a video game is just staring at a screen while pressing buttons on a controller. Getting dressed up is far more exhilarating. You get to see yourself looking sexy. There is the risk of being caught. And you can take it so much further if you’re good enough at it. I could get dolled up and go out to a club or post my photos on the Internet. If I could look half as hot as I did in Catherine’s photo shoot, I could probably get men to buy me drinks and so much more.  
 
    Across the street from the video game store was a clothing store. There was a large sign in the window that said, ‘Going out of business. Everything must go!’ I went inside. It was all women’s clothing. My body tensed up when the store clerk looked my way. “Can I help you with something?” she asked. 
 
    I forced a smile, feeling a cold tingling under my skin. “Just shopping for my girlfriend,” I said. 
 
    “Do you need help picking anything out?” she asked. 
 
    “I think I’m okay,” I said, and then I turned to the store. The place was overwhelming. There were so many racks of clothing, so many walls of options. And everything was different. I was used to only having a corner of men’s clothing in a store. And even in men’s clothing stores, there were usually only a few variations of a few things: t-shirts, sweaters, pants, jackets, and sometimes ties. But now, I didn’t know where to start. There were racks of maxi dresses, bodycon dresses, traditional dresses, short skirts, long skirts, tights, leggings, jeans, shorts—and that was just to cover my legs.  
 
    I figured I would start with a dress—a simple dress is easy enough to understand, and it doesn’t require much in the way of an outfit. But no two dresses were the same—not like with t-shirts, where they’re all the same with a different graphic.  
 
    There was a tight red dress that stuck out to me. I pulled it off the rack. The fabric was so soft, but it looked so tiny. I was surprised to read that it was a medium. Catherine had been dressing me in smalls. But it didn’t seem possible that I could fit into such a dress. 
 
    The store clerk came up behind me, startling me. “Do you think your girlfriend would like that dress?” she asked. 
 
    “Uh, yeah, I think so,” I said. I wanted to see it on myself so badly.  
 
    “It’s a sexy little dress—hard to pull off. You definitely need the right body for it. What size is your girlfriend?” she asked. She was taller than me, which didn’t help my anxiety. She was intimidating. I felt like she could tell that I wanted the dress for myself, and she was about to burst into a fit of laughter at any moment. 
 
    “She’s, uh, about the same size as me,” I said, my heart fluttering in my chest. “Almost exactly the same size. She sometimes wears my clothes—she says they fit her better than her own clothes.” I could feel the redness burning into my cheeks. 
 
    She looked me up and down and then said, “So she’s a small. This should fit her—unless she has large breasts. This dress really won’t fit a girl with anything bigger than B-cups.”  
 
    “She’s got A-cups,” I said.  
 
    “Well then, this should fit her.” She chuckled. “Hell, if she’s your size with A-cups, you could probably try the dress on to make sure it fits.” 
 
    I forced a laugh, trying to stop my face from turning too red—but it was a failed fight.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Everything’s final sale right now—so it probably wouldn’t actually be such a bad idea to try it on—assuming she really is the same size as you,” she said. “I could grab an A-cup bra for you to put on.”  
 
    I laughed, my legs trembling with anxiety. “I mean—that sounds silly, but if you think it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “Sometimes these dresses can fit weird—they say small but they mean extra-small, or sometimes they say medium and they’re too big on a large woman. It’s always safest to try things on before you buy them. I’ll go grab a bra.” As she walked across the store, she looked back at me and said, “Your girlfriend’s lucky. She’s got a brave man!” I don’t think brave was the right choice of word. I was shaking with nerves. My stomach was turning with anxiety. I was about to get dressed up like a girl in a public store, with a complete stranger. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    She came back with the bra and then she pointed me towards the change room. “Come out when you’re done so I can see how it fits, so I can help you pick more items,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said.  
 
    I took everything into a stall with me while my heart was pounding mercilessly against my ribcage. I gave myself a moment to catch my breath once I was in the stall. And it wasn’t until I was slipping out from my pants that I realized my legs were still shaved smooth. Once the store clerk took one look at my legs, she would know for sure that the dress was for me and not for some imaginary girlfriend. Oh God, what had I gotten myself into? 
 
    I’d even already agreed to let the store clerk see me in the dress, so I couldn’t just come out not wearing the dress without looking like a complete coward. I had to do it. But how bad could it really be? She didn’t know me. Even if she did think that I was shopping for myself, it’s not like she could go and tell all of my friends and my family members. She didn’t even know who I was.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and managed to calm myself down a little bit. I slipped into the bra and then I slipped into the dress, which stretched out against my body. It fit surprisingly well. But there was no mirror in the little change room. If I was going to see myself, I was going to have to step out and reveal myself to the store clerk. I took another deep breath. 
 
    I stepped out. She looked me up and down. Her eyes widened and her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink. “Wow,” she said. “That really fits you well.” She was staring at my body with a face full of shock. I looked over at the mirror. The dress really did fit me perfectly, and I was as hot as hell in the thing. I’d never realized that I had such a great ass before, and the perfect curve to my back to accentuate all of the other curves I didn’t know I had. I just needed some makeup, a wig, and a nice pair of heels to complete the look. 
 
    But that’s not all I bought. I ended up buying three different pairs of heels (they were three-for-one, so how could I not?), three different dresses, a couple of skirts, a couple of blouses, a tank top, a pair of leather tights, and a few little accessories. At another store I picked up a makeup kit, and then at another I picked up a wig—a long blonde wig, just like the one that I wore at Catherine’s house.  
 
    And to complete my day of shopping, I stopped in at a lingerie store. I couldn’t help myself. There was a red corset in the window that I just had to own. And, of course, I needed a bra for most of my outfits. They even sold special bras for flat-chested women like myself, with silicone padding to give the illusion of a real bust. I also grabbed a pair of fishnet stockings, because every girl should own a pair of fishnet stockings as far as I’m concerned. 
 
    It wasn’t until I got home that I realized I’d spent the entire amount of money that Catherine had sent me—and more. I was broke all over again. My heart sunk into my gut. Most of what I’d bought was final sale—I couldn’t take it back. Even the wig was a no-refund item, and I wasn’t about to return the makeup kit. What was the point in owning a bunch of clothes and a wig if I didn’t have the makeup to pull any of it off?  
 
    But even with my newfound monetary stress, I was able to enjoy my new haul. I spent the whole night getting dolled up, trying on different outfits, and taking sexy photos of myself. And, of course, I got myself off a couple of times. I’d never felt more sexually energized in my whole life. There was something about seeing myself in a slutty little skirt that made my cock so hard—and I couldn’t play dress-up properly with a massive erection, so I had to deal with it.  
 
    There was so much more that I still needed—and wanted: a hair straightener, a curling iron, more makeup supplies, more dresses, more skirts, more shoes, more lingerie. The weather would be cold soon, so I would need some sweaters, pants, maybe a nice fitted coat. But where was I going to get the money for my new hobby? At least with video games, you just need the gaming system, a controller, and the games. But there was no end to this new addiction. There would always be more outfits to try on.  
 
    There was an ad on the Internet for an online clothing store. In the ad was a picture of a girl wearing the cutest white dress with an open back. I needed to own that dress, but it was two hundred dollars—more money than I had in my bank account. I needed money and I needed it fast.  
 
    I found myself on a job board, searching through job postings, replying to every single one that I was even slightly qualified for—and some that I wasn’t even a little bit qualified for. I spent the next few days constantly refreshing that job board page, hoping new jobs would appear, but every posting was a reposting. No one was hiring. College was just a few weeks away and I still needed money for tuition. I looked at my special feminization box and wondered if it was worth it, or if it was a big mistake.  
 
    So I found myself back on Facebook, writing out a post looking for work. But before I pressed publish, I had the idea of giving Catherine a call, to see if she needed models for any upcoming shoots. I would do it for cheap. Hell, if the outfits were cute enough, I would do it for free—even though I desperately needed the money.  
 
    I sent her a text message: “Hey Ms. Granger. I was wondering if you needed any more help with your work. I’m available. Let me know.” My heart started pounding. I stared at my phone and waited for her to reply. It was twenty minutes later when the ellipses appeared under my message: she was writing back. I perked up and watched the screen. And then I got her message. 
 
    “I just got a new contract this afternoon. If you want the job, it’s yours, but you should know that it’s a bit more revealing than the last one.” 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. “I’ll do it,” I wrote back. I had to bite down on my tongue to suppress my excitement.  
 
    “Okay, come by tomorrow around noon and we’ll make it happen,” she wrote. I couldn’t wait. It didn’t even dawn on me that we hadn’t agreed to a price. I just wanted to see what kind of outfits she had in store for me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I arrived in Catherine’s neighbourhood nearly thirty minutes early. I was so eager and so anxious to get started, but as I turned onto her block, I realized it was probably best not to look too excited. I didn’t want her knowing that she’d turned me into a sort of feminine monster, obsessed with being sissified. So I parked my truck at the end of her block and I waited until it was just a few minutes before noon before looping back and parking in her driveway.  
 
    I did my best not to smile too much as I stood on her doorstep, waiting for her to answer. She answered a few seconds after I rang the bell. And unsurprisingly, she was dressed to kill, in a short black dress and long black stockings. “Jakey, darling, you look great. Come on in,” she said.  
 
    I had to hide my hands behind my back so she wouldn’t see them shaking. If she had seen them, she would have thought that they were shaking with nerves, and not with excitement. “How have you been?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve been well. Can I get you a glass of something? Iced tea? Lemonade? Water?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m fine.” I just wanted to get started. I didn’t want to waste any time. I couldn’t wait to see the selection of items I was going to be wearing. I couldn’t wait for her to do my makeup again. She was so much better than me at doing my makeup, not that I was too shabby at it.  
 
    “Okay, well why don’t we get right to it then?” she said with a smile. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from smiling too hard.  
 
    We started towards the studio garage. Near the back door, I noticed a pair of men’s sneakers. I looked at them for a moment, trying to figure out why they were there. Did Catherine have a man over? Were we not going to be alone for the photo shoot?  
 
    Catherine looked back and saw me staring at the shoes. “Oh, I forgot to tell you: Stefan’s home for the week. He came back for a friend’s wedding. He leaves again on Friday,” she said. “You guys should meet up. He was actually asking about you the other day.” 
 
    My heart stuttered. “He—He’s here?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, he’s not here. He’s out for the day with some friends. He’ll be back this evening though,” she said. My heart started beating again. “C’mon, let me show you what we’ll be working with today.” I followed her out to the garage.  
 
    The selection was amazing: ten outfits, all lingerie. The contract was with a lingerie company. There were nighties, corsets, teddies, bridal, and so on. Most of it was lace and sheer, all of it was sexy as hell. “I’ll probably have to do a bit of Photoshopping to make you look more feminine—you know, to give you cleavage and whatnot. But you’ll be showing a lot of skin. Are you sure you’re okay with that?” It was more than just showing skin—it was a whole new level of promiscuity. There was a bin of sex toys that were to be used as props: I would hold them up as I posed in the outfits. The company also sold toys, so we were getting shots for the clothes and the toys.  
 
    I wasn’t just okay with it—I couldn’t wait. There was a white lace teddy that I wanted to put on right then and there. But I had to play it cool. “Um, yeah, as long as no one will recognize me, I guess,” I said. 
 
    She grinned. Was I playing it cool enough? Could she tell that I was secretly excited? She was staring at me with a curious look, like she knew more than I wanted her to know. “Okay, well the contract isn’t as big as my last one. I’m thinking something in the range of four hundred. Is that okay?” she asked, still with that grin on her face. 
 
    “Four hundred?” I asked. “Uh, yeah, I guess that’s okay.” Four hundred was more than enough. I just wanted to get started.  
 
    “Okay, great. Take a seat,” she said, motioning towards her makeup chair. I played it cool and casually sauntered over to the chair. In reality, I wanted to run over to that chair and get started that very second.  
 
    Once we got started with the makeup application process, I was tempted to ask for a mirror. I thought about asking if we could move to the bathroom, so I could watch as she applied my makeup, so that I could hopefully learn a technique or two so I could do it myself. But I kept my mouth shut. I was already toeing a line that I should have been far, far away from.  
 
    She did my makeup differently this time. She went for a much sexier look, with thicker eyeliner and darker eyelashes. It was the kind of makeup you might see on a Victoria’s Secret model. She was using products that I didn’t recognize. I wanted to ask her what they were, but instead I just bit my tongue and said, “You’re sure no one will recognize me?” I said. 
 
    “No way,” she said. “Besides, it’s a campaign for a Japanese company, so unless you know lots of people in Japan, I would say no one you know will even see it.” I was a little bit disappointed to find out there wasn’t much of a gamble with this shoot. I kind of liked the rush of excitement I got from knowing there was a chance I would be found out. A part of me wanted my friends to see me all dolled up, so they could see how good I looked.  
 
    But the saner part of me was relieved to know that my secret would remain a secret. “Alright, I think you’re all done. Let’s get you into your first outfit,” she said. She went and picked up a purple nightgown. It wasn’t the most exciting of the options, but I went along with it, knowing the best was still to come. I excused myself to use the bathroom, just so I could look at myself in the mirror. I was so pretty—it wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t I have been born a woman? Why couldn’t I just be that pretty every day? Life would be so easy and so stress free if I could be that comfortable in my every day life… 
 
    We did our first set of photos. We were in the studio all day—no outdoors shots. We did all of our shots on a green screen, some on an old Victorian couch, and some where I was just standing. Catherine said she was going to put a Victorian bedroom into the background.  
 
    “Okay, for this next shot, I want you to open your robe and cover your bare breasts with your hands,” she said. So I did. I found myself staring into the camera lens without an ounce of fear in my body. I was more confident than I’d ever been before in my life. I felt like I was trying to seduce my Japanese audience. I wanted all those Japanese guys to cut my page out of the magazine and jerk off to it every day for the rest of their lives. I wanted my picture to end up on the back of the door of some Japanese machine shop, or on the inside of some Japanese locker.  
 
    I was having so much fun, smiling without effort, when I realized Catherine was starting to notice. She was grinning, staring at me curiously. I suddenly felt terribly embarrassed. “Okay, let’s get you into the corset now,” she said.  
 
    So I pretended to be hesitant. “It will hardly cover my crotch,” I said. “Are you sure about this? You know, I’m starting to have second thoughts about this. I feel like I’m wasting your time.” It was one of my better acting performances. 
 
    “You can’t quit on me now,” she said. “I can’t offer you more money—I’m not being paid much myself for this one.”  
 
    I stared at the corset, trying to hide the fact that I secretly wanted to put it on and never take it off. “I just don’t know,” I said, biting my tongue to hide my smirk. 
 
    “If you do it, I’ll give you a little bonus at the end of the day—just like last time,” she said. 
 
    My hear jumped up in my chest. I wasn’t actually expecting anything out of my performance, but I was happy to take what I got. “Really?” I said. “Okay, well, I suppose I can tough it out.”  
 
    But she was still smirking, as if she could see through my performance the whole time—and maybe she could. Maybe she just wanted to fuck and she was putting on a performance of her own.  
 
    We finished the shoot early. Catherine let me look through the photos as she offloaded them onto her computer. My favourite was of me in the white lace teddy, holding up a giant black dildo. I was staring at the dildo with wide-eyed shock and parted lips. In another sexy photo, I was wearing a strap-on and winking at the camera. God, I looked sexy. I was born to do these photo shoots.  
 
    “So, Jake, what’s it going to be today?” Catherine asked as she looked back at me. “How do you want your bonus?”  
 
    I wanted to fuck Catherine, but I had an idea in my head that I wanted to play out way more. The idea sent a warm buzzing through my body. I felt my hands trembling. My face turned red and my tongue started to go numb.  
 
    “Well?” she asked. 
 
    I cleared my throat. I was able to say it with the small amount of courage I managed to build up. “Can you maybe fuck me with the strap-on?” I asked. I felt my face turn the darkest shade of red. I couldn’t believe I actually said it out loud.  
 
    The biggest grin swept across her face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She stared at me with that grin for a moment and then she went to grab the strap-on from the bin of sex toys. She held it up and looked at it and then she looked back at me. “You’re cute,” she said with a small giggle.  
 
    But that grin sent a shiver down my spine. Was this what she wanted all along? When she asked for me to come over for the first photo shoot, was she hoping to feminize me? Did she know that I would like it?  
 
    I was already dressed up in lingerie: a black two-piece with fishnet stockings. I bit my lip when I saw that strap-on in her hand. It suddenly looked big, and I’d never been fucked in the ass before. But still, I couldn’t wait. My cock was already rock-hard and my legs were already going weak at the knees. She walked up to me and gently pressed the tip of the plastic cock up to my chin. “So you like getting dressed up, huh?” she said, teasing my lips with the dildo. 
 
    My heart was a pounding mess. “Yeah,” I said, my voice weak.  
 
    “So you’re a little slut then?” 
 
    I just nodded my head. I opened my mouth to let the dildo in, but she pulled it away slightly, teasing me even more.  
 
    “How badly do you want it?”  
 
    “Badly,” I said. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could stand for. My legs were weak and shaking. I just wanted to bend over and take it. I wanted to feel that long plastic cock sliding in and out of me while I felt the soft lace of my lingerie hugging my skin. I opened my mouth again and managed to get my tongue on the tip of the dildo. I kept my gaze glued to Catherine.  
 
    She pushed the dildo into my mouth, letting the straps hang freely in the air. She pushed the dildo in deep, gagging me. I managed to take almost all of it before I was choking. She spread some of my saliva on my face before putting the dildo back into my mouth. “You suck cock like a slut,” she said. 
 
    I couldn’t fight back the smile. I don’t know what had happened to me. Were these desires always there? Why were they suddenly presenting themselves? And why were they suddenly so powerful?  
 
    I sucked that cock as hard as I could, sliding my tongue all over it. There were subtle fake veins along the whole fake rod, and a swollen tip. I explored the whole thing with my tongue.  
 
    “Okay, bend over, girly,” she said as she started to strap the artificial cock to her pelvis. I turned around quickly, pressing my hands against her desk and sticking my bum into the air. There was a second of heart-pounding silence, and then I felt her fishing my lace panties out from my butt crack. She held them aside while she pressed her slobber-covered cock up to my asshole. “You’re so tight,” she said. 
 
    My asshole was agape. I was holding it open because I didn’t want to waste any time. I wanted that rod inside of me. I wanted to be pumped and pounded. I swayed my butt slightly, my legs still trembling.  
 
    She started pushing in. My whole body was shaking with excitement now. My butthole really was tight, but I managed to take the cock. I clenched a few times, out of impulse, but only for a few seconds before I was able to relax and allow the cock to slide in deeper. It hurt a bit at first, but once she started thrusting, it felt amazing—exactly how I’d imagined—even better than I’d imagined. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I moaned and I pressed my butt back into her pelvis. I looked down at my body, all clad in lingerie. Damn, I looked beautiful. Even my padded tits were bouncing while she pumped my asshole with her hard cock.  
 
    Each thrust was harder than the one before it. Her pelvis was slapping against my tush. I could feel my bum turning red as it burned hot, but I didn’t mind. She was pumping me faster and faster, and her nails were digging into my hips. Waves of euphoria were pulsing through me. I bit down on my tongue in attempt to stop myself from moaning, but my attempt failed. I started moaning. I looked down again at my body. My cock had slipped out from my panties. It was rock hard and bouncing. I reached down and covered it with one of my hands, so I would still look like a pretty, little slut.  
 
    “You’re taking it like a whore,” Catherine said. “This is a big cock, even for a dirty little whore.”  
 
    “I love it,” I managed to say between moans. My cock was throbbing. My whole body was trembling. It’s amazing that I was able to stay on my heeled feet without collapsing. “I wish you could come inside of me,” I said.  
 
    I could feel her grinning behind me. “I have an idea,” she said. She reached around and pushed away my hand, slipping her fingers around my cock. “Tell me when you’re about to come,” she said. She got a firm grip around my rod while she pumped. She knew how to work it—she had many years of experience, to be fair. She did this mind-blowing twisting technique that make that euphoria even more intense.  
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” I said, though I don’t think it was her jerking me off that was making me come, but instead her pumping my ass. The dildo was rubbing up against my sweet spot, sending the most intense jolts of ecstasy through my body.  
 
    She pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty. “Turn around,” she said, “Quick.” 
 
    I spun around and she grabbed my cock. Instead of pumping me, she simply massaged the tip of my penis, holding it against the tip of the dildo that was just deep inside of my asshole. She made me come. I nearly fainted from the intense euphoria. I coated that dildo in my jizz, and then she spun me around again. “Bend over,” she said. I followed the command. Then, she penetrated me with the cum-covered strap-on.  
 
    I could feel my warm load inside of me as she pumped it deeper and deeper. It felt good—so good that after a couple of minutes, I looked down and saw that my cock was oozing strands of cum—I was having a second orgasm.  
 
    When she finally pulled out of me, I was exhausted. I nearly collapsed. I stumbled into her office chair while I caught my breath. And then the photos on her screen caught my eye. I loved those photos. I just wished that I could be like that outside of that little studio without the whole world laughing at me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    It was three days later, while I was alone and dressed in my tight bodycon dress and black fishnet stockings, when my phone buzzed. I checked it. It said that Stefan had tagged me in ten new photos on Facebook. I’d just gone out for drinks with Stefan the night before, but I hadn’t noticed him taking any photos. 
 
    I figured they were just of us at the bar, maybe old photos that he dug up after our conversation. I logged in, and then my heart stopped. 
 
    “I found these pictures on my mom’s computer,” his status said, and the photos were of me, dressed in skimpy lingerie, holding up sex toys and seducing the camera. I nearly fainted as I looked at the computer screen. The photos were posted publically, and they had already been seen by dozens of people—and counting. I quickly flicked through the pictures. No one should have been able to tell that they were of me—had it not been for the fact Stefan tagged me in all of them.  
 
    Why did he do it? Did I do something to him? Did he want revenge? My head was spinning. Surely this was a nightmare! I pinched my arm, trying to wake myself up, but it was no nightmare. As I sat all dolled up at my computer, I realized it was real. The photos were all real and people were really looking at them, reacting to them, and beginning to comment on them. Facebook told me that a good friend of mine, Lawrence Pitt, was writing a comment. I don’t know how I stayed conscious while I waited to see what he was going to say. 
 
    I thought about calling Stefan and begging him to take the photos down, but it was already too late. By the time the thought occurred to me, my friends and family members had already seen those photos. I wanted to throw up. I wanted to run away and hide forever. I knew that job was too good to be true. I knew I should have stayed away from the temptations of cross-dressing.  
 
    Lawrence published his comment. “Holy shit, Jake, you’re a babe!” he wrote. 
 
    It was a minute later when Stefan commented back. “I know, right? I got the biggest chub looking at these photos. You should see the ones I can’t post to Facebook.” 
 
    And more comments rolled in. No one was mocking me. They were all in shock over how pretty I was. People were asking for more photos. Girls were commenting about how jealous they were. At first I thought it was all sarcasm, but the comments just kept coming. They loved me. They all thought I was beautiful, and no one seemed to care that I was a boy dressed like a girl.  
 
    Stefan sent me a private message. “I knew you would never post these yourself, so I did it for you. Why didn’t you tell me you were such a babe?” he wrote. I probably should have been mad at him, but I felt freer than ever. He’d freed me, and now I had the biggest smile on my face. Did this mean I could leave the house all dolled up? Did this mean I didn’t have to feel like some perverted deviant?  
 
    I was giddy with excitement. It was the start of a whole new life. 
 
    We aren’t living in the same world we were fifty, twenty, or even ten years ago. People have changed. People don’t really care what others do for kicks anymore. Sure, there were a few comments that popped up that weren’t supportive—one guy I went to high school with simply wrote, “Wow, what a fag.” But his comment was overwhelmed with my supporters. He deleted it shortly afterwards. And in all of his own pictures, he looked miserable and angry. 
 
    So I say let the miserable, angry people stoop in their resentment. Be happy. Do what you want. I did, and now I’m happier than ever before. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    MY SISTER'S NIGHTIE 
 
    Mason has the house all to himself. He can do anything: throw a party, drink his parents’ liquor, stay up all night playing video games… But instead, he decides to try on his sister’s nightie—and an old wig and some makeup. Because why not? When will he ever have the chance to mess around like that ever again? 
 
    But the night takes a strange turn when his sister’s boyfriend shows up. And it takes a stranger turn when the football jock actually thinks that Mason is his girlfriend.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I only did it because I could—because I could think of nothing better to do. I didn’t think I would actually enjoy it. I didn’t think it would actually turn into anything. 
 
    My parents were leaving town for a work trip. They both worked for the same charity, and that charity was sending them to Hawaii for a team-building seminar. I guess that’s where all that donation money was going. My sister was excited—it was rare that we were left alone. I can remember a total of three times we were left alone as teenagers—the first two times, my parents had the neighbours checking in on us every few hours. 
 
    But now that we were technically adults, my parents left us on our own. Of course they said, “No parties, no alcohol, no drugs,” before they left. When they said it, I could see my sister’s eyes glowing with the prospect of partying with booze and drugs. I didn’t have many friends, but I was excited to see what kind of party she had in mind.  
 
    Unfortunately, the party she had in mind was across town at a friend’s house and I wasn’t invited. So I was left home alone for the night—quite possibly for the first time ever.  
 
    My mind was filled with ideas. I could do anything. I could break any rule and no one would ever find out. So what was I going to do? I called up all of my friends—the few that I had—and I asked if they wanted to come over and have a party. They were all busy. “But I have the key to my parents’ liquor cabinet. We can drink whatever we want.”  
 
    “Sorry, Mason. Can’t do it tonight,” they all told me.  
 
    So I paced around the house, trying to think of other things I could do. I was tempted to sit down and play video games all night. My parents only let me play a total of two hours each night, so I could really go wild—but that seemed like a giant waste of the one night I had to myself. I ended up watching some porn on the big-screen television in the living room—but it wasn’t any more exciting than watching porn on my laptop in my bedroom.  
 
    Had I known my sister was going across town for a party, I would have planned something in advance. That night would have been epic, but instead, it was a total bust. I ended up sitting there doing absolutely nothing—not even watching television or playing games—just trying to think of something to do. But there was nothing.  
 
    It was around ten when my sister sent me a text message, letting me know she wouldn’t be home until around noon the next day at the earliest. She also decided to add, “I got in a big fight with Walt. If he calls the house phone, just don’t pick up.” Walt was my friend Jerry’s older brother. I didn’t like the guy. He thought he was really cool because he played on the football team and was taller and more muscular than everyone else in our school. But he was really just a stereotypical meathead.  
 
    “Where’s the party?” I asked my sister in the form of a text message. But she didn’t reply. I figured she was either too drunk to feel her phone vibrating, or she just didn’t want me there to ruin her vibe. I would have appreciated an invite. Later I would find out that she’d already left the party after her fight with Walt. She was actually at a friend’s house watching sappy romance movies, complaining endlessly about how much she hated her meathead boyfriend.  
 
    So I paced the house again. I went down to the basement and messed around in my dad’s music studio. He had a drum kit that we weren’t allowed to touch; so that night I played some drums. It wasn’t as fun as I thought it would be, especially since I didn’t know what I was doing. I tried playing his guitars, but those were even less fun, even plugged into his big amplifiers.  
 
    I checked the time. It was only 10:30 PM. I wasn’t tired. Maybe I would have been tired if I wasn’t so angry with myself for wasting what could have been the best night of my life. I could have done anything! I could have smoked dope right in the middle of our living room. I could have had prostitutes over and slept with them on the dining room table… But I’d never slept with a prostitute or any woman for that matter.  
 
    I had to face the reality: I was a loner. I didn’t have many friends, and I wasn’t a high priority with the friends that I did have. The night was wasted.  
 
    In a final attempt to salvage my night of freedom, I slipped into my sister’s bedroom. I’d never really been in her bedroom since we were kids. It was a strict no-go zone. But there wasn’t much there: just a big closet full of clothes and a desk with some makeup and a locked laptop on it. It was just a teen girl’s bedroom. So why didn’t she want me in there?  
 
    I started snooping around. I figured there might have been something she was hiding: something interesting that I could tell all of my friends about. I don’t know what I thought there could have been. It’s not like my sister secretly worked at Area 51 and was hiding an alien corpse under her bed. But I checked under her bed anyway. I found a couple of gay porn magazines—I didn’t look inside. The cover on one was gross enough: a man sticking his penis in another man’s mouth. I tossed the magazine back under the bed.  
 
    I found a picture of Walt naked—that was possibly the craziest thing I found in that room. He had a big erection, and his cock was actually quite big, nearly reaching his sternum as he sat with his legs spread. I put that picture away quickly, too. It wasn’t something I was planning on telling my friends about. Instead, it was somewhat of a sad reminder that my dick wasn’t very big, and my body was far from muscular like his.  
 
    In my sister’s closet, I ended up finding a sexy little piece of lingerie: a sheer pink nightie. It was soft to the touch, and it was very tiny. I held it up and I stared at it. There was something mesmerizing about it. When did she buy it? Where did she buy it? Had my parents seen the thing, they would have flipped out. It was too sexy to be owned by their teenaged daughter—even if she was technically an adult in the eyes of the law.  
 
    I don’t know where the thought came from, but it came: I wanted to put the nightie on.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I wanted to see what it felt like. I wanted to feel that incredibly soft fabric against my skin—just to satisfy a nagging curiosity. And I wanted to do something that I could never do if there was anyone else in the house. I wouldn’t have dared putting on that skimpy piece of lingerie if there was even a chance that my parents or sister would come home unexpectedly. But I knew my parents were halfway across the planet, and I knew my sister was drunk and at a friend’s house on the other side of town.  
 
    So I shut the curtains and I got undressed. I slipped into the nightie. It was tight, but it felt strangely nice. It was softer than any clothes I’d ever worn before. Why can’t men’s clothing be that soft?  
 
    But I wasn’t satisfied. I still felt like I was wasting the night. What else could I do that I could never do before? I looked at myself in the mirror. What about my makeup?  
 
    It’s not like I had ever fantasized about cross-dressing before. It’s not like I dreamed about becoming a woman. I just didn’t want to waste the opportunity. I knew that I would never be home alone again in a house with a closet filled with women’s clothes and a desk covered in makeup. It really was just a nagging curiosity—I swear! 
 
    It took me a while to figure out how to get my makeup on right. I didn’t know what half of the supplies on that desk were for, but I ended up figuring it out for the most part. My eyeliner wasn’t perfectly even, and I probably could have used a little more eye shadow—or maybe a little less, I couldn’t quite tell.  
 
    But I still wasn’t satisfied. So I went and shaved my legs. It was still winter—the hair would grow back before the summer, when I would be wearing shorts. I shaved everything, even around my cock, and my armpits. At this point I was thinking: go big or go home. I found myself in front of the mirror again, touching up my makeup. I even caught myself talking aloud, doing an impression of my sister, which I was already pretty good at from years of mocking her as a brother does.  
 
    As I stared into the mirror, I watched my eyes light when I remembered the wig that was in the basement—the wig my mom bought for my sister after her botched hair cut. She volunteered to let her aspiring hairdresser friend cut her hair, but she didn’t know that her friend completely lacked the talent necessary to cut hair. So my sister wore that wig for six months while her hair grew in. I grabbed that wig and slipped it onto my head. It actually looked pretty good, aside from the fact it was a bit dusty. I gave it a good shake. 
 
    And again, I tinkered with my makeup. Now it was 1:00 AM, but I didn’t feel so badly about the night anymore. Now, I felt like I did something that I could only do while securely home alone—even though it was something that didn’t exactly appeal to me.  
 
    But as I looked at myself in the mirror, a chill crawled under my skin. I actually looked a lot like my sister. Hell, I was even hotter than my sister. My eyes were bigger and my nose was more petite, and my lips were fuller. My legs looked way better: silky smooth, unlike hers, which were covered in blemishes because she had a picking obsession.  
 
    I still wasn’t tired, so I just kept going. I found myself painting my nails. I had all morning to remove the nail polish, after all. I painted them bone white. I touched up my makeup again. And I kept talking aloud, doing my best impression of my sister.  
 
    And when it was 2:30 AM, I decided I should probably get some sleep. But I didn’t want to take off my outfit. I felt strangely good in the whole ensemble. The nightie was so comfortable, and I looked so good in the makeup and the wig. I knew I would never get another chance to get dolled up like that again, so I decided I would just spend the night dressed up—I could clean myself up in the morning. I turned off the lights and slipped into my sister’s bed. I’m not sure why I chose to sleep in my sister’s bed—maybe I just thought being under the pink satin sheets went better with my whole girly ensemble.  
 
    It was hard to fall asleep with my racing heart. I wasn’t worried that I was going to be caught; I was worried that I was enjoying myself a little bit too much. This was just supposed to be senseless fun, something to do, so I could feel like the night wasn’t wasted. It wasn’t supposed to be something that got me so excited. It wasn’t supposed to be something that I thought about after the fact—but I was already trying to think of how I could do it again. I was already wondering if I could somehow steal that nightie and that wig and some makeup and lock myself in my room without my parents or sister suspecting anything.  
 
    I liked the way my legs felt, all smooth. I liked the way my toes looked, painted white. I liked how pretty my face was. For once I didn’t just look like an average guy. Had I gone out like this, guys would have looked at me with admiration. Had I been born a girl, looking like this, I would have been popular.  
 
    I started to fall asleep. I let my head sink into my pillow and I listened to the sound of lone cars on the distant highway. And then I heard something else—something coming from the window. It was like a tapping or a rustling, like a bird trying to dig its way into the attic. I was about to look over when I heard the window opening. And then I was too afraid to look over. I froze completely. Someone was breaking into our house—why, of all nights, was that the night we get robbed? I couldn’t possibly face a burglar dressed in my sister’s nightie—it would be too humiliating. What if he shot me dead? What if my parents came home and found my body dressed in a sheer, pink nightie and a blonde wig and makeup?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I heard the intruder’s heavy boots reach the floor of my sister’s bedroom. I tensed up and kept my head turned the other way. Maybe if he thought I was sleeping, he would leave me alone. Or maybe he just wouldn’t notice me and he would carry on to the living room to steal the television, or my parents’ room to steal my mom’s jewellery.  
 
    “Hey Katie—are you up?” a strangely familiar whispering asked. Katie was my sister—the intruder knew my sister. “Babe? Wake up. It’s me—Walt.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Oh God, it was so much worse than a violent intruder. Why couldn’t it be a home invasion? Why couldn’t it be an armed gunman who could shoot me dead? Walt would be sure to tell everyone: his brother, my sister, the whole school, probably even the goddamn mayor of the city. I was doomed. So I just remained still, turned away from him, hoping he would leave—though there wasn’t much hope at all.  
 
    “We need to talk. I didn’t mean to yell at you earlier—I’m just tired. That’s not really how I feel. C’mon, turn around so we can talk. I know you’re awake,” he said, still whispering. He took a step closer. I could feel his big, muscular presence bearing down on me. I took a deep breath. I needed to say something. I needed to get him to leave. But what could I say? And how much faith did I really have in my impression of my sister? I remained silent.  
 
    “Please, babe. I can’t let our relationship just end like this. I didn’t mean to kiss her. It was an accident. I was drunk. She kissed me and I just froze up. It’s not like we had sex or anything. C’mon, babe, talk to me. Give me a chance. I’ll do anything. I want to make this better.”  
 
    It dawned on me that I was doing the best thing possible: giving him the silent treatment. I’d seen my mom do it to my dad before: remain completely silent until he just gives up and leaves. It was all that I could do. 
 
    “I know you’re mad, but you have to believe me. It was just a kiss, and it was a mistake. You kissed that Nate guy last month. I didn’t get this mad at you. Let’s just call it even. Okay?”  
 
    And I remained still, though he could probably hear my heart pounding like John Bonham’s kick drum.  
 
    “C’mon babe. Don’t be like this,” he said. And then he took another step closer. I kept quiet, closing my eyes tight, taking deep breaths as I prayed for him to leave. But he didn’t leave. Instead, he slipped into the bed behind me. He put his arm over my body. Instead of swatting him away, I remained perfectly still. “Please just talk to me,” he said.  
 
    But I didn’t talk. His arm was heavy, weighing down on me. His hard muscles were rubbing against my exposed skin—and I had a lot of exposed skin in that skimpy nightie. He ran his thumb gently down the length of my arm and then back up again. “You’re the girl for me,” he said. “And you always will be.” 
 
    His hand slid down to my bum. He gently squeezed, making me perk up. His fingers were awfully close to my butthole. “You like that?” he asked. But still, I remained silent. He laughed. “I know how to cheer you up, babe,” he said, and then he pulled back my hair and started kissing my neck. My God, my sister’s boyfriend was kissing my neck and caressing my body.  
 
    Why couldn’t I say anything? Where was my courage? I couldn’t let him explore my body with his hands—it was only a matter of time before he realized I had no tits, and a cock between my legs. But would he notice my flat chest? My sister didn’t have large breasts. In fact, in going through her closet I discovered pads in her already small bras. But my sister definitely didn’t have a cock—and Walt wouldn’t be happy to find one.  
 
    So I reached down and tucked my cock between my thighs. It wasn’t comfortable, but at least it bought me some time to think of something to say. And it didn’t even matter what I said—I just needed to say something. Maybe something along the lines of, ‘Go home and we’ll talk tomorrow,’ or ‘Don’t touch me,’ or ‘Leave me the hell alone.’ But I said none of that. I just remained silent, in a complete state of shock as I regretted my strange decision to dress up like my sister that night.  
 
    He started to dry hump me gently. I could feel his denim-clad crotch rubbing against my bare bum. After a minute, I could feel a slight bulge. He was becoming erect. Now I really had to say something. Why couldn’t I say anything?  
 
    My body was trembling. There was a thick lump in my throat and a cold sweat on the back of my neck. This was torture. Had I died and gone to hell? What did I do to deserve this?  
 
    “I promise I’ll never kiss another girl but you in my entire life,” he said. And then I felt him lean back and pull off his shirt. The room became silent as he undid his belt and tugged down his pants. But I just remained still like a complete coward. I needed to act but I couldn’t. It was like I was trapped in a sort of sleep paralysis.  
 
    He snuggled in close. I could feel the hard warmth of his big cock—the same cock I’d seen in that picture my sister kept hidden in her bedroom. And it was out and exposed, pressed against my bum. He slid it between my legs. I managed to reach down and pull my cock and ball sack out of the way before he made contact. “This always makes you feel better,” he said gently into my ear.  
 
    He was strong. He had one arm over my body, and that one arm was preventing me from moving. I tried to wriggle free, but it was hopeless. I was going to have to figure out a different strategy if I was going to get out of that bedroom alive. And that strategy should have been telling him to leave, telling him I didn’t want to have sex. But that’s not what I did. 
 
    I carefully spat into my hand and reached down, grabbing his cock. I smeared my saliva all over his shaft. “Oh, fuck, that feels nice, baby,” he said. I never looked back. I couldn’t let him see my face. I couldn’t let him know that I wasn’t my sister. “That feels so good.” I was acting on impulse. I didn’t even know what the hell my plan was—my body was just acting on its own.  
 
    He wanted in my pussy, but I didn’t have a pussy. But I did have a hole that every girl had: an asshole. I’d never taken anything in my ass before, but for some reason, that seemed like the best solution to my problem. I pressed the tip of his cock up to my clenched hole and I bit down on my tongue and closed my eyes. How bad could it be? Gays take it in the ass all the time and they seem to like it. One of my friends at school claimed he stuck his sister’s vibrator in his ass and it made him come, without even having touch his dick.  
 
    “Oh shit, babe. You’re feeling naughty tonight, huh?” he said with a grin in his voice.  
 
    I just had to take it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    He slid in deep, stretching me wide. I had to bite down hard on my tongue to stop myself from screaming. It hurt. He was big and thick. I could feel him throbbing inside of my body. I almost changed my mind at one point—I was ready to push him back and jump out of bed—but at that very moment, he took my wrist and pinned it down in front of me, laying his thick arm over my body. I was stuck—I had to take it. 
 
    He slid in deeper and deeper and deeper. And just when I thought he was completely inside of me, he slid in even deeper. “You’re asshole is so tight,” he said. I tried to control my breathing. I was being fucked in the ass by my sister’s boyfriend, while dressed in lingerie and a wig. How did the night come to this? It was supposed to be my night of freedom, to cut loose and have fun. How did I end up pinned down in lingerie, with a giant cock in my ass?  
 
    “Just tell me if it hurts, baby,” he said, and then he started thrusting in and out. One second I was feeling stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey, and the next second I felt emptier than ever, as if my insides suddenly disappeared into a void. I could feel every hard ridge and vein in his meaty member. He was hard—as hard as granite, but warm—almost hot.  
 
    He grabbed a handful of my chest and squeezed. He didn’t seem to notice that he was squeezing nothing but my scrawny pec. He seemed to like it, though. He even took my nipple between his thumb and pointer finger and gently fondled me. It actually felt kind of nice.  
 
    The whole thing was starting to feel kind of nice, as the pain started to go away. There was an intense tingling inside of me that was getting stronger. I liked that tingling. My body suddenly felt warm, and I could feel my muscles relaxing. My cock started to throb and harden. What was happening? Was I enjoying this? 
 
    “Fuck baby, you’re so tight. You’re going to make me come,” he groaned. He began squeezing me harder, grunting louder. His cock somehow felt hard and he was plunging deeper—so deep that his pelvis was slamming into my butt with every penetration.  
 
    This was really happening: I was really getting rammed in the ass by my sister’s boyfriend.  
 
    He stuck two of his fingers in my mouth like a fishhook. I found myself sucking on his fingers, biting down gently, teasing his fingertips with the tip of my tongue. He seemed like it. “Fuck, you’re so hot, baby. You’re so fucking hot.” It’s a good thing he didn’t decide to pull on my hair or reach around and rub my clit. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come inside of you.” 
 
    I nodded my head, still too afraid to speak. I could feel his cock bloating up. I knew it was coming but I had no idea what to expect. Would I be able to feel it? Would it feel weird or gross?  
 
    He started unloading. My eyes opened wide. It was like a hot burst deep inside of my body, coupled with an intense euphoria that made my body tremble.  
 
    He groaned one last time as he rolled over, slipping his big member out of my body. I felt completely empty, save for the warm dribbling I could feel slowly making its way down to my rectum. It was a strange feeling with a pleasant lingering euphoria.  
 
    But the anxiety was still there. I still couldn’t move. I still couldn’t let him see my face. “Man, that was fucking amazing,” he said with a deep breath. “I had no idea you could take it like that.”  
 
    Of course I didn’t respond. All of my anxiety came back with full strength. I didn’t even let out a small whimper.  
 
    “Still not talking to me, huh?” he said. “Okay, okay, I get it. You’ve made your point.” I felt him roll off the bed and then I heard him pulling up his pants. “I’ll leave you alone. Talk to me when you’re ready and we’ll work this out. I can already tell that you’re feeling better about everything.” 
 
    I didn’t move until ten minutes after I heard the window close. Then, I carefully looked back to make sure he was really gone. And he was. I would have thought the whole thing was a dream if it wasn’t for the cum that was currently dribbling out from my asshole, onto my sister’s bed sheets. The whole thing was so surreal—so incredibly risky. Yet still, I caught myself smiling as if I’d enjoyed every second of it—and maybe I had.  
 
    In the morning I quickly got undressed and out of my makeup. I got everything back to where it was before and I cleaned my sister’s bed sheets. She came home while I closing her bedroom door.  
 
    She dragged her feet up the stairs, looking like a zombie. “Remind me to never drink again in my life,” she said. “I can’t even remember anything.” She went straight to her bed and passed out. I was happy to hear that her memory of the night was gone—just in case her boyfriend decided to bring up the anal sex. He was drunk too—I could smell the bourbon on his body, and I could smell it on me now, so I went to take a long, hot shower.  
 
    And while the warm water ran down my skin, I thought about the night before, and I thought about all the clothes that were in my sister’s closet that I would look so good in. I pushed the thoughts out of my head—I couldn’t succumb to that degeneracy. Sane people don’t dress up in their sisters’ clothing. Sane people don’t allow their sisters’ boyfriends to fuck them in the ass.  
 
    I was starting to worry that maybe I wasn’t so sane. But I knew that if I kept pushing the thoughts away, eventually they would disappear completely—or almost completely. 
 
    And they did. Six months later, the thoughts were almost completely gone. The only time the memory of that night came into my head was when I needed to get something from my sister’s bedroom. When I saw her pink walls and that closet teeming with clothes, those thoughts would creep back into my head. But as soon as I left the room, they would vanish. It was only a matter of time before they were gone entirely.  
 
    But the thoughts came back one late winter evening, while I was at a friend’s house, a month after I’d moved out from my parents’ house.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was at my friend, Steve’s house. Steve was in a few of my classes and we’d never hung out before, but we had been paired for an assignment and we’d left it to the last minute. So I went to his house and we decided we would pull an all-nighter finishing it.  
 
    We ended up finishing the assignment early, thanks to a website we stumbled upon that was created by someone who had gone to our school a few years before. They posted all of their assignments for all of their classes, and we basically copied most of what he’d published, seeing as we weren’t getting anywhere on our own. We spent a good hour changing around some words so it wouldn’t look like plagiarism, and then Steve said, “Do you want to go see something really hilarious?”  
 
    “Obviously,” I said.  
 
    We put on our coats and our boots and then we walked down the street to the little wooded area on the edge of town. “My brother is part of this hilarious group of guys who think they’re wizards or something,” he said as he led me through the woods. “They’re having a meet-up tonight.”  
 
    We navigated through the darkness for a while until we saw a faint orange glow in the distance. Steve put his finger up to his lips and said, “Shh. If they see us they’ll flip. My brother has no idea that I know about this.” We crept closer to the glow. It was a bonfire, placed in the middle of a pentagram drawn with what I assumed was salt. Steve’s brother and four other guys stood around the pentagram wearing black cloaks with pointed hoods. They were waving their arms around and one of them was chanting something in what I think was Latin.  
 
    Steve and I started giggling. I covered my mouth so his brother and his weird friends wouldn’t hear me. I had a hard time believing anyone actually did crap like this outside of the movies. And what exactly were they trying to do? Summon a demon?  
 
    I was on the verge of falling to the ground in a fit of laughter when something happened—something that I can’t even begin to explain. The fire started to turn a blue colour. It became bluer and bluer and then it started to rise up, twirling around like a small twister. Steve and I became completely silent. I opened my mouth to ask what I was seeing, but I couldn’t push the words out. Then, the blue fire came back down and became orange again and the woods became totally silent.  
 
    “What the fuck was that?” I whispered to Steve. 
 
    “I—I don’t know,” he said.  
 
    Frogs started to jump out from the fire in every direction. I don’t know if they were always in there or if they just appeared because of some magical spell. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I even pinched my arm, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. A few of the frogs hopped right past us. I looked over at Steve and he was looking at me. “Let’s get the hell out of here,” he said. 
 
    “Deal,” I said. So we got up and we went back to his house. We were completely speechless the whole way. I followed Steve up to his brother’s room, which was decorated as you might expect: painted black with pentagrams and adorned with candles and old books. “So what was that?” I asked. 
 
    “I told you, I have no idea,” Steve said. “But if that shit is real, then I want a spell that will get me laid. C’mon, flip through these books and see if you can find something.” He passed me one of many occult books from his brother’s bookshelf and I started flipping through the pages.  
 
    And that’s when I came across what was labelled as a ‘human transformation spell’. I read the description. It said that it was a dangerous spell that was hard to achieve. It apparently turned the caster into another person for a certain period of time. It required fire, like every spell in the book, a piece of clothing, a few different plants, and a drop of blood from the caster. Then, there was a long Latin paragraph that had to be read. I took a photo of the page with my phone while Steve wasn’t looking, and then I kept flipping and looking for a spell that would get Steve laid. I found no such spell. 
 
    And I believed it—how could I not believe it, after witnessing what I witnessed in those woods? Fires don’t just turn blue and create dozens of frogs out of thin air like that. Maybe those Satanist nerds knew something that no one else knew. Maybe there was some legitimacy to their nonsense.  
 
    I couldn’t get those old thoughts out of my head: that night I spent in my sister’s nightie, getting stuffed by her boyfriend’s big dick. I didn’t live with my parents anymore. I lived on my own, in a building where no one knew me. Since moving in, I hadn’t even thought about getting dolled up—but now I was thinking of something much better: transforming into a woman.  
 
    The supplied listed in the weird occult book weren’t easy to find, but I did end up finding them online. Shipping took a couple of weeks, and those couple of weeks were filled with anxious eagerness. But I needed that time to get a piece of my sister’s clothing. It was the biggest challenge, seeing as my sister still lived with my parents. I was over for Sunday dinner one night when I decided to make my move.  
 
    I excused myself to use the bathroom and then I slipped into her room. I didn’t just want a sock or a t-shirt—I wanted that nightie. I don’t know why it had to be the nightie, but I had a strange feeling that the spell wouldn’t work if it wasn’t that nightie. It took me a minute to find it. And as I picked it up, I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. I panicked and looked around. I stuffed the nightie into my pants and then I jumped behind the door. Thankfully, the footsteps passed my sister’s bedroom and carried on down the hall. I slipped back out of the room and re-joined my family at the dinner table.  
 
    And now that I had everything I needed, I didn’t waste any time. As soon as I was home, I gathered all of the supplies and I took off for those woods on the edge of town. I brought a lighter and a newspaper with me, to get a fire going. Once I was far enough away, I started the ritual. My heart was pounding. What if the spell didn’t work, and someone found me out there like that? What if it did work and I couldn’t change back into myself? What if there were other side effects that weren’t listed in the book. I mean—it can’t be healthy to just transform into another person, right? 
 
    I went ahead with the spell, following the instructions exactly, and then reading the little paragraph as accurately as I could.  
 
    As I neared the end of the paragraph, my heart really began pounding. I was suddenly feeling overwhelmed with regret, but I pushed through. I started to wonder: if this works, am I really prepared to be transformed into a woman? Into my sister? It didn’t say anywhere how long the spell lasted, just that it was temporary—but that could mean it might last ten or twenty years. Even a million years is technically temporary.  
 
    But I bit my tongue and finished that paragraph regardless. I closed my eyes, afraid that fire would flare up in blue magnificence like it did for Steve’s brother. But nothing happened. The woods remained silent and my fire continued to crackle like normal. I felt my chest and then I felt between my legs. Everything was normal. I was still me. The spell was a waste of time and money. I put out the fire and I went home.  
 
    I found myself on my back, in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, unable to sleep. I felt so silly and so duped. Steve’s brother and his friends must have had some tricks up their sleeves. They probably threw some chemical onto the fire when we weren’t looking, and those frogs were probably just in a little cage nearby. There was no way they just jumped out from the flames. The flames probably just scared them and made them run.  
 
    I sighed. I was surprisingly upset. Did I really want to experience being a woman that badly? Did I really think that I would be happier if I could have a pussy instead of a cock? Was I not happy the way that I was?  
 
    It was late when I finally fell asleep—close to 3:00 AM. I had my alarm set for 7:00 AM, for work. I knew I was in for a long, tired day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I woke up with a headache—probably from the fire: all the smoke and fumes from the strange plants that I’d spent the night burning. Or maybe it was just from lack of sleep. I was slow to peel myself out of bed. My eyes were so heavy, I could hardly open them.  
 
    I shuffled towards the bathroom. I didn’t turn on the light before sitting down on the toilet to pee. I didn’t have the energy to stand up, and I didn’t want to be blinded by my bathroom light. The sun bleeding through the curtains was blinding enough.  
 
    I brushed my teeth with my elbows planted on the vanity, and then I poured myself a bow of cereal with my elbows planted on the kitchen counter. Work was the last thing I wanted to do that day. I ate my cereal with my eyes half closed. My coffee maker decided to stop working that morning—so I cursed out loud. 
 
    But my voice took me by surprise. It was noticeably more high-pitched than normal, and my voice hadn’t cracked in years. “What the hell?” I said aloud, and that sounded weird too. I felt my throat. My skin felt smoother than normal. Then I felt my arms—those were smoother, too. And as I was looking down, I noticed two lumps on my chest: breasts. 
 
    I ran to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. The spell worked. I was a woman. Or maybe I was just having a dream. I pinched myself. “Ouch,” I said. I pinched myself again, just to make sure. And then grabbed my tits, and then I grabbed my crotch. My cock wasn’t there. My head was spinning. Oh my God, the spell actually worked! 
 
    I looked like my sister. I was my sister. My long hair was tied up into a bun. I was wearing that sheer pink nightie that I had tossed into those flames. I lifted up my shirt, letting my soft breasts fall out freely. They were real. I cupped them and gave them a gentle squeeze. My God, they were sensitive. I opened my legs and reached two fingers down, over my pussy—that was even more sensitive. As my fingertips caressed my clit, I twitched, nearly jumping.  
 
    “Oh my God…” I said aloud. And then I noticed the clock—I needed to be at work in twenty minutes. But how could I go to work in my sister’s body? Even if I put on a hat and my usual work clothes, they would be able to tell that I wasn’t me anymore.  
 
    I picked up my phone and dialled my boss. “Hello,” he said, after just a few rings.  
 
    “Hey, it’s, uh, Mason. I can’t come into work today,” I said, trying to strain my voice to sound deeper. But I sounded ridiculous—nothing like a man.   
 
    “Mason? Sorry, miss, are you sure—” 
 
    “—I mean—I’m calling for Mason. He’s really sick and can’t even speak right now.”  
 
    There was a silence on the other end. “Sick? He seemed fine last night,” my boss said.  
 
    “He just woke up like this. I’m taking him to the doctor.” 
 
    “And who’s this?” my boss asked. 
 
    “I’m Katie, his sister.”  
 
    There was another painfully long silence. “I guess if he’s sick, he’s sick. There’s nothing we can really do, right? Just tell him to feel better by tomorrow. I need him here to finish out this project.”  
 
    “I’ll let him know. Thanks,” I said, and I hung up quickly. But what if I wasn’t back to myself after one day? What if I wasn’t back to myself by the end of the week? I would have to quit. I wouldn’t be able to show up for our family dinner. I wouldn’t be able to show my face around any of my friends. There were so many potential hazards—yet I couldn’t help but smile. I had a woman’s body, and I couldn’t wait to have some fun with it—just like I did six months before, in Katie’s bedroom. But this would be better. Now, I had real breasts and a real pussy and a real voice and real hair. The world was mine, and I needed to get started before the spell wore off—whenever that might be.  
 
    But I didn’t have clothes or makeup—just the nightie that I’d woken up in. I dug through my closet for something to wear—just something that I could slip into for the bus ride from my apartment to my parents’ house. I knew my parents were at work, and I assumed my sister was at school, seeing as it was a weekday. There was a key they kept under a rock in the backyard, and if any neighbours saw me sneaking in, they would think that I was my sister, seeing as I looked just like her. 
 
    My outfit for the bus wasn’t flattering: a baggy grey hoodie and sweatpants. I was expecting to get the same sort of looks that I would have gotten as a man in the same outfit—people wondering why I was dressed like such a slob on a public bus. But I didn’t get those looks. One man even took the seat next to me and started chatting me up. I’d only even been chatted up by drunken homeless people before on city busses. “Going to the gym?” the man asked. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just going home,” I said. 
 
    “Ah, I see. Spend the night with your boyfriend?” he asked. 
 
    I forced a smile. He was hitting on me. He was trying to find out if I was single so he could make a move. “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    “Lucky guy,” the man said. I forced another smile.  
 
    I fantasized about girls randomly chatting me up in public. It had never happened before. I knew how much courage it took to spark up a conversation with a woman. It wasn’t easy. And now, I didn’t even need to put on nice clothes or do my makeup, or even brush my hair—men were drawn to me. I caught another guy looking my way. He smiled at me before looking away. Was this a common experience? Did my sister put up with this every day? 
 
    How could someone ever be in a bad mood if people are constantly admiring you and complimenting you? It was a dream. I couldn’t wait to get myself dolled up properly so I could see what was possible. If sweats and an old baggy hoodie got guys going, then I was nervous to see what a tiny dress and heels could do.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    No one was home—thank God. I wasn’t prepared to do my best sister imitation, even though I looked and sounded just like her, and I definitely wasn’t prepared to face my sister. How could I even begin to explain what was happening? She would have a mental breakdown and assume she’d suddenly become schizophrenic. Thankfully that wasn’t something I had to deal with. 
 
    Just to be safe, once I’d raided her closet for a few outfits I liked, I went and locked myself in my old bedroom to get changed—in case she came home. I wasn’t too worried about her noticing the outfits missing. She had so much clothing and her room was in such a mess that there was no way she would notice anything was awry.  
 
    My outfit for the day was a black knit sweater and a frilly black lace skirt, with thigh-high stockings. I loved the way the skirt felt when I walked, soft and airy. I felt like I had so much exposed skin. I could feel a draft teasing so much of my body. But looking in the mirror, I was dressed surprisingly modestly by modern female standards. There were plenty of outfits at my disposal that would have left me far more exposed.  
 
    I spent plenty of time in front of the mirror perfecting my makeup. It was still relatively early in the day, and as far as I knew, I only had the one day to be a woman—so I wanted to make it count. I didn’t want to go out with some half-assed makeup job. I wanted to get the proper experience of being a pretty girl.  
 
    But what if the spell didn’t last one day? What if I was stuck for a week or a month or a year? I would have to quit my job. I would have to disappear, abandon my family and my friends. I didn’t have any ID or documentation as a woman, so I wouldn’t be able to get a job to pay my rent. I would end up homeless. Even if I missed just one more day of work, I would already be on track to becoming homeless. If I called in sick again, my boss would want a sick note from a doctor. And if he didn’t get it, that would be it. I was already living paycheque to paycheque.  
 
    So maybe I should have been more focussed on getting swapped back into my regular body, instead of thinking about all of the parks and streets and cafes and bars I wanted to hit up. Maybe I needed to get my life back to normal before everything began crumbling to pieces. But how could I even begin to do that?  
 
    I remembered that occult book in Steve’s brother’s bedroom. If the one spell worked in the book, maybe they all worked, and maybe there was some sort of reversal spell in there. I needed to get to that book.  
 
    With my makeup all pretty and my outfit just perfect, I slipped out from my bedroom and I made my way back down to the bus stop. I didn’t make it far before I started noticing the looks from nearby men. As I stood at the bus stop, I could feel their gazes behind me, admiring my legs and my booty. When I would look back, I would catch a glimpse of their heads snapping forward, as if they’d never been looking. I watched as their cheeks all simultaneously turned a shade of pink. I found myself blushing, too.  
 
    It was nice—it was a shame that I couldn’t indulge. It was a shame I couldn’t have waited until I had my week off before changing myself into a woman. There was so much that I wanted to do. 
 
    I got a compliment from a stranger as I stepped off the bus. “I just wanted to tell you that you look absolutely stunning,” he said with a red-cheeked smile. I felt warmth rushing into my cheeks. I would have stayed to chat with him, but I had a book that I needed to find.  
 
     But temptation eventually got the better of me. I was walking from my first bus to my second when I passed a clothing store. The cutest dresses hung in the store window. I stopped and stared at them and then I caved—trying on a few dresses won’t hurt, right?  
 
    I spent an hour in that store—an hour that felt like five minutes. I tried on six different dresses, and I wanted to buy every single one. I felt so free in that little store, and there were so many more stores just like it on the same street. It wasn’t like when I was a man, and I had to be careful even looking at a dress, or risk getting some strange looks. I could try on whatever I wanted. I could twirl through the store wearing the skimpiest outfits, and no one was going to judge me.  
 
    I was holding up the skirt of a beautiful white lace dress when I heard an unfamiliar man’s voice. “I’d like to buy that dress for that woman,” he said. I turned around and he was talking to the store clerk. Our eyes met and he smiled. He was a good ten years older than me, with a bit of grey in his short beard. He was wearing a dark suit, as if he was on his way to work. “I saw her from outside and I thought, that dress belongs on that woman.”  
 
    “Are you sure, sir? It’s a three-hundred dollar dress,” the store clerk said. 
 
    “I’m sure. It would be a travesty not to.” He looked at me again with that same handsome smile. My heart melted. I’d never been attracted to a man before, but now I was ready to throw myself at one. There was something so alluring about the man. He was amazingly charming and impossibly handsome. I didn’t even know what the word handsome meant until that moment. 
 
    And then I thought: if I’m in my sister’s body, do I also have my sister’s brain? I’m I feeling my sister’s emotions? Am I attracted to the same men my sister is attracted to? 
 
    I looked at the store clerk. She was a cute, young girl—maybe the kind of girl that I would have been interested in as a man. But now, she was just a girl—a girl with a nice outfit and shoes that I wished were mine. The man, on the other hand, was worth staring at. “You really don’t have to do that,” I said from across the store. 
 
    “I really do. Just enjoy the dress—it looks amazing on you,” he said.  
 
    He pulled out his credit card—a matte black credit card that looked like it was for the rich elite—and he paid for the dress. I looked at the price tag on the dress. It was actually three hundred and forty dollars. That was more money than I currently had in my bank account, and some stranger just spent it on me without a second of hesitation.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. It was hard to see the dress with my bright red cheeks demanding all of my attention. Did I really need to go and find that book? Did I really need to force an end to my day as a woman? If I lost my job and my apartment, how hard would it be to find a cute guy who would take me in? Maybe this guy would take me to his big fancy house and let me live with him, as long as I crawled under the covers every morning to suck his big, hard cock.  
 
    He walked up to me. “Here’s my card if you’d like to grab a nice dinner,” he said. “You can ever wear the dress—no pressure though. I don’t want you to think I’m trying to buy a date.” Even he was blushing. I was making a handsome, successful man blush.  
 
    Why did I have to go back to being a man?  
 
    “Thanks,” I said, still in shock that someone was willing to spend money on me. The guy had moves. He made me realize how lousy my game was. I’d never bought a beautiful dress for a woman. I’d never even bought flowers that weren’t from the grocery store.  
 
    I watched the man leave, back on his way to work. And I just stood there, red-cheeked, feeling higher than I’d ever felt in my life.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I was walking down the street, making my way towards Steve’s house, so I could get that book and find a reversal spell, when I noticed a beautiful woman. But she wasn’t beautiful in the way that I normally would think of beauty—I didn’t try to picture her naked, and I didn’t fantasize about fucking her and coming all over her amazing body. She was just naturally stunning, glowing, with facial features that supermodels would have killed to have. I was jealous of the woman, more than anything. I imagined myself being her. She probably had moments, like the one in the dress store, on a daily basis. Men would throw themselves in front of a bus for her—I was sure of it. 
 
    I kept following her, passing my bus stop. I wanted to see what she was wearing, how she did her hair, and how she did her makeup. I figured that I could possibly emulate her look, even though I wasn’t nearly as beautiful as she was. It was only noon—I still had lots of time to get to Steve’s house to get that book.  
 
    She stopped at a street corner and I walked up next to her. I became suddenly nervous, my body becoming tense. I looked over at her and she looked over at me. She smiled. “You’re so pretty,” I said. It just slipped out from my lips. 
 
    “Awe, thank you,” she said. The light turned green and then she kept walking. I was slow to react. When the flashing red hand appeared, I finally snapped out of my daze and I kept following her. Then I noticed her dropping a glove. I jogged to pick the glove up, and I was about to shout at her when a thought occurred to me: is a glove considered a piece of clothing? Could that glove be thrown into the fire with all of those strange plants? Could I become that woman?  
 
    I kept the glove and I kept my mouth shut. She walked away, turning around a corner and disappearing. My heart stammered. Maybe instead of turning back into myself, I could turn myself into that gorgeous woman. I could live the experience I was living now, except better, with more compliments and more male attention.  
 
    I stuffed the glove into my pockets and then I continued towards Steve’s house. I decided to walk the rest of the way. I had all afternoon, and I wanted to enjoy being a girl while I still had the chance. I loved the feeling on my skirt swaying in the light breeze while I walked. My heart leapt up in my chest every time I saw my own reflection—though I still think that I was hotter when I got dolled up in my sister’s nightie in my own body; but it was nice to have real tits and a real pussy and a real voice that I didn’t have to imitate.  
 
    On my walk, I got more looks. But after a few more looks, it stopped being fun. Every look became a reminder that my real life would be less exciting. Every smile was a reminder that the vacation was almost over. And once I was back in my own body, I knew things wouldn’t be the same. I knew I would always look back on this one day as one of the best days of my life—a day I could never recreate as myself.  
 
    Or could I recreate it? Why couldn’t I put on my new white dress and a cute pair of heels and walk around Main Street? Why couldn’t I practice my voice so that I could chat with cute guys on street corners? Why couldn’t I enjoy the blushing faces of men at bus stops? Does it really matter what I have stuffed in my panties? Does it really matter if there are pads in my bra instead of real breasts?  
 
    I pushed those thoughts away. They weren’t welcomed. A man can’t just dress up like a woman whenever he wants. It’s just not normal… Right?  
 
    A part of me was disappointed when I arrived at Steve’s house. I knew it meant that I was near the end of my female journey. I just needed that spell so I could change back into my normal self. There were no cars in the driveway and no bikes leaning up against the side of the house. I walked up to the door and pressed the doorbell. I waited a minute before trying the handle. It was locked. So I started walking around the house, trying to find an unlocked window. As I reached for the first window, a face appeared on the other side.  
 
    I jumped back, nearly shrieking. It was Steve. He opened the window and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Can I help you?” he asked. 
 
    I froze up. I had no plan. I hadn’t thought of anything to say, any excuse as to why some stranger was showing up at his house. How could I ask him to let me in? How could I get him to get me that book?  
 
    “Well?” he said. “Are you some sort of burglar? There’s nothing valuable here.” 
 
    “I’m not a burglar,” I said. “I’m, uh, I was sent here by Mason Tavares.”  
 
    Steve tilted his head slightly like a confused pug. “Mason sent you? Why?” 
 
    My heart was racing. I suddenly had a plan in my head that seemed ridiculous—but at least it was a plan. “He summoned me… for you,” I said. 
 
    I watched as Steve’s eyes lit up. “He—He summoned you?” he said.  
 
    “Yes. He told me that you would understand.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, I understand.” A big smile swept across his face. “Oh my God, that sonofabitch. I’m sorry, come on in. Come in. Make yourself comfortable. I’m home alone.” He ran and opened the door for me. After a moment of hesitation, I went inside. My body was suddenly cold. I hid my trembling hands behind my back. “So he found a spell, huh? That sonofabitch. And it actually worked? Well, of course it worked: here you are. So are you like a… a demon, or something? I mean—no offense. But you were summoned.” 
 
    “A spirit,” I said, lying on the spot.  
 
    His face became red. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to call you a demon. You’re very pretty. So you’re like a—a sex spirit?” He said the last part quietly, as if he didn’t want his neighbours to somehow overhear.  
 
    A lump started forming in my throat. “Yes, that’s right,” I said. My heart was pounding. I just needed two minutes alone in that house so that I could grab that book and get the hell out of there. But how could I get two minutes alone? I needed him to go to the bathroom. “Could you grab me a glass of water—with ice?” I said. 
 
    “Oh, sure. I didn’t know spirits had to drink—but I guess that makes sense. I’ll be right back.” He ran towards the kitchen to get me a glass of water. But he moved to fast. I wasn’t even able to make it to his brother’s bedroom door before he was back. “I hope that’s enough ice—it’s all we had,” he said, handing me the glass. “So what’s your name? What should I call you?” He was nervous and tense. I was out of his league, and I was pretty sure he was a virgin. I was starting to regret my strategy. But still, I couldn’t think of anything else I could have said to have him invite me inside. At least I was inside. Sadly, it was starting to look like I was going to have to put out.  
 
    He was looking down at my body, admiring my chest and my curves, as if I was just a glorified sex toy that had strolled into his house—and I suppose that’s what he thought that I was. “So should we just get down to it? If I don’t last long, I’m sorry. But I’ll be good to go again after, like, fifteen minutes.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Let’s do it,” I said. My heart had plunged deep into my gut. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    What other choice did I have? I needed that book. I needed that reversal spell of my life would be ruined. If I didn’t get it, I would lose my job and my apartment and my friends and my family. Besides, Steve wasn’t so bad. He was a scrawnier guy like me. He was clean and well groomed. He was painfully shy, but that wasn’t the end of the world. 
 
    He took a deep breath and then he pulled off his shirt. He wasn’t terribly muscular, but he was nicely toned. He had good abs and nice tone to his arms. He immediately went to slip out of his pants. He didn’t seem interested in foreplay—and why would he be interested in foreplay? He thought that I was sent from some ethereal realm to pleasure him. It’s not like a sex doll needs any foreplay. 
 
    He dropped his pants to the ground. He wasn’t hesitating. He wasn’t questioning my story. And why should he question the story? A beautiful woman showed up on his doorstep after he’d seen literal magic happening in the woods by his house. He knew it was within the realm of possibility. Hell, maybe there was a spell in one of those books to summon some sort of sex spirit. “Well? Want to get undressed? My brother will be home in an hour or so.”  
 
    I looked around and tried my best to hide my nerves. I was about to sleep with my friend. Thankfully he had a pretty hot body and a nice, long cock. And even more thankfully, I was actually turned on by the sight of his toned abs and curved member. Though did that mean my sister would be attracted to my good friend? I tried not to think about it. 
 
    “Maybe you could start by sucking my cock. You know—get me hard or whatever. It won’t be hard.” He smirked. He was still as nervous as hell—even with what he thought was a spirit and not a human being at all.  
 
    I pulled my sweater over my head and gently tossed it aside. His eyes immediately snapped to my chest. I reached around and began to unclip my bra. I don’t know why I was so nervous—it wasn’t even my own body that I was showing him. But I didn’t know what to expect—I’d never been fucked in the pussy before. I’d never even experimented by sticking a finger up into my cunt before.  
 
    I dropped my bra to the ground. He took a step forward and reached out. He slipped his hands under my breasts and began to squeeze. “You look nervous. Do spirits get nervous?” he asked. “I promise you’ll like it.” 
 
    “I’m not nervous,” I said, trying hard to swallow my pride as he fondled my chest.  
 
    He took a deep, elated breath in. “Your tits are perfect,” he said. Something about his fondling didn’t feel right. Don’t get me wrong—it felt nice. Pulses of euphoria were beginning to surge through my body. But I wasn’t able to enjoy it fully. There was something off, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. 
 
    I looked down. His cock was already semi-erect. It was getting bigger. Who knew Steve was so well endowed? I took a deep breath of my own and I dropped to my knees. Carefully, I took his cock in my hand and began to stroke it. It was warm. I could feel it throbbing. I looked over at his brother’s bedroom door. I needed that book. 
 
    “Suck it, baby. It’s not going to bite,” he said. 
 
    I looked at his long, throbbing cock. It must have been eight inches long, and still growing. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, guiding his shaft onto my tongue. It wasn’t so bad. In fact, there was something incredibly satisfying about it, especially once he started moaning and massaging his fingers into my hair. He liked it—I was giving him the most pleasure he’d possibly ever had in his life. I felt powerful in a weird way.  
 
    I caught myself reaching down and rubbing my clit. It was like an instinct, like something I just had to do while sucking his long, curved erection. I got him hard fast. I sucked the pre-cum right out of his cock. I made his knees tremble with ecstasy. “Shit, you’re going to make me come before I’m even inside of you.”  
 
    A part of me wanted to make him come before he could penetrate my pussy. Another part of me wanted to feel his big, hard member inside of my body. That may have been my only chance to experience the feeling of being fucked by a man, as a woman. So I slipped his dick out from my mouth and I walked over to his couch. I hiked up my skirt and tugged down my panties, opening my legs and presenting my wet pussy. “I’m ready,” I said. 
 
    My heart was pounding, but I was excited. How many men can say they’ve experienced sex as a woman? I’d seen the way women can scream during sex—I wanted to feel that, too.  
 
    He came up to me slowly and nervously. He took his cock in his hand as he climbed up on top of me. He looked down at my pussy and said, “Shit, you’re wet.” 
 
    “I want it. Fuck me,” I said. I’d forgotten why I was even at his house, why I was on his couch with my panties on the floor, with my legs spread wide… He pressed the tip of his cock up to my damp hole. A jolt of pleasure blasted through me. It already felt good and he wasn’t even inside of me yet. “Fuck me. Please just fuck me,” I said. 
 
    He started pushing into me. My body tensed up. I clenched on his cock, but I was too wet to stop him from sliding in deep. It felt good—too good. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I started screaming and moaning out of control, looking like a complete fool. I didn’t want to surrender already, before he even started thrusting in and out of me, but I knew it was inevitable.  
 
    I gripped his sides tightly. I closed my legs in on his body. He kept sliding in. I’m pretty sure he reached the end of pussy, because I could feel a dull pressure inside of me. “You’re so tight,” he said with dark red cheeks. He smiled and looked into my eyes. If only he knew he was fucking his good friend…  
 
    He started to pull out and plunge down. He used all of his cock, bringing it all the way out before pushing back in until he was pressing against the end of my vagina. It felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. But I could see that he was already trying to hold back, trying to will away his orgasm so that the moment would last just a little bit longer. “Don’t stop,” I said, as if it would help. I watched him as he closed his eyes and bit down on his tongue. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can last much longer. We can fuck again—in fifteen minutes. Okay?” he said. 
 
    “No, I want this to last. Don’t come yet. I’m close,” I said. And I was pretty sure I was close. I’d never felt anything like it—like a hot sensation in my pussy, growing stronger and stronger, buzzing deep inside of me. Why did it have to end?  
 
    “I’m about to come. I’m sorry,” he said. He groaned and clenched. His muscles all flexed. He started to groan. I could feel it coming as his cock bloated up inside of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    He pulled out and grabbed his cock with his hand. He jumped up over me and started coming all over my bare chest and my face. He had no restraint. He’d watched one too many pornos. I wanted to feel his hot load inside of me, but he decided that coating me with his warm cum would be a better idea. Though it wasn’t bad. It actually felt kind of sexy, being sprayed with a big, warm load.  
 
    I was still in the middle of my own orgasm. It continued, even after he pulled out. I moaned and squirmed and found myself spreading my cum all over my chest. He stared at me with wide eyes and parted lips. It felt so good. Why did the bastard have to come so fast?  
 
    It didn’t matter. I wasn’t there to have the best fuck of my life, even though it was certainly up there. I was there to get that book. And I was running out of time. “We’ll go at it again in fifteen. I just need a little bit to get things flowing again. I’ll last longer this time—I promise.”  
 
    “Could you do me a favour first?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure—anything,” he said. 
 
    “Could you maybe take a shower before we go at it again?” 
 
    His face turned red. “Do I smell? Oh my God, I’m sorry. I was at the gym this morning—I didn’t realize that I smelled. I wasn’t expecting guests, you know. I’m so sorry. Of course I’ll take a quick shower. Just hang out here and if you need anything, help yourself. There’s food and drinks in the kitchen.” He ran to the bathroom with his red face. When I heard the running water, I made my move. 
 
    I went into his brother room, scanned through the bookshelf, and located that old occult book. I took it and then I took off. I didn’t feel too bad for ditching Steve. He’d gotten enough as far as I was concerned.  
 
    I took the book home and opened it up as soon as I was on my couch. I started frantically flipping through pages. “C’mon, c’mon,” I said aloud. I found the page on how to achieve a transformation—the page I had a picture of in my phone. I flipped to the next page, but there was nothing on reversals. My heart started pounding. Maybe I should have grabbed more books. Maybe I should have spent more time in Steve’s brother’s bedroom.  
 
    There was a page at the back of the book with the title: Undoing a Spell. My heart jumped back up into my chest. “Yes!” I said aloud. I started to read. According to the book, I just had to perform the same spell, but I needed to use a different kind of plant. I’d never heard of the plant before. ‘Salvia Dorrii,’ the book called it. I went to my computer to look it up, hoping there was, by some freak coincidence, a local store that stocked it. It turned out, it was just mint sage. My neighbour had some on her balcony. Talk about a serious coincidence.  
 
    I went and grabbed a handful of her mint sage and then I stuffed everything I needed into a bag. I didn’t waste any time—the sun was already going down. I started towards the woods.  
 
    I lit my fire and I threw in all of the ingredients, including my sister’s pink sheer nightie. I watched it burn away. It was time to say the Latin bit, to finish the spell. But I hesitated.  
 
    Sure, I needed to return to my proper body if I was going to continue my life—have a job, an apartment, my friends, and my family. But was it going to be the same? Was I going to be happy as a man, now that I knew how great being a woman could be? Or was this the beginning of a lot of sadness and regret. I took a deep breath. I suppose I could always steal another nightie from my sister—or toss that glove into the fire and become that stunningly beautiful woman. 
 
    Or, I could just be myself. I could keep that white dress and that nightie and all of the clothes that I’d bought for myself, and I could just wear them as myself. I was beautiful when I dressed up. In my opinion, I was more beautiful as myself than I was in my sister’s body—no offense to her. And so what if people find out that I have a cock? And so what if I show up to my next family dinner in a dress? So what if people think that I’ve lost my mind? Is that so much worse than actually losing my mind as I hide from the truth, as I watch beautiful women walking down the street—wishing I was one of them.  
 
    When Steve was exploring my naked body, it didn’t feel right because it wasn’t my body that he was exploring. The moment was missing a sense of pride in myself. I didn’t want to be someone else. I wanted to be me. I wanted a man to explore my body and look at me with eyes full of lust. And if he doesn’t like what I’ve got between my legs, to hell with him.  
 
    I looked down at that old occult book, at the paragraph I needed to read. Before I read it, I opened my phone and deleted the picture of that page. I didn’t want to be someone else. I didn’t even want the temptation. 
 
    I read the paragraph. Once I said the final word, I tossed the whole book onto the fire.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE HONEYMOON TRAP 
 
    Ted has an epic honeymoon planned in Florida: the flights and hotel are booked, the car is rented—even the restaurants are reserved. And it’s all non-refundable, so when Ted finds out that his fiancée has been cheating on him with his best friend, he’s stuck on his own with a vacation for two.  
 
    He can’t bear the idea of facing his honeymoon alone, so he asks the first girl he sees if she wants a free vacation—all she has to do is pretend to be his wife for the week. But Ted has no idea who he’s just asked to join him on his Florida vacation. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to walk up to the check-in counter. I knew the desk girl was going to ask me, “So what are you doing in Florida?”  
 
    And I knew it wouldn’t end there. When I went through customs, the customs agent would ask me the same thing. And you aren’t supposed to lie to customs agents. But it’s not like I could say, “I’m going on my honeymoon,” seeing as I had no wife. 
 
    Just tell them you’re going on vacation, you might say—but then what do I tell the hotel concierge when I check into my non-refundable honeymoon suite? And all of the other non-refundable activities I’d booked before I knew my fiancée was cheating on me with my own best friend? I’d already paid for the couple’s spa package. I’d paid for a number of fancy dinners—all non-refundable, of course. I’d even pre-paid the rental car, and I’d made the mistake of asking the rental car company to decorate the car just for our honeymoon—that cost me a premium as well.  
 
    It was all paid for, all planned right down to the specific details—I couldn’t just not go. I had nearly nine thousand dollars pre-paid. I could probably get a quarter of that back with some very unpleasant phone calls and plenty of begging. Or I could just go on the stupid honeymoon that I’d planned.  
 
    But the thought of seeing people’s faces when I tell them I’m alone—I could already imagine the pity. Maybe I should have just turned around and gone home and cut my losses. I made nine grand in two months—it wasn’t the biggest loss of my life. I could spend the week I’d taken off of work at home, by myself, laying in the bed that we used to share together—a bed she probably fucked my best friend on many times. I could sit and watch movies on the couch—a couch that she’d probably fucked my best friend on many times.  
 
    No, no—I had to get away, even if it meant facing faces full of pity. I’m sure every congratulations would sting, but I couldn’t spend the next week surrounded by those horrible reminders. Besides, I’d already told her to spend the week cleaning all of her things out of the house. She was taking pretty much everything but the house itself—I didn’t care. I just wanted her gone.  
 
    So it was settled: I was going on vacation. All I had to do was check into my flight. But I couldn’t move. I couldn’t bring myself to walk up to that girl at the desk. The line was empty. The girl was looking right at me. She waved with her phony airline smile. “Can I help you here?” she called out. 
 
    And I just stood there feeling like a complete idiot. “I’m, uh, just waiting for someone,” I said. As I said it, I felt like an even bigger idiot. Now she was going to be very confused when I finally gathered the courage to check in by myself. I wondered if she would know that I was on my honeymoon—maybe it was marked in her little computer. I’d told just about everyone. Every call I made to the hotel, to every restaurant, even to the rental car company, I told them: “By the way, this is for my honeymoon.” I’d heard that lots of companies will do special things for you if you tell them it’s your honeymoon—free bottles of champagne, chocolate bars, discounts, or just big congratulations and plenty of smiles. I was dreading those smiles more than anything.  
 
    The check-in woman looked around and then she looked back at me. The airport was dead. It was 5:00 AM on a Tuesday. And I had a long day ahead of me: a three hour flight to Chicago, another three hour flight to Miami, and then a four hour drive to the Florida Keys. Why the Florida Keys? For years, my wife would go on and on about how badly she wanted to go to the Florida Keys. So even though it was way more expensive than Hawaii or California or Mexico, I booked the stupid trip to the Florida Keys.  
 
    I had to walk away from that check-in line. I couldn’t stand the woman’s smile—a smile that would disappear as soon as she realized I was going on my honeymoon by myself. I started walking back out to the parking lot. If I left now, I would at least save money on parking—though I’d already paid the thirty bucks for that day. I stepped outside, feeling the cold wind on my already reddened cheeks.  
 
    I looked out at the line of eager cab drivers. On the other side of the one-way road was an Uber driver. All of the cab drivers perked up, thinking I needed a ride. They were ready to fight to the death for my business. But I was just there to get some fresh air, and to try to convince myself to go home. Maybe if I called the hotel and the spa and the rental car company and all of the restaurants, and I begged and told them my depressing story, I could get my money back. And then I could use that money to rent a hotel room downtown, far from my house while my ex-fiancée gathered all of her things.  
 
    “Excuse me,” a soft voice asked behind me. I turned around to see a young woman—maybe twenty-two at the very oldest—sitting against the wall. She had a cardboard sign that said, ‘Need money for a flight. Please help.’ She didn’t look homeless, but she didn’t look like she was in the prime of her life either. She had a suitcase with her, and her blonde hair was a frizzy mess. “Do you think you could spare five bucks?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t have cash on me,” I said. “I’m sorry.” I’d seen the girl coming in, but I hadn’t paid too much attention. There were always people sitting outside of that airport asking for money—apparently even at five in the morning. I did feel bad for the girl though. Usually the beggars were older people, most of them drug addicts, trying to get to California where drugs were cheap and easy to find. But this girl was different. She looked sad, like she was trying to save up for a flight to attend her grandmother’s funeral. “Where are you going?” I asked.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Anywhere but here,” she said with a sad smile.  
 
    I stared at the girl as another cold breeze tinged my skin. It was too cold for a young person to be sitting out on the street, and it would take weeks for her to save up enough money for a flight. “What about Florida?” I said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I watched her eyes light up. “Florida?” she said, and then I explained the situation to her. It wasn’t easy to tell her about what had happened—but it was easier than trying to tell every single person I encountered over the next week. Because I had a plan: give this poor young woman a free vacation in exchange for pretending to be my new wife. The plan unfolded itself to me while I was making the offer. But I wasn’t sure if she was fully listening. Her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted as if she was imagining herself on the beach. “But I don’t have a swimsuit,” she said once I was finished explaining everything to her—as if that was the biggest problem with the plan. 
 
    “I’ll buy you one,” I said.  
 
    “Really?” she said. 
 
    “Really.”  
 
    She sprung to her feet. “You’re not just fucking with me, right mister?” she said. 
 
    “It’s Ted, and no, I’m not effing with you,” I said. I didn’t realize how tiny she was until she was standing up. The top of her head hardly touched my chin, and I wasn’t even six feet tall. She looked like she maybe weighed ninety pounds—and that’s including the heavy suitcase she grunted as she pulled.  
 
    She smiled. “So I get to be Ted’s wife for the week?” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. I wasn’t convinced what I was doing was such a great idea—bringing a stranger to Florida with me. What if she was a psychopath? What if she went and got into trouble with the law? Would I be at all responsible for her? Maybe not legally, but certainly morally. She already seemed unpredictable. She agreed to my offer quickly—too quickly. There was hardly a moment of hesitation before she was rolling her suitcase ahead of me, on her way to the check-in counter to begin her Florida vacation.  
 
    And now I had a feeling I was in for a whole new set of embarrassing looks—people wondering, ‘Why is your wife so dirty?’ and ‘Why does she smell like she’s been sitting on the street for the last month?’ When we walked up to the check-in counter, the woman behind the desk looked at my fake wife with a look that said, ‘This is the woman you were waiting for? Isn’t this the woman that’s been begging outside for the last week?’ I had to force a smile while I felt my cheeks turning red. “Checking in?” she said. 
 
    “Yep,” I said, handing her my passport. It dawned on me that my possibly homeless date didn’t even have a passport. I looked over at her. Thankfully, she was fishing her passport out from her luggage.  
 
    “So where are we going today?” the check-in woman asked. 
 
    “Florida,” my fake wife said. 
 
    “Florida? That’s nice. Why Florida?” she asked. It was the question I’d been dreading. 
 
    But before I could say anything, my homeless date beat me to it. “It’s our honeymoon. We just got married.” She held up her hand. “My rings are getting resized. But you should see the diamond he bought for me. It’s fucking huge.”  
 
    The check-in woman forced a smile and then she looked down at my date’s passport. She froze for a moment before looking over at her computer screen and then at my date. She hesitated and then she cleared her throat. “The name I have on your booking reference is different than your passport.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, we screwed up when we were booking the flight. We originally thought that my friend was coming with us as well. You can change that, right?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, I suppose I can change it. You’ll just have to give me a minute.” We stood there while the woman changed the name on the boarding pass. It took longer than it probably should have, seeing as the check-in woman spent most of the time staring blankly at my date’s passport. “Um, okay, so you’ll be at gate D15 and boarding starts at 6:25 AM. Go ahead and put your bag up on the scale.” What was that reaction? What did she see on that computer screen? Was I going on a vacation with a criminal or something? What had I gotten myself into?  
 
    She got a similar reaction when we went through customs. The boarder agent stared at her with narrowed eyes and then he stared at her passport for a good minute. He also cleared his throat awkwardly before letting us through to security. I’d been through customs over one hundred times in my life, and I’d never gotten a reaction like that one before.  
 
    But I tried not to think about it. I was just happy that I wasn’t being inundated with questions about my missing fiancée. Even my date wasn’t asking me why we broke up. She was too excited to even think about it. “Oh my God, we’re going to Florida. I can’t wait. I bet the weather is so warm there. We’re going to go to the beach and we’re going to go swimming. Do you drink? We can get a case of beer and hang out on the beach.”  
 
    I’d spent the past six years with a woman who never showed much interest in anything. We went to a Mexican resort once and she nagged the whole time—from the moment we left our house to the moment we walked back in the door: the sun was too hot, it wasn’t hot enough, the water was too cold, the drinks were watered down, the food sucked, the staff were rude. And then a few days after we got back, she said, “We should do that again sometime. That was fun.”  
 
    “We’re going to have so much fun,” my date said as she skipped down the hall towards our gate. I wasn’t used to seeing so much positivity. But it was refreshing. It was nice to think that the vacation wasn’t being wasted. “My name is Jessica, by the way. You can call me Jess.” She smiled. “But I can pretend to be your wife, or fiancée, or whatever. What was her name?”  
 
    “Hailey,” I said. I tried to think if I told anyone her name when I was organizing the trip. I was pretty sure I didn’t. “But you can just be Jessica—or Jess.” 
 
    We reached our gate, but Jess was too excited to sit down. She wandered around the terminal, looking at magazine racks, reading café menus, and watching planes taxying around outside. I watched her as she buzzed around, and I wondered: how desperate would I have to be to agree to go on a vacation with a complete stranger? How badly did Jess want to get out of town? And what was she trying to get away from? As I thought about it, I laughed, realizing I was currently desperate enough to go on a vacation with a complete stranger. I was even offering to buy her a brand new bathing suit.  
 
    Jess came back to me. “Okay, so if people ask, how did we meet? Should we say we met at a bar, or should we say that some friends hooked us up? Ooh, maybe we can say we met online. Do you speak French by any chance? I’ve been learning French. We can say that we met on a language learning website because we were both trying to learn French. Or we could say that we met in high school. Oh, wouldn’t that be cute, if we were high-school sweethearts?” 
 
    “We can say we met at the airport,” I said, forcing a smile. Jess was a welcomed convenience, but I was wondering if she was going to be more of a nuisance than it was worth. The girl loved to talk, and she didn’t hold back. Once she got going, she started turning heads. At one point she was standing on the other side of the gate, watching planes take off, when she turned to me and yelled. “Ted! Do you see that plane? It’s painted with Disney characters!” Everyone looked at her and then they all looked over at me as if to say, ‘It’s six in the morning, tell your wife to take a chill pill.’  
 
    “We met at the airport! That’s good,” she said. “You saw me from across the terminal and you just had to come and tell me how beautiful I was. And then maybe I can say that I saw you from across the terminal and I was planning on telling you how handsome you were. Love at first sight. How does that sound?” 
 
    I forced a smile, which was becoming harder and harder to do. “It sounds just fine,” I said.  
 
    The terminal was starting to fill up. Our plane was about to board. It wasn’t too late to simply hand all of my documents to Jess and say, ‘Why don’t you go alone?’ My car was a ten-minute walk away. My house was a ten-minute drive away. But once I was on that plane, there was no turning back.  
 
    They called up our zone. “That’s us,” Jess said, springing to her feet. I looked down towards the exit. Last chance. “Are you coming?” she said, her eyes glowing with excitement.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. And I followed her onto the plane.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    “Have you ever sat in first class before?” I asked her as we took our seats in the first row of the plane. There were water bottles waiting for us, and a menu full of snacks and meals that were all free, seeing as I’d paid for the first class upgrade weeks before. There was also a little card that read, “Happy Honeymoon! We hope you have the best time of your life!” It was from the airline. I took the card and quickly slipped it into the pocket in front of me. 
 
    “I’ve never even been on a plane,” Jess said as she stretched her legs out. They weren’t even long enough to reach the wall in front of her. Wouldn’t that be nice?  
 
    The stewardess came by and offered us coffee and juice and the newspaper. Jess took all of the above. “They’re all so nice, aren’t they?” she said. I smiled genuinely—maybe for the first time since finding out Hailey was cheating on me. Hailey would have said something like, ‘These seats are so uncomfortable. This coffee tastes burnt. Why do they only ever have orange juice?’ It was nice to think that Jess appreciated the free vacation.  
 
    But she came with her own dilemma. She was full of energy during that first flight. I tried to sleep, but she seemed determined to keep me awake. She was watching a movie on the iPad that the flight attendant handed to her, and she kept waking me up to show me the funny scenes that I was missing. I told her that I’d seen the movie before, but she insisted on showing me regardless.  
 
    During the second flight, she finally slept. She slowly leaned over until her face was on my shoulder. She was cute when she slept, but she didn’t smell great. I was hoping that she just needed a long shower, and it wasn’t some condition.  
 
    It was 4:00 PM when we landed in Miami, and closer to 5:00 PM when we got our rental car. “We should get to Key West by nine,” I said.  
 
    The car had been specially pained with ‘Just Married!’ They adorned the roof of the car with fake flowers. And there was a small, cheap bottle of champagne in the back seat. “Congratulations,” the rental car employee said as he handed me the keys. I was hoping that would be the last smile I would have to force that day.  
 
    “This is crazy. We’re in Miami!” Jess said once we were on the freeway. “I’ve never left Edmonton before. Look—there’s a palm tree! Oh my God, they’re everywhere!”  
 
    “You’ve never left Edmonton?” I said.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Well, once we drove down to Red Deer, but that was just to pick up a friend of mine who’d had too much to drink.” She stared out the window with wonder in her eyes. I suddenly felt bad about judging the girl. It was obvious that she wasn’t brought up by the wealthiest, most stable family. She’d never even been on a vacation before. Her life was probably filled with sadder times than a cheating fiancée and a cancelled wedding.  
 
    “So what were you doing at the airport?” I asked. 
 
    “I was just trying to get away… from life,” she said. 
 
    “No, I mean when we met. We met at the airport, remember? Love at first sight?”  
 
    She perked up. “Oh right. Maybe I was just picking up a friend. That’s believable right? Do people still go inside to meet their friends at airports?” 
 
    “I think so,” I said. Hailey never came to the airport to see me when I came home from my month-long working trips. But there were certainly other people there to see their loved ones.  
 
    A car whizzed by us, honking along the way. “Congratulations!” the passenger yelled from his opened window. Jess waved back with a big smile on her face.  
 
    “Thanks!” she yelled back. The same thing happened every thirty seconds. And each honk reverberated in my heart, reminding me of the miserable last week.  
 
    All of my family members had flown in from out of town. My brother even came in from Scotland. I’d spent the whole week running around, getting everything ready for the big day. Hailey said that she was out getting her nails done, meeting with the wedding planner, getting her dress altered. I never thought too much into it.  
 
    I found out that Hailey was cheating the night before the wedding. She accidentally texted me a picture of her mid-act, cock going into her pussy. It was accompanied by a single word: “Tonight?” She meant to send it to him—my friend, the owner of the photographed cock, the best man at my wedding. I didn’t know it was his cock that I was looking at, but I knew it wasn’t mine, and I knew it was her snatch. I recognized the little birthmark and the little heart tattoo on her inner thigh.  
 
    I was in shock. She started sending me apology text messages. “It’s not what it looks like,” and, “It was just one time. He means nothing to me.” I didn’t respond to any of the messages. “Babe, answer me. Are we still getting married tomorrow? I need to know. Let me know before my hair appointment at 7:00 AM.” I should have responded with a ‘no’, but I didn’t. I didn’t respond at all. I should have called my family members to tell them that the wedding was off, but I didn’t. I just sat awake in complete shock.  
 
    And I sat there until an hour before my wedding. “Are you coming or what?” my best man texted me. I wanted to text him back telling him to go fuck himself. But I didn’t even do that. I just didn’t show up. I stayed at home. I let my phone ring constantly while I sat and stared at my inactive television. I made sure the blinds were closed so the neighbours wouldn’t see me crying. It was an hour after the time the ceremony was supposed to start when people started knocking on my door. “Ted! You in there? Everyone’s waiting! Open up!” But I didn’t open up.  
 
    I had hundreds of messages on my phone from Hailey and from the wedding guests. Everyone was livid and shocked. I didn’t answer any of them. I just waited a few days until everyone went home before I finally emerged from my house. Presumably Hailey stayed with my best friend during that time.  
 
    A week later, my phone continued to ring every few hours. I still hadn’t talked to my parents since the rehearsal dinner. They still had no idea why I didn’t show up for the wedding. My phone rang while we were on a long bridge between Florida City and the Florida Keys. Jess looked at my screen. “It’s your mom,” she said.  
 
    “I’m not answering that,” I said.  
 
    “But you have to. It’s your mom,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll call her back another time.” 
 
    “What if it’s an emergency?” 
 
    “It’s not,” I said.  
 
    It was an hour later when my dad tried calling. “Now it’s your dad,” Jess said. “You really should pick up.”  
 
    “They’re fine.”  
 
    Jess stared at me for a moment and then she turned to look back out at the water. She didn’t bring it up again. Unlike everyone else, she apparently knew when to stop prodding.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    As expected, our room was decorated for our honeymoon. The bed was covered in rose pedals, there was a bucket with yet another bottle of champagne in it, and above the bathroom door was a banner that read, ‘Happy Honeymoon!’ But it wasn’t the decorations that I noticed when I walked into the room: it was the single queen-sized bed. There was no couch—just a couple of sofa chairs.  
 
    Jess didn’t seem to notice the lack of a second bed. She ran into the room and spun around, admiring everything at once. “It’s so pretty.” She ran over to the window and pressed her face up to it. “I can see boats on the water. I bet it’s so pretty when the sun is up!”  
 
    “Cool,” I said. I pulled the banner down and I cleaned up the rose pedals. “So I guess I’ll call the front desk and see if we can’t get a cot in here.”  
 
    “Are you sure? We can share the bed. I used to share a bed with my brother growing up.” She went into the bathroom. “Whoa—there’s a shower and a bath in here. Why would anyone need both? I think I’m going to take a shower. Is that okay? I probably don’t smell so great—sorry about that.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” I said.  
 
    She closed the door and I heard the shower turn on. And I found myself in front of the phone. All I had to do was press 1 and I would get the front desk. But what would they think when I asked for a cot? Would they think that we were fighting? Would they think the honeymoon wasn’t going so well? I didn’t want them to think that. The whole reason I brought Jess along with me was to avoid the horribly awkward reality of my situation.  
 
    I picked up the phone and took a deep breath. I pressed 1. “This is the front desk, how can we help you?” the woman asked. It was the same woman who checked us in, the same one who said “Congratulations!’ about ten times. I couldn’t go through with it.  
 
    “Um, yeah, I was just wondering what time the restaurant opens for breakfast,” I said. 
 
    “Six. Is there anything else I can help you with?” she asked. 
 
    “Nope, that’s it,” I said, and then I hung up the phone. “Shit,” I muttered to myself. I looked at the bed. It seemed so small. What would Jess think? Would she think that I was just some sort of creep who wanted to sleep with her? Hell, how did she not already think that I was a creep?  
 
    I heard the shower turn off. I could see the shadow of her feet at the slit under the door. “How’s it going?” she called out. 
 
    “Uh, okay,” I called back. “They didn’t have any cots available.” 
 
    “That’s no problem, right? You don’t mind sharing a bed, do you?” 
 
    “Um, I guess it’s fine. As long as it’s fine by you,” I said. I was just glad that I wasn’t attracted to her, and that she wasn’t attracted to me, as far as I could tell. I just saw her as a poor young woman who needed a nice vacation, and that’s all that this was. It wasn’t going to be weird or— 
 
    She came out from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her body. She had her wet hair combed back and her skin was now clear and clean. She was gorgeous. She was glowing. I never realized how blonde her hair was. I never realized how stunning her eyes were. She was like a different person coming out from that bathroom—maybe weeks’ worth of the streets washed off of her in a single twenty-minute shower.  
 
    She walked by me and went to her suitcase. She pulled out a little red nightie that was made from satin. She wiggled into it, under her towel. With her back to me, she let her towel drop to the floor before pulling the nightie over her breasts. She was hot. The stranger I was sharing a bed with was a babe.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “How was the shower?” I asked. “Good water pressure?” 
 
    “Great water pressure. I feel so much better now. Not to gross you out, but I can’t even remember the last time I took a shower.” I half-expected to walk into the bathroom and find the old Jess still in there. I still wasn’t convinced that I was staring at the same person. But the bathroom was empty.  
 
    After I emerged from my own shower, she was sleeping. It was a long day travelling across the continent. I took a good look at her while she gently snored. She was so peaceful, and so stunning. How the hell did she suddenly become so stunning?  
 
    I quietly slipped into the bed and pulled the covers over my body. A second later, she rolled over and threw her arm over my body. She snuggled in close. She smelled nice, and her hair was so soft. I thought about pushing her back, but then I decided to just enjoy the moment. I hadn’t had too many moments worth enjoying in the past week.  
 
    For the first night since the night before the wedding, I actually slept for more than a couple of hours. I slept like a stone. In fact, it wasn’t until 11:00 AM when Jess finally woke me up by shaking me. “My God, you’re a heavy sleeper,” she said.  
 
    It took me a moment to open my eyes. She was looking down at me. “I’ve already explored the whole hotel waiting for you to wake up. Didn’t you get any sleep on the plane?” she asked.  
 
    She was wearing a little white bathing suit—a one-piece that was as sexy as hell. It was tight, showing off her curves and her surprisingly perky bust. She was wearing a big pair of sunglasses, hiding her stunning eyes—but maybe that was for the best. Maybe it was best that I didn’t start falling for the little homeless chick that I picked up at the airport. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    As I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes, I couldn’t believe that the whole previous day hadn’t been a dream. Did I really do that? Did I really ask a stranger begging outside of the airport to come on my honeymoon with me? And was she really there with me now, asking me to get ready so we could grab some brunch before heading to the beach?  
 
    I got up and got ready while she stood by the window, admiring the view. “I’ve never seen the ocean before. It’s so… big,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, if you squint on a clear day, apparently you can see Cuba. I don’t know if that’s true though,” I said. I slipped into a pair of swim shorts and a tank top. “Want to go?” 
 
    As I stepped out the door, she took my hand. I froze up. “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s our honeymoon, isn’t it?” she said with a big smile. She made a good point. We were about to eat in the hotel restaurant, and I’m sure all of the staff had been informed that we were on our honeymoon. We had to put up a bit of a front if there was any sense in me dragging Jess along with me. So I took her hand and walked with her down to the restaurant. Her hand was soft and warm. She swung it playfully back and forth while she walked, like a toddler on her way to her first day of school. There was an innocence about her that I admired.  
 
    We got a small, intimate table by the window, overlooking the ocean as the gentle surf rolled in. “It’s so pretty, isn’t it?” Jess said.  
 
    After breakfast, the waitress came by with a small cake that said, ‘Congratulations!’ on it. The day before, that cake would have made me feel miserable. Maybe I was just getting used to it. I actually found myself enjoying the cake. The waitress was watching us from across the restaurant, so we put on a bit of a show; I fed her with my fork, and then she fed me with hers. It was kind of weird, but we both laughed about it.  
 
    We went down to the beach. It was a pleasant day. Warm sun and no wind. Jess kept insisting that I put on some sunscreen. “Your skin is so fair. You need to put on sunscreen,” she said with the bottle in her hand. 
 
    “I want to get a base tan first,” I said. She ended up wrestling me until I caved and let her rub my shoulders and back with sunscreen.  
 
    “You’re actually pretty fit. You wouldn’t know it with those baggy clothes that you wear,” she said with a giggle. Her hands rubbing my body actually felt pretty nice. The way she rubbed was strangely sensual. I hadn’t been touched like that in years. I wasn’t even sure if Hailey had ever touched me like that. I found myself relaxing—getting too relaxed. 
 
    I had to lie on my stomach after being rubbed down, so she wouldn’t see the erection she’d given me. An erection—it had been a while since I’d had one of those, too.  
 
    She lay down next to me, also on her stomach. She slipped the straps of her bathing suit off of her shoulders and she tugged the little outfit down so she wouldn’t get terrible tan lines. I could see the side of her breast, but I tried not to look. It wasn’t easy, especially once her head was turned the other direction. She was beautiful—a closet beauty. She didn’t seem to know how beautiful she was, or she was just playing dumb.  
 
    I fell asleep on that beach. When I woke up and opened my eyes, she was still next to me, staring at me now. She was smiling. “Thanks for taking me with you. I really don’t know how to properly thank you,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. Just enjoy it while you’re here,” I said.  
 
    “I just feel like I owe you so much. This is so great.”  
 
    “Like I said—just enjoy it. Seeing you happy makes me happy.” I smiled. I was relaxed. I didn’t think relaxing would ever be possible again after what had happened with Hailey. But there I was, having a fantastic time. In a way, I was happy that Hailey wasn’t there next to me. It was a strangely freeing sensation, not having the stress of her constantly complaining. Jess just seemed to enjoy everything. Every time a cloud passed over, I expected her to nag about it, the way Hailey would have. But she just remained silent with a smile on her face. “I wish these clouds would go around the sun,” I said. 
 
    She looked into my eyes. “You can’t appreciate the sun without the clouds,” she said. And maybe that was true. I caught myself staring into her eyes for a bit too long. I had to be careful. I didn’t want her to think that I brought her there for any other reason than the reason I’d told her. And I didn’t want to find myself falling for her. It was too soon. It wouldn’t look right, to be with a woman just a week after my failure of a wedding. And I didn’t want Jess to think that I was just some guy who ploughed through girls with reckless abandon.  
 
    But as that day went on, I found myself having one of the best days of my life. I caught myself staring into her eyes more than once. And I found myself actually excited to go out for dinner. With Hailey, I always dreaded going out for dinner. She always found some reason to hate her meal. But with Jess it was different. I felt like she was the one trying to cheer me up, trying to make me see the positives in everything.  
 
    I had a hard time falling asleep that night, but for a different reason than I’d become used to over the past week—I was too excited to fall asleep. I was looking forward to the rest of the vacation.  
 
    And I couldn’t stop thinking: maybe pursuing a relationship with this girl wasn’t such a terrible idea… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I had a very vivid, lucid dream the next morning. I was in that very hotel room, with the morning sunrise peering in through the blinds. The air was warm and I could hear the sound of the gentle waves rolling onto the nearby beach. At first I thought I was alone in the bed, and then I felt the rustling under the covers: Jess was under the sheets. 
 
    She crawled over me and sunk low. She pulled my pyjama bottoms back gently and then I felt her soft hands lifting up my cock. She started sucking. I was tense at first, but I decided to enjoy it. I took a deep breath and let my shoulders relax while her head bobbed up and down on my cock. Her tongue felt fantastic, and her mouth was so wet and warm. She had me hard in seconds. And then, as I slipped my fingers into her beautifully soft blonde hair, I realized something: I wasn’t dreaming. 
 
    Jess really was under the covers giving me a blowjob.  
 
    I became tense all over, retracting my hands immediately. “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    Without coming out from under the covers, she said, “I’m sucking your cock. I figured it out: how to repay you for everything that you’ve done.” She went back to sucking my rod—and damn, did it feel good. I didn’t stop her like I probably should have. I revelled in the moment for another minute, and then my morals came rushing back to me. I couldn’t let her do it. I couldn’t have her thinking that I brought her there as a sex toy to improve my vacation. Sure, I brought her there to serve as a convenience, but not that kind of convenience.  
 
    “You can’t do this—I’m sorry, but you’re a nice girl. I don’t want this,” I said. 
 
    “Doesn’t it feel good?” she asked before circling the tip of my cock with the tip of her tongue. My God, did she know how to work that tongue. A warm buzz zapped through my body. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “It feels good—really good. It’s not that, though. It’s just… I don’t want you to think that I just brought you here for this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I don’t think that,” she said, fondling my balls gently with her hand.  
 
    “But I don’t want you to start thinking that.” 
 
    “Deal,” she said, and then she sunk my member into her mouth again. I was too weak to fight her. It felt too good. What was the harm in letting her mess around a little bit?  
 
    Hailey’s face came into my mind. Ten days ago, we were together—sleeping in the same bed, planning our wedding together, talking about how long we wanted to wait before having kids. Now, she was off fucking my best friend and I was in Florida, getting sucked off by a pretty homeless chick that I found at the airport. How did this happen? Did the world actually end ten days before and now I was living in some sort of simulation?  
 
    Jess managed to get most of my cock into her mouth, sticking what she could down her throat. She sucked harder and harder, bobbing her head faster and faster. Whenever she needed air, she worked the shaft with her hand, pumping me with intensity. “You’re going to make me come,” I said with a red-cheeked laugh. 
 
    “That’s the idea,” she said with a cute giggle. Then she started sucking again.  
 
    “Seriously. I’m about to come,” I said. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “I’m not kidding.” 
 
    She didn’t take her mouth off of my cock. She just kept sucking and bobbing. And then I came. She didn’t seem to mind me coming in her mouth. She moaned as she sucked the last drop out from my dick and then she swallowed. She surfaced with a big smile on her face as she wiped her lips. “How was that?” she asked. “You’ve got a big dick.”  
 
    “Thanks—and it was great. But you really didn’t have to do that,” I said, feeling my face turning a bright shade of red. I couldn’t believe she’d let me come in her mouth. In my six-year relationship with Hailey, I’d gotten a total of three blowjobs. I had to beg for each—she hated giving blowjobs. It was three years into our relationship when I got my last one—and I made the mistake of coming in her mouth. “Never again,” was what she told me after spending the next twenty minutes spitting into the toilet. I guess some girls like it and some girls don’t, but Hailey had me convinced that no one likes it.  
 
    But Jessica was different. She had the biggest, most satisfied smile on her face. She loved it. I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be the last time she did it during that vacation. “Mind if I just take a quick shower before we go to breakfast?” she asked. 
 
    “By all means,” I said, and she went into the bathroom to take a shower.  
 
    I couldn’t help but notice that she didn’t lock the door. It was sign—a sign that we were becoming closer and more intimate. We were on our way to being in a relationship. And the thought put a smile on my face.  
 
    I had to brush my teeth. I decided I would just let myself into the bathroom. I don’t know why I felt so comfortable doing it—I didn’t even think twice about it, to be honest. I just slipped into the bathroom and grabbed my toothbrush. I figured, after having my dick sucked, nudity was no longer a boundary between us. But I was wrong. 
 
    I looked over to catch a glimpse of her in the shower just as she realized I was in the bathroom. She tried to cover up quickly, but it was too late: I saw everything. I saw her small perky tits and I saw her big, erect penis. She was a transgender and I’d walked in on her jerking herself off. “I—I’m sorry,” I said, and I got out of that bathroom as quickly as humanly possible.  
 
    And as I stood outside of that bathroom, tense with heart pounding anxiety, I realized something horrifying: I’d just had my cock sucked by a biological man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was a while before she came out of the bathroom. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. I thought about leaving—going to walk around town so that I wouldn’t have to face the awkward confrontation when she was done in the shower, but I knew it was inevitable so I stayed to get it over with.  
 
    I couldn’t decide whether I was mad or not. I definitely felt deceived, but I’m not sure why. It’s not like I ever told her to disclose everything with me before asking her to join me on my honeymoon. It’s not like we were an actual couple. But she did suck my cock without me asking. But it felt good—would it not have felt good had I known what was between her legs?  
 
    When she came out, she looked sad, her eyes down on the floor. She said nothing for a minute. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’ll understand if you want me to go.” I was tempted to ask her to leave. Chills ran up and down my spine whenever I thought about what I’d seen in the shower: her long, hard cock standing upright. She was probably jerking off to the thought of my cock. She’d probably been stroking herself while she was under the covers sucking me off.  
 
    But I didn’t ask her to leave. I still needed her. I’d brought her all the way out to Florida and I’d bought her a bathing suit and all those meals, and I still had reservations for two that I couldn’t bare to face alone. I needed her to make my trip less embarrassing. But now I was trying to think of ways to get a cot into that room without the staff thinking something was awry.  
 
    “Don’t go,” I said. “Just—don’t do that again. Okay? To me or anyone. It’s just not right.”  
 
    She couldn’t look me in the eyes. For the first time since I saw her sitting out in the cold, she looked broken. Her eyes were glossy and she looked smaller than ever. I felt bad, but I had to stick to my morals: I was straight. I wasn’t interested in sleeping with another man—or even having my cock sucked by another man. I wasn’t interested in men. I was interested in having men stay far away from my body.  
 
    “Okay,” she said after a moment.  
 
    Before we left, I took a shower of my own. And in the shower I thought: maybe Hailey was right. Maybe girls don’t like sucking dick and swallowing. Maybe girls are naturally pessimistic. Living with Hailey for six years, I’d made a lot of assumptions as to what it meant to be a woman. Jess made me question all of them—until that moment. Hailey was a real woman. Jess was just a man pretending to be a woman. Sure, she probably took hormones and hormone blockers, but at the end of the day, she was still just pretending. She was just saying things that she assumed girls say, doing things that she assumed girls do. She was trying to be bubbly and cute like a character—and maybe she was emulating a character from a show or a movie or a book. But real women aren’t like that.  
 
    When I emerged from the shower, Jess was sitting by the window, waiting for me. She said nothing as she stood up and opened the door for me. And nothing was said during breakfast, or while we were on our way to the beach afterwards, or while we were setting up our towels. It was a silent day. I made sure to set up my towel a few meters away from hers.  
 
    It wasn’t long before I started noticing guys looking her way. They were checking her out. Now that I wasn’t up close to her, she looked like a single lady at the beach. I got up to use the bathroom, and when I came back, there was a guy sitting next to her, chatting her up. He had big muscles and a crew cut that made his head look like a box. He had tribal tattoos down both of his arms, and quotes tattooed all over his chest. One of the quotes that I could read said, ‘Monsters aren’t born, their made’—complete with the grammatical mistake, of course.  
 
    I pretended not to notice as I settled back onto my towel. The guy looked over at me for a second and then back at Jessica. They kept chatting. 
 
    And strangely, I felt jealous. I felt like I needed to say something to the guy to get him to buzz off. I felt somehow betrayed by Jess, as if she was doing me wrong. I knew, of course, that it was nonsense, that she was her own person and she was free to do whatever she wanted. But those feelings lingered nonetheless.  
 
    After a minute, I couldn’t take any more. “Hey honey,” I said. They both looked over at me. “Your back is looking a bit pink. Mind if I put some sunscreen on you?” 
 
    For a second, she smiled. Then she said, “I guess so, sure.” I grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and I went over to her. The man looked at me and then he looked at her and then he looked back at me. “I should be getting back to my buddies,” he said, and then he took off. I felt the biggest wave of relief. I squirted some lotion into my hands and then I rubbed her back. It wasn’t actually looking pink at all. I’d forgotten how soft her skin was. 
 
    “He invited me to a house party tonight,” she said while looking out at the ocean. 
 
    That rush of jealousy hit me again. But why? She didn’t belong to me. We weren’t dating. She wasn’t even a woman, for crying out loud. I had to bite my tongue “Are you going to go?” I asked casually. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Nah. He’s not really my type.”  
 
    I finished rubbing in the sunscreen. I capped the bottle. “And what’s your type then?” I asked. 
 
    She looked back at me with a smile and then she shrugged her shoulders. “Not that guy.” She looked back at the ocean. And the strangest tingly feeling filled my body. I knew what she was saying: she was saying that I was her type.  
 
    I went to shake the sand off of my towel. When I placed it back down, I made a point of placing it closer to her. I tried to do it subtly, but I think she noticed. I just didn’t want guys hitting on her while I was there. What if someone from the hotel saw? I wanted people to think that we were on our honeymoon still, after all.  
 
    I managed to get a cot into our room that night. I found a janitor who I hadn’t seen before, and I slipped him ten bucks and asked if he could wheel one to our room. I’m pretty sure he had no idea that I was on my honeymoon, but I still felt embarrassed asking. I parked the cot on the other side of the room from the bed. “I’ll take the cot,” I said to Jess.  
 
    “Are you sure? I don’t mind sleeping on a cot. I’ve slept on pavement for the past month,” she said.  
 
    “No, you take the bed. I really don’t mind.” I was just happy to have my own space, knowing that my body wasn’t sharing the same covers as another man’s penis.  
 
    But the cot wasn’t comfortable. There was a rogue spring in the centre of the little bed that kept pressing into my spine, and there was another spring that had broken through the thin mattress fabric. It kept snagging me and scratching up my body. I put a blanket over it, which helped. But it was around 1:00 AM when I caved and slipped into the bed, next to the sleeping transgender I’d dragged all the way from Edmonton. I didn’t want her to notice, and I planned on waking up early and slipping back into the cot. 
 
    As soon as I was under the covers, she rolled over and snuggled in tight. I didn’t stop her. I let her put her arm over me and press her chest against my side. After a minute she even threw one of her legs over me and I was pretty sure that I could feel the bulge of her cock against my thigh. But it wasn’t so bad. It was kind of nice being cuddled. Hailey hated cuddling. She insisted on buying a king sized bed so that we wouldn’t wake one another up.  
 
    Before I fell asleep, I carefully put an arm over Jess’s small body. I pulled her in even tighter. If she said anything in the morning, I could say that I did it in my sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I didn’t wake up before her. I ended up sleeping like a newborn baby, until late the next morning. I was once again woken up by Jess giving my body a shake. “We’re going to miss all of the sunshine!” she said. “You can sleep on the beach if you’re tired.” I felt my face turn red. I wanted to be out of that bed before she noticed I was ever in it. Now, she was looking at me with a big smirk, as if she was reading too much into. I only got into the bed because the cot was so uncomfortable—it had nothing to do with her. 
 
    “How did I end up in the bed?” I asked, but even I could hear that my voice lacked conviction.  
 
    She continued smirking. “We’re going to try that cute little breakfast place this morning, right?” she asked, ignoring my stupid acting job. I got out of bed, put on some clothes, and I quickly brushed my teeth. We took off for breakfast.  
 
    I still had that image of her erect cock in my mind, but it wasn’t nearly as distracting as the day before. The awkward tension seemed to be over. We talked non-stop, all through breakfast. I felt like I had so many stories to tell her, and so much I wanted to hear from her. Even though she was technically a man who sucked my cock, I still felt like we were becoming good friends.  
 
    And I had to admit, even though she was a man, she was still pretty cute. I caught myself staring at her a number of times throughout the day. I didn’t hesitate when I had my chance to rub sunscreen on her back. And when it came time for bed that night, I decided to sleep in the bed, using the crappy mattress as an excuse—even though I discovered while she was in the shower that the mattress was perfectly fine when flipped over; I didn’t tell her.  
 
    It was just kind of nice being close to her. It felt good, when she fell asleep and cuddled in close to me. It was nice to feel another human’s heart beating as I fell asleep. It’s not like I was turning her around and kissing her and asking her to be my wife. We were just cuddling—so what?  
 
    She was in the shower the next morning when I needed to brush my teeth. I knocked on the door. “Mind if I just grab my toothbrush?” I asked. 
 
    “Go ahead,” she called back. I slipped into the bathroom. She had her back to me and the windows were steamed up. But I could see the curve of her breasts and her perky ass. I found myself taking longer than necessary to grab that toothbrush. Sure, she may have technically been a man, but there was no denying that she had a killer feminine body. It’s not like I was the only one who thought so—she couldn’t go ten minutes down at the beach without being stared at by some passing guy. I couldn’t leave her alone for more than five minutes without her being hit on by some beach hunk.  
 
    We were on the beach, laying on our backs, when she reached out and grabbed my hand. I let her, slipping my fingers in-between hers. It meant nothing It was just nice—and so what?  
 
    We went out for dinner that night at a fancy restaurant. I’d made reservations weeks before, asking for the whole honeymoon experience. And we got it. Our table was covered in rose pedals and they brought glasses of champagne to us as soon as we sat down. We clinked glasses and sipped our drinks. “I’m not really supposed to drink this much with my hormone pills,” Jess said. It was the first time we’d talked about the fact she was transgender since our big fight a few days before. “But how can I say no to a nice glass of champagne?”  
 
    “How long have you been—you know—taking the hormones and whatever?” 
 
    “Four years. It takes about six years to make what they call a ‘full non-surgical transition’.” 
 
    “Non-surgical—what does that mean? Like, no surgeries at all? Not even, like, implants.” 
 
    She smiled and cupped her breasts. “No surgeries. These puppies are all natural,” she said.  
 
    I felt my cheeks turning red. If she was all-natural, then what exactly was I put off by? Her penis? It wasn’t like I was being deceived by implants and operations. Everything I could see and feel was her own body, with the help of some hormones that couldn’t be more natural.  
 
    I was glad we got a reservation. The place was busy. There was a line at the door that went all the way down the street. But people were still waiting, because the food was notoriously good. I looked at that long line now. And at the front of the line was a man who looked remarkably like my best friend, James, the man who was supposed to be my best man before he fucked my fiancée. In fact, he looked so much like him that I was starting to wonder if it was him. 
 
    A woman, coming from the bathroom, stepped up to join him in line. The woman looked remarkably like Hailey. Because it was Hailey—she was in Key West with James. I turned my head away and covered the side of my face with my hand. “Shit,” I said. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Jess said. 
 
    “At the front of the line—that’s my ex and my friend.”  
 
    She looked over slowly and then she looked back at me. “She’s pretty cute.”  
 
    I forced a smile. “Sure. Maybe we should go.” I looked down at the table, which was still covered in rose pedals and champagne flutes. Oh God, what would Hailey think if she saw? I couldn’t let her know that I was on our honeymoon with another woman. 
 
    But why was she here with James? Were they already so serious that they were taking a vacation together? And why were they taking it where we were having our honeymoon? As I thought about it, I realized the answer: I never told Hailey where I was taking her for the honeymoon. It was going to be a surprise. What are the chances? Why was God so set on making my life miserable?  
 
    I looked over again, to make sure it really was them. After looking the other way for so long, I’d convinced myself that I was mistaken, just in a paranoid delusion. But there was no mistaking it: it was them. “Shit,” I said again. And before I looked away, Hailey saw me. I watched as she nudged James and pointed me out to him, probably saying something like, ‘Doesn’t that guy look like Ted?’ And then I watched as her eyes grew wide as she realized it was Ted.  
 
    I looked away. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. I wanted to get up and run away. I was suddenly regretting everything.  
 
    As my luck would have it, they were seated at the table right next to us. As they walked over, I leaned over the table and said, “Don’t say anything about the whole transgender thing, okay?” I could see the embarrassment in Jess’s eyes after I said it, but I had to say it—it was bad enough that Hailey was seeing me out with another woman so quickly after our split; I didn’t need her knowing that I was with a transgender. 
 
    Jess said nothing. She sat up straight and looked down at her food. And then I looked over at Hailey just as she looked over at me. “Hey,” she said. “It really is a small world, isn’t it?” It was nice to see that her cheeks were just as red as mine. I wasn’t the only one who thought the whole thing was horribly embarrassing.  
 
    “So who’s this?” she said, looking at Jess, forcing a smile as if she wasn’t pissed right off. I knew that fake smile all too well.  
 
    “This is Jess. Jess, this is, uh, my ex, Hailey.” It was the first time I’d referred to her as my ex aloud. It felt weird—right and wrong at the same time. I looked over at Hailey, and she looked horrified.  
 
    “Hi,” Jess said meekly.  
 
    “And how long has this been going on?” Hailey asked.  
 
    There was a long silence. I looked over at Jess. “We just met this morning,” she said, “on the beach.”  
 
    Hailey looked back at me. “So you’re just here alone?” 
 
    I looked at Jess and then back at Hailey. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Why would you come to the one place that I always wanted to go by yourself, after we split up?” She was still trying to force that fake smile. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I thought about telling her that I had the whole thing planned, but I decided not to. It was too embarrassing. “Just decided to go, I guess.”  
 
    Thankfully our food came to the table. I’d lost my appetite but I did my best to eat, just so that I had something to distract me from Hailey and James sitting next to us. I tried not to look in that direction. I felt like time was ticking by so slowly. I just wanted that horrible dinner to end. I asked the waiter for the bill, and he took his time getting it. “But you have to stay for dessert. We made it special for the two of you,” the waiter said. Hailey looked over when he said it. I felt my heart burning away in my stomach acid.  
 
    “Okay,” I said while trying not to cringe.  
 
    Dessert took its time coming out, too.  
 
    While Hailey was in the bathroom, James came up to me and tapped me on the shoulder. “Can I talk to you outside for a minute?” he said. He looked at Jess and smiled. She smiled back. She still hadn’t said anything since the couple sat down next to us.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I had a hard time looking James in the eye. He was responsible for ruining the only long-term relationship I’d ever been in. But was it really his fault? I mean—Hailey slept with him. She was the one in the relationship. But James should have had some restraint. “I’m sorry about what happened,” he said. 
 
    I just nodded my head. I didn’t want to have some nasty confrontation about it. It wouldn’t change anything. Giving him a piece of my mind wouldn’t have made him think any differently. “Okay,” I said after a moment of silence. “Is that it?” 
 
    “I just wanted to tell you that it only happened once,” he said. 
 
    There was another long silence. “Okay,” I said. I just wanted that stupid night to be done with. Why was it dragging on so long?  
 
    “Seriously—well, it happened twice, but it was only one weekend. She wants you back, you know. She’s been trying to reach out to you.” 
 
    “She wants me back?” I said. I didn’t believe it. 
 
    “Yeah, man. She talks about you nonstop. She cries at night. She wishes she wouldn’t have screwed up. Just take her back and forget about what happened. You have to believe me when I say that it meant nothing. It really meant nothing—just a bit of fooling around that went too far. She loves you.”  
 
    I looked into his eyes. He seemed surprisingly genuine. Was it just a one-off thing? Would she never cheat again? Did she love me? “I don’t believe you,” I said. 
 
    “Ask her yourself.” 
 
    I stared into his eyes, trying to see through his lies—if they really were lies. “Then why are you here with her?” 
 
    “I’m just here as a friend. We’ve got separate rooms, even. She just needed to get away and I wanted to make sure she didn’t do anything stupid, like mess around with anyone. As far as I’m concerned, the two of you are still together.” The comment struck me. I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe him—I still had the image of him fucking my fiancée in my mind—but what if he was telling the truth? What if Hailey did want me back? What if she was sorry about what happened? What if the whole thing was just a bit of messing around gone too far? It wasn’t ideal, of course, but did it have to be the end of our relationship? 
 
    “I should get back to my date,” I said. I left James standing outside. I had a few bites of cake, and then we took off. I was just glad to be the hell out of there.  
 
    That night, I decided to sleep on the cot. It didn’t seem right to lay with another woman. It didn’t even seem right to be in that room with Jess. I felt like I was cheating. I couldn’t stop thinking about Hailey. Sure, we had our problems, but we still made a good couple, overall. She was a bit neurotic and a bit bossy, but I wasn’t perfect, either? I could be paranoid and anxious, and I often forgot about important dates like birthdays and anniversaries. So who was I to judge?  
 
    Key West is a small town, so I shouldn’t have been too surprised when I called Hailey and found out that she was staying in the same hotel, on the same floor as us. I made that call out on the balcony, while Jess was still asleep. When I came inside, she was awake, and she’d probably heard the whole call. “I’m just going to go down the hall for a bit. I’ll be back in less than an hour,” I said. 
 
    Jess forced a smile. “Okay,” she said. She looked hurt, but she had no reason to be. She was still getting a free vacation, after all.  
 
    I went down to Hailey’s room to talk to her. And James wasn’t lying—he wasn’t staying in the same room. He wasn’t even on the same floor. Hailey went to use the bathroom after she let me in. I went over to her phone, to quickly check her messages, to see if her and James had been flirting. But they hadn’t been. And her background photo was of her, and me together in Mexico. We looked happy. And come to think of it, that Mexico trip really wasn’t so bad. We had a lot of fun, especially when we were venturing around town, outside of the resort.  
 
    “So you went on a date last night, huh?” she said when she emerged from the bathroom. 
 
    “Sort of. We just met on the beach and chatted. It wasn’t anything serious,” I said.  
 
    She smiled, looking down at her feet. “She’s cute, but you aren’t really interested, are you?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “No, it was just a dinner.”  
 
    She stared into my eyes. I’d almost forgotten how pretty her eyes were. I could still remember looking into those eyes the day we met. I remember feeling completely overwhelmed by those eyes, like they were the most beautiful things on the planet. “Do you want to come and stay with me tonight?” she asked. 
 
    I bit the corner of my lip. “Maybe,” I said. “I’ll have to think about it.” 
 
    “Maybe we could hang out today—catch up a little bit. Try to figure out where things went wrong.”  
 
    I thought about Jess in the other room, waiting for me so we could go out for breakfast. We had plans to go to a cute restaurant on the water, and then we were going to go snorkelling together. “Maybe tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    “Okay—tomorrow it is. It’ll be fun,” she said with a smile. My head was spinning. Did I really want to take Hailey back? Was I really going to forgive her for what she did to me?  
 
    I took a deep breath. “Okay, maybe I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    “Or maybe tonight,” she said. “And stay away from that girl—if I’m going to be honest with you, she looked like a bit of a whore.” My heart skipped a beat. I felt the strangest urge to defend Jess. But I bit my tongue and forced a smile.  
 
    “See you later,” I said, and I left her room.  
 
    And as soon as I got back to our room, I walked right up to Jess, threw my arms around her, and I kissed her on the lips.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    Speaking with Hailey made one thing very clear: she wasn’t the girl for me.  
 
    She was so fake, and so manipulative. She used her beauty to get what she wanted, and then she used her emotions when her beauty failed her. She was full of contempt, full of pessimism. I couldn’t see myself with someone who was so negative. My dream girl was positive. My dream girl was sweet and modest. My dream girl had a life of experiences that had shaped her into a sympathetic human being—someone who understands that you can’t appreciate the sun without the clouds. 
 
    My dream girl was Jess, and it was more obvious than ever. 
 
    She kissed back, slipped her hands onto my sides. She was so petite and so fragile, and all I wanted to do was protect her. I felt things for her after a few days that I’d never felt for Hailey in six years. It couldn’t have been clearer.  
 
    “Is everything okay?” she asked me, her cheeks turning dark red. 
 
    “Everything’s perfect.” I kept kissing her. She even slipped her tongue into my mouth. I felt her bare arms with my hands. I loved her soft skin. I ran my hands down her sides and then I cupped her breasts. So what if she was a man at one point in her life? What difference did it make? It didn’t make her into a different person. It’s not like she suddenly had a whole different past and a whole different personality. She was still the pretty, bubbly blonde that I’d fallen for.  
 
    I slipped the straps of her dress over he shoulders and I tugged the little outfit down, exposing her bare tits. I cupped them and I sucked her nipples. She moaned gently as I playfully pulled her nipple back between my lips. Looking down, I could see her bulge growing in her panties. I didn’t even care that she didn’t have a pussy. I never wanted kids anyway, so what difference did it make what was down there?  
 
    I sunk down to my knees and fished her feminine cock out. She was freshly shaved and smooth. Her cock was warm and her balls were soft. I started to stroke and fondle her with both of my hands. She watched me with red cheeks and a big smile. She had to bite her bottom lip to stop herself from smiling too big. She was so cute.  
 
    I sucked her cock. I pulled back her foreskin and I circled her tip with my tongue before getting as much as I could fit into my throat. She slipped her hands behind my head and pulled my in tight to her groin. I didn’t mind. I didn’t even mind when she started to thrust into my throat while holding my head against her crotch. I liked the feeling of her cock sliding into my throat, even though it made me gag a little bit after a few thrusts.  
 
    Once I had her cock good and hard, I moved down to her asshole. I circled her puckering hole with the tip of my tongue before pushing my tongue in as far as I could. I laid her down on the bed and I got in deep, eating her out while she gently stroked her erection. “Oh, that feels so good,” she moaned. I loved eating out her asshole. I could have spent the rest of the day on that bed with my tongue deep in her puckering boy-pussy. And I might have, had my cock not been throbbing so aggressively, begging for some action. 
 
    I stood up on my knees and I stepped in close. I aimed my throbbing dick up to her wet hole and I started to push in. I didn’t care that I could see her stroking her own slick erection. I didn’t care that her tits were only four years old, created by a daily dose of hormones. None of that mattered because I loved her. 
 
    I penetrated her tight hole. She gasped and grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets. I started slowly, thrusting a little bit deeper with each penetration. She was incredibly tight, which made sense because she was so petite. But after a couple of minutes, she started to stretch out. I was able to sink my cock deeper inside of her.  
 
    I pushed away her hand so I could stroke her cock myself. I loved the way it throbbed so warmly. I loved how red her tip got. “You’re going to make me come,” she said, her face dark red. 
 
    “Isn’t that the idea?” I said with a smile. I closed my grip and I beat her off faster. I wanted to see her spray her own tits with her hot load. I couldn’t wait. I couldn’t look away— 
 
    She came, shooting strands of white jizz all over her chest, her chin, and her abdomen. She moaned and squirmed as each shot blasted her cute body.  
 
    And then I could feel my own orgasm approaching. I could have slowed down to make it last, but I didn’t want to slow down. I wanted to give her the good fucking that she deserved. I held her hips tight and I pounded hard and fast. She started to scream in euphoria. I slapped my pelvis into her ass, making her red. I was completely inside of her when I burst. I groaned and clenched and filled her up deep before falling on top of her, her still-warm cum rubbing against my torso.  
 
    I never went to see Hailey. I sent her a message saying that I’d found someone else. She sent an angry message back: “Well maybe I’ll just fuck James again,” she wrote, as if it was a threat. 
 
    “Sure, I don’t care,” I said, and I really didn’t. I was over her. She never even came into my mind, as if she was a terribly old memory. I didn’t even care when we saw her at the beach, holding hands with James. I didn’t care that they saw me holding Jess’s hand.  
 
    Because I loved Jess, and at the end of the day, isn’t that all that matters.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE CROSSDRESSER 
 
    Kevin has had a crush on his Wesley’s sister for years—a girl he’s only ever caught quick glimpses of when she’s sneaking out of the house to go to parties. He’s determined to go out with her, but Wesley refuses to help, saying he doesn’t think she would be interested.  
 
    But Kevin is determined. So one day, he puts on his best shirt, buys a nice bouquet of flowers, and goes over to her house, only to be met by Wesley’s mom. “Wesley doesn’t have a sister,” she says, and that’s when Kevin realizes who he’s had a crush on for so many years.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My neighbour, Wesley, had always been a shy kid.  
 
    A year after Wes and his family moved in next-door, back when I was just seven years old, my mom forced me to go over and play with him. She said she felt bad for the kid, because she never saw him leaving the house. Whenever we did see him, he was in the backyard, playing alone.  
 
    Wes didn’t seem to be too interested in playing with me. He showed me his model car collection, but I wasn’t interested in cars—especially not model cars. I asked him if he played video games, and he said that he wasn’t allowed. We ended up kicking a soccer ball around his backyard—at least we both enjoyed that.  
 
    And the next weekend, my mom made me go over again. Somehow, it became my duty to make Wes feel welcomed in his new community.  
 
    I tried introducing him to my friends, but he became strangely tense. He wouldn’t say a word. “Is he retarded or something?” my friend, Ken asked.  
 
    “No, he’s just shy. C’mon, Wes. Say hello. Say something,” I said to Wes, but he wouldn’t open his mouth.  
 
    I couldn’t figure out why he was so shy. He had a twin sister who was the complete opposite of shy. She was so outgoing that I almost never saw her—only when she was leaving the house to go out with friends. I had a bit of a crush on her when I was a kid. I never missed my opportunity to catch one of those rare glimpses of her when her friends’ parents picked her up and dropped her off. I had an idea in my head of what she sounded like—I’d never heard her speak, even though I’d been next-door dozens of times for dinner. Wes told me that she usually ate at her friends’ houses. I thought that was weird. 
 
    But I was young, and I didn’t think much into it. Until we were fourteen years old, and all of my friends at school were starting to date. There was a big dance coming up and there weren’t any girls I was terribly interested in asking out.  
 
    I asked Wes if his sister might be interested in going with me. She went to a different school—Wes said it was because his parents wanted to keep them as separate as possible. I didn’t understand that, but I’ve heard of parents of twins doing similar things before, so I didn’t think too much into it.  
 
    “Could I come over and ask her?” I asked Wes. He got strangely awkward, his face turning red as he stared down at his feet. “Well?” I said.  
 
    He finally looked back up at me. “I’ll ask her for you, but I doubt she would be interested,” he said.  
 
    I assumed he was just being protective of his sister. The next day, he told me that she wasn’t interested, and she already had plans that night. I was disappointed, but it wouldn’t be the last time I tried to ask her out. I was sixteen when I was out back, having a smoke while my parents were asleep. I was just finishing up when I saw Wes’s back door opening up. I looked over and saw his sister slipping out. The lights in the house were off and she was trying to be as quiet as possible. I tossed my cigarette away and I whistled gently, getting her attention. She looked at me with wide eyes and a pale face, as if her parents had just caught her. 
 
    I ran up to the fence and waved her over. She looked around before cautiously stepping towards me. “Hey,” I said. It was the first time I’d ever talked to her—and I’d lived next door to her for ten years.  
 
    “Hi,” she said—hardly a whisper.  
 
    “I’m Kevin. You’re name is Maggie, right?” 
 
    She just nodded her head. “I’m running late. I should get going.” She turned around. 
 
    “Wait,” I said. “Where are you going?” 
 
    She stared blankly at me for a moment. “To a party,” she said. 
 
    “Nice. Can I come?” 
 
    “It’s not that kind of party. Sorry,” she said, and then she left. I watched her go. She was pretty—every year she was prettier and prettier. Her hair was long and her tits were starting to fill in—she didn’t have large breasts by any means, but when she wore tight enough shirts, it wasn’t easy to keep myself under control. She was always wearing the tiniest booty shorts—so short that her bum was usually hanging out. Sometimes she would wear fishnets or big black boots with tall heels.  
 
    That night, I sent Wes a text message. “Wes, I want to date your sister. Help me out,” I wrote. 
 
    He didn’t write back until the next morning. “I don’t think she would be interested. Sorry, Kevin.” But I knew he was just trying to protect his twin sister. I was determined to get into her world. I was determined to make her mine. 
 
    So I went over one morning, with flowers, wearing my best collared shirt and slacks. My heart was pounding. I knocked on the door and waited anxiously for her to answer. I’d watched her come home the night before, so I knew she was in there.  
 
    Wes’s mom answered the door. “Hi, Ms. Temple. Is your daughter home?” I asked. 
 
    Wes’s mom stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment before saying, “My daughter? What are you on about?”  
 
    “Your daughter, Maggie,” I said. My hands were trembling as I held that bouquet of flowers. I could feel a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck. I’d never asked a girl out before. It took years to build up this courage.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Kevin, but I don’t have a daughter. Surely you know that,” she said. I felt my heart flutter down into my gut. What was she talking about? I’d seen Maggie with my own eyes, heard her with my own ears.  
 
    But as I thought about it, I realized: I only ever saw Maggie when Wes’s parents weren’t around.  Maggie only seemed to exist at night, when she was sneaking out to go to parties, or when her parents were away on business trips. In ten years, I’d been over for at least fifty dinners, and she’d never been there. And come to think of it, I’d never even seen her bedroom. There was a door at the end of the hall that Wes said was her bedroom—but what was it really? A closet? A powder room?  
 
    I felt the colour drain from my face. “Oh, uh, maybe I’m mistaken,” I said. She stared at my like I was a demented schizophrenic. But I knew I wasn’t crazy. I knew that I really had seen a girl sneaking out to go to parties. But in that moment, I almost wished that I was a demented schizophrenic, because reality was much more terrifying. 
 
    Wes was Maggie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was a few days before I had the courage to confront Wes about it. I pulled him aside during lunch at school. I told him to follow me to the woods that were just down the street. I made sure no one was following us, and then I told him, “I know that you’re Maggie.”  
 
    I watched as his face turned pale. “Huh?” he said. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “I talked to your mom. She said that you’re her only child. There’s no Maggie, Wes, which means that you’re Maggie.” 
 
    There was undeniable fear in his eyes. Had my accusation been false, he would have been laughing. If someone accuses you of living a secret second life as a woman, you laugh. But when it’s true, your hands begin to tremble the way Wes’s were now. “Say something,” I said. 
 
    “Please don’t tell anyone,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t understand. Have you been doing it as a joke, to screw with me? What’s the big deal?” I said. I would have told the whole school had I not felt so embarrassed. If the whole school found out that Wes dressed up as a girl on a regular basis, it would just be a matter of time before they found out that I begged him to be my date for the dance. Somehow, I felt like I would be the laughing stock of the school, and not him. 
 
    “I just like doing it, okay? What difference does it make? I’m not hurting you or anyone,” he said.  
 
    “What do you mean, you like doing it? You like getting dressed up? You like putting on makeup? You like wearing a wig?” I said. 
 
    “It’s not a wig,” he said. And then he reached up and pulled his hair elastic out, making his man-bun transform into long soft brunette hair. It was Maggie’s hair. He really was Maggie.  
 
    I felt sick. I’d had a crush on my next-door neighbour and friend for ten years, and I’d been completely oblivious the whole time. I staggered, my legs suddenly weak. Wes had to catch me so I wouldn’t fall. “You okay?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m fine, don’t touch me,” I said. Nothing about the situation felt right. I left the woods and I decided not to go back to school. I went home and I locked myself in my room. I felt deceived, but I didn’t feel deceived by Wes—I felt deceived by myself. How could I have been attracted to a man? How was I not able to see him for what he really was?  
 
    I stopped talking to Wes. I even started keeping my blinds closed, so I wouldn’t see into his yard at night, when he would slip out dressed in a skirt and stockings.  
 
    But it was a couple of years later when I would find myself face to face with him once again—while he was dressed up as Maggie.  
 
    I didn’t go to a lot of parties. My parents were quite as oblivious as Wes’s parents, so sneaking out was never an easy task. But it was the biggest party of the year and everyone was going. I showed up late. By the time I got there, most of the people there were already hammered; some were already passed out. But I had to wait for my dad to fall asleep before I could make my escape, and he didn’t go down until close to midnight.  
 
    A few of my good friends were at the party, but they were already smashed by the time I got there. They got excited when they saw me and insisted that I do a round of shots with them. Those shots were my first drinks of the night, and for them, they were the last. We took two each, and then they all stammered off to find bathrooms. I didn’t see them again that night.  
 
    There was a girl I liked at the party: Nancy. She was a cute, tall blonde with nice thick legs. She walked with a bit of a hunch, the way tall girls tend to before they realize being tall is a good thing and not a curse. She was standing in the corner and chatting with some girl I didn’t recognize. I had a third drink as I tried to build up the courage to talk to her.  
 
    I was still a virgin, like all of my friends. But leading up to that party, everyone had been talking about getting laid. All of the girls were there, all of the guys were there, and there was plenty of liquor to get everyone into the mood. The guys were all wearing their best shirts, and the girls were all wearing their sluttiest skirts and dresses. Nancy was wearing a short plaid skirt and tiny black heels. She was went thick with her eyeliner, and plenty of gloss on her lips. She was looking to get her tight hole stuffed.  
 
    As I went to grab a beer from the fridge, I let the cold air from the fridge cool my face. My heart was pounding. When you’re eighteen, chatting up girls is probably the greatest challenge ever. But I was going to do it. I was determined to do it— 
 
    When I emerged from the kitchen, Nancy was making out with some dude from another school. I stood and watched from across the room for a few seconds before I had to look away. I’d missed my window. And sadly, it didn’t look like it would have taken much to get into her panties. When I looked back again, the guy was taking her up to one of the few remaining rooms, probably to fuck her brains out.  
 
    I looked around the party, to see if there were any other cute girls that hadn’t been claimed. There was one petite cutie with her back to me. She had long brown hair and a great tush. She was talking to a small guy with glasses, who looked way out of his element. I figured I could easily steal her attention away. 
 
    I went up to her and tapped her on the shoulder. “Hey,” I said. She turned around, and then I realized it was Maggie. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Her expression dropped at the sight of me. Mine probably did the same. We just stared at one another for a good ten seconds before the scrawny kid with the glasses wandered off with a look of defeat on his face. I wanted to call him back and say, ‘She’s all yours, buddy,’ but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” she asked, forcing a smile. She looked around to make sure no one was too close, probably expecting me to rat her out in public.  
 
    “What am I doing here? What are you doing here—like this? All of these people here know you,” I said quietly, also looking around to make sure no one was within earshot. I was also worried that I wasn’t the only one who knew about her little secret, and I didn’t want to be known as the guy who was seen hitting on the cross dresser.  
 
    “They think I’m my sister,” she whispered.  
 
    “You know it’s only a matter of time before someone realizes you’re not. Just one little slip…” 
 
    “I never slip,” she said. She pushed her hair back behind her ears. I hadn’t seen him dressed up like this in almost two whole years. I’d almost forgotten that he was a cross dresser, and I’d certainly forgotten how hot he was able to make himself. I hated how hot he was in his little skimpy outfit and his makeup.  
 
    “I don’t believe that,” I said. 
 
    “You think this is the first party I’ve ever gone to?”  
 
    I took a step closer to her, hovering my lips close to her ear so no one would overhear us. “I don’t get it—what are you trying to do? Are you trying to trick guys into letting you suck their dicks or something?”  
 
    She laughed, shaking her head. “I’m not a slut,” she said. “I don’t understand why this bothers you so much. I’m not hurting you, am I? Why do you care what I do?”  
 
    “I don’t care what you do,” I said. “I just think it’s weird, that’s all.”  
 
    “Why is it weird? I like it and I’m good at it, so what makes it weird?” she asked. She looked around again to make sure no one had drifted within earshot. Even if they had, they were all too drunk to understand us. 
 
    I laughed. “It’s just weird,” I said. 
 
    “You’re just saying that because you had the hots on me for so long. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, you know.” She smiled and winked at me. She was like a completely different person when she was wearing that makeup and those clothes. Wes was such a shy, timid guy—but Maggie wasn’t afraid to dig her heels in. She knew she was hot, and that somehow made it more frustrating.  
 
    I looked over. Two of my friends were looking at me with big smiles on their faces. They thought I was about to get lucky. They thought that I was wooing some babe from another school. They had no idea that I was talking to one of their male classmates.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “I thought you were a girl back then. But you’re not a girl,” I said. 
 
    “So? What difference does it make?” she said.  
 
    I thought that would be an easy answer. I even opened my mouth to respond, thinking the obvious answer would just flow out from my mouth. But it wasn’t so obvious. It was a strangely difficult question. What difference did it make? “It’s… It’s just wrong,” I said. 
 
    “If you like something, and it doesn’t hurt anyone, why is it wrong?”  
 
    “You can’t have kids,” I said, as if I’d finally figured out that elusive answer. 
 
    “I can adopt kids,” she said.  
 
    And it was a good point. And it’s not like being able to have kids is the only thing that makes a woman dateable. What about women with fertility defects? Are they suddenly taboo to date?  
 
    She had a big smirk on her face. “What’s so funny?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re still attracted to me,” she said. “Even though you know my secret, you still have the hots for me.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks burning red hot. “No I don’t,” I said.  
 
    “Yes you do. You can kiss me if you want.” 
 
    “Kiss you?” I said. My head was spinning. She was crazy if she thought that I wanted to kiss her. I wasn’t about to kiss a man—regardless of how hot I thought he was. Or was I? I stared into her eyes and found myself forgetting why I was so reserved in the first place. She was cute, and my friends were watching—if they saw me kissing her, they would have thought I was a god. And what was the big deal? I used to dream about kissing those lips. Now that I knew they belonged to a man, they were still the same lips, were they not?  
 
    “Oh my God, you actually want to kiss me,” she said. 
 
    I felt my face become even redder. “What? No I don’t,” I said. 
 
    She leaned forward, standing up on her tippy toes, and she kissed me on the lips. I froze. She kept her lips pressed against mine until I finally broke free from my petrification and kissed back. Maybe it was the liquor, though I’d only had three drinks. Maybe it was the hour—I’d been awake since 6:00 AM, and it was 2:00 AM now. I was probably just tired, slightly buzzed, not thinking straight.  
 
    But that was no excuse—I was still kissing my next-door neighbour, a boy I grew up with. I looked back momentarily to see my friends high-fiving. One of them gave me a thumbs-up. My heart was pounding. They actually thought that I was scoring with a chick. There were other guys looking my way, their eyes burning with jealousy.  
 
    And strangely, I felt good. I’d never been the guy that men wanted to be before. Now I was that guy. “Want to go upstairs?” I said.  
 
    “Okay,” she said. She slipped her fingers in-between mine and we ran off upstairs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I don’t know what came over me that night. I was letting myself indulge in a fantasy that I’d spent the last two years trying desperately to keep away. But from time to time, that fantasy found its way into my head. Sometimes I would be in the shower, thinking about some scene in some porno, and her image would come into my mind. Sometimes I would push it away, and other times I would let myself indulge for just a minute. I would end up coming faster than I ever had before.  
 
    But now I wasn’t alone in the shower. Now, I was in a bedroom with her. She was laying on the bed, on her back, looking at me with a big smirk and those big, beautiful eyes. She was wearing a tiny pair of denim shorts. With her legs spread slightly, I could see a tinge of her red panties. And I knew what else was in there. But that didn’t stop me from stepped forward and unzipping her fly. I took a deep breath and then I tugged down her shorts. She raised her hips off of the bed for me. I could see the bulge in her red panties.  
 
    She did nothing to hide it. She just let me stare at it, still with that big smirk on her face. She wasn’t ashamed of it. In fact, it seemed like she was proud of it.  
 
    I tried not to look at it. I crawled up onto the bed and I pulled off her shirt, leaving her in her bra. But I could see that her bra cups were stuffed with toilet paper. Still, I reached around and unclipped her bra, revealing her flat boyish chest. At least it was smooth and clean-shaven. I looked back at her face—at least that was feminine. I kissed her again and we made out for a while. But even that got weird when I felt her bulge hardening and growing against my leg. I tried to reposition so it wouldn’t be touching me, but avoiding it seemed impossible.  
 
    I was relieved when she rolled me onto my back and sunk down to suck my dick. She tugged down my pants and fished my cock out from my boxer shorts. She started sucking without any hesitation. And damn, did she know how to suck a dick. She bobbed her head up and down, slurping generously with her tongue, fondling my ball sack with one of her hands while stroking my exposed length with her other hand. She liked sucking cock— 
 
    Or I should say, he liked sucking cock. Every few minutes, I would remember that I was with a man and not a woman at all. She wasn’t even taking hormones and she didn’t even have implants. With that makeup washed away and that hair tied up, she was just my neighbour, Wesley. I had to push that image of Wesley out from my mind. Looking down at Maggie helped, especially when she was looking back up at me with her dolled-up face and sparkling eyes. She was hot—and thank God for that.  
 
    When her thirst for cock sucking had passed, she got up onto her hands and knees. She tucked her cock and balls forward, in front of her closed legs, and she presented her ass towards me. She looked back, still with that adorable smirk. “Be gentle. It’s my first time,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t realize how nervous I was until I was mounting her. I placed my hands on her hips and realized they were trembling. I took a deep breath in and realized my chest was trembling, too. I looked down. She looked like a chick from that angle, but I knew there was a cock hidden between those legs. And maybe she was erect.  
 
    I pressed the tip of my cock up to her tight hole. It was puckering, begging to be stuffed. I was about to stick my cock into a man’s asshole, but I wasn’t stopping. I bit down on my tongue. I felt beads of sweat tickling my forehead. I pushed in. She let out a cute little gasp. And once I was sliding in, she let out a cute little sigh. Her body trembled and I watched as her shoulders relaxed. She was letting me slide in deep—clenching occasionally, but only for a few seconds. I wondered if it really was her first time—maybe with a cock, but there had certainly been dildos before me.  
 
    I ran my hands up and down her bare sides. Her skin was soft and her body was warm. I leaned forward and reached for her breasts, forgetting for a moment that she was perfectly flat. Still, I ran my fingers over her nipples. She liked that.  
 
    I didn’t last long. Once I started thrusting in and out, I could already feel my orgasm approaching. I tried to hold on as long as I could, but I don’t think I even made it two full minutes. I pulled out and came all over her bare back. I stood up and immediately started to get dressed, slightly embarrassed that I came so fast, and even more embarrassed that I’d just fucked a man. She stood up and walked towards me. I could see her cock now. She was clean-shaven and her cock was small. She walked up to me and put her hands on my hips. She gave me a kiss on the lips. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she asked.  
 
    I could still see her cock out of the corner of my eye. I could feel it against my leg as she stood with her body pressed up against mine. She really wasn’t ashamed of it. It was almost like she wanted me to notice it, like she wanted me to look down at stare at it, maybe even touch it and play with it.  
 
    “I should probably get home before my dad realized I’m gone,” I said. 
 
    “Can I come sleep over?” she asked, staring into my eyes.  
 
    “That’s not a good idea at all,” I said.  
 
    “Alright,” she said, taking her hands off of me and looking to the ground with sadness in her eyes, as if she was being rejected, as if I’d just used her for sex and now I was done with her.  
 
    I walked to the door, and then I stopped. I went back to her and kissed her on the lips. She gave me a little bit of tongue as a parting gift. “I’ll see you later, okay?” I said. And then I left. 
 
    I don’t know why I kissed her. I don’t know why I told her I would see her later. Hell, I don’t even know why I went along with fucking her. But strangely, I was happy that I did. I had a giant smile on my face the whole walk home, even when I realized I’d just lost my virginity to a guy.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I couldn’t think about that night without my heart pounding hard against my ribcage and a lump forming in my throat. I couldn’t believe it had actually happened. And it left me wondering: am I gay? It took a few days to convince myself that I wasn’t gay—that I wasn’t attracted to men, and I wasn’t even attracted to Maggie when she was Wesley. I was attracted to women, and the woman I was currently attracted to (and I had been attracted to for years) just happened to have a penis and no breasts. But lots of girls have flat chests… Maggie was the only girl I knew with a penis, though. 
 
    But I was comforted by reaction of my peers, who all gave me high-fives the next time they saw me. “That chick was a total babe,” Ken said as he shook my hand. “Well done.” It was nice to know that I wasn’t the only person who thought so. It was nice to know that I wasn’t insane, and if I was, all of my friends were as well.  
 
    Though I started to become paranoid that they would find out her secret. Maggie didn’t seem to think that she would ever have a slip, but I was worried it was inevitable. She was drinking at the party—what if she had one too many drinks? What if someone else started doing a bit of digging? I mean—I’d found out that she wasn’t really a woman, so was it really so hard to believe that someone else might figure it out as well?  
 
    One afternoon, Ken asked, “That chick you made out with at that party—did you fuck her?” 
 
    I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe,” I said. 
 
    “What was that girl’s name? She doesn’t go to our school, does she? Have you seen her since the party?” He was asking too many questions. I felt like I was being interrogated by the police for a crime I committed. I just played dumb. 
 
    “I haven’t seen her, and I don’t know what school she goes to. We didn’t do a lot of talking,” I said. He liked the answer enough to give me a high-five. But I was worried he wasn’t done his investigation. Lots of students at the school knew that Maggie was Wesley’s brother—whenever she was at a party, that’s how she would introduce herself. Was it just a matter of time before some other shmuck went to Wes’s house and asked his mom to see her daughter, like me? And what if that person felt embarrassed enough to tell the whole school? ‘Hey, didn’t Kevin sleep with her at that party?’ they would ask—and that would be the end of me.  
 
    So I tried to steer every conversation away from the topic of Maggie, even though my friends seemed fascinated. None of them ended up getting laid at that party, and they all seemed to want to live vicariously through me. They weren’t terribly excited when I kept shrugging my shoulders and saying, “I don’t really even remember. I was kind of drunk.” 
 
    It was a week after the party when I got a text message from Wesley. “My parents are leaving for a business trip this weekend. You should come over,” it read. I went straight to my parents to let them know that I was going to a sleepover.  
 
    “Aren’t you a bit old for sleepovers?” my dad asked me. “If you’re going out to a party, I’ll find out about it.” 
 
    “I’m just going next door. You can even come over and check on me if you’re so worried about it,” I said. He hesitated and then he granted me my permission. 
 
    I was shaking with nerves. I was about to spend the night with Maggie. I was about to spend the night with my male friend, who would be dressed up in drag.  
 
    And I had no idea just how dressed up she would be. It was Friday night when I went and knocked on the door. I stood there for about thirty seconds before I knocked again. And then I got a text message from Wes. “Let yourself in,” the message read. The door was unlocked, so I went inside.  
 
    I went up to his bedroom and knocked on the door. “Come on in,” she said, in her Maggie voice. My heart started pounding. I opened the door and there she was: lying on the bed, dressed in tight pink lace lingerie. Her legs were shaved smooth, her nails were painted pink to match her tiny outfit—and so were her lips. She had that smirk that I knew all too well. I knew it was going to be a good night. 
 
    I didn’t waste any time. I got undressed and I climbed onto the bed with her. We made out and then she sucked my cock. She loved sucking my cock. Then I flipped her over and fucked her while she was on her stomach. “Oh, that feels so good,” she moaned as I plunged her tight hole with my thick cock. I came quickly, but I wasn’t too worried—I knew we would be right back at it soon enough.  
 
    I went to use the bathroom, and when I came out, she was slipping into a little red dress. The dress looked good on her, but I couldn’t figure out why she was putting more clothes on. “What’s up?” I asked. 
 
    “I thought we would go and see a movie, and maybe grab some dinner,” she said.  
 
    My heart stuttered. She wanted me to take her out, and she wasn’t exactly giving me the option to say no. But I couldn’t be seen out with her—could I? What if we were seen by someone we knew? What if someone who could tell that she was actually a man saw us? “Wait, can’t we just stay here?” I asked. 
 
    “I stay here every night. My parents hardly ever leave the house these days. I want to go out. C’mon,” she said. I have to admit, she looked good in that little red dress once she had her toilet paper stuffed properly into her bra pads. She didn’t need to stuff anything into her panties to make her butt look like heaven—it was naturally round and perky.   
 
    She picked up her little purse and walked to the door, leaving me standing naked in her bedroom, a bead of cum still hanging off of my cock. “Are you coming or not?” she asked. 
 
    So I bit my tongue and got dressed. I guess I was taking her out on a date. It wasn’t the worst, seeing as she looked hot. At least people would see me out with a total babe, assuming they couldn’t tell that she was actually a man. All of the signs were there and easy to spot once you knew about her reality: she had a small Adam’s apple, her feet were slightly bigger than a woman’s should be, and her voice was ever-so-slightly off. No man can imitate a woman’s voice perfectly, even with years of practice and hormone therapy. Though, if Maggie started taking hormones, I bet she could have gotten damn close.  
 
    We went out for dinner first. We went to a cute little restaurant where the tables were all placed intimately close together. Maggie ordered a glass of wine. She had a fake ID, but I didn’t. Still, I ordered a beer and thankfully I wasn’t IDed. She was sexy, especially when she was holding up her wine glass and swirling it slowly. She left little lipstick marks on the glass.  
 
    She was staring into my eyes with that big smirk that drove me so crazy. “What is it?” I asked, cracking a smile of my own. Since entering the restaurant, I’d noticed a few guys looking her way, checking her out, checking me out to try and figure out how I’d landed such a hottie. It was nice while it lasted. 
 
    “Want to play a game tonight?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe—what did you have in mind?” I asked. 
 
    “If you don’t play the game, you don’t get any more pussy tonight. But it’s your call.” 
 
    “Fine. I’ll play the game,” I said. “What is it?”  
 
    She looked around, her cheeks turning a shade of red. She leaned in close. “At the movie theatre, I want you to jerk me off. If you get me off, I’ll let you fuck me in the bathroom,” she whispered. 
 
    I felt my heart skip a beat—maybe two or three. I stuttered and then I took a deep breath. “Are you nuts?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said with a little wink. “It won’t be hard—it’s been a few days since I’ve jerked off. But the question is, are you man enough?” She was staring into my eyes, driving me absolutely mad. I had to do it—I couldn’t bare the thought of her spending the whole night in her sexy lingerie and not being able to fuck her brains out.  
 
    “Fine, I’ll do it,” I said. My heart stammered. Was I really going to jerk her off? Was I really going to touch her cock?  
 
    The night ticked by slowly. When we were walking up to the movie theatre, I felt my legs trembling. A wave of weakness washed over me. When we took our seats, I was completely stiff. She leaned over. “You have until the end of the movie,” she said. But she was crazy—there were twenty other people in that theatre—two in our row, about five seats away. Luckily we got a spot in the back row, so there was no one behind us. I traded seats with Maggie, so that she was on the other side of me from the two strangers five seats away.  
 
    It took me a while to build up the courage. We held hands at first, and then, twenty minutes into the movie, I started slowly moving in. I slipped my hand under her dress and over her panties bulge. I got my fingers under the tight lace of her underwear, and I could feel it: her soft, warm cock. I had to bite my tongue to fight through my conflicting morals. I wrapped my fingers around her girth and I started to stroke. I could feel her hardening, getting bigger. I looked over at the people to make sure they weren’t looking. 
 
    I had to keep my movements small, only working my wrist while keeping my elbow planted motionlessly on the armrest. Once she was rock-hard, she started to moan gently, making my heart pound even harder. It wouldn’t take much to make the people in front of us look back. And it sure wouldn’t have looked good, with my hand up my date’s skirt.  
 
    “Hold me tighter,” she whispered into my ear. So I closed my grip as I beater. “Faster.” I couldn’t go faster without lifting up my elbow, but I did it anyway. I looked back over—the strangers were still oblivious.  
 
    She bit down on her bottom lip as she looked me in the eyes. Goddamnit, she was beautiful. It wasn’t fair that she wasn’t really a woman. It wasn’t fair that I was so goddamned attracted to her. Why couldn’t I be this attracted to a real woman? Someone I could actually introduce to my family and my friends… Someone I could bring out in the light of day without worrying someone would notice the slight bulge of her Adam’s apple… 
 
    “I’m going to come. I don’t want to ruin my dress,” she whispered. “Catch my cum in your hand.” She reached down and took her cock from me. I followed her order and made a little cup with my palm. She aimed her throbbing member directly at my palm, and then she started to come, filling my hand. She looked into my eyes with that devilish smirk. “Now lick it up,” she said. 
 
    “Are you mad?” I asked. 
 
    “You want to party tonight? Then lick it up.” She was trying not to laugh. I didn’t know if she was bluffing or not, but I didn’t want to take the risk. Besides, the thought of tasting her sweet cum was actually making me hard. So I licked up her cum. I poured it all into my mouth and I was about to swallow when she leaned over and kissed me, sticking her tongue into my mouth to taste her own concoction. “You want to go to the bathroom?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. I was already on the verge of coming and my cock wasn’t even out of my pants yet. We got up and ran to the bathroom. We slipped into a stall and I fucked her little asshole, slapping my pelvis into her ass until I was coming deep inside of her body.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The fair was in town the next day and Maggie asked if I wanted to go with her. We were still in bed and the morning light was just peering through her white sheers. She rolled over to face me, tossing her leg over mine and snuggling in close. She’d washed her makeup off the night before, so her skin wouldn’t breakout. But it was dark when she came into the bedroom, so I was seeing her face for the first time now. 
 
    And now, I could see her subtle boyish features. It was obvious that she used a lot of contouring to hide her harsher features, like her flat jawbone, and her pronounced brow. She was good with her makeup; I’ll give her that. But now it wasn’t so easy looking at her face. I had to focus all of my attention on her eyes—her eyes were still her eyes.  
 
    She ran her fingers up and down my arms. “So—are we going to the fair or not?” she asked. 
 
    “Not today,” I said. “I’ve got some stuff I need to get done.” 
 
    “What kind of stuff?” she asked. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just stuff around the house. Chores and whatnot.”  
 
    Now she was the one forcing the smile. “Okay,” she said. 
 
    I woke up that morning with a clear head—something I’d been hoping for since discovering Maggie was actually a boy. Unfortunately, the clear head came a bit too late: I’d already gone ahead and lost my virginity to her. But I knew now that a relationship was never going to work. Even if no one ever discovered her secret—which seemed unlikely—I still couldn’t be with her. She wasn’t a woman, and men are supposed to be with women. Sure, I didn’t want kids then, but what if I wanted kids when I was older? What if I didn’t want to adopt? What if they didn’t let us adopt because of the state of our relationship? What if, what if, what if?  
 
    She was cute and fun to be around, but I was sure I could find the same thing in thousands of other girls who also happened to have biology on their side. So I got dressed and I left. I called up my buddy, Ken, and asked if he wanted to meet up. “I’m going over to Steven’s house. Just meet me there.” So that’s what I did. Lots of our friends were there.  
 
    When I arrived, one of the guys was on the phone. “—You should come. We’re all going,” he said to whoever was on the other end. “Are you sure? Alright, suit yourself.” He hung up the phone and turned to us. “Wes is out. He says he’s got stuff to do today.”  
 
    “What’s with that guy?” Ken asked. “He’s always bailing. I wonder if he secretly hates us or something.” 
 
    “Whatever—we have a good enough group. I say we go now before it gets too busy.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked as I stood by the door, one shoe already off.  
 
    “The fair—put your shoe back on.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat and I felt my face flush. “The fair?” I said. “Isn’t that for kids?” I knew that Maggie was going to be there—that’s why Wesley passed. She wanted to go badly, even if that meant going by herself.  
 
    Ken laughed. “The rides, sure, but the food is awesome, and they have a beer garden this year,” he said. The guys all crowded the door and started putting their shoes on. Now I was trying to think of an excuse out of the outing, but I had none—I’d already told Ken that I was free with nothing to do. I thought about pretending like something came up, but then I considered the idea that they might become suspicious, and that’s the last thing I wanted. The fair was big, and it was going to be crowded—we probably wouldn’t even run into Maggie.  
 
    I was slow to follow the guys. Some of them were already drinking, their beer poured discreetly into water bottles. They were headed for the subway. “You coming, Kevin?” Ken called out. 
 
    “Yeah, right behind you,” I said. I took a deep breath and I followed. I was overreacting. It wasn’t going to be so bad. Right? How bad could it be? 
 
    When we arrived at the fairgrounds, I could feel the trembling in my legs. I didn’t want her to see me out with the guys. I didn’t want her to know that I blew her off to hang out with our buddies, after telling her that I just had to do chores around the house. “You okay, dude? You look sick,” Ken said, looking back at me while he was buying his ticket into the park. It was my perfect chance to escape: go along with it, pretend to be sick. But I missed my chance.  
 
    “Sick? No, I’m fine,” I said, and I walked up to buy my ticket. I couldn’t let my secret fling with Maggie ruin my life. I couldn’t even let it affect my life. I had to pretend like it never happened. I had to simply let it go. 
 
    We started our day hitting up food stands. Ken really wanted mini donuts, and Jeremy really wanted a freshly baked pretzel. We had to walk around the whole park to find a damn pretzel, but we eventually found one. And then, of course, once we had our food, the guys all wanted drinks, so we wandered around looking for the shortest line to get drinks.  
 
    We were standing in a line-up to get spiked lemonade when I looked over and saw Maggie. I froze as my heart fluttered down into my gut. Shit. What were the chances? Pretty good, I suppose, considering I knew she was coming to the fair. I should have taken my exit when Ken asked if I wasn’t feeling well. I should have run back to the subway and hid my face the whole way. I told myself I wouldn’t let Maggie affect my life, but I couldn’t help it.  
 
    She saw me, and I watched as her expression dropped. I should have looked away quickly, before she recognized me, but it was too late. The damage had been done. She looked hurt, lied to, deceived. She was at the fair alone after spending the night trying to make me happy. Why did I have to lie to her? Why couldn’t I have just gone to the fair with her, just to make her happy?  
 
    “Hey man, isn’t that the chick you fucked at the party the other night?” Ken asked. 
 
    “No. Huh? Where?” I said, pretending to look around. I felt like an idiot. I knew he saw me looking at her. Now I was just making myself look suspicious and foolish. 
 
    “Right there, dumbass,” he said, pointing her out.  
 
    “Oh, yeah, I think so,” I said, looking away again quickly. I looked around for something to steal away his attention, before Maggie looked over to see everyone staring at her and pointing at her. “They have ten different types of lemonade—that’s too many lemonades,” I said, but my diversion was weak.  
 
    “What, are you not interested in her? Was she shit in the sack or something?” Ken asked. 
 
    “Huh? Uh, no, she was fine. Just not my type, I guess.” 
 
    “Any reason?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. Just not my type.”  
 
    He looked back at her. She finished paying for her snack and she was turning to walk away. “Maybe I’ll ask her out, then,” he said. “You wouldn’t be mad, would you?”  
 
    But the thought of him going out with her made my stomach turn—not because it was a chance for him to find out about her secret, but because I didn’t like the idea of her seeing other men. I was jealous—jealous of my cross-dressing neighbour. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    “You don’t mind, do you?” Ken asked again. I didn’t know how to answer. I couldn’t possibly tell him that I minded. I couldn’t let him know that I had any feelings for her whatsoever. So I just shrugged my shoulders and shook my head. A big smile swept across his face. “I’m going to do it now, before I lose my buzz. If I don’t come back, don’t come looking for me.” He ran off through the crowd to catch up with her, leaving me standing with the other guys.  
 
    My instinct was to run after him and tell him to screw off, but I bit my tongue. If I didn’t plan on dating her, then why should I have the right to tell him to back off? She wasn’t my property. She was free to do whatever the hell she wanted.  
 
    I looked the other way and I tried to think of something else. Anything else. But I could only think about her. Goddamnit, it wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t I just be obsessed with a regular girl? Life would be so much easier… 
 
    “I want to ride The Zipper,” Jeremy said. “Before the lines get out of control.” So we wandered over to The Zipper. The line was already long, but I’d been at the fair before and I’d seen what those lines were capable of. So we stood in line for twenty-five minutes. And just as we reached the front of the line, I saw them: Ken and Maggie walking together. They had ice creams in hand, and Ken was drifting closer and closer. Her moved his ice cream from one hand to the other, to get ready to make his move, to hold her hand. 
 
    I could feel a burning deep in my chest. I hated seeing her with another guy. I hated to think that she was able to let me go so quickly after I’d betrayed her. “C’mon man, it’s our turn,” Jeremy said, stepping towards the ride we’d been waiting to get onto.  
 
    But I couldn’t get on. I had to do something about Maggie. I couldn’t let Ken steal her away from me. I couldn’t let Ken figure out her secret—not for my sake, but for her sake. He wouldn’t have kept it a secret. He would have used it to humiliate her. I couldn’t let that happen. “Go by yourself,” I said. 
 
    “But we just waited for half an hour!” he said as I ran away from him. He would survive on his own.  
 
    I had to fight through the crowd. I’d lost sight of Maggie and Ken. Last I saw, they were walking towards the dream house—a big house that you could tour and possibly win by purchasing enough lottery tickets. But there was a massive crowd trying to push their way into the house. I had to push through them. I got a lot of nasty remarks, along the lines of, “Hey you stupid jackoff!” and “Wait in line you dumb piece of shit!” I ignored the remarks. I needed to get to Maggie as soon as possible.  
 
    I shoved my way through the dream house, up the stairs, through the bedrooms and the bathrooms. But I couldn’t find them anywhere. I knew they were there somewhere. I could smell the sweet tinge of Maggie’s perfume—the same perfume she wore when we were at the movie theatre together, when I was tugging on her beautiful cock, making her come into my hand.  
 
    I came out the other side of the house and I looked around. They were gone. The crowds were growing even bigger as people poured into the fairgrounds, but no one was leaving. My heart stuttered when I looked forward and saw the haunted house—a lousy attraction that didn’t even interest small children; teenagers used it to make out, and every year they were catching people fucking in the poorly lit nooks.  
 
    What if Ken brought Maggie in there? What if he was planning on making a move? I wouldn’t hold it past Ken to go straight for the goods—he got slapped on the face once for sticking his hand up a chick’s skirt at a party, and he wasn’t even drunk yet. I’m sure Maggie would slap him away, but all he needed was one small feel between her legs.  
 
    I went into the haunted house. It was dark. I pulled out my phone and turned on the flashlight feature. I looked around. The place seemed empty. They’d even stopped putting actors inside of it, to save money, so it was just a series of poorly lit hallways covered in cheap fake cobwebs. But the place was a maze, and even though they hadn’t changed the layout since I was a kid, I still struggled to find my way through.  
 
    Then I heard her voice. “Stop it,” she said. She laughed. “I’m not kidding around, Ken, I said stop it.”  
 
    “C’mon, beautiful. Just relax,” Ken said. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this right now. Why don’t we go get a drink?’ 
 
    “I’ve had enough to drink. Just relax, babe. I promise it will feel good.”  
 
    I could hear their voices, but I couldn’t find them. I turned around a corner, expecting to see them there, but the little nook was empty. There were staircases on either side of me, leading to different sections of the house. But I had no idea which one went where. 
 
    “Seriously, Ken. Stop,” Maggie said. 
 
    I ran up one of the staircases, finding myself in an empty hallway. I ran back down and went up the other one, but I just found myself in another empty hallway. I ran down the hall, my heart starting to pound fast. There was a long silence, and then: “What the fuck is this?” Ken’s voice echoed. 
 
    “Get your hand off of me,” Maggie replied. 
 
    There was another long silence. “Oh my God. You’re a… you’re a dude?” 
 
    I turned a corner and there they were, standing at the end of a long hallway. They both turned and looked at me. Ken was a step back from Maggie, his hands up in the air and his face pale. I was too late. He’d already discovered her secret. “Kevin, didn’t you say you fucked this chick? Were you lying or did you know that she’s a dude?”  
 
    “Ken, just drop it,” I said. 
 
    “So you knew? Holy shit, you slept with a dude—no wonder you’ve been acting so weird. The guys are going to shit when they hear this,” he said with a giant smile on his face.  
 
    “You forced yourself on me like a desperate perv. Are you going to tell them that, too?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “You can drop the voice now, sweetheart. We all know it’s not real,” Ken said, still with that triumphant smirk on his face.  
 
    “Ken, quit being an asshole and drop it. Just drop it.”  
 
    “No way. This is just too fucking funny. I can’t wait to tell the guys. And by the way, you came onto me,” he said to Maggie. “You were the one forcing yourself on me—not the other way around.” 
 
    “You think anyone will believe that?” I asked. 
 
    He laughed. “You think they’ll believe you—the guy who fucked a tranny?” His face was red with laughter. He had a good point. No one would believe me, even with Maggie on my side. I was doomed. He was going to tell my friends, and it wouldn’t be long before the whole school knew about Maggie and me. “When you fucked, who was on top?” he asked with that bone-chilling snicker.  
 
    “Seriously, Ken, drop it,” I said. 
 
    He walked past me. I grabbed his arm and looked him in the eyes. He just laughed. “You think you can threaten me into keeping my mouth shut?” he said. He was right. It would only look worse if I roughed him up. So I let him go. He walked away, leaving me alone with Maggie. He whistled joyously as he left, and then his whistling faded into nothing and he was gone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Maggie stood still at the end of the hallway. “I didn’t come onto him,” she said. 
 
    “I know,” I said. 
 
    “You need to stop him. He’s going to tell everyone.” 
 
    “He doesn’t know who you really are, so all you really have to do is change your name—maybe start going to different parties,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not worried about me—I’m worried about you,” she said. She was looking at me with hurt in her eyes. She really was worried about me, and she clearly felt guilty about it, as if she should have done more to stop Ken. But it wasn’t her fault. She couldn’t blame herself.  
 
    But she was right—in minutes, all of my friends would know that I’d fucked a cross-dressing boy. And there wasn’t much I could do about it—maybe I could run and try to bribe him out of talking. I had a few hundred bucks in my bank account; maybe that would be enough. “Well? You’re going to lose your chance,” she said. 
 
    “Let him talk. I don’t care,” I said. 
 
    “The whole school will find out,” she said. 
 
    “Good. I want them to know.” I walked up to her and I put my hands on her sides. “He didn’t hurt you, did he?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “But seriously—I don’t think you understand…” 
 
    “I understand just fine. The whole school is going to find out that we slept together. Big deal. Half of them were already drooling over you at the party. Most of them will secretly be jealous; the rest can flaunt their insecurities all they want. I don’t care about them. I just want you.” I kissed her on the lips. And it was true—something had clicked in my brain. Suddenly, I really didn’t care what other people thought about me. It wasn’t any of their business.  
 
    And what difference did it make what she was hiding under her skirt? She was still the same girl that every guy stared at when she walked into a party. She was still the same girl that Ken wanted to ask out. And most importantly, she was still the same girl that I’d spent the last decade fantasizing about. She was still Maggie, even if she had to play another role when her parents were around.  
 
    She kissed back, slipping a bit of tongue into my mouth like she liked to do. I pushed back her hair and then I caressed her arms. She was so soft and so fragile. But she was mine—and I wasn’t going to let her slip away again, not even for another afternoon.  
 
    “Are you sure about this?” she said. 
 
    “More sure than anything,” I said.  
 
    She smiled as I began to kiss her neck. “I know how you can prove it,” she said.  
 
    “How?” I was determined to prove it to her. I wasn’t just screwing around. I wasn’t just looking to get off quickly. I wanted her and no one else. I wanted her to be happy and cared for.  
 
    “Turn around,” she said. So I followed the command without hesitation. “Put you hands against the wall.” I did that, too. She ran her hands down my sides, and then she reached around and started undoing my belt. “This might hurt at first, but just try to relax.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. She tugged down my pants. I looked back to see her wiggling her panties down to her knees. She didn’t bother taking off her skirt—she simply hiked it up, revealing her hard erection. It wasn’t big, but it was about to be my first. I knew what was coming. 
 
    I looked forward and took another deep breath. I felt her tip press up between my butt cheeks. She was wet with her warm saliva. She rubbed herself in circles before beginning to press in. She was right—it did hurt at first as my anus stretched wide for the first time. But I bit my tongue and powered through. I clenched for a moment and then I released, letting her slide in deep. And once she was inside, the pain began to subside. “How does that feel?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “Good,” I said. I loved the feeling of her pelvis against my bum, her chest against my back. I felt emasculated, but strangely, that didn’t seem like a bad thing. There was something exciting about being dominated. My heart started pounding when I reminded myself I was being stuffed by my girlfriend’s cock—though maybe she wasn’t my girlfriend yet, she certainly would be when I had my way. 
 
    She thrust hard and fast, slapping her pelvis into my butt. She was trying to get off quickly, and for good reason. We were at the end of a public hallway. At any moment, people could come around that corner and see us. So we needed to be fast. There was plenty of time for romance later—her parents wouldn’t be home for a few more days. And I’d already started looking into apartments with plenty of closet space for all of her clothes… Soon enough.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” she said through clenched teeth, and I could feel her hard cock bloating up. I couldn’t wait to feel her warm goo blasting inside of me. I couldn’t wait to feel it pouring out of my asshole. I wanted it so badly.  
 
    She came, and it was even better than expected. It felt so good, like something I’d been missing was finally back in its place. It was almost a shame when she had to pull herself out of me.  
 
    “Let’s go enjoy the fair,” I said, reaching my hand out. She took it with a big, red-cheeked smile on her face.  
 
    It wasn’t until the next day that I heard from the other guys. Ken had told them everything. But amazingly, they didn’t seem to care. A few of them snickered, but when they saw that I wasn’t fazed, they moved on. It wasn’t funny to them if I wasn’t bothered. And I could see in their eyes that they were a little bit jealous. How could anyone look at Maggie and not be jealous?  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    GAME SHOW 
 
    Sam has made a big mistake, landing him in a Japanese prison: a strict ten-year sentence. The worst part about it is, he didn’t even know he was breaking the law.  
 
    But Sam is given a special opportunity: participate in a special Japanese game show for adults. Apparently, the audience loves Americans—Americans in cute dresses and plenty of makeup.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Japan never struck me as the kind of place where the government would care too much about some stupid drug charges. Since arriving, I couldn’t go anywhere without finding people doing drugs and hiring prostitutes. The whole country seemed like a constant party. You couldn’t leave one club without being pulled into another. And the Japanese women sure seemed to love partying with a white guy for whatever reason. I wasn’t complaining.  
 
    I found that Japanese women were easier than American women—probably because their men were so timid. I tried explaining to a Japanese friend that I made, “If you want to fuck her, go and hit on her. Make sure she knows you want to fuck her.” His face became dark red and he shook his head, repeating, “No, no, no,” over and over again with a big, embarrassed smile on his face. The men were shy around the women—and I guess I can’t blame them, seeing as they have some of the most beautiful women on the planet.  
 
    But all those women wanted was a man who could handle a woman. The secret is confidence. And once you get a few drinks into those girls, it’s party time. I was out with a group of young women. We were just finishing up our third drink together when one of them pulled out a giant bag of cocaine. I did a few lines, but some of those girls were snorting whole handfuls for crying out loud. Japanese women know how to cut loose.  
 
    And it was the same thing everywhere I went. They started off shy and timid, and then a few drinks later it was party time. Until the cops showed up.  
 
    I saw the red and blue flashing lights in the window but I didn’t think much of them. You can’t go twenty feet in Tokyo without tripping over a mountain of cocaine, so I figured it wasn’t a big deal. It wasn’t even mine, anyway. But the cops seemed to think it was a big deal. 
 
    I was thrown into the back of a cruiser and hauled off. I should have gotten up and ran with the girls—I just assumed that they were overreacting. Nope—they knew what they were doing. They left about six hundred bucks worth of cocaine behind—that’s how serious they were being.  
 
    And I found myself behind bars, waiting for sentencing. They asked me if I had a lawyer. I didn’t. Then they just left me in a cell for three days, feeding me some crappy food on no particular schedule. Finally, a cop came to get me and he hauled me straight to a little boardroom where a number of Japanese people were speaking in Japanese. There was a translator, but I had a good feeling that I wasn’t getting half of the translation. I was being sentenced with up to ten years in prison. “The judge wants to know if you understand the charges,” my translator said. 
 
    It was all happening so fast. Was I going to get a trial? Was this the trial? How did the legal system even work in Japan? My heart was pounding. I nearly threw up. “I don’t understand,” I said, and then I waited for a response.  
 
    “How else can I put this?” the translator said, scratching his chin. “Because you were caught with so much cocaine, you now face ten years in prison. Do you understand?” It didn’t help that my translator hardly spoke English. I felt faint. I still didn’t understand what was happening.  
 
    “Do I get a trial?” I asked. 
 
    He asked the judge. “You can bid for a trial after two years,” he said. I didn’t understand it. I had a feeling that I was being pranked—maybe Ashton Kutcher was about to come around the corner with a camera and a big, stupid grin. But no one came around the corner—except for two officers with a pair of handcuffs. Long story short: they take their drug charges very seriously in Japan.  
 
    “But it wasn’t mine!” I said as they made me stand up. I had nothing. The hotel I’d been staying at had probably already tossed out my things. I’d already missed my flight home. No one was helping me figure out how to contact the embassy. I was screwed. And I still wasn’t entirely sure what I’d done wrong. How can someone be sent to prison without a trial? Or was I supposed to believe that the little meeting in that cold room was the trial?  
 
    It was snowing when they pulled me out to the cruiser that would take me to the prison. The cityscape was quite pretty, and it would be the last pretty sight I would see for six months— 
 
    I spent six months in a Japanese prison. It wouldn’t have been so bad had anyone spoken a word of English. There was one guard who had been learning online, and he liked to practice with me. His English was terrible, but I never corrected him—I made the mistake of correcting him when I first met him, and he got very angry. After that, I just smiled and nodded my head and said, “Great. You’re getting very good.”  
 
    The other inmates seemed to be enjoying themselves. They had their little cliques and they played weird Japanese card games and laughed a lot. I tried to play with them once, but they just got frustrated with the language barrier and eventually told me to scram. So my six months in prison turned into six months in what was essentially isolation.  
 
    And it was exactly six months into my stay that I was approached by a government official who had perfect English. “Mark Fischer? Can you come with me, please?” he said. He had the guards unlock the visiting room, even though visiting hours were over.  
 
    He sat me down and sat across from me. He was tall and slender and he never cracked even the slightest smile. “We have an offer to make you, and you are strictly forbidden to mention this offer to anyone if you choose to decline it. Do you understand?” Finally, for the first time in six months, I understood something clearly.  
 
    “I understand,” I said.  
 
    “If you mention this meeting to anyone, you will be sentenced to death. Do you understand?”  
 
    My gut turned. Now I wasn’t so sure I understood. Where was this going? Why was it so serious? I was almost tempted to tell him I wasn’t interested in hearing the offer. I wasn’t sure it was worth risking my life. But I wanted out of that prison so badly. I wanted to see my friends and family again. I hadn’t heard from anyone. I didn’t even know if they knew I was locked up. “What’s the offer?” I asked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I had to ask him to repeat the offer. I wasn’t sure I heard it properly—I thought I might have slipped into some isolation-induced delusion for a moment, but the offer was the same when he repeated it. My first instinct was that I was dreaming, but even my dreams weren’t this strange. I pinched my arm and it hurt, so I really wasn’t dreaming. “A game show?” I asked. 
 
    “One day on a game show, and we drop all the charges and send you home.” 
 
    “A game show…” I said again. “Like a Japanese game show? Like, will you make me eat bugs and stuff?”  
 
    “You won’t be a contestant on the show. You will be a prop.”  
 
    “A prop?” I said. My head was spinning. I took a deep breath. “Can I have a water?”  
 
    He shook his head. “Not until you’ve given me an answer,” he said. He hardly even had an accent. I wondered if he was American, working for the Japanese government.  
 
    My hands were shaking. I was getting my out: I wouldn’t have to spend the next nine and a half years locked up in a foreign country. I would get to see my parents again, and all of my friends. And if they wanted me to keep my mouth shut about the silly game show, then sure—no one would ever find out about it. “I’ll do it,” I said. 
 
    “Not so fast. You understand that you will have to do everything the show asks of you, right?” he asked me. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s fine,” I said. Nothing could be worse than nine more years behind bars. If I had to eat bugs or even chop off a few fingers, I would take my freedom.  
 
    “It’s a special kind of game show, for adults,” he said.  
 
    And my stomach turned. My head filled with horrible possibilities. But how bad could it really be? If it was something they planned on broadcasting, or even posting on the Internet, it had to be legal. They couldn’t make me fuck a pig or anything like that—could they? I pushed the thoughts away. As bad as it could be, nothing they could come up with could possibly be worse than nine years in prison. “I’m in. Let’s do it. When do we start?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ll be picked up tomorrow. But I want you to understand: don’t follow the show’s commands, and you’ll be back here. Tell anyone about this offer, and it’s the death penalty. Do you understand?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Loud and clear,” I said.  
 
    Like he said, I wasn’t even going to be a contestant. So how bad could this government-sponsored game show really be? It’s not like anyone I knew was ever going to see it. I hardly had any friends at all back home—never mind friend who regularly watched Japanese game shows.  
 
    I was taken back to my cell. That night was the longest night, knowing I would get to see the world once again. The prison walls were so tall that I could only see the sky when we were outside. I hadn’t even seen a tree in six months, since I was hauled away in that cruiser. That night, I stared up at the ceiling of my cell, staring at the same crack I’d stared at for six straight months. And I thought about my friends and my family and how happy I was going to be when I finally got off of that plane in America.  
 
    I finally fell asleep around 3:00 AM. I was woken up at 5:00 AM by a guard. He pulled me up and said something in Japanese. He pulled me by the arm down the hallway. Inmates woke up and went to their doors to watch. I tried not to make eye contact, in case I found myself back in there. I had a big smirk on my face, and I didn’t want them to see it. I wondered if they would get a similar offer, or if I was special because I was white, and the Japanese seemed to have a strange obsession with white people.  
 
    I almost cried when they led me through the main gates, outside of the prison walls. I could see a nearby forest, and the grass was green. It was so beautiful, even though it was foggy and overcast. There was a cruiser parked on the street, but that’s not where they were taking me. Instead, they brought me to a long black town car with tinted windows. The guard took off my cuffs and walked away, leaving me with the driver of the car, who was tapping on his watch quickly. “We’re late. Come on. Let’s go. Now. Get in.” So I got in and we started towards the studio that hosted the game show I was about to be on.  
 
    It was a long drive down a quiet, winding road. We had to be let through a large gate by armed guards. Then we drove further down until we reached a big warehouse that looked like it stored military planes. We parked right next to the door. A crew of Japanese men and women dressed in black turtlenecks came out and rushed me inside. It all happened so fast, just like when I was arrested and thrown in prison.  
 
    They were all speaking in Japanese. I asked if there was a translator, but no one responded—so I assumed that meant ‘no’.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    They powdered my face, spun me around in my chair, pulled me up, sat me down, and pulled off my clothes, leaving me in just my underwear. They yelled some more things in Japanese and then a woman came with a razor and shaving cream. She tilted my head back and she started shaving my face and neck. Someone else was shaving my legs. I didn’t put up a fight. I wanted to go home and I didn’t want to give them an excuse not to send me home. 
 
    A bell rang and then they pulled me to my feet. They brought me out onto a brightly lit stage. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust as they pushed me into a line-up with five other people: three women and two men. We were all standing in just our underwear. “No speaking,” one of my handlers said sharply—it was the first English I’d heard since the driver that morning. 
 
    I looked over. The others in the line were white, so I assumed they spoke English, but I wasn’t about to break the rules to find out. We were all looking at each other with the same confusion on our faces. One of the men spoke: “Any idea what’s happening?” 
 
    “No speaking!” one of the set workers yelled. He looked serious. I wasn’t planning on opening my mouth unless one of the show hosts told me to.  
 
    More lights were turned on. A series of cameras on rolling tripods were pushed onto the stage. Two sound guys lowered large boom microphones over our heads. And then the set became quiet. The lights dimmed for a moment and then someone started speaking in Japanese through a PA system that was all around us.  
 
    There was clapping and cheering, but I don’t know from where. A Japanese man in a suit walked out. He threw his arms in the air. The clapping and cheering became more intense. I think it was coming from a soundboard. The man was almost certainly the host of the show. He stopped in the middle of the stage, ignoring us completely, and he started talking into the cameras. A little Japanese woman skipped out onto the stage to stand next to him—maybe a co-host. She occasionally spoke, but the man did most of the talking. She was wearing a tight black dress and tall heels.  
 
    I looked around. The men and women next to me were also looking around. There was concern on their faces. Should I have been concerned? I wondered if any of them spoke Japanese—at least enough to understand what the host was saying.  
 
    The host motioned towards us, and there was another flurry of cheering and clapping.  
 
    And then, three Japanese men walked out. They waved to the cameras and then they waved at the walls that were apparently supposed to be crowds. One of the men made a peace sign with his fingers. Another gave a thumbs-up. They looked happy, but nervous. The host began talking again, and then a number started flashing on the wall behind us. It said ’10,000,000 ¥’, which was about $100,000 USD. I assumed that was the prize, or possible prize. The contestants seemed excited by the number. They could have the money. I just wanted my freedom. 
 
    The girl host took the three men to the end of our scantily clad line-up. She said some things in Japanese and then one of the men stepped forward and squeezed the girl at the end of the line’s breasts. He had a big smile on his face. The woman, on the other hand, looked mortified. Her face became pale, but she didn’t move. She was probably playing along for her freedom as well. Another man stepped forward to squeeze her breasts. The third man reached down and felt her pussy. He nodded and gave a thumbs-up.  
 
    Then they went down the line, to the next woman. They did the same thing. One of the men stepped up behind her and grabbed two handfuls of her butt. He squeezed, making her hop. The woman stood with a pale face and wide eyes. I was getting a bad feeling about this.  
 
    I was next. The three men stopped in front of me and looked at me. They started talking and then they started laughing. One of the men put his hands on my arms, which made me go completely tense. The co-host pointed at my cock. The men all shook their hands, as if they weren’t interested. Then, she reached down and grabbed my cock through my boxers. She gave it a firm squeeze and then said, “Ooh.” She started to laugh, and then they continued down the line. The men were straight. They liked touching the women, and they had no interest in touching the men. I still had no idea what the hell was going on.  
 
    The host made another little speech and then the lights went down. The crew took to the set and rushed us all away. A woman took me by the hand and led me to my own room. “Take off your underwear. We’re going to shave you,” she said. I hesitated, my heart pounding. I didn’t want anyone shaving me. But the thought of that grungy prison entered into my mind. If I didn’t go through with this, I would almost be forty years old when they finally released me. The prime of my life would be over with.  
 
    So I took off my underwear. A couple women came in and sat me down. They started shaving my crotch and ass. They looked unfazed, as if it was just another day in the office for them—and it probably was.  
 
    I could hear the host talking in the studio. They were still filming a segment of the show. “What’s going on? What is this show?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s a game show,” she said. 
 
    “What kind of game show?” I asked, but I got no response.  
 
    They stood me up and said, “You’re on next.” I waited for fifteen minutes, completely naked, for my turn to take the stage by myself. And I had no idea what I was supposed to expect.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Again, it all happened so fast. The lights came up, the host started speaking rapid-fire Japanese, and I was whisked out onto the stage. I reached down to cover up my cock. The recorded audience laughed and then they clapped and then some more flights flashed and giant Japanese letters appeared on a screen behind me.  
 
    A crew of them surrounded me. They spun me around and sat me in a chair. I only understood, “Close your eyes,” whispered to me by one of the crewmembers. So I closed my eyes. And I felt them working away—there must have been ten people buzzing around me like I was a racecar and they were my pit crew. They slid some soft undies up my legs as two of them drew on my face with what I assumed was makeup of some sort. I had a feeling I was undergoing some sort of transformation, but I had no idea what kind of transformation I was undergoing. 
 
    “Keep your eyes closed,” one of them whispered in my ear, even though I hadn’t even tried opening my eyes. They stood me up, pulled some soft piece of clothing over my head, spun me around, and fitted some sort of wig on my head. They sat me back down, shoved shoes on my feet and powdered my face with more makeup. It was becoming harder to keep my eyes closed. I wanted to see what the hell was going on—but I wanted to go home more than anything. So I kept my eyes shut tight.  
 
    The whole thing lasted maybe two minutes. It was the quickest transformation in the history of transformations. I heard the host as he continued his speech. “Open your eyes,” someone whispered to me, and as I opened my eyes I saw my pit crew scurrying off the stage like a pack of mice being found by a housecat.  
 
    And I looked down at my body. I was wearing a short pink frilly dress. I had long blonde hair that extended down to my sternum. I had white fishnet gloves on, pink high heels, and a bra stuffed with fake tits. They made me into a woman.  
 
    A small Japanese man ran onto the stage with a mirror. He turned it towards me so I could see myself. And my God, I actually looked like a woman. There was dark eyeliner around my eyes, a hint of blue eye shadow, pink lipstick, a bit of blush, and my skin was perfectly smooth. I stared at myself in awe for a second before the sound of the audience laughing filled the small studio space.  
 
    A woman, off-camera, was holding up a sign that said. “Smile for the cameras.” So I turned and looked into the dark lens of the camera and I smiled. Someone behind the camera waved, which I assumed was a cue for me to wave, so I did that, too. I hammed it up for the camera, getting into the part. I wanted to give the show no reason to send me back to prison. I grabbed the skirt of my dress and did a little curtsy. The fake audience clapped.  
 
    The host continued talking. The audience clapped some more. One of the show contestants walked out on the stage.  
 
    He was a tall man with an athletic build and a bit of facial hair. He looked at me with a big grin and then he scratched his cheek. The host walked up to him and threw his arm over his shoulder. He pointed at me and then he asked the man something in Japanese. The Japanese man answered after a moment of hesitation. Then the Japanese man stepped back and said something else. I looked at the man, who was now taking a step towards me. His cheeks were pink. A woman behind him, off-camera, was holding up a sign that read, ‘Kiss him’. My heart stuttered. 
 
    They wanted me to kiss the guy? I don’t know why they wanted me to kiss him, and I wasn’t exactly into kissing men, but I wanted my freedom. So I closed my eyes and I puckered up. I felt his lips press against mine. He wasn’t a terrible kisser. As our lips were pressed together, I could only think: I really hope no one back home ever sees this. I had no idea what the hell kind of game show I was on, where men are dressed up like women and forced to kiss other men. It was strange, but there must have been an audience for it.  
 
    He stepped back, his face completely red. He looked to the host. The host asked him something, which I assumed was, ‘How was the kiss?’ The man nodded his head with a big smile, and then the host turned to the screen and shouted something. A Japanese word appeared on the screen in blue letters. The man slapped his hand against his mouth and gasped loudly. ‘-10,000’ appeared on the screen. Apparently he’d lost points.  
 
    The crew came back onto the stage and they whisked me away again. Once in the back room, I asked, “Is that it? Am I done?”  
 
    The woman stared at me with wide eyes. “Not quite,” she said, but the way she said it concerned me, as if she meant to say, ‘They haven’t even gotten started yet.’  
 
    “Can I get out of this dress?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. You will stay in that dress until we change you.” She left the room, leaving me alone. I could hear the echo of the host’s voice as he played the same game with another contestant. I wasn’t sure what had just happened, but I had a good guess: we’d just played some sort of ‘guess the gender’ game. Presumably, based on his reaction, the man who kissed me guessed wrong.  
 
    So why did they want to keep me in the dress? Were they going to play more ‘guess the gender games’? Were more men going to kiss me? And did I really look like a girl—enough that one of the contestants legitimately believed me to be a girl?  
 
    There was a small bathroom attached to my room. I went inside and looked into the mirror. I really did look like a woman. The wig was a bit over the top, but I’d seen Japanese girls on the streets with similar hairdos, so it wasn’t totally unbelievable.  
 
    My eyes were my most striking feature—because even surrounded by makeup, they were still my eyes. I’d never really realized how big they were before.  
 
    A woman came into my room. “You’re back on in five minutes. Do you need water?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. She pulled a water out from her backpack and tossed it to me.  
 
    “Remember—no talking out there. Or you’ll be disqualified.” She left the room. I took a long sip from that water, and then I looked back at myself in that bathroom mirror. I had to fight away my smile.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    As I stared at myself in that mirror, I wondered: why me? Why this show? What did they know that they weren’t telling me—or was it just a big coincidence?  
 
    There was no way they could have known, right? No, no, of course not—it must have just been a big coincidence. If they knew, that meant they somehow accessed my computer history, which was impossible because I always used my browser’s private browsing feature. Unless the Japanese government had a way to bypass all of that… 
 
    The reason I went to Japan was to get away from my life. Things hadn’t been going so well back in America. I’d started getting into some things that I had no business getting into.  
 
    It didn’t start out so bad. A year before I left for Japan, I was single. I’d been single my whole life. I’d never found a girl I liked enough to date. I lived with my parents, didn’t have a job, and I didn’t go to school. I was what they called a ‘NEET’—‘No Employment, Education, or Travel.’ I embarrassed my parents. They were both career politicians, conservatives, and having a slacker adult son living in your basement doesn’t look great when you’re a politician.  
 
    My dad got a big opportunity to run for governor. He held a big family meeting, which was more like an intervention than anything, and he told me that I needed to shape up. There was no ultimatum. He arranged a job for me at a big insurance firm. He went out and found me a small apartment, which he paid for, and he even found me a girlfriend. “Appearances are everything, Sam,” he would tell me every day.  
 
    The girl was cute, but not my type. She was a little redhead named Sandy, and she was in a similar position as me: her father was running for office and wanted her to shape up to improve the family appearance. The whole thing felt painfully arranged, especially on our second date, when Sandy said, “My dad said I have to move in with you.” It turned out, my dad and her dad split the cost of the apartment. She moved in later that week.  
 
    Sandy and I didn’t talk a lot. We fucked a lot, though. She was usually horny and I wasn’t going to say no. But she was messy. She would leave dishes everywhere and she never made the bed, and she never rinsed out the tub after shaving her legs. Sometimes she wouldn’t even go clean herself up after we fucked; she would just roll over and go to sleep with a creampie oozing out of her pussy. I actually thought that was kind of hot, though. She was on birth control.  
 
    But she was a girly girl. She liked to wear lingerie around the house, and she would always wear tiny dresses and skirts out of the house. She always wore heels, even when she was just going to the grocery store to pick up some lettuce. I’d never lived with a girl before—I had no sisters, and my mom was hardly a ‘girl’; she wore pantsuits and she kept her hair cut shot and she never did her makeup.  
 
    Sandy would leave her clothes all over the house, wherever they landed when I pulled them off of her so I could fuck her. And one afternoon, while she was away at work, I decided to try her clothes on. 
 
    It was a piece of pink lingerie that was left on the hallway floor. I don’t know why I decided to try it on—I was bored and it was there. It was something to do, something that I’d never had the opportunity to do before. It was a simple curiosity, but I ended up liking it. I liked the way it felt and I liked the way it made my body look.  
 
    And every day after that, when Sandy went off to work, I would find a piece of her clothing to try on. It became a bit of a fetish, fuelled by the excitement of knowing I was doing something naughty.  
 
    While looking for something cute to wear one evening while she was out with friends, I ended up finding a big pink dildo with a suction cup backing. My heart started pounding as I held it up. It was thick and covered in fake veins. In the same drawer was a bottle of sex lubricant. I ended up putting on one of her sluttiest dresses, and I took the dildo to the bathroom and stuck it to the bathtub. It took a few minutes to get into my butthole—I’d never been penetrated before—but once it was inside, it felt strangely nice. I must have spent an hour in that bathroom, fucking myself with that suction cup dildo. I made myself come without even touching my cock.  
 
    And I was so exhausted after an hour of ramming my asshole that I forgot to put the thing away. I left it by the sink after cleaning it, next to the dress I borrowed, but I didn’t put it back in its drawer. I felt so stupid when I woke up the next morning and Sandy was standing over me, holding the thing and looking down at me with a big grin. “So you had some fun last night?” she asked. 
 
    I tried to bullshit my way out of it, but she wasn’t buying it. She could see right through my lies. She started laughing. As a punishment, she made me put on the dress. She went to her secret little drawer and pulled out a strap-on dildo. She fastened it around her waist and said, “Bad girls get punished.” She made me bend over the bed, and then she fucked me in the ass. I tried to pretend like I hated it, but I secretly loved it. I didn’t want it to end. She made me come all over the bed sheets. And I was so lost in euphoria while she was ramming me that I didn’t even notice her taking pictures of me.  
 
    After that, I started having a hard time getting off any other way. I couldn’t just masturbate anymore—I needed that dildo, and I needed to be wearing something soft and slutty. I knew it wasn’t right, but I never missed an opportunity. If I had the house to myself, I was in her closet looking for something slutty to wear. I even found myself online, looking to order a special bra with fake tits built in—especially for cross-dressers. I hated that word: cross-dresser. I hated that I’d become one. 
 
    I hated myself so much that I decided to quit—cold turkey. I made a point of putting away all of her clothes that she left lying around, and I fought the temptation to get dressed up whenever she was out of the house. In fact, when she left, I would usually leave as well—sometimes just to wander around the streets, just so I could be away from those triggers and temptations. I went two months without getting dressed up. 
 
    I made a big mistake one night. I found myself at a bar. A cute brunette was hitting on me all night. “Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked. 
 
    “Not really. It’s complicated.” After living with Sandy for six months, I still wasn’t sure what our relationship was. I had a good feeling that she was seeing other men, and when we weren’t having sex or sleeping, we weren’t together. So I took the little brunette home and I fucked her on our bed. She spent the night. I figured Sandy wouldn’t care when she came home. 
 
    But I was wrong. Sandy was furious. She screamed like a banshee and she though all of my clothes out the window. She told me to get out and never to come back. So I left. I was actually relieved more than anything—until I got a call from my dad. 
 
    “Is it true?” he asked. 
 
    “That Sandy and I split up? Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “No, not that. Is it true that Sandy has photos that could end my political career?” My heart stopped beating for a moment. The pictures—she was threatening to release the pictures. I felt sick. I wanted to find Sandy and strangle her to death. I wanted to run into the mountains and never come back. If those photos got out, my dad’s career would be ruined and my life would be ruined. Why did I let her take those damned photos? 
 
    Sandy wanted money, and a lot of it. My dad actually paid up. He had no idea what the photos were, thank God. $150,000—about half of his life savings. I found myself living at home again, now with very angry parents. It was torture, waking up every morning and getting the silent treatment from the people who raised me. I needed to get away. I needed to give them time to forget about the whole thing. So I used the little money I had to book a flight to Tokyo. It was the only destination I could afford where no one knew who I was.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    “Thirty seconds,” one of the Japanese crewmembers shouted. Two of them came in and hustled me back towards the studio stage. The others were already standing out in a line; all of them dressed and dolled up in different coloured dresses and heels. Even the women were put into wigs, though I couldn’t tell which ones were women and which were men. The makeup styles were consistent and high quality. The production crew knew what they were doing—apparently they knew how to turn men into women. 
 
    We all looked at one another. I tried to remember what they looked like before, but none of them looked like what I remembered, which made me question my own memory. There was one girl that I was almost certain was a woman. She had tiny feet and her legs were unquestionably feminine—but even still, I couldn’t be sure.  
 
    The host started talking, lights started flashing, the fake audience started cheering, and the contestants were brought out. They stopped them across the stage from us. They looked at us. One of the contestants nudged another one while pointing at me with a big smile. He said something, but I couldn’t understand it.  
 
    The host announced the game in his native tongue. And the woman standing next to me opened her mouth to speak: “Don’t get hard?” she said. And her voice was unmistakably female. 
 
    The set became quiet. Everyone looked at the woman. The host looked at the crew and said something. Within seconds, the woman who spoke was taken by two men and pulled away. She screamed, “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to speak. Really! I’m sorry!” as she was pulled away.  
 
    The silence lingered for another ten seconds before the host laughed and continued. Now there were just five of us: three men and two women.  
 
    The contestants stepped forward. The host made a command, and then the men started to undo their belts. They dropped their pants, exposing their cocks. One of the men—the one I’d kissed earlier—had a big cock. Behind the men, off-camera was a woman holding up a sign that read, “On your knees”. So we all dropped to our knees. My stomach turned and my heart pounded. I knew what was about to happen. I wanted to protest. I even considered another nine years in prison in my mind. But I had to go through with it—I’d already come this far. 
 
    The host spoke and then a sort of Jeopardy music started playing as the bottomless men walked up to us and inspected us. There were four of us and three of them. One of us wouldn’t have to suck a cock.  
 
    I had a feeling I knew what the game was, and if I was right, it was messed up: the goal was to pick a woman to suck you off. If you picked a man, you lost points. It was the more intense version of the kissing game. 
 
    The big guy I’d kissed earlier looked at me. He smiled and shook his head. He already knew I was a man. He went straight to the next person in line and stopped at her. I didn’t get paired up. I was so happy I wanted to scream. The men stepped forward and the host shouted a command. The woman behind the contestants held up a sign that read, ‘Suck’. There was some hesitation, but my fellow prisoners must have wanted their freedom just as badly as me. They closed their eyes and opened their mouths, allowing the men to stick in their cocks. And I was left in-between them, immensely relieved.  
 
    I looked back. On the screen was a timer that was counting down. Apparently the game was called ‘Don’t get hard,’ according to the escorted prisoner. So I suppose they had that long to stay flaccid—I still didn’t fully understand it. 
 
    The female co-host stepped up to one of the men. She held a microphone to his lips and asked him a question. The man answered. The fake audience cheered and laughed. Then she moved onto the next contestant. She asked him a question, and the audience laughed at his answer. And finally, she went to the final contestant.  
 
    The timer ran out and the host shouted a command. All of the men stepped to their left. Now there was a bottomless man standing in front of me. His cock was semi-erect and dripping with saliva. The other men were still flaccid. The co-host walked up to the man and she lifted up his semi-erect penis. She asked the host a question. There was a delay, and then he shouted something. Green lights started flashing. I’m guessing he passed.  
 
    The men all stepped forward. The host shouted a command and the off-camera woman held that sign up again: ‘Suck’. I looked at the cock. It wouldn’t be so bad, right? It wasn’t like anyone was ever going to see this. Sucking a cock was better than nine years in prison—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. So I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and I opened my mouth. 
 
    A few seconds of dreadful silence passed, and then I felt it: his warm, wet cock sliding onto my tongue. I cringed while trying not to scream in protest. I just had to do it—I wanted to go home. I closed my lips around his girth and I started to bob my head, sucking. I kept my eyes closed. I tried to imagine I was sucking Sandy’s dildo; I’d sucked it a few times before for fun. But this was different. I could feel his foreskin sliding on his rod. I could feel his veins throbbing. I could feel his cock getting harder. He was moaning. He said, “No, no, no, no,” over and over while laughing. The co-host asked him a question and he answered it. The fake audience laughed.  
 
    And then the timer ran out. I opened my mouth and he slid his throbbing erection out. He was fully erect. I looked over. One of the other men was also fully erect. First, they went to the other man. They asked him a question, and then they told his date to stand up. She stood up. The co-host pulled up her dress, revealing her cock. She was a he—like me. Red lights flashed and the man lost a bunch of points. He covered his face and shook his head.  
 
    Then, the co-host went to me. They told me to stand up and then they lifted up my dress. I felt the co-host pulling my panties aside. I closed my eyes as my genitals were shown to however many people watched that strange game show. Red lights flashed and the man’s reaction was the same as the one before him. The man without an erection was declared the winner of that game. Green lights flashed as the cameras zoomed in on him. He was cheering and pumping his fist.  
 
    So I guess the goal of the game was to only let a woman give you an erection—but you don’t know who is a woman and who is a man. I suppose it would be somewhat entertaining to watch—but as a participant, it was nauseating.  
 
    We were all whisked back into our rooms. “Time to change. Be quick,” one of the crewmembers said to me. There was a little outfit laid out for me on a chair. I lifted the little outfit up: it was a piece of pink lingerie, startling similar to Sandy’s lingerie. My heart sunk into the pit of my gut.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    My heart pounded as I lifted the tiny outfit up. It was almost identical to Sandy’s pink teddy. Except this one had a little special feature: a hole cut out at the asshole. It was made for anal sex.  
 
    Feelings I’d spent months pushing away started rushing back to me. Back when I would get dressed up in Sandy’s clothes, I had a little fantasy that stayed in my head where it belonged. While I was dolled up, I would imagine a man coming into the apartment—a complete stranger, maybe a pizza delivery guy or a mailman—and I would seduce him and let him fuck me in the ass. I even imagined cutting a hole in the butt, just like with the lingerie I was holding up now—that way my cock wouldn’t slip out and be seen.  
 
    And I couldn’t help but wonder if these Japanese producers got into my head somehow and took that fantasy from me, or if this really was just a big coincidence.  
 
    It was just a fantasy, though; it wasn’t something I actually wanted to live out. The idea of being fucked in the ass by a complete stranger was quite terrifying—especially since I would be doing it on television, in front of God knows how many viewers.  
 
    Once I was in the tight little number, a few crewmembers came into the room. They wanted to change up my makeup and restyle my hair. I was plopped down into a chair as they all worked away. I was actually kind of excited to see the new look once they were finished. Back when I would dress up in Sandy’s clothes, I would stop at clothes. Near the end of my stay with Sandy, I was tempted to try out her makeup, but I was afraid she would notice the missing makeup. I always wanted to shave my legs and my crotch to complete the look, but I knew she would notice. But now, I was getting the full transformation, and I looked even better than I thought I would.  
 
    And once again, I caught myself smiling in the mirror. But that smile wasn’t welcomed. I’d spent months condemning that smile. That smile was what got me into this whole mess to begin with. Had I never put on Sandy’s lingerie, I would have never ended up in Japan, and I would have never ended up in prison, and I would have never ended up as a somewhat-willing participant on some adult game show.  
 
    I looked good in the lingerie—there was no doubt about it. I wished it wasn’t true. If I didn’t look so good, it probably would have been a one-off thing. I would have put the lingerie on, had a good laugh, and then I would have moved on with my day. That’s what should have happened regardless. But for once, I felt sexy—and I was suddenly addicted. 
 
    And now that I was wearing that lingerie again, I realized that all of my efforts to push the temptations away were for nothing. That feeling was just as strong as ever. Now, I was more convinced than ever that I looked like a babe in women’s clothing. Shit.  
 
    The crew came into my room. “Come now. You’re on in thirty seconds,” they said. I was so exposed—my torso clad in semi-transparent pink lace. They left me in my pink heels and my white fishnet gloves, which I actually quite liked.  
 
    On the stage was a wall with a row of waist-high holes cut into it. On the backside of that wall were little benches, and I knew right away what those benches were for: bending over. They even had little foam pads for our elbows.  
 
    I saw the other prisoners, all dolled up and pretty, as they looked at the set up. They looked terrified, and I tried my best to look terrified myself. But in reality, I was excited. I hated how excited I was, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t fight back the excitement. Maybe I was mentally deranged. Maybe I had lost my mind while living with Sandy—and maybe this was all some side effect of my insanity. I was about to be fucked by a stranger in a strange country, and I was actually excited.  
 
    They told us to walk the stage, one at a time, and pose for the cameras before taking our spots behind the holed wall. I was up last. I walked to the middle of the stage and I blew a kiss at the camera. I figured I would play it up as much as possible—make them satisfied with my performance so there was no question as to whether I should be set free or not. I even did my best model walk, placing one foot in front of the other while shifting my hips from side to side—I had a bit of practice while living with Sandy. The fake audience loved me—they cheered and whistled. I couldn’t help but wonder if there was an actual audience on the other side of that studio wall, watching the camera feed. Or maybe it was just a really good soundboard.  
 
    Regardless, many, many people were about to watch me getting stuffed by Japanese strangers.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    We were told to press our butts against the wall. The female co-host helped us get everything lined up. There was a long silence before a set of flashing coloured lights and more talking from the host. Even looking over my shoulder, I couldn’t see anything.  
 
    The girl next to me—or maybe it was a man; it was hard to tell—was as nervous as hell. She had her eyes shut tight and she was trying to control her breathing. She knew what was coming, too. I wanted to tell her that it would be okay, that it only hurts for a second during penetration, but I wasn’t about to risk losing my chance of going back home to America.  
 
    But there was no rule against touching, so I reached out my hand and I grabbed her hand. She looked at me with wide, scared eyes, and I smiled. I can’t say for sure, but to me she looked somewhat relieved. She forced a smile back and then went back to her controlled breathing exercises.  
 
    The host shouted out a sentence, and there was one word in the sentence that sounded familiar. I’d heard the word before and I was pretty sure I knew what it meant: live, as in, live on air. I’d heard the word numerous times on Japanese television, while watching the news. Many of the popular bars and cafes kept English subtitles on their televisions. It sounded something like ‘Raibu’. And if I was right, then that meant there really was a live audience watching my exposed asshole as it waited to be filled; maybe they weren’t there in the studio with us, but they were watching—maybe from their computers and maybe from their television sets.  
 
    And that shouldn’t have gotten me nearly as excited as it did. I caught myself smiling. I really think I did lose my mind while living with Sandy. I think something snapped in my brain; I hadn’t been quite right ever since. The pictures she took with her phone, of me getting pegged while wearing her clothes—I had a chance to delete them. She left her phone at home one afternoon and I knew her password. I opened up those photos and had my chance to press delete. It was an Apple phone, which meant the photos couldn’t be retrieved once they were deleted. But I didn’t delete them. I liked them too much to delete them. I looked so good—like a real woman, from behind.  
 
    I sent the photos to myself. I even uploaded the ones that didn’t show my face onto a website, so that other people could get off to them. I got tons of views and tons of comments. “I wish I could eat out that pretty asshole,” one man said. The comment got my heart racing. And maybe that was the proof I needed to know that I was officially deranged, but to me it was just harmless fun. Had I known those photos would be the catalyst that put me in prison for six months—and maybe ten years—of course I would have deleted them.  
 
    But now I was filled with that same excitement I felt as I read the comments online. Sandy fucking me in the ass was the catalyst that got me put into prison, and now getting fucked in the ass was about to get me out of prison. Funny how that works, isn’t it?  
 
    I heard the men stepping up behind us. I heard the host asking them questions—probably asking them which asses they thought belonged to women and which they thought belonged to men. I remembered that there were only three men, and there were four of us. There was a chance that one of us might not get pumped—and I was praying that I wouldn’t be the one to miss out. 
 
    The stage became silent for a moment. I could almost hear my heart pounding. I took a deep breath, and then the host commended the contestants to step forward, and then complied. Then, there was another moment of silence before I felt it: a warm, dull pressuring pushing against my asshole. The cock was wet, probably with some sex lubricant. My body tensed up and I bit down on my tongue. This is what I wanted, but it was still terrifying. I had to take a deep breath and will my muscles to relax so my man could slide in further.  
 
    He wasn’t interested in foreplay, or taking it slow. In fact, he was so eager to get in deep so he could start thrusting that I thought the object of the game might be to come before any of the other contestants. I did my best to let him all the way inside of me—and he was big, not like your Japanese stereotype. I had a feeling I knew who was pumping my ass: the big guy I kissed at the start of the game. He was so thick; I could feel his throbbing veins pressing against my anal walls. And damn, did it feel good.  
 
    I held my neighbour’s hand tightly. She let out a sharp gasp as her man penetrated her. Her fingers clenched my hand hard. And her man was possibly more ruthless than mine. Almost instantly, her body started rocking as her man pounded her from behind. I could hear his pelvis slapping against her tush. I looked over. Her eyes were still closed and she was biting down on my lip. Her cheeks were red. She looked embarrassed, but she looked like she was loving it. And I was jealous—I wanted my man to pound me like that. I wanted to be stuffed mercilessly like— 
 
    My man grunted and came down hard. It was like he saw his neighbour massacring his date and he suddenly wanted to do the same. He started stuffing me at a mile-a-minute, getting his while dick deep in my ass, making me rock and shake and tremble all over. I had to hold my shoulder rest firmly so I wouldn’t go flying forward. I pushed my butt back as firmly as I could. If my man started pounding any harder, the whole wall would come down.  
 
    I suddenly had the urge to moan, but I held back. I noticed one of the girls next to me was using a hard to cover her mouth. If I moaned, would I be disqualified? Was moaning considered speaking? I had to let go of my neighbour’s hand so I could also cover my mouth. I even bit down on my fingers. But the urges didn’t go away—they only became stronger.  
 
    My cock was getting hard, trying to grow out from my tiny piece of lingerie. I knew what was happening—my man had found my sweet spot and he was about to make me come. I tried mimicking my neighbour’s breathing exercises, but that didn’t help. My urge to moan was now an urge to scream. If I screamed, I would surely be disqualified.  
 
    I pressed my hand to my lips as hard as I could. But once I felt my cock bloating up, I knew it was hopeless. I started to moan aloud. I looked down and watched as a wet spot grew on my lingerie around my cock. I was coming, and I couldn’t stop coming. I let my head hang down and I pushing my butt back hard, to make sure I was getting all of my man inside of me. I closed my eyes in a final attempt to gather control of myself, but it was a failed attempt. 
 
    And then I heard him groaning, and then I felt him coming: hot blasts deep inside of my body. It felt amazing—almost better than my own orgasm. 
 
    When I opened my eyes, there was a camera right in front of me, pointing right at my face. They were filming my extended orgasm. The camera tilted down and zoomed right in on my crotch. Cum was leaking out the sides of my lingerie. And all I could do was hope that I wouldn’t be disqualified for moaning like a kid at fat camp on cake day.  
 
    I felt the man’s long, thick cock slide out of me, and then I felt his load rushing to my anus. The cameraman in front of me jumped up and ran around to catch the aftermath on camera.  
 
    I’d just been fucked in the ass on live television. And now, cum was oozing out of my asshole on live television. But I felt strangely careless. It was fun. It never hurt. And now I was possibly getting my freedom. No one was coming up to me and dragging me off the stage, like the other prisoner.  
 
    But one of the crewmembers was helping me to my feet. She asked me if I was okay, and then she led me to the other side of the wall. Two men were still fucking their chosen holes and the third man, my man, was standing with his semi-erect penis still exposed, awaiting his fate. As soon as he saw me, he knew—it was the man I’d kissed. He grabbed his head with both of his hands and he yelled—though he had a smile on his face, as if he wasn’t too broken up about it. Red lights flashed and he lost a bunch of money on the board. But then some green lights flashed and he won some money, too. I guess there was more than one challenge—perhaps he won some consolation prize for being the first to come.  
 
    It wasn’t long before the others came and discovered their fates, and then we were all swept off of the stage, back to our rooms. It took me a moment to realize my clothes were sitting in a pile in my room: my real clothes—the clothes I hadn’t seen in six months. And on top of the pile was my passport. My bag was in the corner by the door. One of the crewmembers came in. She bowed in the doorway and said, “Thank you for participating. A taxi will take you to the airport now.”  
 
    It was really happening—I was really being set free. I nearly squealed in excitement. I wouldn’t have to spend the next ten years in a foreign prison. I would get to sleep in my own bed and eat whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted. Hell, I could do whatever I wanted whenever I wanted.  
 
    And in a weird way, I felt freer than ever before—even before I was arrested and thrown in prison. I felt like I had nothing to hide anymore. If I wanted to leave the house in a little dress and heels, what was stopping me? Before, it would have been the fear of being recognized—but there was already a video of me getting stuffed on an apparently popular game show. I felt like I had nothing to lose and everything to gain.  
 
    “Just leave the outfit and wig on the chair before you leave,” the crewmember said to me.  
 
    I smiled and watched her leave. The lingerie and wig didn’t go on that chair—they went straight into my bag. I was keeping them as my own consolation prize. I planned on wearing them a lot because I’d never felt more comfortable in anything in my life. Besides, a parting gift was the least they could give me.  
 
    Though they’d given me something far more valuable than a wig and lingerie: they’d made me realize that you can’t run from your problems. If you want to be happy, you need to embrace your problems. Instead of running away to Japan, I should have just told my parents everything. I should have told the media everything before my dad paid Sandy the money. Because it wasn’t that big of a deal—so the candidate’s son looks really good as a woman… Who cares? So he likes taking it from behind… Big deal. When you make something into a big deal, by paying blackmailers and creating lies—that’s when you create problems.  
 
    I asked my cab driver to stop at a little clothing store on the way to the airport. I got out of the cab and ran in to buy myself a little dress and a cute pair of white heels. I changed at the airport and wore the outfit on the plane. Sure, I got a few weird looks from the people who checked my passport before boarding—but looks are just looks; they can’t hurt you. Once those people got their looks in, they stopped caring and carried on with their jobs.  
 
    “We will be landing in New York City in thirty minutes,” they announced on the plane. I perked up and a big smile swept across my face. In thirty minutes I would be back home. In thirty minutes, my new life would officially begin. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    WHY NOT? 
 
    Jerry wakes up one morning tired of his mundane life. So he decides to try something different: instead of saying ‘no’ to every opportunity that presents itself, he will say, ‘why not?’ He ends up quitting his job and travelling the world and he couldn’t be happier. 
 
    But his ‘go wherever the wind blows’ mentality gets complicated when he runs out of money, and he finds himself with a unique opportunity involving two rich men and a pile of women’s clothing. Will he say no, or will he say why not? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Money can make people do crazy things—there’s not question about it. But there’s something that’s even more powerful than money, at least in my experience; one simple question: why not?  
 
    That little question didn’t hold much power until I was in my mid-twenties. I’d been working as an accountant for two years—did great in school, had plenty of low-key friends, everything was fine. But it was too fine. I’d only ever travelled to Mexican and Hawaiian all-inclusive resorts. I never partied in college. I was terrified of taking risks. I had a vision of what my life was supposed to be, and I had no interest in veering off that course.  
 
    And I was twenty-two when I achieved my goal life. I had the job I always saw myself working, the stable friends I always saw myself socializing with, and a nice, safe girl that I was dating. She also worked in accounting and her only hobby was knitting. And it wasn’t until I achieved my goal life that I realized it wasn’t anything that I wanted. It was boring. I was twenty-two years old and I had nothing to look forward to. My life was at its climax, and that climax was in an office in a skyscraper, crunching numbers together for giant corporations. A computer could have done my job for me.  
 
    I would go out for dates with my girlfriend and suddenly I was hyper-aware of how monotonous she was. Her smile was always fake. Her orgasms were faker. She was always sending me real estate listings for houses deep in the suburbs. She wanted to have kids and she wanted to name them John, Sue, and Michael.  
 
    My friends always hung out on Thursday and Tuesday evenings. We always met at the same bar. No one ever had more than two drinks. Sometimes we would play the Big Game Hunter game, other times we would just talk about work. We often talked about the time the waitress accidentally gave Jim a double rum and coke instead of a single. He got a bit buzzed and stumbled over his chair. He didn’t fall to the ground. That was by far our most exciting story. Jim always got red in the face when someone brought it up.  
 
    And I would go online when I got home and I would look at my friends from high school. They were out travelling the world, taking pictures in amazing jungles, standing on top of ancient ruins. One of my old friends was doing volunteer work in Africa, and would always post the most incredible photographs. Another old friend of mine, Carol McInnis, had moved to Hollywood after high school to pursue an acting career. She had small parts in a few big movies, and had recently landed a decent role on a television series. Whenever people wanted to hear an interesting fact about me, I would tell them that I went to high school with Carol McInnis. Usually I would have to search her on my phone to show them who she was.  
 
    And that was my life; I was essentially a side character in everyone else’s story. But I woke up one morning and decided that things would change. I decided I would start taking the crazy opportunities that were thrown my way. I always regretted saying no to Pete Reid when he asked me if I wanted to go backpacking around Europe with him. I always regretted saying no to hiking Mount Lady McDonald with Eugene Philips. Trevor Kent once asked me if I wanted to go on a three-day canoe trip down the Columbia River. He had it all planned out, right down to where we would camp. I said no—the thought of wild animals and no cell service gave me heart palpitations. But I wasn’t going to be a no man anymore.  
 
    I always dreamed of being a guitar player, but I’d never bought a guitar. I’d never even held a guitar. The thought of not knowing what to do in front of someone gave me cold sweats—even in front of a store employee. So that’s the first thing I did: I went to the local guitar store and said, “I would like to buy a guitar.”  
 
    “And what kind of guitar would you like?” the employee asked me. The cold sweats were already starting. I don’t know why I thought it would be so humiliating to tell the man that I had no idea. I froze up. There was a lump in my throat.  
 
    And then I managed to say it: “I have no clue. Can you tell me the differences?” I was surprised when the man was helpful. He ended up selling me a guitar and an amp and some cables. It was two thousand dollars altogether—and that price tag would have sent me running, seeing as it wasn’t in my weekly, monthly, or even yearly entertainment budget—but I bought it anyway. To hell with the budget.  
 
    I played that guitar every day. After three months, I went online and found a page of musicians wanted ads. The thought of playing in front of people made my stomach turn. I wasn’t very good, but there were ads that claimed to be fine with beginners. I nearly clicked off of the page, when I remembered my new slogan: Why not? What do I have to lose? I called one of the ads and met up with a young band later that night. They were teenagers, and they played in a warehouse in the industrial district. When they led me inside, I asked, “Do your parents own this place or something?” 
 
    “No, we just break in,” one of the kids said. “Whenever the police come, they usually just tell us to get lost.” 
 
    “Usually?” I said. It was my biggest nightmare—but it turned out to be one of the most liberating nights of my life. We played for three hours until we heard sirens, and then we loaded up our gear and peeled away. My heart was racing. I’d just experienced life for the first time.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    After a year, I quit my job. My band wanted to attempt going full time. We got a band manager—one of the member’s friends, who had no working experience whatsoever—and he scheduled a West Coast tour for us. We spent two months driving from town to town. I still wasn’t a great player, but I knew our material well. We made a bit of cash. I rented out my apartment and moved in with two of my band members.  
 
    It was a year later when I met up with my old accountant buddies. I got a message from one of them; he told me they were worried about me. I met with them at the same bar, at the same table we always sat at. I hadn’t seen them in so long. They all looked at me like I was insane. When I told them about how I met my band, their faces became pale. Their minds couldn’t comprehend what I was doing with my life.  
 
    But I couldn’t comprehend what they were doing with their lives. It had been a year since I’d last seen them, and nothing had changed. They were literally sitting at the same table on the same night, drinking the same brand of beer, telling the same story about the time Jim got the double instead of the single. It was clearer to me than ever before: my new life motto saved my life.  
 
    Our band was starting to stagnate. Turnout for our shows hadn’t gotten any better, and our manager started managing other bands on the side. Our drummer and song writing started losing interest. Our bass player came up to me one afternoon and said, “Do you want to come to Europe with me? I’m going to just travel around and busk for money.”  
 
    “What about the band?” I said. 
 
    “Eh, fuck the band,” he said. And I asked myself: Why not? I went to Europe. I got to see London and Paris and Amsterdam and Kiev. We busked everywhere, some days making enough money for our hostel and some food, and some days making nothing at all. But even sleeping on a cobblestone alleyway was a strangely freeing experience. I never found myself wishing I was in a house in the suburbs with my primp and proper girlfriend, thinking about accounting. My God, I never wanted to think about accounting again.  
 
    I went where the wind took me. We were invited by a group of travellers to go with them to Australia. My bass player friend stayed behind but I went. I was in Australia for four months before an opportunity brought me to Tokyo. I busked for money, and I got pretty good—good enough that small crowds would form around me, and I would always make at least ten bucks off a song.  
 
    I got a call from Gordon, one of my old band members. He’d gotten a contract with a record company and he needed a guitar player. So I flew back home and we started recording music with him. The studio was expensive, so we had to sell almost everything to afford it. I sold everything but my guitar and my amp. He sold six of his guitars and three of his amps, leaving him with just one of each. We moved in together. And then we even sold our couch. And we were close to having a completed EP when we ran out of money completely.  
 
    “We’ll get jobs and finish the EP on the weekends,” Gordon said. I got a job at a burger joint, but it didn’t last long. After two weeks, I could feel the monotony setting in. Every day was the same. So I quit and raised my half of the money by busking at train stations. It was a long grind—ten hours each day. Some days my fingers would bleed.  
 
    This went on for months. We would spend every dollar we earned on studio time, but the EP never seemed to be finished. Even my routine of busking and recording started to become dull and repetitive. I found myself constantly checking my phone, hoping a new opportunity would present itself—something to take me away from the grind. Surely there was someone who needed a travel partner, or someone who needed a guinea pig for some medical experiment—I would do anything to bring some excitement back into my life.  
 
    Be careful what you wish for… 
 
    It was a Friday afternoon and we’d just cancelled our weekend studio session because we didn’t have the money. Gordon was exhausted. He paced around our apartment trying to brainstorm ways to earn some cash. “There must be something we can do,” he said. “What if we sell our hair? Don’t companies pay a lot of money for human hair?” We both had hair that extended past our shoulders—partly because every musician had long hair, and partly because we couldn’t afford haircuts.  
 
    “I think that’s more of a charity thing,” I said. 
 
    He continued pacing the apartment, trying to think of ideas. “What about cam girls?” he said. 
 
    “Cam girls? Like on porn sites? What about them?” 
 
    “What if we did something like that? Surely there’s a male alternative for horny women. No?” He actually thought this was a good idea. 
 
    “If there is, I doubt it pays well,” I said.  
 
    He sighed. “Ah, you’re probably right.” He plopped down on the couch with a look of defeat in his eyes. “Was this a bad idea? Trying to record an EP with no money?” 
 
    “Probably,” I said.  
 
    “So why the hell did we do it?” he said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not?” I said.  
 
    He looked at me, unimpressed, but my answer was legitimate—that was the reason I did it. Why not try? What’s the point of living if you aren’t going to try crazy things from time to time?  
 
    He grabbed his old laptop and he walked to the door. “I’m going to go to the library to see if there’s any new gig postings,” he said. We couldn’t afford Internet in our apartment, so we used the free Internet at the public library five blocks away. I went to the couch, which was also my bed, and I lay down. I stared at the ceiling and I prayed for an opportunity: an opportunity to make some money, or an opportunity to get away to start something new.  
 
    Early the next morning, I got my opportunity.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    “Before I tell you the job, you need to understand that it’s a lot of money,” Gordon said. His face was pale from lack of sleep. He’d been up all night at the library, until they kicked him out. I’m not sure where he went after that, but it wasn’t home.  
 
    “I know, you’ve said that one hundred times already. Just tell me the job,” I said. 
 
    “And it would just be a one night thing. It will probably suck—it will almost definitely suck—but it would be enough money to finish the album, and more. Hell, it could even pay for a tour. Four thousand dollars each—that’s eight thousand dollars.” 
 
    “I can do the math, thanks. Just tell me the job.” 
 
    He stared into my eyes and then he looked away. “You won’t like it.” 
 
    “Gordon, you’re losing me here.”  
 
    “Just… keep an open mind, okay? I thought it was absurd at first, but then I really thought about it and I realized, how bad can it be?” 
 
    “If you don’t tell me what the job is right now, I’m leaving the room,” I said. 
 
    He bit his lip and awkwardly looked around the room. “We would have sex with some guys.” It wasn’t at all what I was expecting. In fact, I was so shocked, I couldn’t even muster up a response. My lips parted but no words came out. “I know, I know, that was my reaction, too. But they would wear condoms, and they’re clean, and it would just be one night. Eight thousand dollars for one night. C’mon, Jerry, just think about it. They want two guys, and we match the description.” 
 
    “We match the description of two guys?” I said, finally able to push words past the lump in my throat. Was Gordon seriously asking me to have an orgy with him and two strangers? I wasn’t gay—I’d never even considered the idea of being with a man. And I was pretty sure Gordon wasn’t gay. I’d walked in on him watching porn more than once, and the porn was always straight—though maybe he was looking at the dicks and not the tits, I don’t know…  
 
    “We match the description that they’re looking for: we both have smaller builds and long hair. You’ve got very feminine eyes, and I’ve got a good butt.” 
 
    “What in the hell are you on about now?” I said. 
 
    He cleared his throat while he hesitated to respond. “They, uh, would want us to dress up like girls. But they explicitly said that they don’t just want gay men in drag. They want two guys with feminine builds and long, real hair. Feminine features an asset—that’s what the ad said.” 
 
    “And where did you find this outrageous ad?” I asked. 
 
    “It was just posted on a job board. There’s lots of escort wanted ads on there. Just think about it, Jer. Take a dick or two in the bum. You can get drunk first if you want. And then it’s over. We can finish the album and we can go on tour. This is our opportunity to make something of all this work. I really don’t think it will be so bad.” 
 
    “I just don’t understand why this is the job that caught your eye,” I said, and as I said it, I thought about my motto. My heart started pounding, the same way it did right before I left my dull life as an accountant behind. A cold sweat broke out on the back of my neck, the same way it did when I decided to up and leave for Europe. I’d promised myself that I would say ‘why not’ to every opportunity, no matter how uncomfortable. And sure, this particular opportunity made me insanely uncomfortable, but so did quitting my accounting job—and did I regret that? Did I regret any decision that I’d made in the past few years? Not one. So why would this be any different?  
 
    “It’s good money, and right now we need good money,” he said. “We can do it and then never talk about it again. One night and we can make something of our lives.” Gordon was a surprisingly good salesman, though it helped that I’d made a promise to myself that I would always jump on the opportunity to go out of my comfort zone.  
 
    “Okay, why not?” I said. My heart was pounding harder than ever. I had to take a seat on the couch so my legs wouldn’t collapse. My hands were trembling. I was trying to take deep breaths, but my chest was trembling, too. 
 
    “Seriously? Okay, great. I’ll go get some clothes from my sister’s place. She’s out of town and she asked me to feed her cat. We’ll need to take a few pictures to send to these guys. Don’t worry, Jer, this is going to be our big break. One weird night for the biggest opportunity of a lifetime.” He had a big smile on his face, but his face was still pale. He was just as terrified as me.  
 
    After Gordon left for his sister’s place, I went to the bathroom and nearly threw up in the toilet. My stomach was turning fast, gargling and coughing. I was wondering if I’d taken this whole ‘why not’ thing too far. At some point I would have to ask myself, ‘Why?’ Did I really want to see this EP through that badly? Did I really think that this album was going to be such a massive opportunity for me? Did I really want to see the world from the back of a tour bus this badly?  
 
    I finally managed to throw up. I started thinking about my life before I went crazy. I had everything: my own apartment, a nice relationship, a stable job, and responsible friends. What exactly did I give all of that up for? Was this all just a midlife crisis? Could I get all of that back if I came to my senses?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Gordon came back with two big black garbage bags full of clothes. He turned them upside down and dumped them out on his bed. The giant pile was overwhelming. “Did you take everything?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” he said. “This isn’t even like a tenth of it.” He started digging through the clothes. “I saw something in here that I thought might look good on you.” He dug for a moment while I stayed near the wall, regretting my decision to go along with this, but too afraid of disappointing myself to back down. I hadn’t turned down an opportunity in years. And I was happier than ever before. I couldn’t go back to that lifestyle of playing everything safe. I couldn’t go back to that same table at that same bar with those same guys, talking about that time Jim drank the double rum and coke.  
 
    Gordon pulled out a little red dress. He held it up. It was tiny—too tiny to fit on my body, and I was far from being a big guy. “What do you think?” he said. “I think it will suit you.” He handed it to me.  
 
    “I think it’s not quite my size,” I said.  
 
    “Just try it on,” he said. So I turned around and got undressed. I looked over my shoulder to make sure he wasn’t looking before slipping out of my boxers. I would have left them on, but I don’t think the dress would have fit with an extra millimetre of fabric on my body. But somehow it did fit—though it didn’t do much to hide my bulge. Gordon looked at me and said, “I told you it would fit. What do you think? I think it looks pretty good.”  
 
    “I think you’ve lost your mind,” I said. 
 
    He tossed me a black thong. “Maybe this will hide your dick,” he said. I bent over and wriggled the thong up my legs. It helped hide my bulge, but not perfectly. And my God, was it tight. It turns out: thongs are not designed for men. He tossed me a box of tissues. 
 
    “What do you want me to do with these?” I asked. 
 
    “Stuff your tits.” He was digging through the pile trying to pick out his own outfit. 
 
    I shook my head. I was starting to feel like this whole thing was a stupid idea—we would dress up, realize we looked like a couple of morons, and then, for the rest of our lives, we would have the embarrassing memory of that time we tried to fuck a couple of dudes for money. But I stuffed my chest with tissues anyway. 
 
    I walked over to the mirror. I was slightly surprised, but not blown away. When I blocked out my face and my leg, I could believe that I was looking at a woman. It looked even better when we realized Gordon’s sister’s bras all had removable pads that fit nicely in most of the dresses and tops—the pads looked much more realistic than wads of tissues.  
 
    But it still wasn’t cutting it. “This was a bad idea. Look at me. Didn’t you say that they didn’t want dudes in drag? Because that’s what they’re getting.”  
 
    Gordon looked at me. Even he was starting to panic. He scratched his chin and said, “We just need to keep working at it. Go shave your legs—the hair is more distracting than anything. As a matter of fact, shave your crotch and your face while you’re at it.”  
 
    I very rarely shaved my face clean. I had an electric razor that left stubble on my whole face, and I only used it about once a week. I had to dig through three drawers to find my old box of razor. There were five razors in that box, and I ended up using three of them in removing all of my body hair. And while I was shaving away my chest hair, I felt stupider than ever. What if this really doesn’t work? It won’t be so easy to forget for the next five months while my body hair grows back in. Every girl that would see me naked would ask, ‘Where is your armpit hair?’ And what would I say back? I shaved it away so I could try having sex with men for money?  
 
    I still couldn’t believe that it was actually true: that I was going to attempt having sex with men for money. But the reality was: I needed the money, and I needed it badly. Sure, I could have busked to survive. We weren’t about to get evicted or anything—but I needed this life to work. I was starting to worry that regret was imminent, that maybe I’d made a gigantic mistake by leaving behind my easy life. Maybe my accountant friends had it right—maybe sitting in a bar with the same group telling the same old stories was the ideal life. Maybe all of my old friends who were out travelling and volunteering and acting in movies weren’t happy—maybe their lives were hard and they all wished they had the stability that I had.  
 
    I needed to prove to myself that I didn’t make a mistake. I needed to prove to myself that saying ‘why not’ every once in a while wasn’t such a bad thing.  
 
    So once my body was shaved smooth, I went back into Gordon’s bedroom and I found a cute pair of black heels that went perfectly with my red dress. I looked in the mirror again: now I was getting somewhere. Now I only had to block out my face to think that I could have been staring at a girl—and a girl with a smokin’ hot body, at that.  
 
    Gordon looked at me with wide eyes. He nodded his head. “This might actually work,” he said, and he said it like it didn’t really believe it until that moment. He didn’t look half bad himself. He was a small guy—smaller than me, even. Now, he was wearing a little pink satin nightie with lace embellishments. It wasn’t long enough to cover his bum. And I had to admit: his bum was actually pretty nice. He did a little spin. “What do you think?” he said. 
 
    “I like it,” I said. “But you could use a shave yourself.”  
 
    When he was in the bathroom shaving, I looked to the mirror. I caught myself getting lost in my own reflection. Who knew two guys could look so good in women’s clothing?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    We both stood in front of the mirror, next to one another, staring at ourselves and staring at each other. Gordon’s lips were parted as he stared at himself. He kept turning profile to the mirror and running his hands down his curves. “Is it just me, or do we actually look pretty good?” he asked. 
 
    It took all night, but he was right: we did look pretty good. With our hair nicely curled and our makeup meticulously perfected, we actually looked like chicks. It was actually quite terrifying to think that we were capable of pulling it off—I never thought that I looked like a chick before, and I never thought Gordon did either. Sure, we were smaller guys with long hair, but what did that mean? Did that mean that anyone who was small with long hair could look like a woman? And did we even need the long hair? Could a wig not suffice? Or a short hairstyle—women often have those, do they not?  
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder how many men had passed for women in my life—on city streets or college campuses or at parties. I’d seen a few transgender people before—men dressed unconvincingly as women. But maybe I’d seen more than a few. Maybe it was easier to look like a woman than I’d originally thought.  
 
    And was it some sort of sign? Was this the universe’s way of telling me that I had to go through with this? I leaned closer to the mirror to look at my face. My eyes were so big and bright and beautiful. My lips looked so full. It took about ten attempts to get it right—we burned through two whole boxes of makeup removing wipes. But man, did we get it right! I looked like a Playboy model.  
 
    “So now what?” I said. I looked over at Gordon. 
 
    Gordon looked pretty good himself. His naturally blonde hair looked amazing curled, cascading down his shoulders. His body was sexy, squeezed into that skimpy lingerie. He ended up slipping on a pair of sheer stockings with black lace bands around the thighs; they made his legs look incredible. Even his arms were somehow incredibly feminine, even though he hadn’t done anything to them. He said that he planned on painting his nails before the date. “I guess we send them some pictures,” he said. 
 
    So we staged a little photo-shoot. We had to use Gordon’s phone; mine was broken and Gordon sold his camera a few weeks before to pay for a day at the studio. The phone pictures weren’t terrible. They weren’t going to be featured in any magazine, but we both looked hot in them. Looking over them after the shoot, I was worried the men we were sending them to would think that we were just sending them photos of hot girls. There were no signs that we were men in those photos. “Should we, you know, take photos of our cocks?” I asked. I felt my face turning red as I asked it.  
 
    Gordon shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know, I guess we probably should.”  
 
    “Do you want to go first, or should I?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I can go first.” He handed me his camera and then stood awkwardly in the middle of the room. He took a deep breath and then he reached down to fish his dick out from his skimpy lingerie. Once it was out, he kept it covered with his hand. He took another deep breath before unveiling it. He was surprisingly big—you wouldn’t have known with that tiny piece of lingerie that apparently managed to hold it all in place. 
 
    “You look sick or something. Try to smile, or look sexy,” I said, holding up his phone camera. 
 
    He took yet another deep breath and then he tried to force a smile.  
 
    “Nope, you still look uncomfortable,” I said. 
 
    “Because I am.” 
 
    “I don’t know, try pretending like the camera lens is a hot chick that you want to fuck or something—imagine you’re on stage.” 
 
    He closed his eyes for a moment. I waited patiently. When he opened his eyes, he was a different person—suddenly in character. He had a sexy smile and his eyes were shining. He looked right into the camera lens. He even winked and bit his bottom lip, leaning his weight to one side to pronounce his nice curves. “That’s great,” I said. I snapped a series of photos. He almost got too into it. He took his cock and began stroking it slowly and gently. He even managed to get himself semi-erect.  
 
    It was going to be a tough act to follow—but I did my best. I tried to take my own advice, pretending the camera lens was a hot babe and I wanted to fuck her. But strangely, I wasn’t able to imagine a hot babe. Instead, I imagined a man—tall and dark and handsome, like some guy from an underwear ad. I imagined him standing in a crowd looking up at me—and I was in a tiny dress and all dolled up. I stared into his eyes and tried to seduce him. I felt sexy. I felt like everyone was looking at me and wishing that I was theirs. It was a nice feeling, until I returned to reality and remembered I was just in our living room, getting my picture taken with my cock out. 
 
    “Okay, good. I think these are great,” he said, looking through them. I walked over to him and looked at the photos from over his shoulder. They were pretty good—I actually looked hot. I was still surprised that such a thing was even possible. “Now what?” I asked. 
 
    “Now we send them, and we need to start working on our voices. And, you know, getting ready.” 
 
    “What do you mean, getting ready?” I asked. 
 
    He stared into my eyes. It was still weird seeing him looking all pretty. I was used to his careless rock-and-roll look, not his beautiful lingerie model look. “You know…” he said. “We should probably practice.”  
 
    My heart fluttered down into my gut. I knew what he was saying—he was suggesting we practice taking it in the ass. Not with each other, of course, but with toys or whatever we could find. He was right—it was probably going to hurt the first couple of times and it was probably best that those first couple of times were out of the way before our big date.  
 
    But it was late and I was tired. I’m not sure what Gordon got up to for the rest of the night, but I went and washed off my makeup and went straight to bed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I spent the next day practicing my voice and makeup with Gordon, and building up the courage to try penetrating myself. I’d stolen a small cucumber out from the fridge and stashed it in one of my drawers. I planned on putting a condom on it—it was unfortunately the closest thing I had to a sex toy. But every time I looked at it, my body became tense. I was worried it would hurt—and I was even more worried that it would feel good.  
 
    I would have never assumed it would feel good, but since seeing how good I looked all dolled up, I wasn’t sure of anything anymore. I kind of liked getting dolled up. Whenever I looked into Gordon’s room and saw that mountain of his sister’s clothes, I got a little bit excited. I wanted to go through that pile and pick out more outfits, to see how I would look in skirts, leggings, and lingerie. But I was afraid that Gordon would see me and think that I was actually into it, so I stayed away from the pile.  
 
    But I got my chance that afternoon when Gordon went to the library to check his e-mail. I knew I had about an hour before he was back. As soon as he was gone, I ran into his room and dug through the pile. I tried on a little skirt and a tank top. I admired myself in the mirror for a minute before trying on more clothes. I looked especially good in dresses—tight dresses with short skirts. The more leg I showed, the hotter I looked. My legs were definitely my best assets.  
 
    I found myself holding that cucumber. I had no idea how long I had before the big date. I knew I needed to try it, but I was terrified of what it might feel like—good or bad. I knew I had about thirty minutes before Gordon was home—and I sure as hell wasn’t going to experiment with anal play while he was in his bedroom. Maybe if I’d had my own bedroom, but I slept on the living room couch.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I could feel a familiar cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I knew I just had to do it. So I wedged the cucumber in-between the couch cushions so it was standing upright securely. Then, I hiked up my dress. I looked forward. The powerless television was staring back at me, reflecting my own image back to me. I looked pretty sexy with my skirt hiked up, about to mount that condom-clad cucumber—but I sure felt silly. I started lowering myself. I felt the cucumber press up between my butt cheeks and I felt even stupider.  
 
    “You can do this,” I told myself as I looked up at the clock. Now I only had about twenty-five minutes before I risked not being home alone. I bit down on my tongue and I lowered myself further. I could feel it pushing against my hole. Was it going inside? I reached around back to feel, but I couldn’t tell. Was I being penetrated? I bent forward to look— 
 
    And then I felt it. It pushed inside of me with a sudden jerk: four inches of cucumber sliding into my rectum in a mere second. I reached down to grab the final four inches of cucumber, scared the whole thing would get itself inside of me and I would find myself in an embarrassing emergency room scenario. Thankfully I stopped it.  
 
    It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel amazing either. It just felt like there was a thick vegetable lodged into my asshole. I took a deep breath. Is this it? This isn’t so bad… I could handle one night of this for good paycheque, as bad as it might sound. I started to bounce on the cock, holding it with one hand to stop it from going too deep. And after a few bounces, maybe it did start to feel good—no, it definitely started to feel good. There was a pleasant euphoria buzzing in my bum. I took a deep breath and relaxed and thought: this is kind of nice. I kept bouncing. The harder and faster I bounced, the more intense the euphoria became. I was curious to see just how intense in could get, so I kept bouncing, taking a little bit more inside of me with each penetration. I looked in my reflection again—I was pretty sexy bouncing on that makeshift cock. I liked the way the cups of my bra bounced and jiggled.  
 
    The euphoria was becoming especially intense. I kept going. I looked up at the clock—my God, ten minutes had passed. I’d been stuffing myself for ten minutes! I told myself I would wrap it up in five. I kept bouncing. Shit, it felt good. I could feel my cock beginning to harden. The euphoria was spreading everywhere. My hands began to tremble. There was a hot sensation at the tip of my penis. I wasn’t sure, but I had a weird feeling that I was about to come.  
 
    Then the door opened and Gordon stepped in. I reacted quickly, sitting down and becoming motionless. I grabbed the magazine that was sitting next to me and opened it before he looked towards me. To him, it just looked like I was reading a magazine in a dress. He had no idea there was a cucumber six inches into my asshole. But something happened while I was trying to play it cool: I reached my orgasm. A warm shudder ran through my while I looked up at Gordon and tried to force a smile. I felt my cock twitch, and then I felt warm goo spraying the inside of my thigh. I was coming.  
 
    “All dressed up?” Gordon asked. 
 
    I opened my mouth to respond, but I was still coming. It felt so good. I stuttered. “I—uh—am just getting used to the whole being a girl thing,” I said in my best female voice. I felt like my head was spinning—it felt so damn good.  
 
    “Hey, your voice sounds good. You’ll have to give me some tips later,” he walked into the room and kicked off his shoes. “By the way, the date is a go—we’re meeting them tomorrow night at a hotel bar. They have a room at the hotel. So I guess we’re really doing this, huh?” 
 
    I forced a smile. “I guess so.” I watched him walk over to the kitchen. He had his back to me. I quickly stood up and slid the cucumber out from my asshole. I stashed it between the pages of the magazine and I started towards the bathroom. “I’m going to take a shower,” I said, and I was in the bathroom before he could turn around and see my erection and the cum that was dribbling down my bare, shaved leg.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    We decided that we would only talk in our female voices until the date was over, so it would feel as natural as possible come the big moment. I was still in a state of disbelief that the date was actually scheduled to happen, and that I’d actually agreed to go through with it.  
 
    It was especially strange waking up the morning of the big day and seeing Gordon in the kitchen, wearing a pink nightie and pink slippers. He spoke to me in his feminine voice, and I replied in mine—and it was ten minutes into our conversation when I realized how strange it all was. I was actually getting used to the voice. I didn’t have to clear my throat before every sentence, and I didn’t have to strain. Gordon’s voice was improving, too. We didn’t sound perfect, but we weren’t too shabby.  
 
    “We need names,” Gordon said. “I was thinking Grace for me. What do you think?” she asked as she placed a plate of bacon and eggs down in front of me. 
 
    “I like it. I think it suits you. Maybe I can just go by Jeri. It’s easy, and I think it actually sounds kind of cute for a girl.” 
 
    “I agree—super cute,” Grace said.  
 
    She sat down with me and we ate. I could tell that she had something on her mind, something she was trying to build the courage to ask me. She couldn’t keep eye contact for more than a few seconds and her hands were fidgeting. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Okay, so this is probably going to sound really silly. But what if we can’t kiss like girls?” she asked. 
 
    I had to think about it. She was right: girls have a special way of kissing. They’re more gentle and submissive and graceful. So what if we couldn’t kiss like girls? “I guess we just hope for the best,” I said. 
 
    “Well, I’m worried about it. I’ve been practicing with my pillow,” she said, her cheeks turning red. 
 
    “Really?” I asked, trying not to laugh. 
 
    “What? It’s not funny. You know, if the guys like us, they’ll probably tip us. It would be nice to get a little extra out of this whole thing.” 
 
    “So what are you saying?” I asked, still with a smirk on my face. 
 
    “I was just wondering if I could kiss you, and if you could tell me what you think.” She looked cute when she was shy. The redness in her face brought out her freckles, and the embarrassment brought out her eyes.  
 
    “Okay, why not?” I said.  
 
    I stood up and then she stood up next to me. She straightened her little nightie and she took a deep breath. “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    “Whenever you are.” 
 
    She took a step forward and put her hands on my hips. She closed her eyes and leaned forward and we kissed. I didn’t think I would feel anything—it was just a kiss for demonstration purposes. But her lips were surprisingly soft, and she was shockingly sensual. She even playfully pulled my bottom lip with her teeth before gently penetrating my mouth with her tongue. I had to step back and sit down before she noticed my boner. “Yeah, that’s good,” I said. Now my cheeks were a shade of dark red.  
 
    “Really? You think so?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, nodding my head. I took another bite of my eggs. Now I was paranoid that I wouldn’t be able to kiss like that. Hell, I’d never even been with a woman who could kiss like that. Where the hell did Grace learn those moves? I tried not to think of it. Instead, I reminded myself that in about twenty hours, this whole thing would be over and done with. We could stuff all of Grace’s sister’s clothes back into those garbage bags and we would have our money. There would be no more nights applying makeup and trying on clothes. 
 
    And strangely, that was a disappointing thought. I’d started enjoying our dress up nights. I liked seeing how pretty I could look with makeup, and I liked how good my body looked in women’s clothing.  
 
    But it was for the best. I liked living wherever the wind blew me, but a little bit of stability isn’t a terrible thing every once in a while. You can’t blow with the wind forever or you’re bound to get lost.  
 
    The hour of our date approached slowly. “Are we going to get the money upfront?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ve already asked that a thousand times—yes, they’ll give us the money before we go up to their room.” I still hadn’t actually thought of how the night might go. Every time the topic came up, my mind went blank; I didn’t want to think about it. There were so many terrifying scenarios—what if they wanted to tie us up and have their way with us all night long? Eight thousand dollars is a lot of money to spend on simple sex. Surely they were expecting a little bit more—or is that the price of sex with a couple of convincing cross dressers?  
 
    And what if they wanted us to suck their cocks? Could I even suck a cock? I didn’t like to think about cocks; I was straight, after all. At night I fantasized about tits and pussies. But when I would look into the mirror with my face all dolled up, I could see myself with a man. For some reason, when I was feminized, I could imagine myself stroking a man’s cock, sliding the tip of my tongue down the underside of his impressive length. The thought even got my blood flowing—but could I actually go through with it? Reality is different than fantasy after all.  
 
    “Okay, it’s time to go. Do you have everything?” Grace asked. 
 
    I checked my purse. I had my wallet, a few makeup supplies for touch-ups, condoms, and lubricant. We walked to the door and got into our heels. This was really happening: we were really about to whore ourselves out for money.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    As we approached the hotel restaurant, I could see them through the window. I knew it was them right away, but I’m not sure how. The restaurant was fairly busy, with lots of men waiting for their dates. That wasn’t even the only table with two men waiting for their double dates—but I knew it was them. Maybe it was confident looks on their faces, as they sat with calm smiles. One of the men had his arm across the back of the booth and his chest out. The other was swirling wine in a glass. Or maybe it was their attire that gave them away: expensive suits, Rolex watches, and gold chains. Anyone willing to pay nearly ten grand for a single night of sex has to be rich.  
 
    And in that moment, it all became real. I became suddenly aware of the fact that I was dressed like a girl, in a tiny dress and a full face of makeup. I became suddenly aware of my loose curls bouncing as I walked, and of my shaved legs as the brisk breeze tickled my legs. Grace saw them too. I watched as her face became a shade paler. “What the hell are we doing?” I asked. The words came out naturally in my female voice that I’d been practicing for days. 
 
    “We’re making money. It’s just money, and nothing else,” she said, but I’m not sure if she was trying to convince me or herself.  
 
    We entered the restaurant. The hostess looked at us and smiled. “Table for two? Or are you meeting with a group?” she asked. We hadn’t used our voices yet outside of our apartment. We were both silent. Grace looked at me, her eyes wide. She’d been so confident about the plan up until now—but now she was freaking out and freezing up. Reality was hitting her hard—the realization that she’d agreed to be the female part of an orgy was hitting her hard.  
 
    So I spoke up. My voice was slightly better, anyway (in my opinion). “We’re meeting with some people. I think they’re over there,” I said, pointing to our men. I just wanted to get the night over with—one step at a time. I knew it was going to be a long night. With the amount we were getting paid, I could only imagine that the guys weren’t just looking for a quickie in the restaurant bathroom—they were going to want to party all night long. They probably wanted us to sleep over, maybe even fool around a bit in the morning. And I knew I wouldn’t be able to sleep in the arms of any man—the thought was already making me squirm, laying awake for hours, in lingerie, next to a male stranger or two—so all I could do was take it one step at a time.  
 
    We walked up to the table and the two men shot up to their feet. “You must be our dates,” one of the men said as he looked me up and down. He had a big grin on his face. The men looked bigger up close—at least thirteen feet of man between the two of them. They were thick too—each weighing at least as much as Grace and I combined. It was all muscle. I’m not sure if they were athletes or just gym rats. Women would probably find beasts like them attractive—but I could only feel a crippling intimidation.  
 
    I felt a cold tremble deep in my body. “Jeri,” I said, reaching my hand out. I forced a smile. Both of the men looked at me. They took a good look at my body. 
 
    “You’re very beautiful, Jeri,” one of the men said. “Call me Andrew.” 
 
    “And call me Steve,” said the other man. 
 
    Andrew was slightly taller. His hair was short, nearly buzzed off completely, and he had tattoos on his arm, which I could only see when his arm was extended and his suit sleeve was pulled back ever so slightly. Steve was slightly thicker, spending more time at the gym. His hair was longer and slicked back neatly. He had plenty of rough stubble on his face.  
 
    Grace still couldn’t muster up any words. I could see the regret on her face. Was this really worth the eight thousand dollars? These weren’t small guys—they were huge, and it was safe to assume that their private parts were huge as well. And it was safe to assume they were much bigger than the cucumber I briefly practiced with earlier.  
 
    A warm tingle ran through me. If they were bigger, would it feel better? Would I come to my orgasm faster? I bit my lip as I tried to hide my smile, and then I pushed all of those thoughts away. I should have been terrified. I should have been in a deep state of regret, like Grace beside me.  
 
    “What’s your name, darling?” one of the men asked Grace. 
 
    She cleared her throat. Her face was bone white now. “It’s Grace,” she said. She actually sounded pretty cute with her voice weak and raspy. She smiled, her cheeks turning red. 
 
    “Well, Grace, you should know that you look absolutely stunning in that black dress,” Andrew said with a big, confident smile. His compliment worked its magic on her like it did on me. I watched the colour return to her face as she smiled. She even bit her lip. I wondered if she had practiced like she said she would—with a dildo or a cucumber or even just a sharpie. I wondered if she had liked it just as much as I did—and I wondered if she was thinking about the men’s large cocks now as well… 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind, we went ahead and ordered a bottle of wine. It’s good wine,” Steve said, holding up the bottle. He filled us each a glass, and then we made a cheers. It was silent for a moment as the men admired us. I’d never been admired before—I’d never had anyone look at me as if I was beautiful or cute or sexy. Women made it sound like it was a giant nuisance, but it was amazing. Every second of it made me feel so good. I started forgetting what I was so anxious about and I suddenly felt strangely powerful, as if I could have gotten whatever I wanted out of those men, or any man for that matter.  
 
    I just had to look into Andrew’s eyes to make his heart rate increase. And he was about to give us eight thousand dollars, just because of how we looked. It wasn’t the holes they were paying for—everyone on the planet has those same holes. They wanted us and especially us.  
 
    I felt strangely liberated that night. When it came to ordering dinner, I decided to order the lobster—the most expensive dish on the menu—and I didn’t feel anxious about it. I knew I wasn’t paying, but that wasn’t the reason—I felt fine about it because I knew the men wanted to pay for it. They wanted to throw money at me. Had I ordered ten lobsters, they would have been even happier because they just wanted an excuse to treat me like a princess—it made them happy. I’d never been out for a dinner where anyone wanted to treat me—even with rich family. I would get stares if I even thought about ordering a menu item that wasn’t chicken or pasta. God forbid I order the steak… But not tonight. Tonight, I was royalty. Tonight, I was worth every dollar.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Grace didn’t acclimatize quite as quickly as me. We were waiting for our food to arrive and there was a silence as the men stared at us with admiration. I was enjoying the moment, revelling in feeling sexy for the first and only time in my life. But Grace was still nervous. At one point I thought I could hear her heart pounding. “Before we do this—you guys have the money, right?” she said. 
 
    The men looked at one another with big grins. They looked back at Grace. “Of course,” said Andrew. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a wad of one hundred dollar bills, wrapped with a paper strip, fresh from the bank. The strip read $10,000—two grand more than anticipated. Were we going to get the extra bonus?  
 
    Grace stared at the wad of cash. It was more money than she’d ever seen in her life. It was more money than I’d seen since quitting my job as an accountant. “If you want it now, that’s fine,” Andrew said. “Or we can just hold onto it until the end.” 
 
    Grace stuttered. “Whatever works,” she said, her voice weaker and quieter than ever.  
 
    Our food came. It was a welcomed distraction. The men didn’t like to talk much. They gave us the odd compliment, and then there were long periods of silence. And during those periods of silence, the men stared at us with hunger in their eyes—and it wasn’t hunger for their steak dinners. After a while, I started to feel uncomfortable myself. The men were clearly eager to get up to the bedroom. But they were waiting for something. They were delaying the process. After dessert, the cheque came and Andrew pulled it towards himself. But he didn’t pay it right away. He kept it at his side and then he continued to sip away at his wine.  
 
    Occasionally the men would whisper to one another—maybe they were deciding who gets whom first. Or maybe they were discussing what they wanted to do to us—how far they wanted to push the limit.  
 
    I had a few glasses of wine—maybe more than a few. I was feeling tipsy, but still nervous. I kept telling myself that another glass would ease the tension, but after a few rounds, the men stopped filling my glass. They didn’t want me drunk for whatever it was they had planned.  
 
    The restaurant started to empty out. The lights were dimmed and the kitchen began to shut down. The restaurant became a lounge. Our section emptied out completely. There was no one within earshot, and that’s the moment our men were waiting for. “So let’s talk details,” Steve said, leaning forward and lowering his voice. “As you know, eight thousand dollars is a lot of money. So we’re expecting something a little more… special,” he said with a grin. 
 
    “Special?” I said. Was he hoping that we’d planned something? Our only plan was to show up and bite our tongues. There were no special events planned for the evening.  
 
    “We just want to make sure that you’re comfortable with certain things, like, say, bondage,’ he said. “Being tied up. We aren’t interested in safe words or anything like that.” 
 
    My heart stammered down into my gut. I had a feeling we weren’t going to come out the other end of this night completely intact—physically or emotionally. I could tell from the glimmer in Andrew’s eyes that they had a rough night in store for us—and we should have expected as much considering the price tag. 
 
    “I know,” Grace said. “We talked about it in the e-mail already.” I looked over at her, a lump suddenly in my throat. She didn’t look back at me. She knew? She’d already discussed this? Maybe that explained the paleness in her face and the terror that seemed to linger late into the night. What had she signed me up for?  
 
    “Okay, good. So we can’t promise that it won’t hurt, but we can promise that you’ll survive.” He laughed, as if there was something funny about it. “It might hurt, but we aren’t going to damage you—don’t worry about that.” I didn’t even know what he meant by that. Was he taking our mental states into consideration? “Though we have discussed some bonus… activities,” he said. He looked over at his friend with a big grin. 
 
    “Bonus activities?” Grace said. 
 
    “Nothing you have to do—but if you decide you’re feeling adventurous, there’s more money in it for you. We’ll just play it by ear.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out another wad of cash. How many wads were in there? And what the hell kind of ‘activities’ did they have in mind? I wasn’t sure if my heart was still beating. “Does that sound agreeable?” he asked. 
 
    Grace nodded her head slowly. “Yeah,” she said, her voice cracking slightly.  
 
    “Okay then—let’s go up to the room then, shall we?” He slipped some money from his wallet into the billfold.  
 
    The trip to the hotel room felt like it took forever. We were suddenly moving in slow motion. Each step was slowed down. The elevator seemed to take hours to arrive, and then another few hours to reach their floor. And then when we finally reached their door, it seemed like we’d arrived there within milliseconds, as if the whole trip happened in a flash. 
 
    Andrew swiped his card and opened the door. “Come on in,” he said, motioning us to go first. My heart was pounding.  
 
    The room was amazing. It was a penthouse suite, with floor-to-ceiling windows on three of the walls, overlooking the downtown core. There were three separate living areas, with couches and televisions. There was a bar in the middle of the room, and bedrooms on either end—their doors blending into the paneling of the walls, so they could be hidden from guests. “Nice room,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not bad. We’ve seen better,” Steve said as he went straight to the bar to pour himself a drink. They’d seen better? So was this something they did often? Was it like a little hobby—fucking men dressed as women?  
 
    “Okay, first thing’s first: here’s your eight thousand dollars.” Andrew pulled one of the wads of cash out from his suit pocket. He slipped two grand out from the wad and then placed it on the table. “It’s yours, even if you want to take it and leave right now. As per our agreement.” I felt my face light up. We could take the money and leave without having to go through with the sex? Why weren’t we doing that? I looked at Grace and she looked back at me. We had the same idea: get the hell out of there and consider ourselves the luckiest trannies on the planet. “And here’s twelve grand more,” Andrew said, pulling out another wad, “if you decide to play along.”  
 
    Twenty thousand dollars was sitting on that table—that was more money than I’d ever seen in one place in my whole life. Even back when I was an accountant, I never saw that much money in a single place. It was hard to say no to. Twelve thousand dollars is a lot of money—and how bad could one night of fucking really be? I mean—I was slightly curious to see the night through—we had been preparing for days, after all.  
 
    “Okay, what do you want us to do?” 
 
    “Well first, undress each other—down to the lingerie. You are wearing lingerie, like we discussed, right?” Andrew asked. 
 
    Apparently Grace had planned this night out more than she’d let on. By why hadn’t she told me? What was she keeping from me? Did she think that I wouldn’t go through with it if I knew what was in store for the night?  
 
    We both hesitated. I was still thinking about taking my four grand and leaving—it was enough for the studio, and that’s the whole reason we were doing this, right? Grace was clearly considering the idea of taking the money and leaving as well. But neither of us were actually acting on that impulse. Because how could we just walk away from twelve grand? How much more dignity could we possibly have to lose?  
 
    Grace turned to me. She looked at me and her lips parted as if she was going to say something. But she said nothing. Instead, she reached forward and slipped the straps of my dress over my shoulders. She stared into my eyes and then she looked down at my body, her face strangely full of guilt. She pulled my dress down slowly, revealing my tight pink satin lingerie. The dress fell to the floor and I stepped out of it. I looked over at the men. They were both smiling—they liked what they saw.  
 
    And it felt strange, my ass bare for them to see—as well as the bulge of my cock. I took a deep breath and fought back the urge to cover myself with my hands. “Now undress Grace,” Steve said as he took as sip from his pungent scotch.  
 
    I looked at her. My heart was slamming into my ribcage. She clearly wanted the money—and there was more money in it if I went through with it as well. So I reached forward and slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulder. Her dress fell to the ground, revealing her lacy black teddy. She instinctively covered her crotch. Her cheeks became red and she bit her lip. 
 
    “No covering,” Steve said with a grin in his voice.  
 
    We both turned to the men.  
 
    “Now kiss,” Andrew said with a nod. They were sitting on the couch and enjoying the show they were getting. They were like kings in their court—infinitely powerful.  
 
    I turned to Grace and she turned to me. I put my hands on her hips. I knew she was a good kisser—but it was strange doing it in front of a pair of strangers. We both took deep breaths and we kissed. It was just a short two-second kiss at first, and then we pressed our foreheads together. 
 
    The whole scenario was terribly tense. I felt like a glorified sex slave. But strangely, I felt far more comfortable knowing that Grace was with me. I looked into her eyes and then we kissed again—this time the kiss lasted much longer than a few seconds.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I’m not sure how long we kissed for—maybe a minute, maybe ten minutes. She slipped her tongue into my mouth and wrapped it around mine. I ended up slipping my hands around her body, feeling her smooth skin, grabbing handfuls of her perky tush. For a moment, I forgot we had an audience—and I forgot we were doing it for money.  
 
    But as I opened my eyes, I noticed the men on the couch with their big grins, and I remembered that I wasn’t really a woman, and Grace wasn’t really kissing me out of passion. I took a deep breath, and that’s when I noticed my erection. I tried to cover it up, but the guys already noticed it stretching my tiny satin lingerie teddy. “No covering,” Andrew said. I uncovered it after a moment. I felt so embarrassed when Grace looked down and saw it.  
 
    “Suck it, Grace,” Steve said.  
 
    She looked at Steve. “What?” she said, her voice shaken. 
 
    “Suck her cock. You made her hard, now suck her.”  
 
    She stood frozen for a moment. I noticed the men had slipped two hundred dollar bills on top of our eight thousand dollar wad—I guess the kiss bought us a little bonus. I felt like I wanted to apologize to Grace for getting hard—I felt so embarrassed: my friend/roommate gave me a raging erection. 
 
    She sunk down to her knees. I wanted to tell her to stop, that we could just take our money and leave—but I knew she wanted more than just the eight thousand, and I wanted her to leave that room happy. She ran her fingers up the length of my erect bulge before pulling the fabric aside to let my cock spring out. She gasped slightly at the sight of it. She was slow to wrap her fingers around it and slow to begin pumping it. “It’s so warm,” she said quietly. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around my tip.  
 
    I couldn’t look away. I wanted to, but she was just so cute, so precious down on her knees with those stockings pulled up her legs, and her little feet in those adorable heels. I loved the way her blonde hair rested gently on her shoulders, and I loved how her back curved while she bobbed her head up and down my erect length.  
 
    A swell of warmth bolstered inside of me. I let out a soft moan. “Shit,” I said. It felt so good. I hated how good it felt. It felt better than any blowjob I’d ever gotten from a chick. I suppose Grace knew how to work it, seeing as she had one of her own. She did this special thing with her tongue: flicking the tip of her tongue against the underside of the tip of my cock. My cock had never been harder before. It twitched with every beat of my heart.  
 
    “I think she likes it,” Steve said to his buddy. They had a good chuckle. “Now trade places. Jeri, get your beautiful friend hard.”  
 
    Grace stood up and wiped her mouth. Her cheeks were dark red. She clasped her hands at her waist and looked me in the eyes. “Only if you want to,” she said—almost whispering. But I was worried that she was the one who didn’t want it. She looked terrified, like she was about to faint.  
 
    I kissed her on the lips. She kissed back. “Just relax,” I said. 
 
    I sunk down. I kissed the inside of her soft thighs before pulled her lingerie aside to let her cock out. She was still flaccid. Her body was still tense with nerves. She perked up with even more tension when I slipped my fingers around her member. I wanted to make her relax—I was determined to make her relax. 
 
    I slipped her flaccid cock into my mouth and I started to suck. I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I did my best to emulate what she’d done for me. I wrapped my tongue around her girth, I bobbed my head, and I even ran my tongue across her ball sack.  
 
    “Relax, darling. She’s not going to bite it off,” Andrew said with a chuckle. Grace took a deep breath. She reached down and gently slipped her fingers into my hair. I kept sucking. And then I felt it becoming warmer, growing harder, and getting bigger. I was doing it—I was getting her hard! I kept sucking and I kept bobbing. She was getting harder and harder. I couldn’t fit all of her in my mouth. I ran my hands up and down her legs. I could feel the tension melting from her body. She was relaxing. And then I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum. She was rock-hard inside of my mouth.  
 
    “Don’t make her come yet—we still have a lot of fun planned,” Andrew said. “Why don’t we move to the bedroom?”  
 
    We stood up. I wiped my own saliva off of my lips and I noticed our pile of money had grown by another few bills. The men led the way. We walked behind them. While we were walking, Grace took my hand. She looked into my eyes. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked. 
 
    I smiled. “More than okay,” I said. I held her hand tightly, slipping my fingers between hers. While the guys weren’t looking, I leaned over and kissed her gently. She was beautiful. I was doing this for her—not for the money.  
 
    We entered the bedroom, and it was already set up. There were thick black straps tied firmly to bedposts, and more bondage sitting on one of the nightstands. “Are you ladies ready?” Andrew asked as he opened up one of the leather cuffs that was sitting on the bed. He had a big smirk on his face. I squeezed Grace’s hand tightly. “Grace—why don’t you get on the bed first?” 
 
    She hesitated. We could walk away at any point—and that was a good moment to walk away. But we didn’t. She looked into my eyes and then she let go of my hand. She got up onto the bed, and Steve and Andrew went straight to tying her up. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    She looked at me while they tied her up. They spread her legs, lying her ankles to the corner posts. They tied her wrists to the headboard. “Are you comfortable?” they asked. 
 
    “I can’t move,” she said. 
 
    They both grinned. “That’s the idea,” Andrew said. He looked at me. “Sit on her face and let her eat you out,” he said to me.  
 
    I looked at Grace. She was staring up at the ceiling, trying to control her breathing. “Grace?” I said. 
 
    “I’m ready,” she said. If she was okay with it, I was okay with it. I climbed up onto the bed and I planted my knees next to her head. I lowered my bum down until my butt cheeks were against her face. Then, I pulled aside the thin strip of lingerie that was covering my bum hole. I waited a few seconds, and then I felt her tongue sliding between my cheeks. She was really doing it—she was really eating me out. I felt bad—I felt like they could tell that she was more nervous than me, so they were giving her the worst of it.  
 
    But damn, did it feel good. She got her tongue in deep and flicked it around my rim. I found myself grinding my ass against her face slightly, my body succumbing to the pleasant euphoria. “Looks like we found ourselves a couple of real sluts,” Steve said. He was still holding his drink, still watching with a big grin on his face. I looked down at Grace’s body. I still couldn’t believe how amazing her figure was—women would kill to have a body like hers. As I looked down at her, I noticed her erection. She was throbbing hard.  
 
    Without instruction, I reached down and I grabbed it. I began stroking it while she ate me out. I don’t know why I did it—maybe I thought it would help her relax, or maybe I just couldn’t help myself. I was starting to become the character I’d created. I was actually into Grace.  
 
    “How’s that asshole? Nice and wet?” Andrew asked. 
 
    Grace mumbled, “Mhm,” with a slight nod.  
 
    “Good. And I see you’re nice and hard, so why don’t we get you inside of Jeri. Jeri, lay on your back, on top of your friend.” My heart was pounding all over again. Didn’t they want us for themselves? Did they hire us to fuck each other? How could we ever look into each other’s eyes again after fucking each other in the ass? It was already going to be hard… 
 
    But I followed the command. We’d come this far and there was no sense in turning back now. I laid down, my back against her chest, my head next to hers. The guys stepped in to adjust me into the proper position. One of the men got my hips lined up and the other took Grace’s cock in his hand. “Ready?” he asked, but he didn’t wait for a response. He pressed the tip of her cock against my butthole while his friend pushed my hips down. It took a moment, but after a few seconds, she penetrated me, sinking in deep. “I’m sorry,” she whispered into my ear.  
 
    I became tense. I tried to clench, but my asshole was too wet from being eaten out. She slipped in deep without much effort. I took a deep breath. It hurt, like I knew it would. But the men weren’t finished. They pulled a long strap out and stretched it across my torso, tying me down to Grace’s body. Then they took my hands and feet and tied them over top of Grace’s. I was trapped with her cock inside of my body.  
 
    “Now that we’ve come this far, there’s no turning back. Like we said, we don’t believe in safe words or anything like that. So if you want out, say something now—otherwise get ready to have some fun,” Andrew said with a big grin. He started to undress. Steve did the same thing once his glass of scotch was placed down on the nightstand.  
 
    The men were made from chiselled muscle. They were hunks, solid masses and broad shoulders. They knew they looked good to women—but we weren’t women. I liked girls. I liked Grace. Though I have to admit, I couldn’t help but stare at their hard abs when they bent over to take off their pants.  
 
    I tried to wriggle free. I couldn’t move. Maybe I should have spoken up and drawn the line there. Maybe we had gone too far. We were already up to about ten grand—that was more than enough money, wasn’t it? Did we really need another ten thousand that badly?  
 
    Andrew walked up next to me. His cock was already semi-erect. He held it out. “Get it hard and wet, darling,” he said. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. At this point I was just trying to rush to the finish line. There was no sense in delaying, no sense in hesitating. The sooner I complied, the sooner it was over with. He stuck his cock into my mouth. It wasn’t the first cock I sucked that night, and it wasn’t the last. Once he was rock-hard and enormous in my mouth, he slipped himself out. His buddy took his place. Steve’s cock was shorter, but thicker with bigger veins. It was hard to fit Steve’s cock in through my lips, like trying to suck a Coca Cola can, but somehow I managed.  
 
    Steve was more ruthless than Andrew. He pushed his cock in deep, making me choke and gag. He liked it when I was gagging. He liked pulling my hair and calling me a slut. I suppose that’s why they wanted guys with real hair and not wigs—so Steve could get rough like he apparently liked. And to be honest, I didn’t mind it. I kind of liked being called a slut and roughed around a bit. 
 
    It wasn’t until Steve pulled out of my mouth to let me catch my breath that I realized Andrew had climbed up on the bed with me. I could still feel Grace’s cock throbbing inside of me. She wasn’t thrusting—she couldn’t if she wanted to—but she was still hard and warm. Andrew looked down into my eyes. “Shit, you’re actually really fucking hot, you know that?” he said.  
 
    I smiled. “Thanks,” I said.  
 
    “Have you ever been fucked in the ass by two cocks at the same time?” he asked. 
 
    My heart stuttered. I shook my head. I couldn’t muster up the word ‘no’. I’d never even been fucked by one cock—just a cucumber, and a small one at that. 
 
    “Then this might hurt at first,” he said, and then I felt the tip of his dick pressing against my already stuffed hole. He wasn’t really going to stick it in, was he? My asshole couldn’t possibly accommodate two cocks, could it? 
 
    It could, as I discovered—and I would soon discover that it could accommodate more than that. He slid in slowly, stretching my anus out. He was right—it hurt like hell. But I managed not to scream. I couldn’t have if I wanted to, because Steve turned my head and stuck his cock back into my mouth. “I’m sorry,” I heard Grace whimper again.  
 
    I couldn’t respond, but even if I could have, I probably wouldn’t have told Grace that I liked it in a weird way. For some reason, I wanted Andrew in deep, and I wanted him to be relentless. I knew the pain was temporary, and I knew the euphoria was going to be out of this world. When I felt his pelvis pressing against my ball sack, I was disappointed when he didn’t start thrusting, as if he was waiting for something. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he said.  
 
    “Too tight?” Steve asked. 
 
    Andrew grinned. “I guess we’ll find out.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    Steve slipped his erection out from my mouth and then he walked around the bed, out of my line of sight. Andrew readjusted himself, sliding as far up the bed as he could while keeping his cock in my ass. I couldn’t believe I had two entire cocks in my ass.  
 
    And I couldn’t believe when I felt myself stretching even wider. “Ouch, that hurts,” I said. 
 
    “It will for a moment, beautiful,” Andrew said. 
 
    “It really hurts,” I said. I felt like I was being torn in half. What was happening? 
 
    “Just a moment, beautiful,” he said. I leaned my head over as far as I could. Steve was behind Andrew, pressed up to him. He was straining. And I was still stretching.  
 
    “Ouch,” I said again. “Seriously—it’s too tight. What’s happening?” And then I realized Steve was sliding his cock inside of my asshole, in-between Grace’s and Andrew’s. I had three dicks in my asshole. I didn’t even know such a thing was possible.  
 
    “He’s almost in. Just hold on,” Andrew said. Even Andrew was straining, as if it was hurting him. Grace was just trying to control her breathing.  
 
    So this is why they were willing to shell out so much cash. They wanted something that was worth every dollar. They wanted something special—something extreme that no Internet escort was going to provide. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue.  
 
    “Holy shit, I’m actually inside,” Steve said with a shudder in his voice. “It feels so good.” Suddenly the men started thrusting. Their movements weren’t synchronized. One would push in while the other would pull out, and then a few thrusts later, they would be pushing in together. I was still stretching out. I was worried they would pull out and the hole wouldn’t shrink down—but I had to go through with it—I had no option, no safe words. I’d made my decision and now I was living with it. It was too late for regrets.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Grace asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, straining. The men were right, it didn’t hurt anymore, but it sure felt strange.  
 
    “I love you,” Grace said. The comment took me by surprise. She loved me? A warm buzz ran up my spine. 
 
    “I love you, too,” I said back. I would have kissed her if I could. She kissed my cheek. And then, that warm buzz ran down my spine and into my crotch. Someone was rubbing up against my sweet spot. Euphoria was quickly building inside of my body. I couldn’t feel my arms or my legs, but I could sure feel everything inside of my butt—every ridge and every vein of every cock. It felt amazing. I felt my eyes rolling into the back of my head as I started to moan.  
 
    “She actually likes it!” Steve said with a grunt.  
 
    They were thrusting harder and harder—maybe they were trying to test my limits, or maybe they were just horny motherfuckers. Regardless, I was in heaven. I felt like I was having an orgasm, but that orgasm wasn’t ending—it was an endless ride of ecstasy. “Oh God,” I moaned over and over.  
 
    “Shit, she’s hot. She’s going to make me come,” Andrew said.  
 
    “Me too,” Steve replied, his voice increasingly strained.  
 
    Someone’s fingertips dug into my hips. Someone’s dug into my thighs. “Oh Fuck,” Grace said, and I could tell that she was about to come as well.  
 
    I felt the first blast. I don’t know who it belonged to. Then I felt the second, and the third, and the fourth. And then I lost count. It felt like I was being filled up by a never-ending supply of cum. I could feel it all inside of me—warm and gooey and pressing against the walls of my anus. Steve slipped out and stumbled back.  
 
    “Untie her—get her ready,” Andrew said as he continued to thrust. He groaned and then I felt come cum entering my body. Steve untied my hands and feet, but I couldn’t move. I was a limp ragdoll. “Did Grace come already?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Grace said.  
 
    “Okay, let’s sit her up, but plug her hole. Don’t let it out yet.” They pulled me up. Andrew kept his hand pressed against my stretched-out anus. They pulled me back to where I was when Grace was eating me out.  
 
    “Now swallow the whole load, you filthy slut,” Andrew said, and he uncovered my hole. 
 
    I was too stretched out to stop it from flowing out of my asshole. All three loads poured out of me, into Grace’s mouth. I felt her tongue scooping it up and guiding it in. I didn’t look down, but I heard the gulp. She swallowed all of it.  
 
    “Oh my God, look at her crotch—she came!” Steve said. I looked down at Grace’s cock instinctively, before realizing they were talking about me. My lingerie was full of cum. They were right—I came. They made Grace lick it up. And to be honest, it was incredibly hot watching Grace swallow all of that cum like a dirty whore.  
 
    They untied her and started getting dressed. We were slow to get to our feet, and slow to ask, “Is that it?” 
 
    “That’s it,” Andrew said. “You actually did everything—no one’s ever done everything before.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or not—but I felt strangely excited. “Really?” I said.  
 
    “Really,” he said, tugging up his pants. “So the money’s all yours. It’s on the living room table—grab it before you go. But can I ask—why did you do it? Why do you want the money so badly?” 
 
    Both of the men looked at us. Grace shrugged her shoulders. “We need it to pay for the studio.” 
 
    The guys laughed. “What’s that—like a couple thousand at most? Why didn’t you just leave with the eight grand? Why did you stay?” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. It was the motto that brought me to that room in the first place, and it was the motto that paid for the studio and the tour that followed.  
 
    Our album was a success. Within a week of the release, we were playing on major radio stations all over the continent. We had shows booked in cities all over the country, and we had another album on the way. Our shows were more popular than our albums—probably because lots of people just wanted to see two babes playing music in skimpy lingerie. What can I say? It stuck. Neither of us could bring ourselves to get rid of Grace’s sister’s clothes. It was even hard to leave the house without makeup on—I felt strangely naked when my hair wasn’t curled and when my eyes weren’t lined with the perfect amount of eyeliner.  
 
    It was also nice to start sleeping on a bed again, instead of a couch—and nicer to be sleeping next to Grace, me in her arms some nights, her in my arms other nights.  
 
    I never thought that two simple words could have made me so happy. And every day they were making me happier and happier.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SMALL TOWN GIRL 
 
    After a yearlong high-stress internship, Alex finally snaps. He’s been working two jobs trying to pay for a lifestyle that he can’t afford to impress bosses that just don’t care. He’s told to take some time off until he’s in a state of mind to return.  
 
    His best friend Lewis gives him the keys to his family cabin, a few hours away in the small town of Auburn Bay. But Alex’s vacation takes a turn when his clothes are ruined, and the only other clothes in the cabin belong to Lewis’s sister.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I always dreamed of living in a small town: a nice tight-knit community of friendly people.  
 
    But I grew up in the heart of New York City and I’d never really seen a small town before in my life.  I know that sounds crazy—a twenty-four year old man having never seen a small town before. Of course I’d driven through small towns before—stopping for gas and the occasional bite to eat—but I’d never truly visited a small town. And why would I? There is nothing for a tourist in a small town, especially in the small towns around New York City.  
 
    It was the lifestyle I was interested in, and you can’t really get into the lifestyle during a weekend visit at some bed and breakfast. I liked the idea of waking up in a quiet little town, my nearest neighbour a half-mile away. I liked the idea of driving a little truck into town to get a coffee at the local dinner, where everybody knows everybody. I could imagine myself sitting there at the bar, greeting the locals as they strolled in. “Hey Mike, how are the cows this morning?” I would ask. And then they would ask about whatever it was that I was doing… 
 
    But I knew that was just some movie-fuelled fantasy. I knew that most people probably kept to themselves, just like in New York City, and I knew that I probably wouldn’t have the nerve to spark up conversations with townsfolk. Why did I think that I would be any less anxious in a small town? I never talked to anyone in New York City, so why would I talk to anyone in Phoenicia?  
 
    Still, it was something I dreamed about—maybe one day moving to a small town once I was married and retired. 
 
    Well, I ended up in a small town sooner than I expected. I was just a year into my internship at Hodgson & Burns when I found myself in a small town for two weeks. I wasn’t there for work, though; I was there to get away from work. Boss’ orders. I guess I sort of had a mental breakdown in the office.  
 
    I was tired—I hadn’t been sleeping a lot. In New York City, if you want to succeed, you can’t stop. There were five hundred people waiting to jump in and steal away my internship and I knew I had to impress the bosses. But impressing the bosses at a major law firm isn’t easy; it’s not just a matter of putting in a lot of effort and getting a lot of work done. You have to make an effort outside of work as well. In New York City, it’s all about status. The guys who had executives over for drinks after work: those were the guys who got ahead. The guys who pulled up to work in brand new BMWs: those were the ones who went from interns to full-time employees. So I knew I needed to make sacrifices. 
 
    I took out loans and I got a second job on the side. I was working two full time jobs to pay for my rent and my car lease. Rent alone was four thousand per month. I was falling behind on payments. I started maxing out credit cards. Once one was maxed out, I would make appointments at banks around the city, hoping to open new accounts so I could get new credit cards. I knew it was all temporary—once the bosses took a shining to me, I would get a big raise and I could pay everything off. But it wasn’t happening as quickly as I would have liked. So I started borrowing money from friends. “I promise I’ll pay you back within the month,” I would say to them. 
 
    I only ever had one of my bosses over for drinks once—and I was so exhausted, I fell asleep while talking to him on the couch. When I woke up, he was gone. I’m not sure anyone even saw the car I was paying out the ass for.  
 
    It was a late September evening when I finally snapped. It was over something stupid: the coffee maker in the office was broken. I went to get a cup near the end of my shift and one of the bosses was standing there. “Hey Alex—it’s Alex, right? Could you go down to the café and grab me a vanilla latte with soymilk? Maybe go around the office and get orders from everyone else, too. That would be nice.” I was supposed to be done my day, but I went around the office getting orders, and then I went down to get the drinks. I waited in line for twenty minutes and then I waited twenty minutes for all of the drinks. I had to try four different credit cards before one was approved—no one gave me money for their stupid drinks. 
 
    And then, as I was crossing the street with a large tray of drinks, some guy ran into me with his bike. “Watch the fucking road you lousy idiot!” he screamed as he got back onto his bike. I was covered in cappuccino and soymilk. I went back into the café, dripping wet, and I stood in line again. I got the drinks, another forty minutes later, and then when I got back up to the office, everyone was gone except for my boss. He looked at me and said, “What took so long?” 
 
    “Do you want your drink?” I asked. 
 
    He looked at it and shrugged his shoulders. “My doctor told me to cut back. I probably shouldn’t.”  
 
    And I snapped. I threw the tray of drinks against the wall and I started screaming. I can’t even remember what I said. And while I was screaming, I became lightheaded. And then I collapsed. And the next thing I remember is being lifted into the back of an ambulance. Fun day.  
 
    I got a call from the HR department at work, telling me to stay at home for a few weeks, until I was feeling better. During my night in the hospital, I realized how insane it all was—the apartment and the car and the jobs and the sleepless nights trying to impress people who weren’t interested in being impressed. So the next day, I drove my car back to the dealership, and then I went to my landlord and asked to be released from my lease. I moved in with a friend, Lewis, temporarily, while I looked for a cheaper place on the other end of town. But I still couldn’t sleep. I still stared up at the ceiling at night, unable to even close my eyes. I felt like there was so much to do—the work was piling up, higher and higher—and I wasn’t doing any of it.  
 
    My friend kept telling me that he was worried about me. He kept trying to get me to smoke pot with him. “It will help you relax.” I tried it once—it just made me paranoid and more anxious. 
 
    “Why don’t you go on vacation or something?” he asked. 
 
    “With what money?” I said. 
 
    “You don’t have to go somewhere extravagant. Hell, my family owns a little cabin on the edge of Auburn Bay—just a couple of hours from here. I’m going this weekend, if you want to come.” 
 
    “That’s okay, thanks,” I said.  
 
    So Lewis went to his cabin alone for the weekend. And when he came back, he seemed so relaxed. He had a big smile on his face, and at night I could hear him snoring away like a bear in hibernation. I was jealous. “So this cabin—is it pretty nice?” I asked one morning. 
 
    He smiled. “You’ll love it. I’ll write down the directions and give you the keys. No one will be using it for the rest of the month, so it’s all yours. There’s even a hot tub,” he said. 
 
    Hesitantly, I took his keys and his directions. I knew that there was a lot to do in New York City, but I wasn’t getting anything done in my high-strung state. So I got on a bus and went to Auburn Bay. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Lewis was my oldest friend and he knew me better than anyone—maybe even better than my own parents—and maybe even better than I knew myself. We’d known each other since grade school. I used to sleepover at his house on weekends, and sometimes during the week to do homework and play video games. He always wanted to play Super Mario. But his sister would always come into the room and turn our Nintendo off so she could watch her reality shows. She was two years older, so she always got first choice.  
 
    I’d heard about his cabin before. He used to go during holidays—Christmas, Thanksgiving, and even Halloween—and every summer, and it was all he talked about for the first week of school every September. I didn’t know his family still owned the cabin—I hadn’t heard him talk about it in many years. His parents retired when we graduated high school, and they moved down to Florida. I assumed they sold the cabin with their move, but I guess they kept it.  
 
    * * * 
 
    I was excited when the bus pulled into the small town of Auburn Bay. I was dropped off just outside of a little Laundromat, with just two washing machines inside.  
 
    The town was surprisingly close to what I’d imagined: a small street of shops surrounded by a few streets of houses, plenty of trees, and a beautiful bay. It was noon when I stepped off the bus, but the town was quiet, as if it was 2:00 AM. I pulled out Lewis’s directions. It was a forty-minute walk to his cabin, or a ten-minute cab ride, but apparently there was only one cab in the town, and it only ran during specific hours. I was happy to walk. I didn’t rush. 
 
    I took in the sights. I saw a couple wandering the streets, hand-in-hand. They looked happy. I saw an old pickup truck pull up to a small hardware store. A man with overalls and a beard hopped out. The bearded man waved to the couple and said, “Hey Tanya, hey Mark!” And the couple shouted back, “Hey Walter!” I caught myself smiling—it was just like in my small town fantasy, a fantasy that I’d always thought was silly nonsense. But apparently it was real.  
 
    I even walked by a small café with a line of locals sitting at a bar. The waitress, an older woman, looked out the window at me. She smiled and waved. And my New York City anxiety set in suddenly—instead of smiling and waving back, I looked away sharply. I was still just myself—still the same high-strung kid from New York City.  
 
    The walk was pretty. The air was warm and pleasant. The leaves on the trees were already starting to turn a shade of amber. When I saw the cabin materializing through the trees, my heart jumped up in my chest. It was just what I’d imagined: just what I’d always imagined myself living in after retirement. It was a small, two-story cabin. The bottom half was all logs, the top half was shakes. The grass around the cabin was overgrown and there were thick patches of moss growing on the walls. But it was still perfect. The smell of cedar as I approached was perfect. 
 
    As I walked up the porch to the door, the boards squeaked and groaned. I heard a rustling so I looked over at the woods, worried someone had followed me—but it was a deer, quietly meandering through the trees. I tried to think if I’d ever seen a deer outside of a zoo before. It’s amazing what you miss out on when you spend your whole life living in a thriving metropolis.  
 
    I unlocked the door and went inside. My back was sore from making the hike with my bag, but it could have been worse—I only packed a few outfits and a couple of books. Lewis told me there was a washing machine on the property that I could use, so I packed light.  
 
    At the end of Lewis’s directions, he wrote: ‘the last door on your right is your room. It’s technically my sister’s room, but she never uses it anymore.’ I poked my head into the other rooms. The master bedroom looked like the most comfortable, but I shuddered at the idea of sleeping in my friend’s parents’ bed. Lewis’s room was fairly standard: the bed was small and the room was empty. The bed wasn’t made, which didn’t surprise me. Lewis’s sister’s room was comically girly. There were posters of teen heartthrobs on the walls, and everything was pink—but it looked like it hadn’t been used in five years. Everything was dusty and there was an Oasis disk in the CD player.  
 
    I had a laugh while I sat down on the bed. At least the bed was comfortable.  
 
    I explored the rest of the cabin. It was cute and cozy. The fridge was empty and so was the pantry, save for a pack of coffee filters and a box of salt. Thankfully there was a bike with a basket leaning against the side of the cabin. So I got changed and I went back to town to pick up some things to eat during my stay.  
 
    I grabbed hotdogs, hotdog buns, a carton of milk, a box of cereal, and half a dozen apples. I walked up to the checkout counter, but there was no one there. In fact, there hadn’t been anyone there since I’d walked in. “Hello?” I called out, but there was no response. I tried ringing the bell, but still, no one came. So I crunched the numbers using my phone and left some money on the counter. I just figured that’s probably how things work in a small town.  
 
    I made myself a couple of hotdogs back at the cabin. I made a fire in the fireplace. And I let my body relax on the couch. There was no televisions, no computers, and no iPads—nothing to do. And in a weird way, it was freeing. I just closed my eyes and listened to the fire crackle and snap. And for the first time in months—maybe even years—I relaxed. I even dozed off. I woke up around midnight while the fire was dying away. I pulled myself off of the couch and I went to sleep in Lewis’s sister’s bedroom, under her pink sheets, my head on her pink pillow. And I fell asleep instantly.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Let’s face it: kids do stupid things. 
 
    When I was a kid, I did my share of stupid things, and as an adult, I looked back on some of those things and cringed. I would try to convince myself that I was the only one who remembered, but who knows if that’s true? One time, when I was eleven, I snuck onto my brother’s computer to use the Internet. There was a girl at my school that I liked, and I found her picture on MySpace. I downloaded the picture and brought it into Microsoft Paint—and then I did my eleven-year-old best to put her head on a naked woman’s body that I found randomly on Google.  
 
    My dad walked into the room and I closed the program down as quickly as I could, but I’m pretty sure he saw everything. Sometimes I wondered if he remembered that moment, or if he just wrote it off as kids doing stupid things.  
 
    But I’d done stupider things—things that were harder to forget about, at least for me. When I was fifteen, I practically stalked a girl. I thought I was being romantic, following her around the hallways holding a single rose that I’d stolen from a garden on the way to school. I left notes on her locker. Kids laughed at the notes, but for some reason I thought she would see them and go weak and the knees. Instead, after a week, she had her brother find me in the halls and tell me to screw off or he would beat the living hell out of me. Those notes that I’d written were a source of student laughter for many weeks—someone photocopied them and handed them out.  
 
    But there was one month when I was thirteen that stood out as the most cringe-worthy month of my life. I tried not to think about it, but it refused to leave my head. All you had to do was say the word ‘embarrassing’, and I would remember that month in vivid detail. It was the month that I thought I wanted to be an actor for a living.  
 
    I begged my parents to pay for professional headshots, and they actually caved after a week of begging. I had those headshots sent out to agents around town. I even got an agent who specialized in child talent. I got some extra work, and I thought that made me super cool. Sometimes I would even get to take half days off of school. So I would show up in the afternoon, still in my film makeup, sometimes in my wardrobe (if it was some science fiction or period movie).  
 
    It was only three weeks into my month as an actor when I got cast in a made-for-television movie. Except I was cast as a girl. Apparently, I bore a striking resemblance to the lead actress, so I was cast to play her younger self in flashback scenes. At first, I thought it was embarrassing, but my agent convinced me otherwise. “Some of the greatest actors in the world played women at some point in their careers. A truly amazing actor can take on any role.” His speech got me excited, because I was convinced that I was born to be a truly amazing actor.  
 
    I wanted to nail the role, and I wanted my classmates to know how amazing of an actor I was. So I showed up to school in character. For a whole week, I was Marcy, my character in the made-for-television movie special. Kids made fun of me to no end, but I stayed in character. I assumed that I just needed to be persistent and it was only a matter of time before they would all realize they were witnessing a master at work. My God, it was an embarrassing moment in my life.  
 
    I would sit down with the girls at lunch and I would just start talking as if we’d been friends for years. I even got in trouble for going into the women’s change room before gym class. Hell, I even tried to convince the teachers that I really was a girl when they told me I had to change with the other boys.  
 
    I wore little dresses and skirts to school—my favourite was a little yellow dress that I wore in my opening scene in the film. I got in trouble for violating the dress code—wearing a skirt that was cut above my knees (and it was cut far above my knees). And I got in trouble again the next day for wearing heels—heels were not allowed at school.  
 
    Thankfully, the film was cancelled after an investor backed out. My oblivious humiliation came to an end. I did some more extra work, but it got boring fast, so I decided I was done being an actor. But for the rest of that school year, no one let me forget about that one week where I tried to convince everyone that I was a woman.  
 
    My own brain wouldn’t let me forget. I constantly wished I could invent a time machine so I could go back and skip the whole actor phase of my life. To the day, I would remember that humiliating week every time I saw any woman wearing a yellow dress—or even just a yellow dress sitting in a store window.  
 
    There was a yellow dress in Lewis’s sister’s closet, in that cabin—among other outfits. As I stared at it, that embarrassing week from ten years before came back to me. The dress in the closet was startlingly similar. Hell, it may have even been the same dress. I picked it up off the hanger. It was soft, just like that yellow dress from my past.  
 
    I put the dress back. That memory gave me bad anxiety, like so many other memories. But I was on vacation. I was at that cabin to get away from all of my anxiety.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My original plan was to wake up and bike down to that little diner, and have a coffee at the bar with the locals. I got dressed and got onto the bike and I started towards town. But once that diner was in sight, I panicked and biked past it.  
 
    I didn’t like going to restaurants alone—or cafes or movies. I was always worried about what people would think when they saw me: ‘Why is that guy sitting by himself?’ ‘Where are his friends?’ ‘Is he waiting for someone?’ I knew they were unreasonable thoughts—I saw people sitting alone at restaurants all the time—but the thoughts stayed in my head regardless. I saw the line of chatting locals in that diner and I didn’t want to intrude. I didn’t want to make them feel uncomfortable with my awkward presence. So I biked through the town and headed back to the cabin. I ended up making my own coffee and I had a bowl of cereal. 
 
    I sat on the couch for a while and tried to relax. But I was starting to get bored. So I wandered the cabin looking for something to do. There was a closet full of board games, but they were all for two or more players. I found a deck of cards, and that kept me entertained for about an hour. After putting away the cards, I decided to fire up the hot tub. I went to grab my swim shorts and realized I’d forgotten them in New York City. I went into the hot tub in my boxers. I knew there was a washing machine I could use, so I wasn’t worried about going though my clothes too quickly.  
 
    I spent the day lounging around the house. I started reading one of my books, I sat by the fire, I even found myself back in the hot tub before going off to bed. It wasn’t turning into the most eventful trip, but at least it was relaxing. 
 
    But the next day, the boredom was starting to get to me. I wasn’t used to the quiet. It was strange to me, going outside and seeing no one. I was all alone. Was this really what I wanted? Did I really want to retire to a small town one day? What would I do to pass the time? My anxiety was stopping me from going out and appreciating all of the things that Auburn Bay had to offer—all of the things that I’d always fantasized about. I didn’t want to go out and walk along the bay by myself—everyone would wonder why some stranger was wandering around the town. 
 
    But why did it matter? No one knew who I was. I could embarrass myself all I wanted, and it’s not like any of my friends or family members would find out, like the time I went to school pretending to be a woman. I was free to do whatever the hell I wanted. I could have gone down to the bar and hit on every single woman. And if I was rejected, so what? It’s not like I would ever see those women again… So what was holding me back?  
 
    I spent the whole day building up the courage to go down to the local bar. It was Friday night, and I’d seen a sign in town the day before during my bike ride that said, ‘Friday Night is Singles Night!’ Maybe, if I finally got over my lousy anxiety, I could get laid. I put on my best shirt and my best pair of jeans. I took a long shower and put on a healthy amount of cologne. And once the sun was down, I hopped on the bike and I went down to the bar.  
 
    But the bar was quieter than I’d expected. I walked up to the door and I looked in the window. There were maybe fifteen people in the place, and everyone was chatting. There were free tables, but I hated the idea of being seen sitting at a table by myself, like a loner in high school. But I couldn’t just walk up to any of the women and spark up a conversation—they were all already talking with people. Plus they already knew each other. I would just be some weird stranger. And what would I tell them? ‘Oh, I’m just here because I had a mental breakdown at work.’ They would be sent running in every direction.  
 
    So I got back on my bike and I went back to the cabin. I figured I would spend the night alone in the cabin, where no one could see me and no one could judge me. I ended up finding a case of beer in the closet under the stairs. I nabbed a beer from the case—I planned on replacing it before leaving.  
 
    And I wandered around the house sipping away at my beer. I went and sat on my bed. I stared at the teen heartthrob on the wall and wondered why he didn’t have debilitating anxiety—why was that my curse?  
 
    Something walked by the bedroom window, scaring the living hell out of me. I screamed and jumped back, throwing my beer to the ground before realizing it was just a harmless doe. “Jesus,” I said, putting my hand to my heart. My heart was pounding out of control. You know you’ve got problems when a little doe nearly gives you a heart attack. I took a deep breath and I went to pick up my beer. I’d thrown it right down on my bag of clothes. Everything was soaked with cheap, warm beer. “Shit,” I said, picking up the bottle.  
 
    No worries—there was a washing machine just off the kitchen. I could clean everything in the morning.  
 
    I spent the rest of that night in the hot tub, wondering if it was almost time to return to reality, return to work where I worked twelve-hour days and made almost no money. The thought alone was exhausting.  
 
    The cabin may have been boring, but at least I could sleep. And that night, I slept like a stone—another ten hours of uninterrupted slumber. When I woke up, it was time to do the laundry. My only pair of underwear that wasn’t soaked with beer was soaked with the chlorine from the hot tub. I stuffed everything into the machine, I turned the dial, and I pressed start. But the machine didn’t start. It shook for a moment and then it coughed and stuttered. It was broken. And by the looks of it, it had been broken for years.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I didn’t even have clothes to wear out to the clothing store—if there even was one in Auburn Bay. I considered washing my clothes in the bathtub. I took everything into the bathroom and threw it all into the tub, but when I went to get the detergent, I discovered it was empty.  
 
    It would have been nice for Lewis to tell me that the washing machine was broken. Surely he knew… Maybe he’d forgotten. Or maybe it was just an old unit and there was a trick to making it work. I tried shaking it and smacking it. I even tried unhooking and reconnecting the water supply. But it still just coughed and stuttered.  
 
    Then I remembered that his sister’s closet was full of clothes. If his sister’s closet was full of clothes, surely his closet was also full of clothes, right? I went into his room and opened up the closet. It was empty. But what about his parents? I looked in their closet: it was also empty. Only his sister’s closet had clothes in it. “Damnit,” I said aloud.  
 
    I almost put my own clothes back on—thinking that the beer smell wouldn’t be too bad. But it was bad, and it had gotten worse overnight. So I took the clothes off. And then I remembered there was a little Laundromat in town. I just had to wear something bearable for a couple of hours so I could make it down to the town centre. But even my cleanest shirt stank of hops, and my only pair of jeans had a big wet spot around the crotch. It would be too embarrassing. The Laundromat owner would think that I was some sort of bum, wandering in off the streets. My anxiety couldn’t handle it. But what other option did I have?  
 
    What if Lewis’s sister had a pair of jeans I could borrow? Maybe she had an old boyfriend’s shirt in her closet that would fit. Women’s jeans and men’s jeans aren’t terribly different if you aren’t looking close. I could make it work for a couple of hours, right? 
 
    Sadly, she had no jeans. The closest thing she had was a pair of skin-tight leather leggings. I considered them—I would look like some Aerosmith wannabe, but at least I wouldn’t stink like a recycling depot. I tried to find a shirt that could match, but she only had tight tank tops that were obviously feminine: if they weren’t pink, they were bedazzled with words like ‘Juicy’ and ‘Girly Girl’. There were a few sweaters, but it was eighty degrees out—I couldn’t just walk around down in leather leggings and a sweater. Then the town would really think that I was crazy.  
 
    And then I saw the witch costume: a black dress with poofy shoulders and a tall pointy hat. I remembered that Lewis and his family would go up to the cabin on holidays, including Halloween. With the costume was a long blonde wig. And it gave me an idea: what if I went to the Laundromat dressed up like a girl? I could put on the wig and do my makeup and wear a big pair of sunglasses, and no one would know the difference. It was the perfect disguise—and I knew that I could do the voice thanks to a week of practice back when I was a cringy teenager.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. All of my anxiety started boiling up, but the idea still seemed sound in my head: worst case scenario, someone can tell that I’m not really a woman. But they still won’t know who I really am, or where I’m currently living, or what I really look like when I’m not in a wig and makeup. It really was the perfect disguise.  
 
    It was too warm out for the leather leggings, and since I was going to be a woman for the morning, I could pick anything from the closet. So I picked a white denim skirt. It fit surprisingly well. I had to wear a pair of Lewis’s sister’s panties underneath, to keep my package from hanging loose. It was a tight fit, but it was better than a tragic wardrobe malfunction.  
 
    I found a bra in the closet that fit nicely. It had pads in it—probably from Lewis’s sister’s teenage years; I think most girls pad their bras to keep up with the other girls in school. The bra looked kind of silly until I got a tight beige tank top on over top of it. Then, my figure looked surprisingly convincing. And sadly, I knew that it would.  
 
    During that week when I convinced myself that I was a professional method actor, I got a lot of compliments from oblivious men. I even got a death threat from one of the seniors, who asked if I wanted to grab a milkshake with him after school. I didn’t go, and the next day his friends informed him that I was just some delusional kid playing dress up. “If I ever see you in the hallways, I’ll smash your face in,” he wrote in the form of a note on my locker.  
 
    And walking home from school, cars would honk at me and men would whistle. At the time I liked it—I thought it was proof that I was a successful actor. No one could tell that I wasn’t eighteen—I was prime jailbait. I knew because I took pictures of myself—selfies for a MySpace account that I made just for that character. Men messaged my MySpace account and asked me on dates.  
 
    I hadn’t changed much since I was thirteen. I’d grown a couple of inches, put on a few pounds, but I still had the same face with the same soft features, and I still had that petite body that used to fit in whatever dress I wanted to fit into.  
 
    The wig in the closet was surprisingly high quality. The hair was soft—though a bit dusty from sitting in a closet for over half a decade. I gave it a good shake and then I fit it onto my head. It was a snug fit.  
 
    I fed myself a few lines, to make sure I could still do the voice. It wasn’t a hard voice to do, seeing as my voice was already naturally high for a male. Besides, I was hoping that I wouldn’t have to use it. I was hoping I could get away by shaking my head and smiling. The only person I had to interact with was the Laundromat owner.  
 
    But my transformation wasn’t complete. I looked in the full-length mirror and I could still tell that I was a boy, even with a big pair of sunglasses. My legs were hairy, and my eyebrows were a mess. No girls let their eyebrows grow out like that.  
 
    So I spent the next hour plucking my eyebrows. There was a picture on the wall of my bedroom that I used for reference: it was some actress from the 90s. Once I had my eyebrows shaped, I put a little bit of foundation and concealer on my face, and I put on a bit of lipstick. I decided to put on a bit of eyeliner to be safe, in case my sunglasses came off during my trip into town.  
 
    I shaved my legs smooth with a razor that was left on the side of the bathtub. I shaved my armpits and my arms while I was at it—just to be extra safe. Then I looked in the mirror again. And that’s when I remembered the worst part of that week when I was thirteen: I actually looked good as a woman. I wasn’t mocked for my delusions—I was mocked for the body I was born with. “How much do you want to bet he has a vagina?” one kid said. “Show us your dick, Alex! Prove that you’re actually a boy!” My whole class got in on it. And it didn’t end after that week. “Are you wearing your brother’s clothes today, Alex? But you look so much better in a dress!” It was every teenaged boy’s nightmare: to be called girly by every student in school.  
 
    No one ever noticed my petite frame or my curvy butt or the feminine features of my face until that week—and once they’d all noticed, it was too late.  
 
    Even Lewis couldn’t help himself. Whenever he wanted to push my buttons—if he was mad at me about something, or if he just wanted to have a good laugh at my expense—he would bring it up. “Hey, if we’re going to see that movie tonight, why don’t you put on a dress? Make people think I’m on a hot date.” He would nudge me with his elbow and laugh.  
 
    Thankfully, after a few years, everyone moved onto the next hilarious thing. One of the kids in our class got really into occult stuff and started showing up to school in black robes. He became the laughing stock for a few months before the next student did something humiliating and regrettable.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    At least when you do something embarrassing as a kid, you can justify it with the fact that kids do stupid and sometimes inexplicable things. When you do something embarrassing as an adult, there are no excuses. Adults should know right from wrong and normal behaviour from strange behaviour. Going to the Laundromat dressed as a woman in an attempt to avoid an awkward encounter is unquestionably strange behaviour. But in that moment, it seemed like a good idea.  
 
    I got onto the bike with my dirty clothes packed into my bag. I was going to need to wash my bag, too. I took a deep breath before heading to town. I would make it a quick trip: load the machines, sit in a corner until the wash is finished, and get the hell back to the cabin. I could hang dry the clothes back at the cabin, rather than waiting for the dry cycle at the Laundromat. It would be a quick job—in and out.  
 
    I parked my bike outside of the Laundromat. The streets were quiet, and thank God for that. I slipped into the Laundromat and it was empty—not even an attendant behind the counter. I went up to one of the machines. They took bills. I slipped a couple of bills into one of the machines, and then I slipped a bill into the detergent dispenser. I started the machine, and it started rumbling. I looked around. There were no seats in the small space—hardly even space to stand. But I stood anyway. I didn’t want to go out and wander and risk being seen.  
 
    Twenty minutes past. The washing machine was still rumbling. I was starting to feel nervous. The room was hot and getting hotter as the sun rose higher into the sky, and as the old machine heated up. I was tempted to look inside to see how far along the load was—there was no timer to be seen. But I didn’t want to accidentally cancel the cycle and have to start over again.  
 
    I looked around for a hidden dial—surely there was some way to know how much longer the wash would take. 
 
    “Looking for something?” someone behind me said, making me jump up to my feet. I spun around. I was caught. My heart was racing. But what was I caught doing? Paying to use a washing machine? “Drop a sock or something behind the machine?” the man asked. He was an older man—in his late fifties—with grey stubble and a slender build. He was standing in the doorway with a smile on his face.  
 
    “Just looking for the timer,” I said softly. He was staring right at me. Could he tell that I was a man? I’d taken my sunglasses off and placed them on one of the machines while I looked for the non-existent timer. My whole face was exposed.  
 
    “There’s none, unfortunately. What time did you start your load? Couldn’t have been more than thirty minutes, seeing as I was still here then.” 
 
    “About twenty minutes,” I said. 
 
    “Then you’ve got another two hours. Why don’t you head on across the road and have some breakfast?” the man said. Did he just say two hours? The machines took two and a half hours to run? My God, small town folk really aren’t in any rush.  
 
    I looked through the window, across the street. The diner was busy. There was only a single open spot at the bar. “I’m okay waiting,” I said. 
 
    “Nonsense, go get some breakfast. A pretty girl like you, they’ll probably give it to you for free.” He smiled and nodded his head before slipping behind the counter. I felt a rush of warmth entering into my cheeks. Did he just call me pretty? So he really didn’t know that he was talking to a man—nothing had changed since I was a teenager.  
 
    I had two less-than-ideal options: stand awkwardly in that Laundromat with that older man for the next two hours, or brave the diner with that crowd of small town folk. With the former option, I would look like a complete lunatic: standing in one spot for two straight hours. At least I could pretend to be normal over at the diner, assuming my anxiety didn’t completely ruin me. 
 
    So I smiled and said, “Maybe I’ll grab a coffee,” and I stepped out from the Laundromat. I was sweating. My head was hot but my hands and feet felt cold. I knew this feeling all too well: I was about to have a panic attack. The Laundromat owner was watching me from the window, and the men in the diner had noticed me now. One of them smiled and nodded at me. I couldn’t just hop on my bike and bail—what about my clothes? I couldn’t just abandon them. What kind of mess had I gotten myself into?  
 
    I smiled back at the man and I started walking towards the diner. I felt suddenly hyper-aware of the light breeze that was wafting up my skirt, tickling my exposed skin. I became suddenly aware of the beads of sweat that were forming on the back of my head, underneath my wig. What if my wig slid off? What if the little clips holding it on stopped holding?  
 
    I needed to get a hold of myself. I couldn’t have a full-blown panic attack while dressed like a woman in the middle of the street. Something so absurd was bound to end up on the news. So I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths. ‘It won’t be so bad,’ I thought to myself. ‘No one knows you and no one will be able to tell you aren’t really a woman.’  
 
    I went inside. There was a ‘Help Wanted’ sign on the door. It looked like it had been there for years.  
 
    That spot at the bar was still open, so I took it, right between two workingmen dressed in plaid. They both looked over at me, smiled, and nodded. “Ma’am,” one of them said. He probably wasn’t much older than me—tall and athletic-looking. His shirt and pants were covered in dried white paint, and there were even speckles on his face.  
 
    “Hi,” I said. I sat and smiled, stiff as a steel beam, waiting for the waiter to come by to drop off a menu. The waiter did come by, but not to drop off a menu. “What can I get you, miss?” she said.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Women were harder to convince than men. Women could see small details that men didn’t—like small inflections in the voice, lousy makeup, or questionable outfits. I looked around. There were menu folds in small baskets with cutlery and napkins. I grabbed one and opened it up. “Uh,” I said. At the top of the menus was ‘Toast and coffee’. Perfect. “Toast and coffee,” I said.  
 
    “That it?” 
 
    “Yep,” I said, forcing a smile. My heart was still pounding. I was surprised no one could hear it. I took a deep breath. The man next to me was looking at me with a smile. I looked over at him and he looked away with red cheeks. Was he the first to clue in? Could he tell that I wasn’t actually a woman? What if someone recognized the clothes I was wearing? When was the last time Lewis’s sister was in town, wearing those same clothes? What if they thought that I was some serial killer and I’d killed Lewis’s sister and now I was wearing her clothes around town?  
 
    “I like your skirt,” the man said, and then he turned forward and took a sip from his coffee. Could he maybe not tell that I wasn’t a woman? Was he maybe being genuine with his compliment? “You just passing through town?”  
 
    “Visiting some friends,” I said. 
 
    “Oh really. Who’s that?” he asked. 
 
    My heart stuttered. I’d made a mistake. I couldn’t make anyone up—there was a possibility that he knew everyone. But if I told him I was visiting Lewis’s family, that could be a whole set of problems in itself—what if he knew them? What if he didn’t know they were in town? What if he wanted to see them?  
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to cross any lines,” he said. “It’s just, we don’t see a lot of strangers around here.”  
 
    I smiled. “Well I’m not staying long—just a few more days.”  
 
    “Well if you want some advice on good places to eat, let me know. I know this town like an old Chevy.”  
 
    “Okay, so where are some good places to eat.” 
 
    “Right here,” he said with a laugh. “It’s the only restaurant in town—unless you want to count Mike’s pub, but they only serve fries and nachos. This place will treat you well, though. I think you’ll like the food here.”  
 
    My food came questionably quickly. “Here you are,” the waitress said, plopping my plate down in front of it. It was a couple standard slices of buttered toast. “Breakfast of champions.”  
 
    The guys around all had a good chuckle at the comment, but I couldn’t tell why. I couldn’t help but think the chuckle was at my expense. I remembered sitting in class when someone would make a vague remark and everyone would start to laugh—and I would find out later that they were making fun of me, usually some sort of reference to being a tranny because of my embarrassing week as a girl.  
 
    “But if you’d like, I’d be happy to show you around. There are some great hikes around here, if you’re into that kind of thing.” His cheeks were dark red. He wasn’t messing around—he was really complimenting me. The men in that diner really thought that I was a woman, and a pretty woman. And why was I so surprised? I knew I could look like a convincing woman—I was mocked for it for years as a teenager, and unsuspecting strangers hit me on.  
 
    “Maybe,” I said with a smile. I caught myself blushing. I got up to use the bathroom, and when I returned, my bill was paid for and the man had left me his phone number. Maybe leaving the house as a woman wasn’t such a bad idea. It was turning into a surprisingly convenient day out.  
 
    Instead of heading back to the cabin, I decided to go for a walk along the bay. I’m not sure why, but I suddenly didn’t feel embarrassed to be out by myself—maybe it was because I was in a disguise, and I knew no one could possible recognize me, or maybe there was just something different about being a woman—different things are socially acceptable. Or maybe there was something about being a girl that made me feel more comfortable and less anxious… I tried to convince myself that last option couldn’t possibly be the case.   
 
    That afternoon, when I finally returned to the cabin, I rushed to the bathroom and washed off my makeup and I got changed back into my now-clean regular clothes. For the rest of that day, I didn’t leave the cabin again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Boredom was quick to set back in. When I woke up the next morning, I thought about wandering down to the diner for a bite to eat. I was already tired of the cereal I’d bought at the store, and the day before there was a man eating an omelette that looked exceptionally tasty. But I was afraid I would go down to the diner and people would recognize me from the previous day—so if I wanted to go, I would have to go as a woman.  
 
    No, no—that was just my anxiety-fuelled paranoia. I wouldn’t have to go as a woman. Worst-case scenario, if someone does recognize me, I could say that they saw my twin sister the day before. Would they believe it? And what if they didn’t believe it? What if they found out that they’d been duped by a man in women’s clothing? My heart started pounding. 
 
    Just to avoid any unnecessary risk, I could just go as a woman. I knew that I passed in Lewis’s sister’s clothing. I didn’t have to worry about what people would think—I already knew what they thought from my previous day out. 
 
    So I found myself at the closet, digging through options to wear out. I was particularly fond of the skirt options, but there was one skirt that I was specifically drawn to. It was an overall skirt that cut off just a couple of inches below my crotch. It was very short, but I looked hot in it. I wore a tight white t-shirt underneath.  
 
    I was reaching for the same little pair of flats I wore the day before when I noticed something a little more flashy: a pair of thigh-high heeled black boots. They were open-toed, and had laces up the whole front side. I don’t know why, but I wanted to try them on. I wanted to see how they would pair with my little outfit. They were bold, but they made my legs look so sexy—how could I not wear them?  
 
    When I went to do my makeup, I noticed a few accessories that I’d overlooked the day before: a straightener, and a couple of curling irons. So I decided to curl my hair for the day—try something different. I ended up spending over an hour in front of the mirror, getting myself dolled up. I’d almost forgotten how good I looked. And it seemed like I was only looking better and better each time I got dressed up. I still needed a lot of practise with my makeup and my hair—and even my outfit planning—but I was already impressed with what I was able to pull off.  
 
    I got on the bike and I rode into town. I didn’t hesitate walking into that diner. In fact, I was excited to see everyone’s reaction to my new look. And the reactions were good. I got smiles and compliments from men and women. And once again, someone paid for my mean—though I had no idea who. It could have been any of the men eyeing me up, or even the chef who gave me a free side of fruit.  
 
    I didn’t want to go home after my meal. I’d spent so much time getting myself all pretty, so I wanted to make the most of it. I went for another walk along the water. The ocean was so pretty—I could have lived there and walked along that bay every single day. I could have eaten at that diner every single day. There was a little ice-cream shop near the marina. I got myself a cone. Normally, I would never have gone near the place—going to an ice-cream shop alone as a man was a horrifying thought. But for some reason, it seemed like a perfectly normal activity as a woman. Everything felt strangely normal as a woman. It wasn’t until I was getting back on my bike a couple of hours later when I realized I hadn’t felt any anxiety since waking up that morning. Maybe small town living was for me… 
 
    Or maybe female living was for me… 
 
    Finally, as that thought occurred to me, my anxiety returned: a familiar foe. Even if I were to do something absurd like become a woman, it wouldn’t be long before people realized I wasn’t actually a girl. And once it was common knowledge, the benefits would be gone. I would be too afraid to leave my apartment, knowing that everyone would look at me like I was some freak, just like that week back in grade school.  
 
    I was born a man, so I would live as a man. It was ludicrous to even entertain any other thoughts. I needed to solve my anxiety problem by facing it—not by running away and hiding from it. But I had to admit—the thought of waking up one morning as a woman was a strangely relaxing thought; imagining a world where I didn’t have to be afraid of getting an ice cream by myself.  
 
    I returned to the cabin. But once I was back, I didn’t wash off my makeup, and I didn’t change out of my clothes. I decided to keep my little outfit on for a while. Besides, it’s not like anyone was going to see me—the nearest house was half a mile away, on the other side of a small forest. I was completely secluded, and I could do whatever I wanted. 
 
    The sun was warm, so I went outside and I read in the sunshine. Though it was hard to focus on my book with my crossed legs constantly stealing away my attention. I just loved how smooth and soft they looked—and how sexy they were. I was tempted to paint my toenails—I saw a little bottle of white nail polish in one of the drawers. I resisted the urge for a while, but I eventually caved. There was a bottle of nail polish remover once I was ready to return to reality. But while I was away from my stressful life, I decided I would live a little. My toes looked good in white. 
 
    I ended up dozing off, once again slipping into a deeper sleep than I’d had in months and maybe years. Months of exhaustion combined with the cosy heat of the sun gave me vivid dreams. In one dream, I was wearing the tiniest lingerie. There was a crowd of men watching me and snapping photos of me. But for some reason I liked it. I didn’t want them to stop. I even posed for them. I reached down to cover my cock, but there was no bulge—my cock was gone.  
 
    And then I woke up to the sound of crunching gravel. It took me a moment to realize there was a truck pulling up to the cabin. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and sat up. I wasn’t too worried about it until I recognized the truck—it belonged to Lewis—and I realized I was still wearing his sister’s clothes and makeup and wig.  
 
    But it was too late to get up and run—he’d already seen me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I jumped up to my feet. I thought about running inside and getting changed—I could invent some sort of lie—tell him that I had a girl over and she left as he pulled up. But there was no way he would buy that. Surely he recognized me and he probably recognized his sister’s clothes, too. And even if I wanted to run, my joints were suddenly rigid. I was paralyzed—I couldn’t move. And I was caught. 
 
    He stepped out from his truck slowly, staring at me the whole time. I felt so stupid. What was he going to think? I wanted to say something—maybe along the lines of, ‘I can explain,’ but I couldn’t explain. Unfortunately, it was exactly what it looked like: I was wearing his sister’s clothes because they helped me relax. And there’s no way to phrase that to not sound completely insane.  
 
    “Look at you,” he said with a big grin. “Looks like you’re nice and comfortable.”  
 
    I wanted to respond but I was afraid of my own voice. For the past two days I’d only been using my female voice, and I wasn’t sure what voice would come out next. After my week as a woman, back when I was thirteen, the days after the week were a struggle, as I naturally wanted to speak in my female voice. Somehow it just became so natural after a while. 
 
    So I said nothing. 
 
    “You look good,” he said. “Looks like my plan worked.” He had a big grin on his face. His plan? What was he talking about? What plan?  
 
    “Why are you here?” I asked, and just what I was afraid of: it was my female voice.  
 
    “I have the next few days off of work. I thought I would come see how things were going here.”  
 
    “Why didn’t you call first?” I asked. My legs were trembling. My best friend had caught me dressed as a woman. It was my worst nightmare playing itself out in reality.  
 
    “I thought I would surprise you,” he said, still with that big grin on his face. “Sorry about the washer,” he continued. “Maybe I should have said something.” And how did he know about the washer? Did he set me up? Did he somehow know— 
 
    “Oh my God, you planned all of this?” I said. I felt the colour drain from my face.  
 
    He walked up to me. “Come on inside. It’s starting to get chilly. We’ll make a fire and have a drink.” He walked by me, acting completely casual, and he went into the cabin. I was still frozen solid. I had to strain to get my legs moving. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. I went inside. He was fixing a fire in the fireplace. “So, what do you think of the place?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. “But I want to know what the hell is going on here.”  
 
    “You were stressed out and you needed to relax. So I helped you relax. You’re welcome,” he said without even looking back at me. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I said. 
 
    “What exactly don’t you understand?” he said. 
 
    I didn’t want to say it—it was too embarrassing. And surely he knew what I was referring to: the fact I was dressed up in his sister’s clothes and he was acting like that was part of some plan.  
 
    “I came up here and got the place set up for you last week—remember? I knew what you needed to relax, so I made sure everything you needed was here for you.”  
 
    “W—What are you talking about?” I said. I felt so stupid, standing there in that overall skirt and padded bra and eyeliner and wig. I was waiting for the nightmare to end—waiting to wake up on that lawn chair outside. Surely this was just another vivid dream. I wanted it to be a vivid dream so badly.  
 
    “Ten years ago I saw a whole different side of you—a happy, relaxed, and outgoing side of you. But it was bullied out of you. Ever since, it’s been obvious that there’s been something missing from your life. And now I know that I was right.” He walked by me and went to the kitchen. He grabbed a bottle of whiskey down from one of the top cupboards. “Want a drink?” he asked. 
 
    I just nodded my head. I wasn’t sure whether to be completely embarrassed or violently ill. For the past decade, Lewis knew that I missed dressing up like a girl? Was it that obvious? Was it that obvious to everyone?  
 
    He handed me a drink—straight whiskey. It wasn’t something I would normally drink, but the burn was welcome that evening.  
 
    “So I disconnected the washer, I took all of my clothes and my parents’ clothes and stored them in a few boxes in the storage shed, so there would only be women’s clothing for you. I had to buy that makeup kit—my sister must have come by at some point and grabbed her old one. And then I told you to pack light. I honestly didn’t think you would be quite this quick,” he said with a chuckle. He sat down and took a sip from his drink. He looked up at me. “Don’t look so devastated—you make a good woman. Even I’ll admit it. That skirt looks great on you, by the way.” 
 
    So it was true: Lewis really did know me better than anyone, including myself. “But why?” I said, still in shock. 
 
    “Because you needed it. And had I told you to go to the cabin and be a girl for a week, you wouldn’t have gone. But now you’re here and you’re clearly enjoying yourself. I just came to check up on you.” He looked at me with a smile. “You look good, too.” I couldn’t decide whether I wanted to smack him or thank him.  
 
    His plan worked—I’d been more relaxed than ever before. I felt happy and strangely free. But I knew it wasn’t right; I wasn’t a woman and pretending to be one for a week was just going to make my return to real life harder. Because of Lewis, I was now indulging in a fantasy that I’d spent the past decade trying to repress. I just wanted to be normal—I didn’t want to be a freak. And before my mental breakdown, I felt like I was finally so close. Now, I felt further away than ever. Now I didn’t even know what gender I was supposed to be for crying out loud.  
 
    “I think I’m going to go home. I’ll have my own apartment by the end of the week,” I said, standing up. I started towards the bathroom, so I could get out of my makeup. It was going to be a hard week to tolerate, sharing an apartment with Lewis after he saw me like this. So the sooner I got back and started apartment hunting, the better.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. It was the face I’d dreamed of seeing in the mirror for years—a dream that should have never existed. And it almost didn’t exist—I was so close to being rid of that old, stupid fantasy. Why did Lewis have to come in and bring it back into my life?  
 
    And how much longer before that dream started to disappear again? Another ten years? How long before I could see a woman wearing a pair of overalls with a skirt without remembering my half-week at the cabin? 
 
    Lewis knocked at the bathroom door. “Alex—what are you doing? You aren’t seriously leaving, are you?” he said.  
 
    “I just have to go. This was a mistake,” I said. And again, it came out in my female voice. My God, how long would it take before I could speak without worrying the wrong voice would come out?  
 
    “Don’t go. Just enjoy yourself while you’re here. No one can tell that you aren’t really a woman. You can do whatever you want. You have complete freedom here.”  
 
    “I don’t want that,” I said. “I’m not interested in hiding from reality.” I turned on the sink and waited for the water to heat up. 
 
    “That’s funny,” he said. 
 
    “What’s funny?” 
 
    “Well it seems to me that you’re about to leave here and return to New York City so you can hide from reality.”  
 
    I was about to splash my face, but I hesitated. What if he was right? What if I’d spent the last ten years running away from something that I just needed to face. What if this whole cross-dressing thing wasn’t just some fad that would go away with time? What if it was the universe trying to tell me something? I looked at myself again. I was looking at a woman. Everyone at the diner thought so, everyone on the street thought so, everyone in that little town thought so. And I’m sure if I put on the same outfit and grew my hair out, all 8.5 million people in New York City would think so as well. 
 
    He opened the door and let himself into the bathroom. “Just face it, Alex—you make a better lady than a man. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.” 
 
    I watched in the mirror as a tear rolled down my cheek. I hated how right he was. I hated that I couldn’t just be normal like him, or like just about everyone else in the world. Why did I have to be the freak? What did I do to deserve this?  
 
    I turned to look at him, but before I could say anything, he kissed me. The kiss lasted maybe five seconds at most, but it sure felt like a lot longer. “What was that?” I said when he pulled back. 
 
    “I don’t know. It was just an impulse I guess. Sometimes we have to listen to our impulses.”  
 
    “You don’t think I’m a freak?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “And if someone thinks that you are, who cares?” 
 
    The thought of surrendering to my feminine impulses was overwhelming—too overwhelming. I had no idea what life could be like without stress and anxiety. I couldn’t imagine a life where I actually wanted to go out so people could see me, rather than wanting to stay inside, worried about people judging me. I couldn’t even imagine a life where people liked me instead of thinking that I was some sort of stressed-out nuisance.  
 
    “Maybe I’m the freak for wanting to kiss you,” he said with a laugh, and then he kissed me again. 
 
    I kissed back. I wrapped my arms around him and held him tight. He was my saviour. If he hadn’t orchestrated this whole thing, that mental breakdown wouldn’t have been my last. I would have lived my whole life anxious and unhappy. But now, I felt like I had something to look forward to. I had so much to look forward to; I didn’t even know where to start… 
 
    He slipped his hands around me. I playfully bit his lip. “You smell nice,” he said. 
 
    “It’s your sister’s perfume,” I said. 
 
    His cheeks turned red. “Oh, that’s awkward,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t be embarrassed—it’s a nice perfume.” We laughed and then we kissed again. This time I got my hands under his shirt, on his muscles. I ran my hands up and down his abs and his pecs. He had a nice, hard body.  
 
    He had his hands on my ass. He squeezed firmly, making me moan slightly. I liked it when he squeezed my ass. And I liked it when he kissed my neck.  
 
    Suddenly, I was overwhelmed by another impulse: a strong desire to suck his cock. I pushed his hands off of me and I dropped to my knees. As I pulled away his belt, I noticed my hands were shaking. I was nervous with excitement—a feeling that was strangely familiar, yet strangely foreign to me. Nerves, sure, that I was used to—but excitement? I unzipped his fly and I reached down the front of his boxer shorts. I felt it: his big, warm cock. I wrapped my fingers around it and I began to massage. “Oh shit, that feels good,” he said. 
 
    “How good?” I asked. I could feel it getting bigger and bigger.  
 
    “So fucking good,” he said, his knees trembling slightly.  
 
    I lifted up his heavy member and I stuck it through my lips. I loved the feeling of his warm cock throbbing on my tongue. And I loved the feeling of being so relaxed—I didn’t even know it was possible to be so relaxed. For once, I had no worries on my mind. I couldn’t even remember what I’d ever been worried about.  
 
    I got his cock rock hard in my mouth. I have to admit, it was weird at first: sucking my best friend’s cock while on my knees, dressed like a girl. I’d never sucked a cock before, though I had though about it over the years—always dolled up in my fantasies, sometimes wearing lingerie and fishnets, sometimes wearing cute dresses and skirts. I’d fantasized about taking it in the ass, too, but I’d never been brave enough to even try it with a dildo, or even a Sharpie.  
 
    But there’s a first time for everything. Once I could taste his pre-cum on my tongue, I stood up. He was ready and I’d been ready for years. I turned around and slipped off the straps of my overalls. He did the rest, tugging my skirt down and shimmying down my panties. “You’ve got a great ass,” he said, giving it a slap. I liked when he slapped it. I gave it a shake so he would slap it again—and he did.  
 
    And then I felt his warm throbber pressing up between my cheeks. He rubbed it in circles around my puckering hole. “Fuck me,” I said, shaking with a combination of fear and excitement. I didn’t know if it was going to hurt or feel incredible—and in all honesty, I was afraid of both possibilities. Because if I truly loved it, there really was no turning back. Once I felt the euphoria of being fucked, I would never be able to convince myself that I was meant to be a man.  
 
    He started pushing in. It felt strange at first—tight… very tight. But once I was able to take a deep breath and relax, that strange feeling went away. He slid in deep, until his pelvis was pressed against my butt. “Does it hurt?” he asked. 
 
    “No, it feels good,” I said. A warm jolt buzzed through me. It really did feel good—especially once he started to thrust. It felt too good, just like I was afraid of. But it felt too good to worry about that. I pressed my hands hard against the bathroom wall and I bit my lip. “Harder,” I said. 
 
    He pounded my ass harder, coming down faster. I loved the sound of his pelvis slapping against my tush. “Slap my ass,” I said. He followed the command. Fuck, it felt so good. I looked down and noticed that I was erect. My cock was bouncing with every penetration from behind. “Don’t stop,” I said, and then I started to moan.  
 
    It wasn’t easy to stand upright with my legs trembling, while wearing those heeled boots. But somehow I managed. It helped that he was now holding my hips in place. I could feel every vein and every slight ridge of his cock inside of me. It felt like his dick was pressing up into my stomach, somewhere near my sternum. And my God, did it feel good. “Shit,” I moaned. I looked down again. A long strand of cum was oozing out from my cock. I moaned louder. 
 
    His fingertips dug into my skin. “Fuck, you’re so tight. It feels so good,” he said with a groan. He pounded me harder and harder and harder. I didn’t want him to stop, but I knew the end was coming. I could feel his cock bloating up, and his grunts were getting louder. I pushed my bum back with every penetration, trying to get him just a little bit deeper, and to make each thrust a little bit harder. His fingertips dug in even deeper. 
 
    “I’m coming,” he said, and then I felt it: hot blasts, deep inside of my body. It felt amazing. My whole body trembled and I nearly fell to the ground. And it was all over, but it wouldn’t be the last time we fucked—not even the last time that day. The sun had just gone down when we found ourselves in the bedroom. He fucked me missionary style on the bed while I was wearing his sister’s lingerie. He made me cum all over my belly, and then he pulled out and came on my own warm load.  
 
    And then we fucked again the next morning. This time, he reached down and jerked me off while he pumped my ass. I ended up coming so fast, it was almost embarrassing. But he seemed to like it. He pulled out and came all over my torso.  
 
    “It’s a shame we have to go back to New York City,” I said as his come dribbled down my chest.  
 
    “Do we?” he said. “The lease on my apartment ends this month, and to be honest, I kind of like it here, with you.” He looked into my eyes and smiled. I remembered that ‘Help Wanted’ sign at the diner. I could see myself working at the diner—wearing the cute little diner outfit, mingling with the locals all day. It’s not like we needed much money—we already had a place and everything in town was so much cheaper than in New York City.  
 
    “Okay, let’s stay here,” I said, unable to hide my big, goofy smile. He hugged me. I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d been planning this moment for a long time, maybe dreaming about it ever since that week back when we were just thirteen. It almost seemed like he wanted me to be a girl more than I wanted to be a girl. Judging by the big smirk that appeared on his face, I would guess that my theory was correct.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SNOWED IN 
 
    Ryan Johannson is no stranger to travelling. He’s seen every possible delay and cancellation. So when he sets out for his brother’s wedding, he makes sure to set his travel date a few days before the big day.  
 
    But for once, everything is going great—better than great. Ryan’s first flight leaves on time and he even finds himself upgraded to first class. But his luck soon runs out. He gets removed from his second flight and he ends up in a hotel with the wrong luggage, belonging to some woman. And in case that’s not bad enough, the biggest snowstorm of the decade has just started, and now it looks like Ryan will be stuck in that hotel for a few days. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Travelling during the winter is always a bad time. No one ever gets from point A to point B without having to face some nonsense: hours of delays, flight cancellations, lost luggage. I once had to spend two nights sleeping on the floor of an airport in Whitehorse because planes couldn’t land or take off—there was too much ice.  
 
    So when my brother told me that his wedding would be in February, in Northern Ontario, I knew it was going to be one of those trips. And I wasn’t wrong.  
 
    Having been through it all (or so I thought), I was ready for it. I booked my flight for three days before the wedding, in case of delays and cancellations. I booked my rental car weeks in advance, and I called multiple times to remind the rental company of my booking. “Don’t worry, it’s in our system, Mr. Johansson,” they kept telling me, but I knew better than to make assumptions. I’d made assumptions before and ended up with no rental car and no way to get to my final destination save for a three hundred dollar cab ride. I wasn’t going to let that happen again.  
 
    I even called and booked two nights at a cheap hotel in my layover city. The forecast called for snow, and I had no optimism in my airline. It was only two hundred bucks for both nights, and it turned out to be the best decision that I made—maybe ever in my entire life.  
 
    As my travel day came closer and closer, I kept a closer eye on the weather forecast. The snowfall warning was getting more and more serious. “We’re expecting up to forty centimetres on Wednesday,” one meteorologist said. I was already dreading the trip. I once spent five hours on an airplane on the runway, travelling a few hundred feet before having to de-ice, over and over. This was going to be one of those trips. 
 
    I arrived at the airport early, knowing the security line would be a disaster. And I wasn’t surprised when I arrived to a dark terminal, lit only by emergency lights. The power was out. There were long lines of sitting people—they looked like they’d been there for hours with little hope of making their flights. But thankfully, by some miracle, my airline was at another terminal, where the power was on. 
 
    I expected chaos in the security line, but the line was empty. The security was strangely efficient. I got to my gate within minutes. And then I had a couple of hours to kill. I decided to grab something to eat, not expecting anything good—but even my meal was surprisingly tasty. I looked at my flight details, and everything was on time. Apparently it hadn’t even started snowing at my layover, to everyone’s surprise. “It looks like the snow will hold off until tomorrow,” one website suggested. I caught myself smiling in the reflection of my smartphone.  
 
    This kind of luck was unprecedented for me. But I knew something bad was waiting around the corner. The flight attendant made an announcement. “Would Ryan Johansson please come to the desk at Gate B82?” Of course, I thought, they were going to kick me off the plane. Maybe it was overbooked and I pulled the short straw. Or maybe some whacko slipped some device into my luggage and now I was a suspect in some terrorism case… 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Johansson. There’s been a little issue with your seat,” the woman said to me. Ah-ha, and here it was: the moment I’d been waiting for. I was about to be thrust into the horrible rescheduling system, being tossed from one flight to the next like some low-priority standby passenger. Once I finally got onto a flight, it would be snowing at my layover. My next flight would be long gone. I would end up sitting at the airport for hours—maybe even days. I would be lucky to show up for my brother’s wedding at all. “But there’s an opening in first class, so we’re going to upgrade you for free.” I had to ask her to repeat herself, but I’d heard right: I was being moved up to first class.  
 
    “Seriously?” I said. 
 
    She smiled. “As long as that’s okay with you,” she said. 
 
    “Um, yes, that’s fine. Thank you.” I considered the possibility that I was dreaming, that my real body was laying on the floor of a busy airport in some sleeping-pill-induced slumber, surrounded by screaming babies and angry seniors. I even pinched my arm. But I was awake. I was really having the luckiest trip of my life.  
 
    I got onto my plane. I was sitting next to a beautiful woman—and there wasn’t a baby in sight. The flight attendant brought me a hot coffee and a newspaper and a hot towel and a pillow. They asked if I wanted a blanket, but I declined the offer. I didn’t want to look like a total asshole to the other passengers. But I did take them up on their free liquor offer. I didn’t even know that liquor was free in first class.  
 
    It was a four-hour flight, and I knew that anything could change in the span of four hours. Sure, it wasn’t snowing at my layover when we took off, but maybe it had started. Maybe some intense blizzard had started and the whole town was suddenly buried. “We’re about to land in Winnipeg. The weather here is pleasant—looks like the snow is holding off for now,” the pilot announced. I still wasn’t entirely convinced that I wasn’t dreaming. I leaned forward, looking past my neighbour’s large breasts, and I looked out the window. It was true: there was no snow falling. It was a miracle.  
 
    But that miracle was about to come to an abrupt end, and I should have seen it coming.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I didn’t rush to get onto my second flight. Whenever they announce boarding, everyone always swarms the gate—not me. I know better than to hurl myself into the line-up, only to stand and wait for thirty minutes while they work out whatever technical difficulties they have to deal with. So I sat on the sidelines, waiting for the line to die down. The trick, in my opinion, is to wait until the bitter end. Being first in line doesn’t get you to your destination any faster, you know. 
 
    So once the line was down to five or six people, I picked up my bag and walked over. And then the flight attendant asked to see my boarding pass. I handed it to her. Then she asked for my ID, so I handed that to her as well. And then she just stared at both, her eyes narrowing. She turned to her computer and started typing something in. “Is everything alright?” I asked. 
 
    She turned to me with a smile. “Just hold on, please,” she said, and then she turned back to her computer and typed some more.  
 
    I looked around. The gate was empty now. Everyone was on the plane but me. I started tapping my foot. Anxiety started to fill my body. It was inevitable: something was going wrong. Luck has to run out eventually, and I should have known that I was just running on fumes. The flight attendant looked up at me and said, “Sorry, but this isn’t your boarding pass,” she said. She handed it back to me. 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?”  
 
    She pointed to my name on the boarding pass. “See there? The name doesn’t match the name on your ID.” She was right—it was a few letters off. Instead of Johansson, it read Johnson—Ryan Johnson.  
 
    “It’s a mistake—the airline must have put in my name wrong,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but you’ll have to go to the service desk and have your boarding pass reprinted,” she said. 
 
    “Are you fucking kidding me?” I snapped. She jumped back, her eyes becoming wide. It was an overreaction on her part, in my opinion. “C’mon, lady. It’s obviously a mistake. Please just let me on the plane,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry but I can’t. You can get your boarding pass reprinted at the service desk,” she said as she straightened her purple blouse. 
 
    “Where’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Near the luggage drop.” 
 
    “You mean through security?” I asked. She wanted me to walk half a mile back to the airport entrance and then go through security all over again. “Will the plane wait for me?”  
 
    “I’m sorry but we can’t make the plane wait.” 
 
    “So I’m going to miss my plane, is what you’re saying?” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face.  
 
    “Your airline should be able to get you onto another flight.” She forced a condescending smile. Had I not snapped at her, I bet she would have overlooked the spelling mistake and put me on the plane. But the woman hated me now, and was looking for any reason to fuck me over.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and said, “Okay, thank you,” and I turned around and started towards the service desk. I missed my flight, of course. The line at the service desk was long—almost two hours long. But I waited in the line. I should have seen it coming. The success of my first flight filled me with an optimism that I should have known was too good to be true.  
 
    “We can get you on a flight tonight,” I was told. I would have to wait eight hours. So I went back through security, found a seat, and I went to sleep. When I woke up, I got something to eat, wandered around, and then I listened to music on my phone. And then I heard a flurry of tired, angry sighs. There was a crowd of people looking at the departures screen. Flights were being delayed. Heavy snow was falling outside. Apparently security’s power went out. The airport descended into chaos. It was just an hour later when they announced that my flight was cancelled. “Passengers: you can either see the service desk about being put on standby, or you can wait for your airline to reach out to you about your new flight details. Do not worry: everyone will be put onto a new flight. You can pick up your luggage at the baggage claim,” was the announcement that was made.  
 
    I saw the line at the service desk—it was madness, at least a four-hour wait. Thankfully, I had a hotel room booked just a few blocks away. I grabbed my suitcase and made the hike through the blizzard. I had a bad feeling that my hotel reservation had been cancelled, but luckily my room was still booked. And let me tell you: there’s no better feeling that lying down on a bed after spending an entire day in a chaotic airport. I could see the airport from my hotel window. If I’d had binoculars, I would have been able to see the madness through the large windows as people wondered what the hell they were going to go for the next day or two, not even able to find a place to sit. I’d been in that position too many times… 
 
    I got undressed, took a long shower, and I put a movie on the television. Usually I slept naked, but not in cheap hotels—I’m not convinced they truly wash the sheets in cheap hotels, and who knows what people do on hotel beds. I packed a pair of sweats and a t-shirt for just this scenario. But my sweats and t-shirt weren’t in my luggage—none of my stuff was, because it wasn’t my luggage. I’d grabbed the wrong bag.  
 
    “For fuck sakes,” I said. The bag looked identical to mine—it even had the same yellow rope tied to the handle. But the bag belonged to a woman. It was filled with skirts and dresses and heels and panties and makeup. And the poor girl’s passport was in there, too, along with her boarding pass. Now I felt bad—some girl was probably going to miss her flight because of me. Hopefully she was just on a domestic flight and didn’t need her passport—they could always reprint her boarding pass for her. 
 
    Her name was Anna Tremblay. I looked her up on Facebook and found her profile. I was slightly relieved when I read her most recent status update. “Back home now. Decided not to go to Sudbury. My flight was moved to tomorrow and they lost my luggage. I guess I won’t get to see my niece after she’s born.” The post was from a few hours before, before I grabbed her luggage. So it was nice to know that I wasn’t responsible for her losing her luggage or her missing her flight.  
 
    I checked her boarding pass. The flight was for that night, but when I searched it on my phone, it said that it had been delayed until the same time the next night. I wish I could have been like Anna Tremblay, not caring quite enough about my family so I could just go home and sleep in my own bed. I wished I could just call my brother and say, ‘Sorry, it’s just too much trouble.’ But I’d already come this far, and I’d been through worse travel experiences.  
 
    I was tired, ready to go to sleep. The shirt on my back was already starting to smell like body odour—I couldn’t sleep in in, unless I wanted it to get worse. I was going to have to wear it the next day, after all. And I didn’t want to sleep naked on those mysterious bed sheets at that discount hotel. But I got an idea. 
 
    There was a satin nightgown in Anna’s bag. It was pink with a little pink bow on the front. But at least it was definitely clean—the whole bag smelled of laundry detergent and perfume. I laughed at the idea of wearing it to sleep, but it really wasn’t a bad idea. Anna didn’t have to know that I wore—no one had to know.  
 
    So I slipped into the little satin number. And my God, it was comfortable. I’d never had anything that soft on my body before. I had to see myself in the mirror, for a good laugh. But I didn’t look as ridiculous as I thought I would. It actually fit me surprisingly well, and made me aware of curves that I never knew I had. But still, I laughed. It would be a hilarious story to tell at the wedding—that’s for sure.  
 
    I went to sleep in the little nightdress. And I slept like a rock. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I was hoping to wake up to a voicemail message from the airline, letting me know what time my new flight was. But my phone was undisturbed. There were no voice messages, no e-mails, and no text messages—nothing. I tried calling the airline. The machine put me on hold. “Your expected wait time is… four hours and twenty-three minutes,” the robot said.  
 
    “Great…” I muttered to myself.  
 
    I stayed on hold for half an hour. And then the robot spoke up again. “Your expected wait time is… four hours and fifty-three minutes,” it said this time. How had it gotten worse? I decided to hang up. They did say that they would reach out to me about my new flight details.  
 
    I wondered if there were any flights getting out to Sudbury. I figured I would check Anna’s flight, to see if it was cancelled. It wasn’t cancelled, but it was delayed until the next morning.  
 
    I looked out the window. The snow was deep—at least four feet high and rising every hour. The airport was buzzing with snowploughs, trying desperately to clear the runways. I watched for a good forty-minute period and saw no planes take off or land. I had a feeling it was going to be a long time until I got on my flight to Sudbury. My brother’s wedding was in two days now.  
 
    I looked into other flights out of other airports. Maybe I could get on a Greyhound bus to Toronto and fly from there. Maybe I could fly back to Vancouver and then find some direct flight to Sudbury. Or maybe I could hitchhike… Apparently busses were even being cancelled. Highways were closed. There were accidents everywhere. I was stuck—snowed in.  
 
    I looked down at the street from my hotel window. There were cars stuck in the snow, spinning their tires without moving an inch. Lines of cars and trucks and busses were honking at the poor stuck souls, accomplishing nothing. It was absolute madness.  
 
    I called the front desk, to see if the hotel restaurant was open. No one picked up. So I put on my dirty clothes and I walked down. I could smell my own clothes—which is never a good sign. If you can smell yourself, you can be sure that everyone else can smell you, too.  
 
    The front desk was empty. The lobby was silent. The restaurant was closed. “Hello?” I called out. No one answered. The snow was halfway up the glass door—no one had shovelled yet. “Anyone here?” I called out. 
 
    Finally, one of the office doors opened and a man walked out. He looked tired, eyes heavy, as if I’d just woken him up. “Hi, sir. Can I help you?” he asked. He yawned. I really did just wake him up. 
 
    “Where is everyone?” I asked. 
 
    “No one’s showed up yet. Half the staff called in sick, we haven’t heard from the other half. Some of our amenities will likely be closed today.” I recognized the man from the previous night; he checked me in. “My shift was over eight hours ago, but no one’s showed up to relieve me,” he said with a chuckle. “I don’t know what we’re going to do. The hotel is booked solid—every room is booked out, except for the penthouse suite, but no one ever books the penthouse suite.”  
 
    “Wild,” I said. “Is there anything around here to eat?”  
 
    He motioned for me to follow him. We went into the dark restaurant and through a set of doors, into the kitchen. He led me to a large pantry. “This is all the food for the continental breakfast. I’ll start putting it out shortly. For now, just help yourself.”  
 
    So I grabbed a few croissants, a bottle of water, and a pre-made ham sandwich. “Thanks,” I said, and then I brought my haul back up to my room. I didn’t want to stand around him for too long, knowing that my clothes weren’t smelling their best.  
 
    I still had no idea what I was going to do. The snow was still coming down hard and only one plane was taking off every couple of hours. I turned on the television to watch the news. They said to avoid travelling today. I laughed. Apparently half the country was buried under snow. 
 
    I took my clothes off. They were still my only clothes and I didn’t want them to get any dirtier. Wearing the same pair of underwear two days in a row is no fun for anyone.  
 
    I would have been fine sitting naked in my room, but there was a chill—a draught coming in from the window. I tried my best to cover the draught, and then I tried turning the heat up, but that pestering breeze wouldn’t go away.  
 
    But I got an idea. I’d already worn Anna’s nightgown to sleep, so what did it matter if I borrowed a few more items? There was a pair of black leggings in the bag, and a grey sweater. The sweater looked like it could have been unisex, until it was on my body. It was a fitted sweater, and it was cut short. It actually went quite well with the leggings, which were high waisted. I had a good laugh as I looked at myself in the mirror. When I covered my face, I actually looked like a chick. Who knew women’s clothing could be so flattering on my body?  
 
     I sat back down on the bed. The clothes were soft and comfortable. It was too bad my own clothes weren’t that comfortable. Why do women get all the best things in life? I continued watching the news, which got old fast. They were just looping stories about the weather. Apparently there was nothing else going on in the world. I flipped through the channels. There were only about ten working channels, all playing nonsense reality shows. I watched a home renovation show for about three hours before I couldn’t stand the sound of buzz saws and power drills anymore. I watched a cooking show for three hours before it started to repeat. How could they only show three hours of content before repeating? I flipped back to the home renovation channel, and they were repeating, too. So I turned the television off. 
 
    I went back to the window, watched the gridlock traffic for a bit, watched the snowploughs on the runways for a bit, watched a single plane take off. I tried calling the airline again, but the hold was up to six hours now. Maybe I should have stayed on when I called the first time… So I hung up. They said they would call me, right?  
 
    I checked the time. It was only 2:00 PM. What was I going to do for the rest of the day? And what was I going to do the next day? I called down to the front desk, and my new hotel manager friend picked up. “Hello, how can I help you?” he asked. 
 
    “I was wondering if I could extend my stay by an extra day,” I said. I had a feeling I was going to need a third night before I got placed on a flight to Sudbury.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but the hotel’s fully booked. Someone will be checking into your room at noon tomorrow,” he said.  
 
    “But I have nowhere to go,” I said.  
 
    “You can book the penthouse suite. No one has booked that yet.” 
 
    “How much is that?” I asked. 
 
    “Sixteen hundred per night,” he said. 
 
    “I think I’ll pass,” I said. I didn’t even have a spare sixteen hundred in my bank account. I tried calling some nearby hotels, but they were all booked solid. I was screwed. I was going to have to sleep in the snow with the homeless—or I was going to have to try to find somewhere to sleep in the airport; I wasn’t sure which option was better.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I checked my airline’s website, to see if there were any flights getting out. Maybe I could just book an outrageously expensive seat on a different flight and cut my losses—at least then I would make my brother’s wedding. But the only flight getting out to Sudbury was the next morning—Anna’s flight—and it was booked solid. But I remembered that Anna wasn’t going; she’d gone home! Maybe I could call the airline and beg them to give me her seat. 
 
    I tried calling the booking line (instead of the service line), but the hold was just as long as the hold for the service line: five hours and thirty-five minutes. I stayed on hold, but an hour later, the time estimate was the same: another five hours and thirty-five minutes. So I hung up and fell down on my bed. I screamed into my pillow.  
 
    If I was going to be spending the next day or two in the airport, I needed clean clothes. So I put my clothes in the bathtub, squirted a bottle of shampoo on them, and I shook them around in the water for a good fifteen minutes. Then I hung them to dry.  
 
    Why did my brother have to get married in February? Why couldn’t he get married in the summer like a normal person? Was he trying to make my life miserable?  
 
    It was almost suppertime and I was hungry. The restaurant downstairs was still closed, but there was a sandwich shop across the street that was open—I could see the neon open sign from my hotel room window. The only other store that was open was the women’s clothing store, right next to the sandwich shop—the rest of the town was closed due to the poor weather conditions.  
 
    I was hungry, but my clothes were soaking wet, and would probably stay wet until the morning. There wasn’t even a hairdryer in the room—you get what you pay for, I suppose.  
 
    Maybe I could go down to the sandwich shop wearing Anna’s clothes, I thought. The thought made me laugh, but I was only half-kidding with myself. I needed to eat. And I was in a city where no one would ever recognize me. So I would look a little bit strange wandering into a little sandwich shop in women’s clothing—I’m sure they’d seen stranger things before, right? I looked at myself in the mirror. Just how hungry was I really?  
 
    I rustled up my hair. When it was parted to the side, it actually kind of looked like chick hair—like when girls get those pixie cuts that go in and out of style. I tried speaking out loud in my best female voice. Back in high school I learned how to do a fairly spot-on impression of my mother, for when I played hooky and I knew the school would call my house. My impression still sounded pretty good. 
 
    I thought that maybe it would be less embarrassing if they thought I was actually a woman at the sandwich shop—then I could just blend in, get my sandwich, and get out. I thought it was a crazy idea, but it also seemed like it could have been a somewhat entertaining idea. I had nothing better to do, so why not try to fool some sandwich shop workers into thinking I was a lady. I laughed—maybe they would even give me some free cookies or something. Women are always getting stuff for free.  
 
    So I dug the makeup kit out from Anna’s suitcase and brought it to the bathroom. I used one of the hotel’s complimentary razors to shave my face smooth. I couldn’t grow much facial hair to begin with, but if I was going to convince anyone that I was a woman, I needed to be completely baby-faced.  
 
    Then I applied the foundation, then the concealer. I had a vague idea as to the order of the makeup, from watching my mom put on her makeup growing up. She was a waitress, so she would get herself dolled up every morning before I left for school. My eyebrows were already fairly thin, but I plucked some rogue hairs before applying some eyebrow filler. Then I worked away at my eyes: eyeliner, eye shadow, and mascara. I probably spent an hour in front of that mirror, but it became a little bit addictive as I began to see the results. I was actually starting to look like a chick.  
 
    My face was surprisingly feminine, at least when it was covered in makeup—or maybe it was always feminine. I wanted to think that it was the former option.  
 
    I finished my transformation with a pinkish-red glossy lipstick. And then I stepped back to get the full picture. This was actually going to work. I was really going to convince some teenaged sandwich shop workers that I was a girl. And worst-case scenario: they think that I’m some transgender. Who cares? It’s not like they know who I really am. It’s not like they can go and tell my friends and family that I got dressed up like a woman to buy a sandwich.  
 
    At the bottom of Anna’s bag was a pair of black leather boots. They fit perfectly—I’d always had small feet for a man. The only problem was that they were heeled, and I’d never walked in heels before. I nearly fell over at first. I had to walk with my arms out like a penguin, but after a few laps around my hotel room, I got the hang of it. The trick is to walk on the ball of your foot, not on the heel.  
 
    To improve the illusion, I put on one of Anna’s bras, and I stuffed it with tissue paper. Under the sweater, it actually looked pretty convincing. I had to put on a pair of her panties to hold down the bulge of my cock. Even with the panties, the bulge was still there, so I put a skirt on, over the leggings. I’d seen girls wearing skirts with leggings before, especially during the winter. It was actually a cute combination.  
 
    Then I found myself at my hotel room door, with my hand on the door handle. “Am I really going to do this?” I asked myself. I took a deep breath. The other options were: go down in women’s clothing and no makeup, or spend the night hungry. So I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The snow was up to my knees—and that’s where it had already been shovelled earlier that morning. I had to walk up and back down the block to avoid stepping through a chest-high pile of snow. Anna’s black boots were surprisingly resistant to the snow, but it was hard to walk on the icy patches with the hall heels.  
 
    When I was crossing the road, I nearly fell over while trying to step over a snow bank. Thankfully there was a man there who saw me struggling to get onto the sidewalk. He stepped into the snow bank and reached his hand out to me. I took it and he pulled me over onto the shovelled pavement. I thanked him—and felt bad, because his pant leg was soaking wet now, and there was clearly snow in his boots (and isn’t that the worst feeling in the world?). 
 
    When I finally reached the sandwich shop, I felt like I’d been walking for six blocks—even though it was just across the street from the hotel’s front entrance. I went inside and ruffled the snow off of my head. There was a short line to the counter. One man looked back at me. He looked from my face and down to my body, then back up to my face. He smiled and nodded. When it was his turn to go up to the counter, he stepped aside and said, “You go ahead.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I said. He quickly looked at my body again. I couldn’t tell if he was checking me out or if he was trying to figure out what was off about me. Could he tell that I wasn’t actually a woman? If he could tell, he was doing a good job of hiding it. 
 
    “Miss?” the man behind the counter said. I stepped up. I could feel the gaze of stranger behind me, zeroing in on my ass. It was a strange feeling, but it was also nice to know that my efforts had paid off.  
 
    “I’ll just get a turkey club,” I said. “And a bowl of soup.” 
 
    “To stay or to go?” 
 
    I looked around. Another customer had entered the store. His eyes met mine and his cheeks turned a shade of red. He looked away swiftly. Did I just catch another man admiring me? Did I look too good as a woman? I turned back to the man behind the counter. “I’ll stay,” I said. 
 
    I was strangely curious to see some more reactions. So I took my sandwich and my soup and I sat down next to the window, facing the door so I could see people as they came and went. I ate slowly—it’s not like I had anything better to do. I got a lot of smiles in that little restaurant—almost entirely from men. One man even came up to me and asked me if my sandwich was good. “It’s great,” I said. 
 
    “What kind of sandwich is it?” 
 
    I told him, and he went to order the same thing. He ended up taking a seat at the table next to me. “You’d better be right,” he said before taking a bite. “Oh, you are right. This is fantastic.” He smiled and winked, and then he started chatting me up, asking if I was among the many waiting to be assigned a flight. We talked for five minutes before I realized he was hitting on me. “Well, since you aren’t doing anything, why don’t you come and grab a drink with me down the street?” His cheeks were red. He was asking me out on a date—a stranger was actually asking me out on a date.  
 
    “I don’t think my husband would like that too much, but thank you,” I said. The man blushed and thanked me for the sandwich recommendation before leaving. 
 
    My female disguise worked—it worked too well. It was just supposed to get me a sandwich, not dozens of horny gazes and a date proposal. Did I really look that feminine? Was I actually pretty? On my way out of the sandwich shop, I stopped a man and asked, “Hey, on a scale from one to ten, how would you rate me?” 
 
    “Huh?” he said, his cheeks turning red like the other men. I’d never watched a man’s cheeks turn red before that day, and now I’d seen it happen four or five times.  
 
    “Like, if I was on one of those hot or not websites, how would you rate me?” 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “Is this a trick question?” he asked. 
 
    “No, I just want to know.” 
 
    “An eight, maybe a nine.”  
 
    “Okay, thanks,” I said, and then I left the restaurant, leaving that particular man feeling very confused. But what if it was true—what if I was an eight or a nine? What if I really was a hot woman?  
 
    I must have been. I didn’t even make it back to my hotel without getting hit on at the street corner: a man asking me for my number unprompted. In the span of an hour, I received two date proposals. I’d dated women who didn’t get hit on that much.  
 
    I entered the hotel lobby. And then my heart stopped as my gaze connected with that of the hotel manager’s. He looked at me with narrowed eyes for a moment before saying, “Can I help you?”  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Just visiting a friend,” I said. 
 
    And then I watched his face turn red before he said, “Oh, okay.” He either recognized me from earlier, or he thought that I was a prostitute. Once I was out of the elevator, I ran to my room. My hour out as a woman turned out to be more excitement than I’d anticipated. I ended up discovering something about myself that I wished I wouldn’t have discovered— 
 
    No man wants to pass as a beautiful woman—even with a face of makeup and a nice outfit. Men should look like men, whether they’re in jeans and t-shirts or stuffed into bodycon dresses. I’d always known that I was a small guy—but to fit perfectly into a wardrobe of women’s clothing, and to be hit on by multiple men in the span of an hour? That was just too much, even if it was my goal when I started putting on that stupid makeup.  
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror. I had to admit, I did look pretty good—maybe even an eight or a nine out of ten. Not only did I look like a convincing woman, I actually looked a little bit like that Anna Tremblay chick. I opened up her Facebook profile again on my phone and looked through her pictures. If I had a blonde wig, I could probably convince people that I was actually her.  
 
    And then I remembered seeing a blonde wig on a mannequin, in the clothing store next to the sandwich shop.  
 
    As I remembered the wig, I remembered Anna’s boarding pass. I checked her flight status. It was still set to leave in the morning for Sudbury. I still hadn’t heard from the airline about my own flight. And then I thought: what if I got on Anna’s flight to Sudbury as Anna? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I only had to look slightly like the photo in her passport, which I would use as ID to get onto the plane. Her booking reference was on her boarding pass, so I had everything I needed to check into the flight. I would only have to convince a few people that I really was Anna—the people at security, and the person at the gate. It was just a domestic flight, after all, so I wouldn’t have to go through the scrutiny of customs.  
 
    My heart was racing as I stared at myself in the mirror. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to attempt to get on a plane as someone else? What if they caught me? Would I go to jail? Was impersonating someone else a serious enough offense to get jail time? What other option did I have? 
 
    The snow was still falling hard and the airport was still a madhouse—I could see a line of cars trying to get into the arrivals terminal, and that line wasn’t moving even a little bit. There was only one plane taking off every hour, and flights were still being delayed endlessly—except for Anna’s flight, which was still scheduled to leave the next morning at 10:35 AM. I still hadn’t heard from the airline about the status of my own flight—if there even was one. And if I didn’t get to Sudbury in the next twenty-four hours, I would be missing my brother’s wedding and disappointing a lot of people. I couldn’t let that happen. 
 
    So I went down to that little clothing store, still dolled up, wearing my leggings and skirt and sweater. The woman behind the counter was reading a book. She looked up at me and smiled. “Let me guess,” she said. “Cancelled flight?” 
 
    “How’d you know?” I said, forcing a smile. My heart was pounding—it was a surprise that she couldn’t hear it from across the little store. 
 
    “We don’t get a lot of business here. But for the past few days, we’ve sold a quarter of our stock. They should cancel flights more often.”  
 
    I wandered into the store. I wasn’t interested in any of the clothes—none of it was my style. Everything looked so boyish, so baggy and neutral. If I was going to be a girl, I wanted to be a girly girl. I wanted flashes of pink and I wanted skirts and dresses. I did a slow lap around the store, finding my way to that mannequin wearing the blonde wig. And there it was, standing in the window, its long blonde hair cascading down its shoulders. It was wearing a cargo jacket and jeans. Next to the mannequin was a rack of clothes. Everything on the rack was a medium or a large. “Do you have this in a small?” I asked, holding up a basic t-shirt. 
 
    She stared at the t-shirt and then said, “Let me check in the back.” My heart fluttered. I waited until she was out of sight and then I hopped up onto the raised platform in front of the window, and I wrestled the wig off of the mannequin. I quickly stuffed it into my sweater as she emerged from the back. She saw me standing on that platform. “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “I just wanted to see this cargo jacket. It’s really cool. But it’s out of my price range,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face. The same cargo jacket was on a rack near the front of the store.  
 
    “Oh, yeah we just got those in. Here’s that t-shirt in a small,” she said, handing it to me.  
 
    I looked at it. It was a plain white t-shirt and she was selling it for $70.00. “Funny, the medium is too big and the small is too small,” I said. “But thanks anyway.” I started towards the door. I wanted to get out of there before she noticed the missing wig. She stood there with a confused look on her face as I left. I felt bad about stealing from her store, but desperate times call for desperate measures. Now I had an outfit that would get me on a flight so I could make my brother’s wedding.  
 
    I stepped into the hotel lobby. My manager friend was still working behind the counter, his eyes heavy from what was probably a thirty-hour-long shift. When he noticed me, he perked up and smiled. “Hello again,” he said. “Back to see your friend?” 
 
    I smiled. “Yeah,” I said. I watched as his cheeks turned a slight shade of red. I didn’t even have to say anything—just a look and men became nervous in my presence. And to be fair, I could think of times when women walked into the room and I became a blabbering mess. It was kind of sweet to think that I was one of those women.  
 
    “Just having a girl’s night in?” he asked. I thought it was a peculiar question at first, and then it dawned on me that he was trying to see if I was meeting with a man or a woman. Maybe he did think that I was a prostitute, or maybe he just wanted to see whether I was single or not.  
 
    I just forced a smile. “Just a girl’s night in. See you later.” I didn’t want him prodding any further, asking who I was meeting with, tracing me back to my room. The last thing I needed was to have the hotel manager thinking that I’d hired an escort. I waved goodbye and then I turned around the corner towards the elevators. And then an idea struck me: what if I could convince him to give me the penthouse suite for free?  
 
    He’d said that no one ever rents it out, so what difference did it make to him? Besides, it could be good practice for getting into character, before I had to face the security people at the airport.  
 
    A warmth buzzed through my body and tingled in my fingertips. I was nervous, but strangely excited. I was about to find out just how powerful this female disguise really was. I stepped back into the lobby. “Oh, my friend wanted me to ask if you have any bigger rooms. We wanted to paint our nails and put on face masks, but it’s kind of hard with the one bed,” I said. I felt redness rushing into my face. I wondered if the makeup was hiding it. 
 
    “Bigger rooms? Every room is taken. Well—except for the penthouse suite,” he said.  
 
    “Do you think we could move up there—just for the night?”  
 
    He smiled awkwardly. “It’s, uh, sixteen hundred dollars for the night. Kind of pricey, but we sometimes get celebrities and politicians passing through here, being the closest hotel to the airport and all.”  
 
    “Sixteen hundred. Wow, it must be quite the suite,” I said. There was a lump forming in my throat and a voice growing louder in my head, begging me to turn around and go back up to my room. But my curiosity was growing stronger as well—could I really convince a man to give me a sixteen hundred dollar room for free?  
 
    “It’s pretty nice. It’s got two bedrooms, three bathrooms, a large living space, picture windows that overlook the airport on one wall, and picture windows that overlook the downtown core on the adjacent wall. Here are some pictures,” he said, sliding a pamphlet forward. 
 
    “Can I see it—like, in person?” I asked. I had to hide my trembling hands behind my back. He just needed one good look at my Adam’s apple to see that I was actually a man—or one good look into my eyes to recognize me as the man who woke him up that morning.  
 
    “Uh,” he said, looking around. “I suppose I could show you.” He opened a drawer and grabbed a key card. “Follow me.” We stood silently in front of the elevator. He looked over at me, his cheeks now redder than ever. “You smell nice,” he said with a shy smile. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. “It’s a new perfume. I really like it.”  
 
    The elevator door opened and we went in. He swiped his key card and pressed the button for the top floor. “Wait until you see this room—you’re going to love it,” he said. 
 
    “I can’t wait.”  
 
    The elevator rumbled and began to rise up. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The room was nice—I’ll give him that. He failed to mention the Jacuzzi when we were down in the lobby—and he also failed to mention to the two ninety-inch flat screen televisions—the rest of the rooms just had old tube televisions that wouldn’t even be picked up off the street.  
 
    “So this is it,” he said. “Pretty cool, huh? Oh, and if you did rent the room, all of the liquor is free. We don’t charge per drink, like we do with the other rooms. Same with the candy and chocolate. It’s all included.”  
 
    “It’s nice,” I said. I sat down on the large sectional couch. It was soft—softer than the bed in my current hotel room. “It would be perfect for girl’s night.” I looked at him with a big smile.  
 
    “I bet,” he said, slipping his hands into his pockets. He was watching me now, waiting for me to be done so he could go back to work.  
 
    “I would be the biggest hero if I got us this room for the night. My friend would just die. She’s getting married in two days, you know. This is kind of like our bachelorette party… Well, it was supposed to be, but our friends’ flights got cancelled. So it’s just the two of us.”  
 
    “Bachelorette party, huh? Well, what if I gave you, like, a deal or something. Maybe I could drop the price to a thousand.”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t have a thousand, but that’s awful kind of you.” I stood up and walked to the window. “She would love this view, though.” 
 
    “What about six hundred?” he said. 
 
    “Six hundred?” I stood for a moment. “I don’t even have that, but maybe if we pooled what we did have together. Though even then…” 
 
    “I could do four hundred, but then you can’t touch the liquor or the candy—unless you want to pay for it. That’s really the best I can do. I’m not even supposed to be making deals, so this would have to be on the down low, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Really? You would do that for us?” I asked. I walked up to him, stopping just a few feet short. I looked into his eyes. Pretending to be a woman was strangely fun. It was a riot, seeing how easy it was to manipulate men. But it was too much fun, and I didn’t realize it at the time, but it’s too easy to get carried away.  
 
    “I could probably make it happen—but don’t mention it to anyone, not even in a review, or I could lose my job.”  
 
    I put my hands on his sides. “Since we aren’t telling anyone, do you think you could maybe let us use the room for free?” I asked, biting my bottom lip. My heart was racing. I was acting on impulse, ignoring my better judgement. That voice in my head was screaming now, begging me to put an end to this encounter before it was too late.  
 
    “For free?” he said, his face now dark red. “I don’t think I could do that.” 
 
    “I would make it worth your while,” I said. But I had no idea what I was even talking about. I was out of control, too carried away with my character. I needed to stop, but I didn’t know how to stop.  
 
    He was silent for a moment. “Really?” he said. 
 
    “Really.”  
 
    “Um, okay, maybe I could let you use the room for free.” He cleared his throat and took a deep breath. And then I found myself sinking down to my knees. My trembling hands found themselves at his waist, doing away with his belt. What the hell was I doing? What was happening to me? Why was I doing this? I didn’t need to spend the night in that penthouse suite. I just wanted to take my feminine persona for a test run. But the test run was far too successful. I aimed for the moon and I was now on-course for Pluto.  
 
    I tugged down his pants. Was I going to suck his cock? I had no interest in men, and I’d never sucked a cock before. I needed to stop myself. I needed to gather my sanity. But it was too late. I was already reaching into his boxers, slipping my trembling fingers around his girth. “You’re big,” I said—and he was big. He wasn’t even hard yet, but his cock was already six inches long, and thick. It was heavy, too, as I lifted it up and slipped it out into the open.  
 
    “Is—Is this really happening?” he asked, his voice cracking. 
 
    “It’s happening,” I said, and then I slipped his dick into my mouth. So I learned something that night: I was a slut. And I learned something else—something far more worrisome: I enjoyed being a woman. It was fun being the centre of everyone’s attention, and it felt good being sexy. The sexier I felt, the better I felt. And now, I felt sexier than Pam Anderson running down the beach in a red bathing suit.  
 
    But I knew it wasn’t right. I knew I’d crossed a line that should have never been crossed, and now I was probably doing damage that couldn’t be reversed. No, scratch that—I was definitely doing damage that couldn’t be reversed. I was already looking forward to the next day, where I would be in a giant busy airport, surrounded by men who would be checking me out. I couldn’t wait. 
 
    The hotel manager was getting hard in my mouth. His cock was getting bigger and harder to deep throat. But I kept sucking and I kept bobbing my head. He reached down and slipped his fingers into my hair. He tugged gently, pulling my head into his crotch. It was a good thing I wasn’t wearing my blonde wig already. “Just like that,” he said. I had my lips closed around his girth, the tip of his member pushing down my throat.  
 
    And the worst part of it all: I liked it. I liked the feeling of his member throbbing on my tongue. I liked the way he was pulling my hair. I liked that I was bringing him closer and closer to his climax. “Come for me baby,” I said, stroking what I couldn’t fit into my mouth with my hand. I leaned back for a breath of air, but I didn’t stop stroking. I massaged the tip of his throbbing erection, which was almost as red as his face.  
 
    “Open your mouth,” he said. “I’m going to come.” 
 
    So I opened my mouth. He pushed my hand off his member and he took over the stroking duty. He pressed his tip against my tongue, and then he started to unload warm blasts of cum into my mouth. It was a strange feeling—not one that I ever thought I would experience, not even twenty minutes before, when I was still at that little clothing store, stealing that wig that was still stashed under my sweater.  
 
    But I swallowed his load, and I personally thought it tasted pretty good all things considered.  
 
    He looked half-embarrassed and half-satisfied as I stood up. In a way, he’d just paid sixteen hundred dollars for a blowjob. And it was insanely flattering to think that my blowjob could be worth sixteen hundred dollars. “Enjoy the room, and try not to make too much of a mess,” he said. “I’ll be cleaning it myself tomorrow.”  
 
    “Deal,” I said, planting a kiss on his cheek.  And that night, I slept on the most expensive bed I’d ever slept on. And once again, I slept in Anna’s satin nightdress.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I woke up bright and early, with a smile on my face. I was feeling optimistic—I was going to make it out to Sudbury, Ontario and be on time for the rehearsal dinner that night. I had nothing to wear, but I would have a few hours in Sudbury to figure that out—maybe I could find a clothing store on my way to my brother’s house and tell the clerk that I was shopping for my boyfriend.  
 
    It didn’t really matter—all that mattered was that I was going to make it. 
 
    But I should have known better than to be optimistic about travelling.  
 
    I checked my flight status before leaving for the airport. My plane—or I should say, Anna’s plane—was still set to depart at 10:30 AM, in three hours. It was the only plane set to depart, which seemed like a miracle, and maybe too good to be true. But I had to put all of my faith into it being true. I had watched one plane take off every hour or so—maybe my flight would be one of the lucky ones.  
 
    I hiked to the airport, which wasn’t an easy task in heeled leather boots, especially seeing as another foot of snow had fallen overnight. But I made it to the airport with two hours left to kill. The place was busy and line-ups were long. Thankfully, Anna’s suitcase was just small enough to be a carryon—so I was able to use the self-check-in machine. I punched in Anna’s booking reference number and the screen said, “Please wait.” My heart was pounding. What if it notified Anna? What if she got some text message saying, ‘You have successfully checked into your flight! Proceed to Gate B13.’ The little ‘Please wait’ message stayed on the screen for longer than I would have liked. 
 
    But after a minute, it finally gave me my confirmation message. A new boarding pass with my revised flight time printed out. But before I went through security, I slipped into the bathroom, to make sure my wig was still on correctly. It wasn’t the most convincing wig in the world—obviously not made from human hair, but you couldn’t tell when I covered it with a toque. And luckily, everyone in that airport was wearing a toque. 
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror. I looked good—I looked sexy. I just had to convince two, maybe three people, that I was indeed Anna Tremblay.  
 
    I started towards security. I got a few looks from men—the same sort of looks I got down at the sandwich shop the day before. But now there were hundreds, if not thousands, of men around me, increasing my risk of being caught exponentially. I had to take a deep breath to calm my nerves.  
 
    I got into the security line. It was long and cramped. People were on edge. “My flight leaves in twenty minutes!” one man kept shouting, but the security people weren’t sympathetic. Just about everyone in that line was running late. No one was getting a handout. I still had an hour before my flight started boarding—tons of time to stand in line, even with the line moving as slowly as it was.  
 
    I couldn’t help but notice that the security people were being extra diligent. Every second person was being pulled aside for additional screening. Every bag was being checked. I even watched them pull four different people into the back room for questioning. I’d only ever seen the security that intense once before, the week after 9/11.  
 
    I just took a deep breath and told myself that it would be okay. They almost never pull women aside—especially not pretty little blondes. I had nothing to worry about—I was stressing out over nothing.  
 
    “Empty your pockets and remove your hat,” the security guy said as he thrust a basket towards me. I emptied my pockets first, and then I carefully removed my toque, holding my hair with one hand. The security guy watched me with narrowed eyes. I forced a smile. “Don’t want to ruin my hair. I got it just right this morning.” He didn’t respond, and he didn’t look impressed.  
 
    “Any metal on you? In your belt or in your boots?”  
 
    I had to think about it. I was pretty sure there was no metal in my boots. I should have taken them off, to be safe, but I didn’t want to bend over and risk having my wig fall off in front of the security people. So I just took my chances. “Nope,” I said. I felt the colour draining from my face. My heart was racing and my head was spinning. I just wanted to be in Sudbury, so this whole ordeal would be over with.  
 
    “Okay, step though the detector, please,” he said to me. 
 
    I stepped through. And it beeped. My heart sunk into my gut, but I tried to calm myself down—it’s just a metal detector, probably set off by some buckle on my boots. They weren’t going to kick me out of the airport or arrest me because I set off the metal detector. 
 
    “Step aside please,” another man said. He was holding one of those metal detector wands. He told me to raise up my arms, then he started to wave it all around me. He started with my boots, but they didn’t beep. Then he moved up my body. And finally, it beeped at my chest. Why was my chest beeping? “Is there a wire in your bra?” he asked. I had no idea. Was that a thing? Did bras have wires in them?  
 
    “I’m not sure,” I said.  
 
    He stared at me for a moment and then said, “Can you come with me, please?” He started towards one of the screening rooms. My heart was no longer beating, but my stomach certainly was turning. I wanted to throw up. “I have to board in twenty minutes,” I said. 
 
    “Just come with me,” he said. He held the door open. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    He was a big guy, which didn’t help my intimidation at all. He was probably six feet, five inches, and close to two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle. He had tattoos up both of his arms, and he even had a tattoo on his neck. It was just the two of us in that room. There was a small table and two chairs. “Should I sit?” I asked. 
 
    “No. I’m going to pat you down. Do you understand?” he said. And I don’t think he was really giving me the option.  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. I wondered if he was going to pat between my legs, and if so, if he was going to find my bulge. I was suddenly regretting my stupid idea to impersonate Anna. What was I thinking? Was I insane? Did I really want to make it to my brother’s wedding that badly?  
 
    He told me to lift my arms, and then he started patting down my sides. He moved quickly, from top to bottom. On his way up, he patted down the insides of my legs. And he came within millimeters of finding my cock. But I was more nervous when he started feeling my chest. I didn’t have real tits—just wads of tissue paper stuffed into a bra. Was that enough to give me away? “I’m going to need you take off your sweater,” he said.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but do I have to?” I said. Surely there were laws against this. Surely he didn’t have the right to tell me to undress and feel my whole body—did he?  
 
    “Your other option is you don’t get on your flight,” he said with a face that was too straight for a poker game.  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. I carefully pulled off my sweater, moving slowly so I wouldn’t nudge off my wig. And then he saw me standing in just my bra, wads of tissues billowing out. I felt faint, like I was about to pass out. But he didn’t seem to care about the tissues. He just started to feel around my bra, checking for a wire. 
 
    “Do you have any metal in your body—possibly an implant or a pacemaker?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    He stared at me with narrowed eyes, as if he didn’t believe me, as if he could tell that I was a fraud. “When did you say your plane started boarding?” he asked. 
 
    “Now? In about ten minutes.”  
 
    “Well, you might have to wait until the next flight. I’m going to have to get my supervisor in here to check you out, and he’s not in until eleven.”  
 
    “No—please. I need to get on that flight. There is no next flight. This is the only one. I’ve been waiting for days.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, lady,” he said. “You’ll have to wait in here until at least eleven.”  
 
    “I’ll do anything,” I said. And then I remembered the night before, when I convinced the hotel manager to give me a sixteen hundred dollar room free. If I had the power to do that, surely I had the power to convince this man to let me get onto my plane.  
 
    “I’m sorry, lady, I just can’t help you.”  
 
    “Yes you can.”  
 
    “How’s that?” he said. 
 
    “You can just let me go. You don’t really think that I’m hiding anything, do you?” 
 
    “That’s not my decision to make,” he said. 
 
    I felt sick. He was a stone wall—giving me nothing to work with. But I had to try. “But if it was, what would you say?” 
 
    “I’m sorry.”  
 
    “I like your tattoos,” I said.  
 
    He stared at me, his eyes narrowing. “You what?” he said. 
 
    “Your tattoos—I like them. They’re cute.” I forced a smile.  
 
    “Cute?” 
 
    “Can I see them?”  
 
    “Miss, I’m sorry, but I can’t let you go.” 
 
    “Then don’t let me go. But don’t leave me here alone.” I walked towards him and I put my hands on his arms. They looked even bigger up close, bulging out from his tight navy blue t-shirt. I ran my fingers down his muscles. “I’ve always liked tattoos.”  
 
    And then it happened: his cheeks turned red. And I knew that there was hope. I just had to be persistent. He let me run my hands up and down his arms. “Don’t you want to stay here with me?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s probably best that I stay and supervise you.”  
 
    “You want to supervise me?” 
 
    His face became redder. “It’s just protocol,” he said. He was desperately trying to remain professional, but he was crumbling fast. I had him right where I wanted him—right where I needed him. If I was going to have any chance of making my flight, I needed to go all the way.  
 
    “Is it protocol?” I asked. “What else is protocol?” 
 
    He cleared his throat. “What do you mean?” he said. 
 
    “Say if you thought I had drugs—what would you do to me?”  
 
    “Well, I would probably perform a full cavity search.” His voice cracked slightly. It was kind of cute hearing a big guy’s voice crack like that. I really was powerful as a woman.  
 
    “Well maybe you should perform a full cavity search then. Extra points if you don’t use your hands,” I said.  
 
    He cleared his throat again. “I—uh—I could get in a lot of trouble you know. And I really can’t let you go.”  
 
    “If you’re so worried about me going, why don’t you handcuff me to the table?” I put my wrists together and bent over. His face was dark red now. He looked around.  
 
    “Maybe that would be best,” he said. He walked around and pulled his handcuffs off of his belt. He put them around my wrists, running the chain around the table leg.  
 
    “Now you’d better check my asshole, officer—to make sure there’s nothing up there.”  
 
    I swear I could hear his heart pounding. He stood in complete silence for a moment and then he cleared his throat again. “I suppose I should probably check,” he said. He walked around me. The room was silent while he put on a pair of rubber gloves. He flipped up my skirt and began to pull down my leggings. He let out a long, nervous sigh as he pulled down my panties. “See anything in there, officer?” I asked. 
 
    His warm hands grabbed my butt cheeks and he spread them. My heart was a stuttering mess. Just one little tug and my cock would be hanging out. What if he wanted to check in my pussy? How could I stop him? I heard him squirt some lubricant on his fingers.  
 
    “Okay, I’m going to check now. You’re going to feel a pressure.” Two of his fingers started pressing into my anus. I clenched—I’d never been penetrated before. He sunk his fingers up to his knuckles.  
 
    “Anything in there, officer?” I asked, doing my best to stay in character despite my shaking nerves.  
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “Maybe you need to check with something longer. You’re not nearly deep enough. And if there’s nothing in there, maybe you could leave a little something in there.” I looked over my shoulder and winked.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    There was another long silence. I heard him tinkering with his belt. I heard him taking long, deep breaths. He was really going to do it—I’d really convinced him to fuck me in the ass. But would it get me what I wanted? Would he let me go to make my plane?  
 
    And if not, would his supervisor come and perform a proper check of me, and find out that I had a cock and that my real name was Ryan and not Anna. And the officer who fucked me—certainly he wouldn’t be happy to find out he’d stuck his cock into a man’s asshole. Surely he would want me sent off to prison.  
 
    “You’ve got a great ass,” he said, almost whispering. I looked over at the door. It didn’t have a lock on it. Anyone could have opened it up and walked in. And I couldn’t help but notice my officer friend kept looking at the door as well. Obviously he wasn’t too certain that we would be left alone. 
 
    He slapped my tush and took another long, deep breath. Then I felt it: his warm, throbbing rob sliding up between my butt cheeks. He was already hard, already big—and he was big, even relative to his size. He certainly didn’t have what I would call a ‘starter cock’, but I didn’t have any other options at the moment. So I bit my tongue and held my breath. 
 
    And he started to push in. I clenched at first, but my hole was already lubed from his cavity search. “You can’t tell anyone about this,” he whispered. “Or I’ll lose my job.”  
 
    “You’d better fuck me good then,” I said with a big grin. The words slipped out of me before I could stop them. It was like the night before, when I started acting like a completely different person. My persona was taking over once again, overriding my better judgement. I wasn’t just allowing a man to penetrate my asshole—I was talking dirty with him, urging him to treat me like a glorified sex toy. And instead of being horribly nervous, I was excited. I couldn’t wait to feel him deep inside of me. I couldn’t wait for him to start thrusting, making me moan and scream. I knew it was going to feel so, so good.  
 
    He sunk deeper and deeper, clenching my ass cheeks with his hands. He really did love my ass. And he loved it when I clenched his cock, even though I was trying my hardest not to. “You’re one tight bitch,” he said with a chuckle. 
 
    His cock was never-ending, sliding in deeper and deeper and deeper. I could feel it inside of my body, pushing up somewhere in my stomach. It probably wasn’t the healthiest thing in the world, but it felt so damn good. I could feel his veins throbbing. “Fuck me already,” I said.  
 
    He laughed, and then he started to thrust. And within seconds, my knees went weak and my legs started to tremble. Shit. It felt good. It felt too good. I really was about to start moaning and screaming. But I couldn’t scream, not without anyone hearing. I had to bite down on my tongue and shut my eyes tight. But I could still feel it coming. “Cover my mouth,” I managed to say. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Just do it. Cover my mouth.” He pressed the palm of his hand against my lips, and then I surrendered. I let my moans free.  
 
    With each penetration he sunk deeper. Finally, his pelvis was slapping against my ass. He was all inside of me. I couldn’t believe I was able to take his incredible length. I was strangely proud of myself. And I never would have believed that my asshole being stretched out could feel so amazing.  
 
    “Harder,” I said, muffled by his hand. He came down harder. “Harder!” I said again. Now he was grunting with every thrust. His pelvis was slapping my ass cheeks hard enough that my ass cheeks were starting to burn. But I liked it. I didn’t want it to end. My own cock was rock-hard in my leggings, tingling with intensity. That intensity was growing stronger and stronger. I tried to bite down on my tongue so my legs would stop shaking, but biting did nothing. 
 
    I came in my panties. I felt my warm goo filling up my underwear. Thank God I had a skirt to cover up the big wet spot that would be there for the rest of the day.  
 
    “Come in me, baby. I want your cum inside of me,” I said, pushing my tush back into his crotch. And I really did want his hot, creamy load inside of my body. I couldn’t wait to feel it. I couldn’t wait to feel it running down and leaking out of my anus, into my panties. I wanted to so badly.  
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned, and then he gave me exactly what I wanted. He was coming inside of me, filling me up deep. And it felt incredible. My chest fell on the table and I let out the loudest, longest moan of my life.  
 
    I was almost upset when he said, “Okay, get going—go catch your flight.” I wanted to stay so he could fuck me in the ass for the rest of the day. But I knew I had to go—I’d come so far and I couldn’t stop now.  
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, go—and please don’t tell anyone about this.” He did up his pants and took off my handcuffs. He went to the door and held it open. “Thank you for cooperating,” he said after clearing his throat.  
 
    I couldn’t help myself: I gave him a little kiss on the cheek as I left. His cheeks turned red again. None of his fellow employees saw.  
 
    I had just enough time to slip into the bathroom to wipe the cum out from my panties before my flight.  
 
    And then by some miracle, I made it onto my plane, and my plane left on time. I couldn’t believe it—I was really going to make it to Sudbury for my brother’s wedding. I had a big smile on my face during the whole two-hour flight. A woman even said to me: “You’re glowing.”  
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “And I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but you’re beautiful. I wish I was half as pretty as you.” I blushed. Receiving a compliment from a man is one thing—but from a woman? That’s when you know you look good.  
 
    In the Sudbury airport, I was able to find my actual luggage, sitting in a large section filled with lost luggage. So I didn’t even have to stop to buy clothes for the wedding.  
 
    Through the whole wedding, I found myself staring at the bridesmaids. I loved their dresses, and I loved the way they all had their hair done up. I wished that I could have been one of them—and then I started thinking about Anna’s suitcase, which I still had. A part of me wanted to keep it, but I knew I had to send it back to her. She had some great clothes. I took some pictures of my favourite of her outfits—so I could find them for myself later, once I was back home in Vancouver.  
 
    Because that day at the airport wasn’t the end of my feminized adventure. It was just the beginning. And for once in my life, I was happy that my flight got cancelled—it turned out to be the best thing that ever happened to me.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SISSY PHOTOS 
 
    After wild party, Jake wakes up with almost no memory of the night and a set of photos on his phone: photos of a beautiful woman posing in sexy lingerie. He doesn’t recognize the woman, but he’s determined to find her. He may have lost his virginity to her, after all. 
 
    But after some searching, he realizes that the woman in the photos may be someone he knows all too well… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was the day after that wild party when I found those photos on my phone: photos of a hot young woman posing half naked. 
 
    There were probably fifty photos in total: five outfits with about ten photos each. My favourite was the final outfit, where she was wearing a lace one-piece, fishnet stockings, and tall stiletto heels. There was something about the way she stared into the camera—like she wanted to fuck the living hell out of it. I stared at those photos for far too long. 
 
    I couldn’t remember anything from that night—well, almost anything. I remember pre-drinking at Ryland’s house. We were playing a stupid drinking game, watching some show about aliens in ancient Egypt; we had to drink every time the host said the word “mystery”. I was already feeling tipsy by the end of the episode—and then the guys wanted to play beer pong.  
 
    I don’t really remember the cab to the party. I remember my buddy showing me photos of some chick on his phone. He kept insisting that he was going to sleep with her at that party we were headed to. But I remember thinking that she wasn’t terribly attractive, and I think I told him that as well.  
 
    My next and final memory from that night is when we were all in the kitchen doing tequila shots. I’d never handled tequila well, and that night was no exception. When I woke up the next morning, I felt like I’d been hit by a bus (and maybe I had—who knows?). I could hardly move without the nausea becoming too overwhelming. But I had to move, because my car was still parked on Ryland’s street, and parking was only free for the rest of that weekend.  
 
    So it was around 3:00 PM when I finally peeled myself out of bed and started my long journey to Ryland’s house to retrieve my car. I was on the bus when I discovered the photos. I was just bored, looking through my apps—checking the weather, checking my e-mails, and reading embarrassing drunken text messages in an attempt to figure out what happened the night before. As I was closing my apps so my battery would last longer, I noticed the photos.  
 
    I moved to a different seat on the bus, where no one could see over my shoulder. And then I started flipping through the photos. She was in a bedroom, though I didn’t recognize the bedroom. In the first set of photos, she was wearing a little black dress. Then she was in a schoolgirl uniform that was intentionally too small on her body. Then she got into the lingerie.  
 
    She was sexy, but looked shy. In most of photos she was covering at least part of her face—or she was looking away from the camera. But when she was looking at the camera—my God, was she hot. Her eyes were stunning and hypnotic. Her body had perfect curves. Who was this woman? And did I sleep with her?  
 
    I checked my phone contacts, to see if there were any new additions. But there were none. I checked my text messages to see if I’d been in contact with any unknown numbers—but again, there was nothing out of the ordinary. That pretty woman only existed in those photos.  
 
    So I looked at the photos again.  
 
    She had long brown hair that faded into blonde near her ends. She had full lips and small tits—but I’d always preferred chicks with smaller tits if I’m going to be honest. She was beautiful—my dream girl—but who the hell was she?  
 
    I sent one of the more conservative photos to a friend—one where she was still wearing that black dress. “Any idea who this is?” I asked.  
 
    My friend replied, “No idea. Why?”  
 
    “There are some sexy photos of her on my phone.”  
 
    “Send them,” he said. 
 
    I had to think about it. I didn’t know who the girl was, and it didn’t seem right to start spreading her half-naked photos to all of my friends. “I’ll just show you some time,” I said. No woman had ever let me snap dozens of sexy photos before, so I decided it was best to be respectful—at least until I knew who I was looking at.  
 
    But I did send that one photo to a few of my friends. It was Ryland who texted back, “I don’t know who she is, but she looks familiar. By the way, do you remember anything from last night?”  
 
    Apparently, Ryland also remembered next-to-nothing after pre-drinking at his house—though he did remember the tequila shots. Maybe that tequila knocked us all out.  
 
    It occurred to me that I might not have been the one who shot those photos. Someone could have stolen my phone while I was passed out on the floor, maybe as a joke. Maybe they wanted to send me on a mysterious scavenger hunt. Maybe those photos were just saved from the Internet, and I or anyone at that party didn’t take them.  
 
    The party was just people from our school—at least it was supposed to be. Though one of our buddies from another school came along with us, so I can only imagine there were a few others there as well from other schools.  
 
    I wanted to let it go. I’d never gotten lucky at a party before, so it was hard to believe that I’d gotten lucky while I was blackout drunk with the gorgeous chick from those photos. Surely they were just downloaded from the Internet, or taken by some girls as a prank while I was drooling on the hardwood. I put my phone away and I got off the bus. I decided to walk the last few blocks to Ryland’s house, hoping the fresh air would cure my hangover. It didn’t.  
 
    I thought about going into Ryland’s house to show him the rest of those photos. He did say that the girl looked familiar, after all—but I still didn’t want everyone seeing those photos in case they were supposed to be private. I figured I could solve the mystery on my own, if there was even a mystery to be solved.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I downloaded the sexy photos onto my computer as soon as I got home. The mystery was already starting to drive me insane. It was particularly frustrating seeing as I was a virgin, and there was a possibility that I’d had sex with the incredibly pretty woman from the photographs. I can’t think of anything more frustrating than the thought that I’d lost my virginity and couldn’t remember a single second of it. 
 
    But if I could track the babe from the photos down, I could possibly get some answers—though I must admit, she also looked quite tipsy in the photos. 
 
    I took a close look at the images, flicking through them slowly, trying to spot clues that could lead me in the right direction. But there weren’t any clues that I could spot straight away—just the constant reminder that I may have been with a beautiful woman and I couldn’t remember a second of it.  
 
    In her final outfit, she was wearing a black choker. She looked good in that choker. In one photo, she was down on the floor, legs spread, and knees up. She had a hand between her thighs, as if she was rubbing her cunt, and another hand on her face, fingers shyly in-between her teeth. There was only one more photo taken after that—the same pose, this time with her fingers down her panties. 
 
    The phone must have been put away after that—and for what? For sex? Did I put my phone away so that I could fuck her? Did she let me go down on her? Did I eat out her wet pussy? Did she go down on me? Did I get my first blowjob? If we fucked, did I make her come?  
 
    I closed my bedroom door and returned to my computer. I quietly unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. I was already hard. I jerked off to the thought of that vixen sucking my cock with her plump lips, her stunning eyes looking up at me. In my imagination, she playfully spat my cum out, letting it run down her cheek and onto her chest.  
 
    I cleaned up my computer desk and I went to sleep.  
 
    But the next morning, the mystery was greater than ever. It was the first thing in my mind when I woke up: who was that woman? Where can I find her? What if she liked me? If we fucked, what if she wanted to fuck again?  
 
    At school, I paid close attention to all of the faces in the hallway. I went to a popular school with over five thousand other students—surely there were people I’d never noticed before, maybe even a hot chick who looked great in a black choker. But that girl wasn’t at my school. It was after lunch when I started asking people if they were at the party. When they said yes, I asked what they remembered—if they remembered me talking to anyone. And then I showed them that one picture of the beauty in the black dress. It was the only semi-appropriate photo I could show.  
 
    But no one knew who she was. And I was starting to lose my mind. “Sorry, man,” one of my friends said. I was heartbroken. I spent a night with my dream girl, and I couldn’t even remember the night.  
 
    And then I ran into Cassie—a girl from my gym class. “What happened to you? You had the best night of your life the other night and now you look like you want to kill yourself,” she said.  
 
    I’d never talked much with Cassie before—only occasionally in passing, and by occasionally, I mean very occasionally. She was a pretty, young blonde who I’d had a crush on back in elementary school.  
 
    We went on a date together, if you can even call it that, back in the sixth grade. Our parents dropped us off at a movie, and then they picked us up when it was over. She was technically my first kiss, though it was an awkward kiss. It was near the end of the movie, and the characters on the screen went in for a kiss. I figured it was my cue to do the same, even though we hadn’t even held hands or talked at all during the date. I leaned over and puckered up with my eyes closed. And then she said, “Oh, you want to kiss?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “Do you not want to?” 
 
    “No, uh, I guess we can,” she said. 
 
    I puckered up again, and then there was a long pause. She leaned in and kissed me. I didn’t really know what I was doing. It all happened in a second—maybe less. And the moment became a blur. I may have licked her lips by accident. We were completely silent afterwards, and we never talked about it again. There was never a second date.  
 
    And after a few years, that awkward memory still lingered—so I just kept my distance from her whenever possible.  
 
    “You were at the party?” I asked her.  
 
    “Um, yeah, you don’t remember?” she said with a strange grin. 
 
    “I don’t remember anything. Hey, maybe you can tell me—this girl. Who is she?” I pulled out my phone. The photo was already open, ready to be shown. She looked at it and then covered her mouth to muffle her laughter.  
 
    “What do you mean, who is she?” she said. 
 
    “Wait—you know her? Did me and her, like… you know?” 
 
    “Wait, are you seriously asking me this right now? You really don’t remember?” she said, still trying her best not to laugh—and failing.  
 
    “I don’t remember. Quit messing around. I need to know. Is she a friend of yours?” 
 
    “I guess you could say she’s a new friend. I met her at the party,” Cassie said. 
 
    My heart was suddenly racing. Finally, I had hope! I was finally going to find out what happened that night, and maybe even get set up with one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen in my life. “So who is she? Do you have her number? What school does she go to?” I asked. 
 
    Cassie was still giggling, as if it was all a big joke. Was she just pulling my leg? Did she actually know the girl from the photos or was she just trying to mess with me?  
 
    “Well?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t think you want to know,” she said. “You were pretty drunk—you and Ryland were both very, very drunk. Don’t get me wrong—I was drunk, too. Everyone at the party was. But you and Ryland were on a different level.”  
 
    “What are you talking about, Cassie? Just tell me who the girl is. Please.”  
 
    There was that grin again, teasing me, getting under my skin. “Her name is Andrea.”  
 
    “And her last name?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I think she just goes by Andrea. And I don’t have her phone number.”  
 
    “And where does she go to school?” I asked. 
 
    “Here.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. There was a good chance that Cassie was lying to me, but I wasn’t going to convince her to admit it any time soon. So I had to take the clues she’d given me—because if they were genuine, then they were amazing clues. I was looking for an Andrea who went to school with me. How hard could that be?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I started my hunt on Facebook. I searched ‘Andrea’ and I must have looked through fifteen pages of results before Facebook started showing me people named Andrea with no mutual friends living in Guatemala. I guess she didn’t have a Facebook page. So I searched Twitter, and then Instagram, but I wasn’t able to find her.  
 
    I messaged Cassie, asking her to send me all the information she possibly could. She sent nothing. “Sorry, I already told you everything,” she messaged back.  
 
    I was starting to think that I was better off without the glimmer of hope that Cassie gave me. Now, I just felt like I was stuck on a wild goose chase, trying to find someone who never even existed. And maybe she didn’t exist. Maybe Cassie was the one who took my phone while I was blackout drunk, and she downloaded those photos to mess with me, to make me think that there was a beautiful woman somewhere in the city who was sexually interested in me.  
 
    But I wasn’t ready to give up. There was a way to prove whether the photos were actually taken with my phone or downloaded onto my phone from the Internet. I just needed to go to the party house and look in the bedrooms. The wallpaper in the photos was fairly basic: white and ran pinstripes. But it was unique enough to tell me whether that house was where the photos were taken or not.  
 
    The party took place at Mel’s house. Every year, Mel through a big party while his parents were away on their annual anniversary trip. They would leave for two weeks, and Mel would throw a party the day after they were gone, giving him the full two weeks to clean up the aftermath. He was sort of an only child, unless you count his older sister who was on the other side of the planet studying at some prestigious school.  
 
    Either Mel’s parents were completely oblivious to Mel’s shenanigans, or they just didn’t care. Every year, the house looked like the aftermath of a tsunami. One year five windows and three doors were broken. Somehow Mel ended up repairing everything before his parents’ return.  
 
    So I got on a late bus that night, destined for Mel’s house. It was on the other side of town—a whole hour on a quiet bus. I ended up looking through those pictures again, still unable to believe that they were real. How could a girl that hot go to our school, and how had I never seen her before? Surely I would notice a babe like her in the hallways… 
 
    I zoomed in on her eyes. She did have a familiarity to her—or maybe that was just from staring at the photos for so long.  
 
    Looking at those photos made me wish that I wasn’t such a lightweight. It wasn’t the first party that was a complete blank in my mind. It didn’t help that I only weighed one hundred and twenty pounds. Usually four or five drinks were enough to get me wasted. That night at the party, I probably had twice that many before blacking out.  
 
    When I got off the bus, I noticed a familiar face across the street: it was Mel, walking in the other direction. I thought about calling out to him, to ask if I could see the bedrooms of his house, but I froze up. I suddenly felt nervous, as if I didn’t want to be seen. I had a weird feeling buzzing inside of me, telling me to keep quiet. I’d already pestered half of the school asking if they knew the girl from my photos—I didn’t need them knowing that I was travelling across town to look at the wallpaper in Mel’s bedroom. If Andrea heard about my trip, she would probably think that I was a crazy person—or maybe she would think that I was determined. That’s an attractive quality, right? Regardless, I kept my mouth shut and I watched as he continued walking in the opposite direction.  
 
    I checked Facebook on my phone. I went to Mel’s page. One of his friends posted on his wall, asking him to come over to hang out. So presumably, that’s where he was going, which meant his house was empty.  
 
    I don’t know what my plan was. I stepped up to the door and rang the bell, just to make sure there no one was inside. Then, I crept around the house and started looking through windows. It was too dark to see anything. The lights were all off inside, and the sun was fully set. I had to squint to make out slight details, but I didn’t have the definitive answers that I needed. 
 
    I suppose I could have waited until Mel was home, and I could have asked him to show me around the house. I could have told him that I left a sweater behind or something—he didn’t have to know that I was there to see his wallpaper like some raving lunatic. But I couldn’t handle the suspense. A part of me wanted to see that Mel didn’t have that pinstripe wallpaper in his house, so that I could accept the whole thing was just a big prank, designed to get me confused and worked up. 
 
    I found an unlocked window near the back. I had to drag a lawn chair up to the side of the house to stand on to reach it. And it was a bit of a struggle pulling myself through. But I did manage to get inside. I didn’t turn on any lights, except for the flashlight of my phone.  
 
    The house was still a mess. There were red Solo cups all over the ground, empty bottles of liquor all over the counters, and I almost tripped in a puddle of what I hope was beer. I couldn’t remember the layout of the house, so I just started peeking into rooms. The first door I opened was a broom closet. The second door I opened was a pantry. Then I found a powder room, then a proper bathroom. The bathroom spelled like vomit, and the smell nearly made me sick. I closed the door swiftly.  
 
    Then I started making my way up the stairs. Even the stairs were covered in empty cans and bottles and spilled beer. There was a giant hole in one of the walls, with a chunk of wallpaper still hanging off as if it was about to fall at any moment. I did my best not to touch it. I was pretty sure Mel wouldn’t notice anything moved out of place, but I wasn’t about to take the risk. I was technically breaking and entering, after all.  
 
    I looked into the first bedroom. It was Mel’s room. The bed was a mess and the floor was covered in his clothes. But the walls were white, just like the walls in the hallway and the walls in the living room. 
 
    Next, I found Mel’s parents’ bedroom. It was also a big mess. There was a hole in the door—someone probably punched through to unlock the door so they could fuck some girl on Mel’s parents’ bed. The bed was rustled up and there was vomit on the carpet in the corner. But the walls were pink—not pinstripe.  
 
    I was starting to think that the girl in the photos was just a prank, put on my phone by Cassie as some sort of revenge for an awkward kiss that happened ten years before. And then I found Mel’s sister’s bedroom. 
 
    The walls had white and tan pinstripes, just like in the pictures on my phone. I quickly pulled my phone out, opening up those very photos. Even the dresser in the background was the same—there was no mistaking it: it was the site where the photos were taken, and possibly the site where I lost my virginity to a beautiful woman named Andrea.  
 
    The clothes that she’d worn were still in that room as well, on the floor. The black choker was right there on the dresser, next to a makeup kit. Even the pair of black lace bunny ears that was in one of the photos was on the bed. Suddenly, the mystery was closer to being solved. The photos were confirmed to be real. I had everything in those photos right in front of me—everything but the beautiful girl. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    So I knew the girl’s name, and I knew where the pictures were taken—I even know whose clothes were worn in the photo-shoot. I just needed to figure out who this Andrea chick was.  
 
    I went into the garage and dug out the last three years of yearbooks. And I started flipping through pages, looking for anyone named Andrea. There were a few Andreas—even a couple that could have been her, seeing as they missed photo day (so it said, ‘No photo available’ in a grey box). I tried searching those mystery Andreas online, but found nothing. 
 
    This girl was elusive, but I had a feeling that she was worth it. There was a warm buzzing in my heart, telling me to keep looking, keep digging. Maybe we had a truly amazing night together—and maybe my heart remembered what my brain couldn’t. Or maybe I was having some subconscious visions of the future, where we were together and happy. But I would never know if I never found her—so I kept looking.  
 
    The last fifteen pages in each yearbook had photos taken around the school—of friends hugging and classes posing for big group shots. I looked carefully through those group shots, trying to see if anyone looked remotely similar to the Andrea from my photos. There was one girl who had a vague similarity—though her nose was bigger and she didn’t have nearly as prominent of cheekbones. I had to look closely at her photo and Andrea’s photo to rule out the possibility that I was looking at Andrea in my yearbook. 
 
    But while I was looking closely at the photo from Mel’s bedroom, I noticed a face in a window reflection. It was the camera operator, but it wasn’t me—it was a petite blonde with dark eyeliner around her eyes. She was in a few more pictures, too, holding up my phone and snapping photos of Andrea. And her face was clear in one shot: it was Cassie. And in another shot, there were two people in the reflection: Cassie and the figure of a man, presumably myself.  
 
    So it was Cassie who took the sexy photos of Andrea, with my phone. But why with my phone? Was I just in the room during the sexy photo shoot?  
 
    The mystery only became more confusing. Cassie was the one who took those sexy photos, and for some reason I stood behind and watched—but why? Did we have some sort of three-way? Was that why Cassie was acting so weird when I asked her about the night?   
 
    It was hard to pay attention to my teachers at school the next day. I couldn’t get ‘Andrea’ off of my mind. I felt like I was so close to cracking the mystery, but still so, so far. It didn’t help that my classes were abnormally quiet, so I could practically hear my thoughts out loud. A bunch of students didn’t show up for school that day; apparently there was a bug going around. So for the first ten minutes of each class, the teachers set up the Home Feeds.  
 
    At our school, calling in sick got you out of the classroom, but it didn’t get you out of class. You had to watch every lecture through a laptop computer’s webcam. They called them Home Feeds. It was essentially just a Skype call, and I always thought it was a bit creepy: a line of sick digital faces along the wall. They almost got rid of them after one kid forgot to turn his off after class, and he ended up masturbating in front of the next class.  
 
    Thankfully, Cassie wasn’t one of the sick ones that day. 
 
    I found her during the lunch break, and I asked her to come chat with me outside. I made sure to lead her to a spot where no one would hear us talking. I was starting to get an awkward feeling in my gut that something wasn’t right. There was something that Cassie wasn’t telling me, and I was starting to worry that she was keeping her mouth shut for my own sake. Did I do something embarrassing with Andrea? Was I better off not knowing what happened that night?  
 
    I pulled out my phone and I showed her the picture. “This is that Andrea chick, right?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s her,” she said with a chuckle. It was still funny to her. I must have done something terribly embarrassing, and to her it was immensely entertaining.  
 
    I zoomed in on the photo, on the window, showing Cassie herself in the reflection. “Please explain,” I said.  
 
    I watched as Cassie’s cheeks turned red. “Well look at that. That’s me,” she said, biting her lip. Her whole face was quickly turning red, as if she’d been caught. So I showed her the other photo, the one in which I was standing next to her.  
 
    “And what am I doing watching like a creeper?” I asked. “It’s killing me, Cassie. Please just tell me what’s going on here.”  
 
    “That’s not you, Jake,” she said. “That’s Ryland.” And as soon as she said it, I saw the similarity. He was too tall to be me, and his shoulders were too broad.  
 
    “So I wasn’t in the room then? What were you guys doing with my phone?” I asked.  
 
    “Oh, you were in the room,” she said, that grin returning. “You really don’t remember anything—not even a few days later?” 
 
    “I remember nothing, and your little act is starting to piss me off if I’m going to be completely honest.” I could feel redness entering my own cheeks. That awkward feeling that was rumbling in my gut was starting to become stronger and stronger. There really was something embarrassing happening here, but I still couldn’t figure out what. Did Andrea reject me? Did I make some sort of cheesy proposal? Or did I do something horribly regrettable, like expose myself to her?  
 
    “Jake… Out of curiosity, how many people have you shown these pictures to?” she asked. 
 
    “These pictures? Just you.” I flipped to the picture of Andrea in the black dress. “This one, I’ve probably shown to two hundred people now. And no one knows who she is.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s for the best. Stop showing people these photos. In fact, you should probably delete them and never bring them up again.” 
 
    “What? Are you nuts?”  
 
    “Jake, that’s you in the photos. You’re Andrea.”  
 
    My heart fluttered and plunged into my gut. What did she just say? Did she just say that I was Andrea? How could that be possible? I wasn’t a woman. I didn’t have long hair or tits or a pussy. Although, now that I was thinking about it, I couldn’t help but realize that there were no shots of actual cleavage. Her tits were too small in the photos. And she was always covering her crotch—unless she was wearing a skirt or a dress.  
 
    I looked at my phone and I zoomed in on her face. Her eyes were blue, like mine. But lots of people had blue eyes… Right? And her lips were plump and feminine—but they did kind of look like my lips.  
 
    A wave of light-headedness passed through me. Cassie was right—it was me in the pictures. Now that she’d said it, I could see it. I’d been obsessing over myself for days. I’d broken into a house in an attempt to get a little bit closer to getting my own phone number. I must have lost my mind. 
 
    Oh God—that meant that I posed as a girl for Cassie and Ryland during the party. They must have been laughing their asses off the whole time. “Tell me that you’re just screwing with me,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not. It was just a joke at first, but then you got really into it, and you actually looked good, so we just kept going with it. I don’t think Ryland remembers any of it, and no one else saw us. So just pretend like it never happened. I promise I won’t tell anyone.” But it was already too late. She already knew and that was bad enough. And what if Ryland’s memory eventually came back to him? What if he saved that photo that I sent at him, and it was just a matter of time before he looked at it and realized he was looking at me?  
 
    “Why did you tell me her name was Andrea? Your story keeps changing. I don’t believe you,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face as a lump grew in my throat.  
 
    “Because you kept telling us to call you Andrea. You could even do the voice. It was just harmless fun, Jake. Don’t let it get to you. I shouldn’t have said anything.”  
 
    “Fun? This is fun to you?” I said. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It was fun for me, sure—but you were the one who was really having fun. Just try to forget about it. You were drunk. Drunken people do stupid things. I need to get to class now. See you later.” I watched as she walked away without looking back. And then I looked back at the photos—the shots of myself in Mel’s sister’s clothes and lingerie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Cassie’s advice to simply forget about the photos was silly advice. How could I forget about such a thing? Perhaps she was right about trying to keep me in the dark about the reality of the photos—but it was too late for that now. I couldn’t erase my memory and return to the blissful ignorance of the past few days. One moment I thought that I might have slept with a gorgeous woman, and the next I discovered that I got dolled up in front of Cassie and Ryland and I let them take photos of me.  
 
    Unless this was all part of Cassie’s big prank. Was it not possible that they found a chick who looked a bit like me, and then they took a bunch of photos of her with my phone, to make me think that I’d gotten up to some drunken cross-dressing shenanigans? There were tons of people at that party—when we were doing tequila shots in the kitchen, I remember feeling cramped and surrounded by people. So maybe someone else was in on the joke.  
 
    I mean—the girl in the photos was always covering part of her face—if not her eyes, then her mouth. Maybe the actress was trying to hide characteristics that would give her and the rest of the scheme away.  
 
    There was one way to find out: I could get dressed up again. I could try to mimic the makeup style from the photos, and see if I actually looked like the girl—because right now, there were only some vague similarities (and some awfully convincing similarities, but nothing absolute). I didn’t have any women’s clothes or makeup to try on, but I knew where I could get plenty: Mel’s house. I knew how to break in, and what better clothes to try on than the clothes used in the original shoot? Maybe they wouldn’t fit—surely the heels wouldn’t fit me. And if I couldn’t squeeze my body into the outfits, then surely that meant it wasn’t me in the photos—right? 
 
    That night, I got on the bus with an empty backpack. It was already dark out. I checked Mel’s Facebook before leaving, to see if he was home, but his feed gave no hints. Regardless, I was determined to get what I needed.  
 
    My gut was turning the whole way. For the first time in my life, I felt motion sick from the bus. Or maybe I was just sick from the thought that I’d jerked off to pictures of myself. The worst part of it all was that I still thought the woman in the photos was pretty. Knowing that she was most likely me should have made me disgusted by the sight of her, but I still couldn’t help but see a beautiful woman. I wanted her to be a woman so badly. There was still hope. 
 
    There was a light on in Mel’s house, up in his bedroom. It was flickering slightly, as if he was watching television or playing a video game. I carefully sidled around his house and found myself at his back window—the one that I knew was unlocked. I carefully pulled myself up and climbed inside.  
 
    My heart was racing. I was really doing this—I was really going to steal his sister’s clothing while he was in the other room. I had to take a deep breath before climbing the stairs. Once I was upstairs, there was only one exit: those very stairs. Downstairs, there was a front door and a back door and plenty of windows I could fit through. Upstairs, there was a leg-breaking fall and a guy who had the ability to tell the entire school that I was a panty thief.  
 
    I could hear the gunshots of his video game. He was talking, probably into a headset. The house was still a mess. I wondered if he’d even started cleaning up, and if he’d even seen the mess in his sister’s bedroom yet. And if he had, would he notice the missing mess when he went in there again?  
 
    If he did notice, he would never know that I was the one who robbed him. I slipped into his sister’s room and I started stuffing my bag. I stuffed every outfit that was featured on my phone into my bag, including the heels and the makeup kit that was still sitting on the dresser. I even took the choker and the lace bunny ears. If I was going to do this, I needed to be absolutely sure that every detail was perfect. I couldn’t live with any more uncertainty. Either it was me in the photos or it wasn’t; no more confusion.  
 
    I was zipping up my bag when I heard the footsteps in the hallway. It was Mel, out of his room, out to investigate a noise he’d heard. “Hello?” he called out casually, his voice nervous. His footsteps moved closer to the bedroom. 
 
    I hopped to my feet and ran over to the closet. I pushed myself between hanging dresses and I gently closed the closet door. My heart was racing. And then I had a strange flashback from that night at the party. 
 
    I remembered the feeling of that closet: the soft clothes rubbing against my skin. I remember being shocked by how soft everything was, and wondering why men’s clothes couldn’t be that soft. In my memory, I was already naked, save for a pair of black lace panties. I didn’t remember putting the panties on, but I remembered liking the way they felt, snug and secure, yet discreet and sexy. “Damn, nice ass,” I remember Ryland saying with a chuckle. And the panties did give me a nice ass. Those very panties were in my bag now.  
 
    I heard the bedroom door open. “Anyone here?” There was a long silence, and then I heard his creaking footsteps entering into the bedroom. They were coming closer and closer to the closet. He could probably hear my heart pounding and my stomach turning. I tried to cover my mouth so he wouldn’t be able to hear my breathing. Then the room became silent again. 
 
    I pulled my foot in slightly, so he wouldn’t see my toes at the bottom of the closet door. And then, as I pulled my foot back, I stepped on what I thought was a cat: it was soft and hairy and I nearly screamed. But I managed to cover my mouth and hold back my sudden outburst. I looked down. It was a wig: the brunette wig with the blonde ends from the photos. The sight of the wig was a disappointment: one more piece of evidence suggesting that I really was the model in those photos. But that was the least of my worries now. Now, I was about to be caught by Mel with a bagful of his sister’s clothing. I took a deep breath and held it. Maybe I could barge out of the closet and push past him before he could catch a glimpse of my face. He would be so scared; he would probably cower away before getting a decent visual. Right? 
 
    “I need to stop watching scary movies before bed,” he said to himself, and then he turned and left the room. I waited for a few minutes before I emerged from the closet and got the hell out of that house. I left through the same window I came in through, and I ran back to the bus stop. But my heart was still pounding, and my paranoia was still at an all-time high. I felt like the other people on the bus could tell that I’d just robbed a house. And I felt like they could see right through my bag at the lingerie and dresses and wig that was stuffed inside.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    If you don’t know me well, then this may be the hardest part of my story to believe…  
 
    I was sweating when I returned home—a cold sweat that soaked through the back of my t-shirt. I’d just committed a crime, and a serious one, even if it was just to get a few female outfits. But my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I thought that I was on the verge of cardiac arrest. So I got undressed and I hopped into the shower. And instead of taking my usual three-minute shower, I stayed under that hot water for the next twenty-five minutes.  
 
    I needed to relax. I needed to calm my nerves. And it was working at first, until I noticed that my legs were shaved.  
 
    I know what you’re thinking: how could I not have noticed for three full days? But if there’s one thing you should know about me, it’s that I’m not the most observant person. I’m the kind of person who screams during movies because I never see the twists and jump scares coming. I’ve never liked complicated movies because I always end up getting lost, missing details that are probably supposed to be obvious. I always thought that I had ADHD, but my parents refused to get me tested. They always said that there’s no such thing as ADHD, just boys being boys.  
 
    Well, I went a full three (and almost four) days without noticing that my legs and pubic hair were shaved completely. My armpit hair was gone, too. And I had no recollection of shaving myself, so it must have happened during that party, probably before the photo-shoot.  
 
    I got out of the shower and went to the mirror to take a close look at my face. My eyebrows appeared smaller and more controlled, as if they’d been shaped with a pair of tweezers—yet another piece of evidence in the cross-dressing column. But I wasn’t ready to accept it just yet. I needed to see myself all dolled up before I made any decisions.  
 
    I took my mom’s makeup mirror to my bedroom. I pulled up the clearest shot of Andrea’s face on my computer, and then I started trying to match the makeup. I didn’t really know what I was doing, and it took a few attempts before I got it more-or-less right. Surely, if it was me in the photos, I’d gotten help from Cassie. I went thick with the eyeliner on the upper eyelid, and I used plenty of eye shadow. A wave of hope rushed through me when I realized Andrea’s eyebrows were much darker than mine, and then I noticed a product in the makeup bag called ‘Eyebrow Fill’. I rubbed some into my eyebrows, and sure enough, the match was spot-on.  
 
    For my lips, I used the only lip product that was in the bag: a pink gloss.  
 
    And every time I looked into the mirror, my heart sunk further and further into my gut. It was becoming harder and harder to deny: I was Andrea. There were a few differences, particularly with contouring. But the differences were all technical and probably could have been worked out with some makeup application practice.  
 
    There was still a final glimmer of hope: the outfits might not fit. But of course they did—every single satin and lacy piece fit perfectly. Even the black strappy heels were just my size, and surprisingly comfortable. I stepped back and looked into my full-length mirror. I was Andrea. I was the beautiful woman in the photos on my phone.  
 
    And what was I supposed to do about it now? What was my plan? I’d held so tightly to the hope that Andrea was a real woman—a student at the school. I never stopped to think ‘What if Andrea is me?’ 
 
    A chill ran through my body. I had bigger problems than worrying about the fact that I had the body, and apparently the face, of a woman. I had a ticking time bomb with Ryland—any day his memory of the night could come back to him; even just a small glimpse of me getting dolled up. And that photo of me in makeup and a black dress was on the phone of about two hundred students. It would just take one especially observant person to look that that photo and realize they were looking at me. So what could I do about it?  
 
    What if I made them think the girl in those photos was real? If I could somehow be in two places at the same time, then I could make everyone think that Andrea was a completely different person—and I had to do it before anyone clued into the reality. So how could I be in two places at once?  
 
    I paced around my room and then I sat down at my computer. I looked up at the ceiling and I looked at my screen. I was about to literally search it into Google: ‘How to be in two places at once,’ when I noticed my computer’s webcam. And then I remembered the Home Feeds. Was it possible to be on a Home Feed and also at school?  
 
    Of course! I could film a couple hours of myself staring at a computer screen, and put that footage up on a television. Then I just needed to point my webcam at the television and pray that the teacher doesn’t ask me any questions.  
 
    The idea made me laugh out loud. It seemed so silly. I would need someone to actually connect the Home Feed from my house. And then what would I do if the teacher asked me a question? I would be screwed. And then the whole class would realize that I was just a recording. It was too risky.  
 
    But the next day at school, I ran into Ryland. “Hey Jake,” he said, stopping me in the hall. “The picture of that girl you sent me—do you have other pictures? I was looking at her last night. She looks so familiar. I feel like I might know who she is,” he said. 
 
    My heart trembled cold. “Who is she?” I asked, my voice suddenly weak. 
 
    “I don’t know, but I feel like I know. Do you have a picture where she isn’t covering her mouth? If I have a clear shot, I know I can figure it out. Just looking at that one picture—I swear it’s helped me remember bits from that night.” I wanted to snatch his phone from his hands so I could delete that photo, but I had a good feeling it was already on his computer at home.  
 
    “Sorry, that’s the only photo I have,” I said. 
 
    “I thought you said you had a whole bunch,” he said, his eyes narrowing slightly. 
 
    “I deleted them. It didn’t seem right having that girl’s photos on my phone. She was clearly drunk in the shots, and she even looks like she might be underage. Better safe than sorry,” I said, forcing a smile.  
 
    He stared at me curiously for a moment before shrugging his shoulders. “Maybe that was the best move,” he said. A warm relief washed over me. But I wasn’t in the clear—I was far from it. He was still trying to figure out who Andrea was, and by the sounds of it, he was getting closer and closer with each passing day.  
 
    So I called Cassie. “I need your help,” I said. “Call in sick tomorrow and bring your laptop to my house.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I needed Cassie’s help on more fronts than one. I needed her to control my video recording for me, which I spent half of the night recording, and I needed her to do my makeup. I couldn’t do it nearly as well as she could, and it was important that I look exactly like the girl in those photos. “What are you going to do?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m going to go to school,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me with a blank expression for a moment before saying, “Are you crazy?” 
 
    “I need to do it. I need Ryland to see me on that screen, and then to see that Andrea isn’t me. I’m just going to wander around, pretend to study in the study hall, pretend to browse the library, stand in line in the cafeteria—that kind of thing. I just need Ryland to see me.”  
 
    “Why?” she said. 
 
    “Because he’s on my trail, and I need to get him off. Keep up, Cassie.”  
 
    “But aren’t you worried that if he sees you as Andrea, he’ll remember that night?” she asked. And the question made my body suddenly rigid. She made a good point—what if the sight of me did bring back memories from that night? It was a risk that I was willing to take. Besides, if he saw me on the screen and then he saw Andrea minutes later, he would end up questioning his own drunken memories.  
 
    “Give me your phone and I’ll text you when I’m near Ryland. Then you can text him. So he’ll get messages from me while Andrea is in front of him eating lunch or something. It will work. Trust me.”  
 
    “Okay, fine,” she said.  
 
    I didn’t get much sleep that night. Cassie showed up at my house bright and early at 5:45 AM. She had a big box full of makeup and a bag filled with clothing options. It was supposed to be a warm day, so her clothing options weren’t quite as conservative as I would have liked. I ended up picking a skirt and tank top combination. It wasn’t until I was wearing the tank top that I realized how little it covered. The armholes were cut deep, hanging low and exposing the sides of my bra. Thankfully it covered enough that you couldn’t tell my bra was stuffed with wads of toilet paper.  
 
    She sat me down on my bed and she started doing up my makeup. It took a good thirty minutes before she was even done my eyes. “Hurry it up,” I said. 
 
    “You think this is taking long? If only you could remember how long it took at the party on Saturday,” she said. She moved slowly and meticulously. There was no mirror to look at from my seat, so I just had to trust that she was doing a good job. While she was fitting on my wig, she had me repeating phrases, to get my voice nailed down. She gave me tips on perfecting my inflections.  
 
    “You sounded better when you were drunk,” she said. 
 
    “Well I’m not going to get drunk before school,” I said. 
 
    “Then it’s probably best you keep your mouth shut while you’re there,” she said.  
 
    My heart hadn’t stopped pounding since I woke up that morning. I wasn’t able to eat breakfast. I wasn’t even able to hold down a cup of coffee. I just wanted that damn day to be over with, so everyone could see that Andrea and me were different people.  
 
    “Okay, look in the mirror,” she said, stepping back from me. 
 
    I stood up and walked over to the mirror. And I was looking at Andrea. I was looking at a beautiful woman, and I felt strangely relieved. I should have been angry. I should have been ashamed. But I wasn’t. In that moment, I felt only relief and a shred of excitement, knowing that I was about to save myself from a hell of a lot of embarrassment.  
 
    I had to wear the black strappy heels that I’d stolen from Mel’s sister’s bedroom. The shoes that Cassie brought over were too small for my feet. Once I put the shoes on and did a couple of lengths up and down the hallway, I received a flashback from that night of the party. I suddenly remembered standing in that room, in that black dress in those very heels. Cassie was holding up my camera, pointing it at me. And I felt amazing. I’d never felt sexier and happier in my life. It was like my body was filled with some foreign energy, like I was free for the first time in my life. I remember seeing myself in a nearby mirror, and it was struggle to look away. I remember Ryland staring at me with wide eyes. And I remember winking at him, making his cheeks turn red, and thinking it was so cute.  
 
    But I was drunk, and drunken people do silly, inexplicable things. Right? It’s not like I actually had secret desires to dress up like a woman and flirt with my best friend… 
 
    “Good luck,” Cassie said to me as I reached for the door handle. She would be staying back with my laptop and her own, playing sick herself while operating my pre-recorded sick video. “Oh, and what do I do if one of your teachers asks you a question?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Pray that doesn’t happen,” I said. It was 8:20 AM—ten minutes before my first class. I had to go. I had to go and face my whole school as a woman. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut as I stepped outside.  
 
    A warm breeze crept up my legs. It was strange, being completely exposed save for a strip of fabric hanging from my waist. I had to be careful—one wrong move and my cock would fall out from my panties. And that skirt was hardly long enough to hide any wardrobe malfunctions. I had to walk five blocks, and in that time I must have tugged my skirt down fifteen times. It felt like it was riding up. I’m pretty sure if there was anyone behind me, they could have seen my whole ass. I was too afraid to look back.  
 
    When I turned the corner and could see the school, my heart really started pounding. My mind started spinning. Was this the stupidest idea I’d ever had? Or did I need to do this to save myself from those sissy photos I took at that drunken party?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I was late for school. When I walked in, the hallways were empty and classes were already underway. But it didn’t matter—I technically had no classes to be at anyway. So I casually wandered down the hallways. The occasional student heading to the bathroom passed me and looked at me. Their gazes made my joints stiff, but no one seemed to be able to tell that I wasn’t actually a woman. I made a terrifyingly convincing woman, after all. 
 
    The study hall was empty. No one had a first period study break, so for the first period I just wandered the halls and got used to my heels. They weren’t nearly as uncomfortable as women make them out to be. Though my ass was starting to get sore—it turns out walking in heels is a bit of a work out.  
 
    I would stop at every bathroom to check my makeup and my wig, and to instil some confidence in myself. Seeing myself was always a relief, but that relief would fade with every passing minute that I was away from a mirror. I would start to wonder: what if I don’t really look like a woman? What if the bell rings and all the students emerge from their classes and see me and they can tell that I’m actually Jake? Then I would see myself in the mirror and those anxieties would flutter away. I looked like a woman, and I looked almost nothing like myself—a cousin at best.  
 
    The first bell rang. My heart jumped up in my chest and started pounding. I was tempted to jump into the nearest bathroom stall and hide until class started. But I was there to convince everyone that Andrea was a real person, and for that to happen, everyone needed to see Andrea.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and I pretended to head to my locker. I walked down the hall, through streams of students. I got looks—lots of looks. A few from women, trying to figure out who the hell I was, and tons from men—with eyes that wondered why they’d never seen me before.  
 
    Across the hall from me was a group of five guys. They were all looking at me and clearly talking about me. I had to convince myself that they couldn’t tell who I really was. If they could tell, they would be saying something to me. I forced a smile and watched as their collective cheeks turned red. It was a great feeling, having that kind of power with a single smile. They all looked away, shy and overwhelmed. A pretty girl just smiled at them, after all.  
 
    And it happened again around the corner. Another group of men noticed me after their buddy gave them all a little nudge. I winked at them—but I didn’t mean to. It was just an impulse, which I probably should have held back on. But it was fun watching their faces redden, their power stripped away from them.  
 
    I tried to find Ryland, but I ended up getting distracted a number of times. I went to my second class and peeked in the doorway. We had our second class together. He wasn’t there, but I was. The teacher was just setting up my Home Feed. My image was on the screen. “Can you see okay?” the teacher asked my pre-recorded face. But I didn’t respond. “Jake, can you hear me okay?”  
 
    “Miss Dwyer?” I said from the doorway, stealing her attention away.  
 
    She looked at me with wide eyes for a moment, and then she said, “Can I help you?”  
 
    “Mr. Duncan asked me to tell you that he’s looking for you. He said he’s got some papers that belong to you or something.” It was the first time I used my voice—a voice that I never planned on using. But I had no choice. I had to do something. I needed to get her away from my pre-recorded Home Feed.  
 
    “Oh, okay, I’ll look into that,” she said. She walked by me, heading down the hall to Mr. Duncan’s class. And I walked away before she returned confused as hell. All I could do was hope that she would forget that I never replied to her on my Home Feed. Or maybe she wouldn’t have the time once she was back to sort it out.  
 
    I was almost sad when the bell rang and the hallways emptied out again. I had nowhere to go. I tried to remember which class Ryland had for his third period. I was fairly certain he had gym, which was right next to the study hall. So I went to the study hall and I set myself up at a table. I put down a textbook and I pretended to read. A few other students showed up and set up around me.  
 
    Tanner Kramer sat at the table across from me. He was a football jock with a big jaw and big shoulders. He looked overwhelmed, with three textbooks sprawled out before him, and a binder that was terribly unorganized. He read his textbook aloud to himself, quietly and slowly. He sighed and shook his head a number of times. It was obvious that he wasn’t understanding the course material. 
 
    So I went over. “Can I help?” I asked. 
 
    He looked at me and his eyes lit up. His lips parted and he took a moment to respond. “You know math?” he asked. 
 
    I laughed. “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    He stared at me for a moment longer before pushing out a chair for me. Even his cheeks turned red—and he was the biggest heartthrob in the school. I could feel the gazes of the other girls around me as they looked upon me with jealousy. They’d waited years for an opportunity to sit next to Tanner—and there I was, a few hours into my first day. But as far as they were concerned, I’d been there the whole time.  
 
    “Are you new?” Tanner asked, after I showed him how to figure out the missing side of a triangle. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “I’ve never seen you here before,” he said. 
 
    “Well I’ve been here,” I said with a little wink. Again, I don’t know why I winked. I don’t even know why I volunteered to help him with his homework. I was taking unnecessary risks. I wanted people to notice me, but I didn’t want to become the centre of attention. Andrea was going to disappear after that day, so I had to be careful not to pique anyone’s interest. I wanted my disappearance to be just as discreet as my arrival.  
 
    The second period bell rang and the students flowed out from their classes. I sat anxiously and watched for Ryland. And the hardest part of the wait was the fact that I had to use the bathroom—but I didn’t want to miss my opportunity to see him right after he saw me on the Home Feed. We had no other classes together that day, and if a large gap of time passed before he saw me as Andrea, he could easily believe that I’d gotten dolled up and ran to school. It had to be now or never. 
 
    But damn, did I have to go pee.  
 
    I waited, squirming slightly in my seat. I watched the crowds of students as they passed, but Ryland wasn’t there. Did he not show up for school that day? Did I put in all of this effort for nothing? 
 
    The bell rang again and the halls started to thin out. I didn’t see Ryland. So I decided I would go use the bathroom and then I would spend the rest of the day in the library, being casually spotted by my fellow classmates.  
 
    I wanted to run to the bathroom, but running isn’t easy in a pair of tall heels. I did my best, and I managed to make it before my bladder exploded. And while I was flushing the toilet, I heard someone enter. And it wasn’t until I stepped out from the stall that I realized I’d ran into the men’s bathroom by accident.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Standing in the bathroom, staring at me with a confused look on his face was Ryland. “I’m sorry, did I step into the wrong bathroom?” he said, looking around. But the line of urinals answered his question for him.  
 
    I wanted to say something, but I was suddenly at a loss for words, a thick lump clogging up my throat. I tried to swallow the lump but it wouldn’t go down. 
 
    “Wait—you,” he said. “You’re the girl from—uh—I mean… You were at the party this weekend, weren’t you?” His cheeks were a shade of red as he almost let it slip that he knew about the sexy photos.  
 
    “Yeah, I was there,” I managed to say. My skin felt cold. My hands were trembling. This was the encounter I wanted, but it was a bit too close and personal for my liking. Not to mention, he was going to wonder what I was doing in the men’s bathroom at any moment. 
 
    “My friend has been looking for you. You’ve been driving him nuts, even,” he said with a chuckle. 
 
    “Oh really?” I said. I started creeping towards the door.  
 
    “Yeah. His name is Jake. He was really drunk, and, uh, he thinks that you guys might have clicked or something.” He stared into my eyes and became silent. A thought was occurring to him, but I had no idea what was in his head. Was he recognizing me? Could he see me through my wig and my makeup? It was just makeup—not a mask. He was still looking into my eyes, on either side of my nose. It was still me, just with some highlights and shading. I wanted to run, but my legs were suddenly stiff.  
 
    And then, in that moment of silence, a memory came back to me—from that night. We’d just finished taking photos. Cassie put my phone down and then she climbed up onto the bed with me. “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Shh,” she said, pressing her finger to my lips. She removed the finger and then she kissed me. Ryland was standing in the room with us, watching. Cassie and I kissed for a while, and then she sunk down and pulled off my lace bra. She started sucking my nipples. It felt good. Ryland was still watching. And for some reason, I couldn’t look away from him. There was something hypnotizing about him, or maybe it was just the liquor.  
 
    “I’m going to eat our your pussy,” Cassie said.  
 
    “Do it, slut,” I said back with a laugh. She sunk low and pulled aside my panties. She stuck her face in and started to eat out my asshole. She got her tongue in deep. And my God, did it feel good. I rested my head on a pillow and found myself staring into Ryland’s eyes again, just like I was now. And then I waved him over with a single finger. He came up next to me and I undid his best. And the next thing I remember is his cock being slipped through my lips while Cassie ate me out.  
 
    We had a three-way that night.  
 
    While Cassie was still eating me out, Ryland climbed on top of me, upside-down. He lowered his cock back into my mouth, and then he slipped my cock into his mouth. We were sixty-nineing while Cassie got her tongue in deep.  
 
    The memory is still hazy and largely unreliable. But the next thing I remember is being bent over, Ryland’s long, slick cock pushing into my wet asshole. And in front of me, Cassie had her legs spread wide. I was licking her cunt while she rubbed her clit. She had a big smile on her face and her cheeks were dark red—almost purple.  
 
    And I had a good feeling that Ryland was remembering the same moment now, as we stood silently in that bathroom. And suddenly I felt like a huge idiot. My whole plan was useless. Ryland was smarter than I gave him credit. “So the Home Feed—how’d you set that up?” he asked, finally breaking the silence. 
 
    “It’s just a recording,” I said. I still couldn’t move. I wasn’t even sure if my heart was beating. 
 
    “Does Cassie remember?” he asked. 
 
    “I think so,” I said.  
 
    And the silence returned. It was a long, painful silence. I felt so humiliated, like I would never be able to show my face at that school again, even though I knew Ryland would never tell anyone. But that didn’t quell the shame. “You looked good,” he said finally, taking me by surprise. “I mean—you look good. You looked good on Saturday and you look good now.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah.”  
 
    And the silence returned, but this time it was accompanied by a warm buzzing in my heart. I felt strangely relieved, and even excited, but I wasn’t completely sure why. “Why did I do it?” I asked. “I remember doing tequila shots, and the next thing I remember is being like this.”  
 
    “You wanted to do it. We found that girl’s room and you said you wanted Cassie to do your makeup.”  
 
    “But why?” I said. 
 
    “You didn’t say why. You just wanted it. And I thought it would be funny, so I stayed to watch. And then you actually looked good. And you sounded good. And… you felt pretty good, too.”  
 
    I couldn’t understand why I did it—what kind of alien force planted that urge in me that night. But I didn’t regret it. That memory wasn’t a giant embarrassment like it probably should have been. I wished that I could remember more of it. I technically lost my virginity that night, after all. But what I could remember was so much fun, and it felt so good. And I remembered feeling so comfortable, and I remembered Ryland and Cassie thinking that I was so sexy. 
 
    And now, Ryland was looking at me with those same eyes, filling me with that same warm energy. He still thought I was sexy, even sober. “So why are you here like this now?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t even know anymore,” I said.  
 
    “I wish I could remember more from that night.” 
 
    “Me too,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe you could refresh my memory,” he said, and he stared into my eyes. I knew what he wanted. And in that moment, I wanted it too. I didn’t know why I wanted it, but I knew I wanted it. It didn’t matter why. Why does everything have to have a reason? Why can’t people just do what they want, as long as no one is getting hurt?  
 
    I kissed Ryland in that bathroom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I wondered if he’d ever really forgotten the night, or if he was just pretending to hide from the potential humiliation. Getting drunk and fucking your best friend in the ass would probably be a humiliating memory for most people—and it probably was for Ryland, until he saw me once again in makeup and a cute little outfit.  
 
    More and more of that night came back to me as we made out in that bathroom. I slipped my hands under his shirt and ran my fingers down his muscles, and I remembered doing the same in Mel’s sister’s bedroom.  
 
    I sunk down to my knees and I got Ryland’s cock out. He was already rock hard. The sight of his throbbing erection brought back a whole new set of memories. At one point, Cassie and I took turns sucking him off. When Cassie was sucking him, I was sucking her nipples. When I was sucking him, she was between my legs, sucking my cock.  
 
    I could even remember the feeling of Ryland’s cock throbbing on my tongue—if felt the same now, as I stood up on my knees in that bathroom. Ryland reached over and flipped the lock on the door. We still had forty minutes before the lunch bell rang, but we both had a feeling that time was going to fly in that school bathroom.  
 
    He picked me up and placed me down on the sink counter. He quickly flipped up my skirt and fetched my cock from my panties. He let out a long sigh of relief as he stroked my length. I wasn’t nearly as big as him, but he seemed to like my little sissy cock. He bent over and sucked it. He had no problems fitting my whole erection in his mouth. I pulled off his shirt so that I could see his sweat-tinged muscles.  
 
    He looked up at me with a big grin. “You’re so hot,” he said.  
 
    I bit my bottom lip in an attempt to hold back my excitement. I’d never felt so good after a compliment before. Maybe it was true—maybe I had been subconsciously suppressing these urges for a long time now. Maybe the liquor just made them surface. I could remember a few dreams in which I was a woman. I’d always ignored them, and I’d always ignored the fact that I often went to bed looking forward to those very dreams. I always told myself that they were just stupid dreams—nothing to take seriously.  
 
    But it felt so good, being complimented, feeling sex, being dominated by a much larger man. I couldn’t wait to feel his cock inside of my ass. I couldn’t wait to hear him grunting as his erection throbbed deep inside of me. I couldn’t wait to feel his warm load oozing out from my stretched-out hole.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I said. I couldn’t stand the anticipation any longer. I wanted to be fucked and I wanted it now. I lifted up my legs and spread them, exposing my puckering hole. He ran his thumb over it before stepping forward with his cock. He pressed it against my hole. It looked like it was too big for me, but he’d gotten it in before—somehow. I took a deep breath and I bit my lip. He started to press in, holding my legs firmly with his hands.  
 
    It hurt a little bit, but that was to be expected. His cock was a whole inch in diameter, and my anus wasn’t even a full centimeter. But he managed to stretch it, and he managed to sink himself in deep. “Shit,” I moaned as I looked down. His long member had disappeared into my body. I really had a cock inside of me!  
 
    “How does it feel?” he asked, his face red and his eyes glowing. 
 
    “Good,” I said. The pain was started to subside, replaced by a buzzing euphoria. I remembered that euphoria from the weekend party—and I remembered just how strong it was able to become. I took a deep breath and he started to thrust.  
 
    I held on tight to his sweaty hard body. He came down hard, his pelvis slapping loudly against my butt. And with each penetration, my own cock became harder and harder, bouncing on my tummy. He didn’t mind that it was out in the open, my panties stretched off to the side. He even liked it—staring at it with eyes full of lust. He even grabbed it at one point and gently stroked it. He was a bit heavy-handed, but I didn’t mind. 
 
    “I’m going to come inside of you,” he said.  
 
    “Do it. I want it so badly. Please come in my ass. Don’t hold back,” I begged. I sunk my fingernails into his sides, pulling myself as tight into him as I could. Fuck, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. Why did it have to end? But it wouldn’t be the end. I still had all of those clothes and that makeup kit from Mel’s sister’s bedroom, and there were plenty of free weekends ahead of us. It wasn’t the end at all—just the beginning of a new hobby, a new relationship, and a new life.  
 
    I would take it slow. I wouldn’t simply show up for school as Andrea and expect everyone to shrug their shoulders and accept me. I would start with Ryland and Cassie, eventually introduce Andrea to my other friends, maybe my family, then the rest of the world—but I was in no rush. For now, I was just happy to have one person to share myself with. And best of all, that one person was happy to have me, as Andrea, all dolled up and sexy. 
 
    He grunted and came down hard. I felt his hot load bursting inside of me. I bit down on my tongue, but that didn’t stop me from moaning louder than ever. My whole body went numb and I nearly fell off of that bathroom counter. Luckily he was there to hold me up. And he would always be there to hold me up.  
 
    It felt amazing, and there would be plenty more where that came from.  
 
    And to think that my whole new life would have never started had it not been for a few dozen sissy photos. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THEY LOOK ALIKE 
 
    George meets his dream girl one afternoon and goes on the best date of his life. She couldn’t be more perfect: she’s smart, funny, beautiful, and she shares all of George’s interests. But George accidentally loses her number and he never got her full name. After weeks of searching, he’s convinced he will never see her again. 
 
    But two years later, he spots her at a bar. He doesn’t hesitate to make his move. But she’s not the same. That spark is gone, but George is determined to bring it back. He can’t figure out why she doesn’t remember their perfect date from two years before—until he meets her family. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was in the waiting room at a job interview when I saw the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my entire life.  
 
    She walked into the room, checked in with the receptionist, and then she took the seat across from me. For a brief moment she looked up at me and smiled and my heart melted. She had big, glossy eyes, and perfect skin. Her facial features were soft, and her hair was done up in a complex up do. She wore a pinkish-white dress that made me think: if this employer has any sense, he will hire her instead of me.  
 
    “Hi,” I said after a few minutes of courage building. She looked up at me, her eyes wide as if she was surprised I said anything. 
 
    “Hey,” she said, and she smiled again, making my heart melt just a little bit more.  
 
    “George,” I said.  
 
    “Hi George.”  
 
    I could tell that she was nervous for her interview: her shoulders were tense, she kept her knees pressed closely together, and she was breathing with slow, methodical breaths. She held her clean, creaseless resume with both hands.  
 
    “George,” the interviewer said from the office doorway. 
 
    “Well, that’s me I guess,” I said. I stood up. She smiled at me while I walked into the office. And I couldn’t get that smile out of my mind. It was like a poison. My whole introductory speech was forgotten, left behind in that waiting area. Instead, I just took a seat and stared blankly at my interviewer. When he asked me to talk a little bit about myself, I just said, “Uhh,” like a brainless moron. And as you can imagine, I didn’t get the job. 
 
    “Thanks for coming in today,” he said after just four minutes in the room.  
 
    They made me leave through a different door—I guess so I wouldn’t disturb the other interviewees. The exit door brought me down a long hallway that eventually led to the elevator I came in through. But I wasn’t ready to leave. I doubled back to that waiting area, so I could get a few more words in with that beautiful woman in the pinkish-white dress.  
 
    But the lobby was empty. She must have been interviewing. I took a seat. The receptionist gave me a strange look, as if she was deciding whether or not she should kick me out. But she did nothing.  
 
    I sat there for fifteen minutes before I heard a door open and close from within the room. I jumped up to my feet and ran down to the elevator. And then I saw her, coming down the hallway with a big smile on her face. “How did it go?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me curiously before laughing. “Did you wait here for me?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, I guess so.” 
 
    “It went well. I think they really liked me.” 
 
    “How could they not? Look at you. Let’s grab a drink to celebrate.” The offer shot out from my mouth before I could stop it. It was blunt and uninvited. But for some reason, she accepted my invite. We went across the street to a little bar and ordered a couple of drinks. We clinked our glasses and then I begged her to tell me more about herself. She sipped her gin and tonic slowly. 
 
    She was mysterious. She told me that she’d done a lot of travelling, but she wouldn’t say where. “Oh, you know, all over the place,” she said. She told me she had a college degree, but she wouldn’t say in what, or where she got it. “Aren’t they all the same?” she said. And when I asked where she was from, she just said, “Small Town, USA—but I grew up in Big City, USA,” as if I was supposed to know what that meant.  
 
    But we had so much in common. We both loved the same music. Her favourite band was Pink Floyd, just like me—but she preferred The Wall, while I preferred Dark Side of the Moon. We both loved Monty Python, and we laughed like children while reminiscing about our favourite scenes. She was modest and humble and she laughed at all of my crappy jokes. She couldn’t have been more perfect.  
 
    We were finishing our drinks when our eyes met. There was a perfect moment where everything made so much sense. She was the girl of my dreams and I’d finally found her. And then she said, “Well, I should be going. It was nice meeting you.” She stood up and grabbed her purse. 
 
    “Wait—Can I get your phone number?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled—that amazing smile that had the power to melt hearts. “Sure,” she said. She wrote her number on a napkin and then left without looking back. I sat down and ordered another drink: my own little celebration. I had a feeling that this would be the more important relationship of my life. I could see a future with this girl. I could see us getting married, having a few kids, retiring to a little beach house on Prince Edward Island. She was perfect and I could tell that she really liked me by the way she was looking at me.  
 
    I went to use the bathroom. With my big smile on my face, I must have looked hammered. But I didn’t care.  
 
    I returned to my table and sat down to finish the last sip of my drink. But my drink was gone. So was the napkin with the phone number on it. I jumped to my feet and ran to the bar. “Who cleaned my table?” I asked frantically.  
 
    “Probably your server,” the bartender said.  
 
    “Where is she? She threw out something very important.” 
 
    “I think she went out for a smoke,” he said. 
 
    My heart was suddenly racing. I ran outside and then I ran around the building. I couldn’t find our server. I couldn’t ever remember what she looked like. I’d spent the whole afternoon staring into those beautiful eyes… 
 
    And it dawned on me that I never even asked my dream girl for her name.  
 
    I eventually found my server, but she wasn’t able to find that napkin. I begged her to check the garbage, but it was already thrown into the dumpster. I would have climbed into that dumpster had they let me. But it was behind a fence and locked with a padlock, and they had strict rules about letting customers dig through the garbage. The phone number was lost. I had no way of contacting that beautiful woman. 
 
    I called the office where we’d both interviewed. They weren’t allowed to release any names for what they called, “obvious reasons.” I waited a couple of weeks and then I went down to that office. I assumed she’d gotten the job, but she wasn’t there. I went back again a week later, and the receptionist threatened to have security remove me from the building after I started looking in through office windows.  
 
    She was gone, disappeared from my life as if she’d never existed. She was the one that got away. Until I saw her again, two years later, at a dive bar on music trivia night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I showed up at the bar with a group of friends. We had a little music trivia team, and we usually frequented the bar a few blocks down the street—but they were currently dealing with a rat problem—so we found ourselves at a new location, ready to drink and lose at music trivia. 
 
    We were at a little booth in the corner. I was in charge of writing down all of our answers. Every time a song came one, everyone on my team would start shouting the answer, no matter how many times I told them to keep their voices down—the table behind us was clearly stealing our answers. But the free round of drinks for the winning table wasn’t worth taking the game too seriously.  
 
    The game started out in the 50s. They played five song portions before moving into the 60s. After another five song portions, the game shifted into the 70s, which was my specialty. The first song came on—an easy Led Zeppelin tune. I wrote down the answer quickly. The second song was a more obscure Jethro Tull song. Everyone in the bar was groaning and scratching their heads while I quietly wrote down the answer. And the third song was easy, too. It was a song by the Hollies. I went to write it down, and then I noticed her walking through the door.  
 
    I froze. I completely forgot what I was doing and I suddenly remembered that perfect afternoon we spent together. I remembered the discarded napkin and the dreadful feeling that filled my gut when I realized I would probably never see her again. But here she was—in the flesh, like the Pink Floyd song that came on next, which I failed to write down. “George, wake up! Don’t you know this song?” one of my teammates asked. “It sounds familiar.” 
 
    “It’s Pink Floyd,” I said, but I didn’t write it down. I couldn’t bring my attention away from her. 
 
    She went and sat down with a group of friends—all woman—and I stood up.  
 
    “Where are you going?” my buddy asked. “We need you.” 
 
    “Just do your best without me for a minute,” I said.  
 
    Fate didn’t abandon me. Whatever god was floating up in the sky didn’t forget about me. I walked up to her table. I took a deep breath in and tried to hide the big, goofy smile from my face. “Hey,” I said, and everyone at the table looked up at me. I was looking right at her and she was looking right at me.  
 
    “Can we help you?” one of the girls said. And I just stood there, waiting for her to remember me. She looked at her friends and laughed before looking back at me. 
 
    “Are you okay, man?” she said.  
 
    She was just as beautiful. She was even wearing her hair up, braided and wrapped meticulously. And she was wearing that same pinkish-white dress. But it still looked brand new; as if this was only the second time she’d ever worn it. “Don’t you remember me?” I asked. 
 
    She stared at me and shrugged her shoulders. “Should I?” she said.  
 
    I laughed. “I hope so. Two years ago—we both interviewed for the same job. You were wearing that same dress. We went out for drinks after.”  
 
    Her friends looked at her and giggled. “Really?” one of them said. 
 
    She stared at me with narrowed eyes. “Are you sure?” she said. “I feel like I would remember that.”  
 
    “I’m positive,” I said. It was her—I knew with certainty that it was her. Maybe she was just trying to play it cool, but there was no way she couldn’t remember that day we spent together. I could still remember how much fun she was having—how much fun we were both having. People don’t forget moments like that after just a couple of years.  
 
    “Well, I apparently made quite the impression on you,” she said.  
 
    “To say the least. You gave me your number, but I lost it—the server threw it away while I was in the bathroom. I tried to climb into their dumpster, but they stopped me.”  
 
    “Wow… That’s… something,” she said, looking at her friends and laughing again. She was a different person with her friends. Two years before, she was so sweet, so gentle, and painfully nice. Had something changed, or was this just the way she was with her friends?  
 
    “I tried to find you, but you never gave me your name,” I said. 
 
    “That’s a shame,” she said sarcastically.  
 
    “But now you’re here. So let’s go on a date. Give me your number and I’ll call you,” I said.  
 
    She looked at her friends, raising her eyebrows as if an insane person was harassing her. “No, that’s okay. Thanks, though,” she said. 
 
    “C’mon, just give me a chance. Maybe you don’t remember that day now, but I promise you’ll remember once we chat for a bit.” 
 
    “We’re chatting now.” 
 
    “You know what I mean.” My stomach turned. She wasn’t the same sweet girl I took out for a drink two years before. Even if it was just a façade she was putting on for her friends, it wasn’t right. It was a turn off. But I’d spent two years wishing she would walk back into my life, and here she was—so I wasn’t going to miss my opportunity.  
 
    And a stroke of luck finally came my way. “Fine. I’ll give you my phone number and we can go out for one drink. One hour. And if it’s not the best hour of my life, I want you to delete the number from your phone and rip up this napkin. Don’t lose it this time,” she said as she handed me a napkin with her phone number on it. I folded the napkin carefully and slipped it into my pocket. I planned on putting the number into my phone right away, as soon as I was back at my table.  
 
    “Deal,” I said. I wasn’t worried about the terms she’d set out. She had a blast during our first little date, so I had no reason to believe she wouldn’t enjoy our second date. “I’ll give you a call tomorrow.” 
 
    “I guess you will,” she said, and her friends all snickered. But I was determined to break through her defences to rescue that sweet, perfect girl I met two years before at a failed job interview.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    A part of me was surprised when she answered the phone. The phone number was real—she was really giving me a chance. But even on the phone, when she was alone in her apartment, she was still playing hard to get. “Just one hour—like we agreed,” she said. “At the end of the hour, I’m getting up and leaving, even if it’s mid-conversation.”  
 
    “Even if you’re having a great time?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t get your hopes up.”  
 
    We agreed to meet at the same bar we first got drinks at, after the interview two years before. She asked for the address, as if she didn’t remember the place—and maybe she didn’t. Maybe she was one of those people with terrible memories. I happened to have a particularly sharp memory, and I suppose I often took that for granted.  
 
    I put on my best shirt and my best pair of slacks, which ironically was the same outfit I wore at that fateful interview. Maybe she would recognize the outfit. I even went out and got my hair cut before the big date. I wasn’t going to let her slip away again. I had to impress her, and I had to make her remember that amazing afternoon. 
 
    I showed up ten minutes early for the date. She showed up about twenty minutes late. She was only wearing jeans and a sweater, and she had her hair tied up in a messy bun. I didn’t mind—she was still beautiful, even when she wasn’t trying.  
 
    She sat down across from me and looked me in the eyes. “Congratulations, you got the date you wanted so badly. Now make it count,” she said. I was nervous. I needed to make a good impression, but she wasn’t giving me much to work with. I was tempted to pick things up where we left off two years before, but I felt like I needed to run through a refresher with her first. “So, I’m George. What’s your name?” 
 
    She forced a smile. “Kate,” she said. 
 
    “I’m from Buffalo. Where are you from?” 
 
    “Is this a date or a game of Twenty Questions?”  
 
    I could feel my cheeks turning red. Something was wrong. We weren’t clicking, but I didn’t know why. “You like Pink Floyd, right?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, they’re okay,” she said.  
 
    “You told me they were your favourite band.” 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a moment before a big smirk swept across her face. “Did I say that?” 
 
    “You did. Your favourite album is The Wall.”  
 
    “Interesting,” she said. “And on this date that we went on, did we kiss by any chance?”  
 
    “No,” I said. “We just had a drink and then you had to run.”  
 
    “This is just too funny,” she said, leaning back in her chair. She waved down the waiter. He came quickly. “I’m going to need a drink—vodka martini, and make it strong,” she said. 
 
    “And for you?” the waiter asked me. 
 
    “Just a beer—whatever’s on tap.”  
 
    The waiter walked away. 
 
    I was more confused than ever. Kate knew something that I didn’t. I could see in her eyes that she could now remember our date, and for some reason she seemed to think it was very funny. Maybe she wasn’t being completely honest with me on our original date. Or maybe she thought I worked for the company she was interviewing to work at—and she thought that she could get in by sucking up to me. Or maybe there was something glaring that I was overlooking now, as I stared into her eyes.  
 
    There was something different about her eyes. They weren’t quite as bright and full of life. She had the same soft features, but that glow was missing. And now that I was looking at her face, I could remember a mole that was just above her lip, which was now missing. Maybe she had it removed, or maybe it was fake—a bit of dabbed on makeup.  
 
    But I was sure she was the same woman. “Do you remember this bar?” I asked. 
 
    She looked around, still with that big grin on her face. “It’s starting to come back to me. I think I ordered a gin and tonic. Right?” 
 
    “That’s right. You said it was your favourite drink,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “It always has been,” she said. But there was a strangely condescending tone in her voice—I couldn’t understand why. Maybe this was just the way she was when she was comfortable. Maybe she was just tense and nervous before because she was applying for a job.  
 
    “We talked about Monty Python—remember?” I said. 
 
    “Of course we did. What else did we talk about? How much did I tell you about myself?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Not much, honestly. You were vague about most things. You didn’t even tell me where you were from.” 
 
    “I didn’t tell you that I’m from Small Town, USA?”  
 
    “No—that’s exactly what you said. You do remember,” I said. I felt my heart jump up in my chest. There was hope. She remembered the date, which meant she remembered me. So surely she remembered how much fun we had. Right?  
 
    She looked at her watch. “You’ve got twenty-five more minutes before I leave,” she said. The waiter returned with her drink and she took a long sip.  
 
    “You could always stay longer—maybe order a gin and tonic. You know I went to Red Rocks to see Roger Waters last year. He played The Wall in its entirety. It made me think of you.”  
 
    “That’s nice,” she said, taking another sip from her drink.  
 
    “It was one of the best shows I’ve ever seen. Though I could have done without all of the political stuff he threw in there. Have you ever seen him perform live?”  
 
    “Never,” she said. “You know who I really like?” 
 
    “Who?” I asked. 
 
    “The Backstreet Boys. I saw them when I was eleven. They were so good.” 
 
    I didn’t even know how to respond. I couldn’t name a single Backstreet Boys song, and I was shocked to hear that she could go from liking Pink Floyd to liking a mediocre boy band from the 90s. I was starting to think that we had less in common than I’d thought. I was starting to think that maybe, over the past two years, I’d romanticized our date together so much that I’d invented feelings that weren’t ever truly there. Two years is a long time for a mind to stew on a single encounter. Maybe I wasn’t as charming as I remembered, and maybe she wasn’t as perfect.  
 
    “Backstreet Boys, huh? I’ve never really listened to them.” 
 
    “What about N-Sync?” she asked. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll make you a mix-tape.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Sure.”  
 
    The conversation got better. After she’d had a few sips of her drink, she started talking more freely, telling me childhood stories about her and her brother, and talking a bit about her time in college. “So what did you take in college?” I asked. 
 
    “Chemistry,” she said. 
 
    “Weird,” I said. “So why were you interviewing for a position at a publishing company?” 
 
    And there was that big smirk again. “I guess I was just seeing what options were available,” she said. “Is that what you do: publishing?” 
 
    I started telling her about my job working for a major publisher. She listened for a minute and then she checked her watch. She grabbed her purse without saying anything and she stood up. “See you later, George,” she said, and then she walked away, before I was even finished telling her about my job. And that was the end of the date. She didn’t even have the last sip of her drink. 
 
    But she had been sitting with me for exactly one hour, so I suppose I should have seen it coming. Though I’d truly convinced myself that I would be able to make her stay past the arranged time. Maybe she had other commitments. Or maybe the date just sucked and I was in complete denial.  
 
    I waved down the waiter and paid the tab. I wasn’t interested in sticking around any longer than necessary.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I went to bed disappointed that my two-year fantasy was crushed in a single hour. But I woke up somewhat relieved, knowing that I wouldn’t have to go to bed at night thinking my one true love slipped away from me. Now I knew that she was just a cutie with a bland personality.  
 
    I still wanted to like her. I could still remember that spark when I first saw her in that office building. I could still remember the way my heart pounded when she agreed to go out for a drink with me. I don’t understand what changed. I suppose a lot can change in two years. Two years is plenty of time for interests to change, and for personalities to shift. Or maybe she was one of those rare people with split personality disorder. Is that a real thing?  
 
    But I felt like I had a renewed lease on my love life. I could look at women without secretly wishing they were more like Kate. Sure, I would look at women and secretly wish they looked more like Kate, but I’d been around for long enough to know that looks aren’t everything.  
 
    I was excited to start dating again—properly. Of course I’d been on a few dates since my first date with Kate, but I never took any of them seriously, always holding out hope that Kate would come back into my life. But now that she had, and she wasn’t the person I remembered her to be, I could move on. 
 
    And then, three nights later, I got a text message from her. “So are you just not going to call me for another date?” it read. I had to read it twice to believe it. I never thought I would hear from her again after she got up and left mid-date.  
 
    “Seriously?” I messaged back. 
 
    “I made you a mix-tape and everything.” 
 
    And I was thrust back into that familiar mind-set of ‘what if this’ and ‘what if that’… But I had to wonder: what if she was serious? What if she had just been putting up defences so she wouldn’t end up hurt? What if she really did like me and underneath that sarcastic exterior she was still the sweet girl I fell for two years before?  
 
    “What are you doing tomorrow? There’s that new movie out and I wouldn’t mind checking it out,” I said.  
 
    “Okay. Pick me up at six,” she said. “And I expect you to buy me dinner as well.” She sent me her address, and once again, I was the same old giddy, naïve George. I had another date with Kate, and this one didn’t have any restrictions or limitations. She wouldn’t be able to leave after one hour without being a complete bitch. And I had a good feeling that this date would be different.  
 
    And it was different—at least a little bit different. She was still the same blunt Kate from the previous date, but she was at least giving me a chance, and she wasn’t acting as strangely. During the movie she said, “Are you going to put your arm around me or what?” So I put my arm around her. It wasn’t as romantic as it could have been, but I was just happy to have my arm around a gorgeous woman.  
 
    On our way to the restaurant, she pulled a similar move. “Aren’t you going to hold my hand?” she asked. So I held her hand. She was warming up to me, and I suppose I was starting to warm back up to her. But it wasn’t the same as that special day two years before. And I was starting to think that it never would be, not with her and not with any woman.  
 
    During dinner she talked almost the whole time about some drama between two of her friends at another friend’s wedding. Then after dinner, I walked her home. In front of her apartment building she said, “Aren’t you going to kiss me?”  
 
    I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to kiss her or not. I wanted to want to kiss her—but I wanted the moment to be special. And that date just felt like every other date I’d ever been on in my life. But I kissed her regardless, hoping it would spark something between us. I couldn’t tell if it did. I felt something, but it wasn’t the same heart pounding excitement I felt two years before when I was staring into her eyes. And now I was starting to feel guilty that I wasn’t able to get over that special date that was probably fabricated mostly in my imagination.  
 
    She looked me in the eyes after our kiss. “Want to come up and see my apartment?” she asked. 
 
    I thought about it. But I had to pass. “Another time,” I said. “I’m pretty tired. It was an early day at work this morning, and I’ve got another early one tomorrow.”  
 
    She looked disappointed as she forced a smile. “Okay. Maybe I’ll see you later then,” she said. 
 
    “For sure.”  
 
    I had some thinking to do. It wasn’t the date of my dreams, and I was starting to accept that she wasn’t the girl of my dreams. But is there really such a thing as the girl of your dreams? Are soul mates real things, or are they just convenient for romance movies? The day I saw Kate for the first time, I suddenly believed in the idea of soul mates. But now I wasn’t so sure. Now, I was pretty sure life was about finding someone tolerable and tolerating them until the end. But that doesn’t sound so romantic, does it?  
 
    I decided to sleep on it. Would I call Kate back or would I let myself move onto different things. Different things doesn’t always mean better things. She was undeniably beautiful—that was a fact. And I had a feeling she was probably pretty good in the sack. Wasn’t that enough, really? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I got another text message from Kate the next day, when I got home from work. “Thanks for the dinner… and the movie,” she wrote.  
 
    “My pleasure,” I replied. I still hadn’t decided what my next move was. She’d warmed up some since our previous date, so maybe she would warm up even more. But I couldn’t figure out why she wasn’t anything like she was on our very first date. I was tempted to ask, but I didn’t want to sound like a complete asshole.  
 
    “They just opened that new park downtown. Maybe we can go walk around,” she wrote. 
 
    And I delayed my response. I was worried about giving her the wrong impression. I already felt like my heart was broken—I didn’t want to leave hers broken as well. But after ten minutes of hard contemplation, I decided to message back. “That sounds nice.” 
 
    “Pick me up tonight at six,” she said. That was just a few hours away. Instead of getting dressed in a nice dress shirt and slacks, I threw on a hoodie and some jeans. And then I felt guilty when she came down from her apartment wearing that pinkish-white dress that looked so damn good on her. She had her makeup done up nicely, and she was glowing.  
 
    “Wow, you’re beautiful,” I said.  
 
    She blushed and reached out her hand. Maybe I’d been too harsh on her. Maybe I was too quick to pass judgement. She was a nice girl with some quirks. But who doesn’t have quirks? We walked down to the park and ended up getting hot dogs at a hot dog stand. She covered hers in relish and used no mustard, which I thought was strange. “I prefer you in a collared shirt,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry, I had to get changed quickly,” I lied.  
 
    “Next time,” she said, and then she finished her hot dog.  
 
    And a few days later, we went on another date. There was a free concert playing at a park downtown. It was a pop band she liked. I had to bite my tongue and force a smile through the whole thing. She wanted to dance, but I was never much of a dancer. So I stood on the side-lines and watched her dance. She had fun. It was nice to see her smile. 
 
    But that spark still wasn’t there, and I was terrified that I was about to settle.  
 
    We went out for ice cream after the concert. I ordered vanilla, even though there were over one hundred different flavours. “My sister gets vanilla, too,” Kate said to me. 
 
    “I thought you had a brother,” I said. 
 
    “I had a brother. Now I just have a sister,” she said.  
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. I had no idea. Do you mind if I ask how old he was when he passed?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “He was nineteen,” she said, but I couldn’t figure out why she was laughing. She didn’t seriously think her brother’s death was funny, did she? “And now she’s twenty-five.”  
 
    I was deeply confused.  
 
    “She’s a transgender. My twin brother is now my twin sister. My mom was all for her transition, but my dad thinks it’s the biggest mistake she’s ever made. And it makes for some very entertaining family dinners. Speaking of which—want to meet my family this weekend?” 
 
    Now I really had to decide whether I was going to entertain this relationship. Walking in the park and seeing movies are one thing—meeting the family is the next step. If she was going to introduce me to her parents and her brother (or maybe I should say sister), then I needed to be sure that I was committed to giving this relationship a good go. I took a deep breath. “Sure,” I said. And I could already feel the cold tingle creeping down my spine. I had a feeling that I’d just made a big, big mistake.  
 
    It was only a few hours after I returned home when I got a message from her. “My mom is so excited to meet you,” she wrote. There was no turning back now. I’d made my decision and now I needed to see it through.  
 
    The big night came slowly, but it managed to creep up on me. I spent that whole week in a state of regret and dread. I’d never met a woman’s family before. I’d never been in a serious enough relationship. And now, after just a handful of dates, I was meeting everyone: the father, the mother, and the transgender sister. I put on my best clothes, got my shoes polished and my stubble professionally shaved away. I wanted to make a good impression. If her family loved me, maybe she would treat me more like the way she treated me two years before.  
 
    I picked her up at her apartment and then we started the long drive out of town to her parents’ country home. Once the house was visible in the distance, she said, “By the way, I think you’ve met my sister before.” She had a big grin on her face as she looked over at me. What was she talking about? When would I have met her transgender sister? I’d never met any transgender people in my life—though I’d seen a few around before. A girl I went to school with transitioned shortly after graduation. Now she was a man who worked in construction. She even had a weird patchy beard. 
 
    We walked up to the door. My heart was pounding. I’d never been good at meeting new people and making good first impressions. Even Kate told me not to come on as strongly as I did with her. “Just try to be cool,” she said. 
 
    Her mother answered the door. Kate’s mother looked just like Kate, except older, of course. They had the same eyes, the same nose, the same cheekbones, and the same build. I wondered if her father passed along any genes at all. Kate’s mother stepped forward and hugged me tightly. She was a powerful woman, considering her small frame. “It’s so great to meet you,” she said. 
 
    Over her shoulder I could see Kate’s father in the living room. He was looking at me with narrowed eyes, as if he didn’t trust me. I was surprised he wasn’t sitting out on the porch cleaning a rifle when we pulled up. “Frank, come meet George!” 
 
    Frank was slow to react. He crept towards me like he thought I was a terrorist strapped with bombs. Then he slowly extended his hand and said, “Pleasure.” I shook his hand. “The pleasure is all mine, sir,” I said. He rolled his eyes. Now I knew which genes he passed along to Kate. 
 
    “Come in, come in,” Kate’s mom said. “We’re about to sit down to eat. You’re just on time.” We walked into the house. Kate kicked off her shoes and tossed her coat into the corner of the foyer. I looked around for a closet to hang my coat, but there was none, so I gently placed my coat on top of Kate’s.  
 
    I followed Kate to the dining room. Her mom was already serving dinner. I took a seat next to Kate. I was starting to relax. Her parents seemed like normal people. Her father wasn’t interested in talking, and I was fine with that. Her mother wouldn’t stop talking, which was nice because I hardly had to talk at all. “Jenn! Come downstairs for dinner!” he mother called out once our plates were covered in food. 
 
    And then Jenn, Kate’s sister, walked into the room. Our eyes met and a horrible realization washed over me: two years ago I’d gone on a date with Kate’s twin sister, and not Kate at all.  
 
    My heart plunged into my gut. My arms and legs were suddenly cold. She knew it, too. Her eyes went wide and her lips parted slightly. And next to me, Kate started laughing. She knew—she’d known the whole time. And for some reason, she thought it was hilarious. And I’d never felt more embarrassed. The woman I was dating knew that I’d obliviously gone on a date with her brother—who, at the time, would only have been a woman for a couple of years. And even then, she wasn’t technically a woman, was she? Was a transgender woman technically a woman? Every cell in her body had an X and a Y chromosome, did it not?  
 
    “Sit down, honey. This is Kate’s new boyfriend, George,” their mother said.  
 
    I forced a smile. “Hi,” I said. I suddenly had no appetite. I’d spent the past two years fantasizing about a man. The woman of my dreams wasn’t a woman at all. I forced myself to eat. It wasn’t easy. Every few bites, I thought I was going to throw up. Every time I looked up, she was looking at me. Then we would both look away swiftly.  
 
    She looked just like her sister. They could have been identical twins. But they were just fraternal twins—and they were different genders. So how could they possibly look so similar?  
 
    It was a quiet dinner. When their mother wasn’t asking me rapid-fire questions about myself, there was complete silence. And then Kate said, “George. Did I already tell you that Jenn is a transgender?”  
 
    Jenn’s face went white.  
 
    “Um, I think so,” I said. “That’s interesting.” I didn’t know what else to say. What does a person say in that situation?  
 
    “Don’t get started with that,” the father said, speaking for the first time since we met in the doorway.  
 
    “But it’s true. But I bet you wouldn’t be able to tell if I didn’t say anything, right?” Kate said with that big grin on her face. Did she bring me to this dinner to set me up? Or was she just having the fun that was available to her?  
 
    “I wouldn’t have ever guessed,” I said. I smiled and looked over at Jenn, who looked down at her plate of food. She also wasn’t eating.  
 
    There was another long silence. I decided I would be the one to break it. “So Jenn, what do you do for a living?” I asked.  
 
    She looked up at me, but she wasn’t able to speak. She was too embarrassed. It was amazing that I was able to speak through my own red-faced embarrassment.  
 
    “Jenn just got a job at a big magazine. Rocking Stone,” the mother said. 
 
    “Rolling Stone,” Jenn said, correcting her mother while speaking for the first time. I recognized her voice instantly. It wasn’t much different than her sister’s voice, but as soon as I heard it, I couldn’t believe that I ever thought her sister was her.  
 
    “Really? That’s so cool,” I said. “Doing what?” 
 
    “Just as an assistant editor—one of many,” Jenn said coyly. 
 
    “Still so cool. Do you work at the head office?” 
 
    She smiled and nodded. “Yeah.”  
 
    “I’m so jealous.”  
 
    Kate was looking at me with an unimpressed look. Kate knew that it was Jenn that I’d gone on a date with years before, and she was trying to shove it in my face.  
 
    I would have left as soon as dinner was finished, but I was Kate’s ride, and Kate wanted to stay late. “We can’t leave now,” she said. “There’s still dessert.” But I wasn’t sure if there was going to be a dessert. It had been two hours since dinner and Kate’s mom hadn’t gone back to the kitchen once, except to get me new drinks, despite the fact I wasn’t asking for new drinks. 
 
    “You seem a bit tipsy, babe. Are you sure you should be driving home?” Kate asked. But I felt fine.  
 
    “I’m fine. I’ve only had a couple of drinks.”  
 
    But my keys weren’t in my coat pocket. Kate’s mom must have gone and fished them out after bringing me my second or third drink. “We’ll set up the guest room for you. It’s no problem whatsoever,” the mother said, and they weren’t interest in letting me argue. So I was stuck at their little country house way out in the middle of nowhere for the night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The guest room was furnished by a very old person—possibly where the grandmother stayed before she died. Hell, maybe she died in that very room. There were glass china cabinets in each corner, filled with china, and the two dressers were covered in little knickknacks. There was a worn rug over the worn carpet, and three layers of curtains over the windows: all with different patterns. And it smelled like old people.  
 
    The bed was stiff, but that was the least of my concerns. I just wanted to fall asleep so that I could wake up and leave. I’d never felt so embarrassed in my life. I’d been dragged out to the country just to be the butt of a joke for Kate. She wanted to rub her trans sister in my face so that she could have a good laugh, or maybe she just wanted me to feel like a loser. Regardless: I wasn’t feeling so attracted to my girlfriend at that very moment.  
 
    But I felt stuck, like I couldn’t simply break up with her now. I’d accepted the invite to meet her family and that meant we were more serious than just casual daters. And that meant our decisions needed to be taken more seriously—decisions like whether we should break up over what may have just been a big joke.  
 
    I was just starting to fall asleep when there was a knock at my door. I sat up and the door opened slightly. Kate poked her head in and whispered, “Are you asleep?”  
 
    “No,” I said. And then I watched as she slipped into the guest bedroom with me, closing the door behind her. She looked around, as if to make sure I wasn’t lying. But who would I be in the bedroom with? Her mom? Her transgendered sister?  
 
    She looked back at me. “I’m sorry about tonight,” she whispered. She was whispering so quietly, I almost couldn’t hear her. But the walls were thin—I could footsteps from the other side of the house, so it was probably best that we be quiet. And I have to be honest: I wasn’t expecting Kate to apologize. Apologies weren’t exactly in her nature. But it restored a bit of my faith in her.  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. “I really don’t think it’s a big deal.”  
 
    “You aren’t embarrassed?” she asked. 
 
    “No, but I feel like you want me to be.”  
 
    She stared at me in silence for a moment. I could hardly see her in that dark room. She didn’t turn on the lights, as if we were a couple of kids trying to convince our parents that we were asleep. “Why would I want that?” she asked. 
 
    “Well what do you want?”  
 
    She came and sat down on the edge of the bed. She smelled nice, as if she was trying on a new perfume—maybe something she found in her old childhood bedroom. I thought about grabbing her and tossing her playfully onto the bed. Her apology was one of the most attractive things she’d ever done. It was nice to see her being sweet and caring—even if was only for brief moment. But maybe this was the start of something new. Maybe she would become more and more sweet as time went by together.  
 
    “I guess I just want to know why you never called,” she said. 
 
    And the comment took me by surprise. What was she talking about? Was she wondering why she was always the one to call me after a date, and not the other way around? Well I couldn’t tell her that it was because I was constantly second-guessing our relationship. I couldn’t tell her that I still wasn’t sure we were meant to be together—or that our relationship was based on a case of mistaken identity. “I was just trying to play it cool,” I said. I put my hands on her sides. Her body was warm and soft. I’d never really touched her before that moment—not lovingly, like I was touching her now. 
 
    “For three years?” she asked. 
 
    And then a chill crept down my spine. I wasn’t holding Kate; I was holding Jenn. Jenn had slipped into my room to talk to me—not my girlfriend. I quickly retracted my hands. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought you were your sister.”  
 
    My heart was suddenly pounding. I’d just lovingly caressed a biological man. But it wasn’t fair—she looked just like her sister. Aside from that small mole on her upper lip, they were practically twins—they were twins. But how could a man look so feminine? How could a man be so beautiful?  
 
    “I’m sorry, I thought you knew. I guess we look a bit alike,” she said. 
 
    “You don’t look a bit alike. You look exactly the same,” I said.  
 
    She looked at me. I could see her eyes glowing in that dark room. She really was beautiful. But it wasn’t natural. Surely she was taking hormones, and she’d probably had surgeries. But what if she hadn’t? What if this was just how she looked and how she talked naturally? Then what? Then was it so crazy to find her attractive?  
 
    “I waited for you to call but you never called,” she said.  
 
    “You never told me that you were… you know,” I said. 
 
    “So that’s why you didn’t call?” 
 
    “No—that’s not why. I mean—had I known—you know…” I didn’t know what to say. “I lost your number and I looked for you. But I didn’t know that you were a… transgender, or whatever.”  
 
    “Does it matter?” she asked.  
 
    And I asked myself the same question: did it matter? What really was the difference? The first answer that came to my mind was children: no surgery or pill can give her the ability to have children. But what does that justification say about women who can’t have children? And are there not kids who need adopted? So I kept thinking. The second justification made more sense: she probably had a penis. And that justification was much easier to accept. “Kind of,” I said.  
 
    “So it wouldn’t have worked because of my transition?” she asked. 
 
    And hearing it aloud made me feel guilty. But it was true—wasn’t it? I couldn’t possibly be with a transgender. What would my friends think? What would my parents think? Though a better question is: would they ever know? I didn’t know when I met her, and I wouldn’t have known had Kate not told me. So why would my friends ever find out? Why would my parents find out? Why was it any of their business?  
 
    “No,” I said. “I don’t know. I just don’t know, okay? Look, you’re very pretty, and I was seriously obsessed with you for a long time, but that was a long time ago.”  
 
    “Do you like my sister?” she asked.  
 
    The hardest pill to swallow was the fact that I was only with Kate because I thought Kate was Jenn. Now that I knew otherwise, I didn’t know what to think. And now, with this horribly awkward night that Kate led me blindly into, I really couldn’t muster up any positive feelings towards my apparent girlfriend. “I don’t know,” I said. All I could think was: I wish Kate was more like Jenn. And I think Jenn could see it in my eyes. She smiled and her cheeks turned a shade of red. She was cute when she was blushing. 
 
    I leaned over and kissed her. I don’t know what came over me, but I couldn’t stop myself. I’d waited three years to kiss those lips. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    My heart was pounding. I’d dreamed of the moment I could kiss those lips. I’d dreamed of the moment I could finally put my hands on that body and hold her close to me. But now that I was finally realizing my dream, I didn’t know how to feel. I had so many reasons to feel disgusted with myself: I was making out with someone who had only legally been a woman for a few years—or should I have been more worried about the fact that I was making out with my girlfriend’s sister?  
 
    But were we ever really boyfriend and girlfriend? Did Kate ever really like me? Or was she just set out to prove something to herself when she found out that I had fallen for her sister? Now, as I looked back on the past few weeks, I couldn’t help but think that she was just trying to prove to herself that her sister didn’t make a better woman than she did.  
 
    But the reality was: Jenn did make a better woman than Kate. They were both beautiful, but Jenn was sweet and caring. Jenn was full of personality and grace and charm. Kate was bitter and jealous. Sure, biologically speaking Kate had the unquestionable advantage, but what difference does that really make at the end of the day? Unless your only goal is to have biological children with the woman you love, then it doesn’t really matter what is, or was, hanging between your partner’s legs.  
 
    I reached one of my shaking hands up Jenn’s nightshirt, onto her soft breast. Her tits were small, probably still growing slowly with her daily hormones. But they were cute and they felt great. Her ass was perfect: soft but perky. I gave it a good squeeze, eliciting an adorable moan out of my dream girl. She laughed and then I laughed, too.  
 
    In a matter of minutes, all of my hang-ups were melting away. I couldn’t even figure out why I was so put off when I first found out that Jenn was a transgender. I couldn’t understand why I cared, or why anyone could care. Anyone who does care obviously hadn’t felt Jenn’s body or kissed her lips. Though don’t get me wrong—I can’t judge those people. I can see the arguments on both sides, and I just decided I didn’t care about any arguments. Because I had a choice: I could either settle with Kate or some other woman who ticked off enough of my boxes, or I could be with Jenn, who made my heart pound euphorically in my chest. To me, it was an easy question, and it wasn’t worth some existential crisis. 
 
    I still didn’t know what she had between her legs, but I was about to find out. I laid her down on the bed and I rolled over her. Her nightshirt rode up, exposing her pink panties. I looked down, and I could see a bulge. It was tucked between her legs. It could have been anything: I’d never seen a post-op pussy before, so I didn’t know what to expect when I carefully pulled down her undies.  
 
    She still had her cock. It was big, too—tucked between her thighs, her balls pressed up into her body. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of it. There was the real test: to see whether I really was fine with Jenn and everything she had to offer. It wasn’t like I could take what I liked and ignore the rest; I had to accept her for everything she had, or I had to pass. 
 
    But the sight of her cock didn’t scare me away. In fact, it filled me with a peculiar excitement. I took a deep breath and then I slipped my fingers around it. It was warm and I could feel it throbbing slightly. I lifted it up and it was heavy. I looked up into Jenn’s eyes—the eyes I fell in love with three years before.  
 
    And still, I couldn’t believe I ever mistook Kate for Jenn, even after three absent years. The shape of their eyes was the same, and so was the colour—but that glow was unmistakably unique. There was a joy in Jenn’s eyes that just didn’t exist in Kate’s—maybe it would exist for the right guy, but it wasn’t there for me.  
 
    I sunk down, resting my head on her inner-thigh. And then I slipped her cock into my mouth. I sucked with reckless abandon. I didn’t care what anyone would think of us together. I didn’t even care if Kate walked into that room and saw us there together. We were meant to be together—I knew it, Jenn knew it, and Kate probably knew it too, even if she didn’t want to accept it. I placed one hand on Jenn’s ass and I fondled her ball sack with my other hand.  
 
    I felt her cock getting harder and harder, bigger and bigger, on my tongue. Her swelling tip pressed up against the inside of my cheek. And I kept sucking, getting as much of her in my mouth as I could. And once she was fully erect, I couldn’t get nearly all of her inside of my mouth.  
 
    A light turned on in the hallway, illuminating the slit beneath the door. We both froze. I lifted my head and looked up at the woman of my dreams. She was covering her mouth so she wouldn’t make a sound, but I could tell that she was smiling. Footsteps passed the bedroom door. I had to bite down on my lip to stop myself from laughing.  
 
    Jenn started laughing, so I tackled her playfully down on the bed and I covered her mouth with the palm of my hand. “Shh,” I said while looking into her eyes. But it was hard to take the moment too seriously once I could see that joy glowing in her eyes. She was beautiful. Whether she was considered a biological woman or not, she was the woman for me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Whoever was in the hallway walked away and turned off the light as they went. So Jenn and I started kissing again. She reached down and started to do away with my belt and my pants. I had to reach and tug my pants down. Then I could feel her warm, wet throbber against my leg, and I liked it.  
 
    She pushed her hand down the front of my boxers and started massaging my dick. It felt good, and it didn’t take her long to get me rock-hard. “You like that?” she whispered into my ear. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. She knew how to work it—she probably had plenty of practice working her own, to be fair. She managed to get my boxers down, and then she started rubbing our cocks together. Hers was bigger than mine, but I didn’t mind. Strangely, it was even a bit of a turn on. I even reached down and got in on the action, grabbing both of our cocks and rubbing them together.  
 
    I looked into her amazing, glowing eyes. And in that moment I could see myself with her: in a cute little studio apartment together, introducing her to my parents, hanging out with her and my friends. I could see us adopting a baby. I could see us smiling, happy—never happier before in our lives, except for maybe in that moment in that guest bedroom.  
 
    I slipped my hands under her knees and I lifted up her legs. I spread them and looked down. I could see her asshole below her ball sack, puckering, begging to be stuffed by my cock. I reached down and ran my thumb over it. “I’m ready,” she said.  
 
    I had to stop for a moment to think whether I was truly making the right decision—because once I fucked that asshole, there was no turning back. I couldn’t take back the fact that I’d fucked a transgender in the ass. But I couldn’t force myself to come up with any reasons not to go ahead—I had to fuck her. I’d never wanted anything more than to stuff my cock deep into that warm, puckering hole.  
 
    So I pushed in. She was tight—maybe a virgin. I looked into her eyes as she took a deep, long breath in. I wanted to be gentle for her sake, but I also wanted to pump the living hell out of that hole. I wanted to make her scream and moan and come all over her pretty little body. But I started out slowly, pushing in one inch at a time, watching her face to make sure she wasn’t in pain. She took my cock well, biting her lip once the final inch was pushing in deep. “How does it feel?” I asked. 
 
    She just nodded her head, too focussed on my cock to respond. I ran my hands down her sides and then I started to pump her petite body. My God, she was beautiful. She closed her eyes and rocked her head from side to side. She reached out and clutched handfuls of the bed sheets. When she started to moan, I covered her mouth with my hand. And then her cock stole my attention: rock hard and throbbing on her tummy.  
 
    I had to hold it. I couldn’t stop myself. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it and I pumped it gently while I stretched her tight hole. “Don’t stop,” she began to moan. I looked back at the door and then the walls, which were so thin. And then I looked back at my endowed beauty. I didn’t want to stop, but she was so sexy that I knew I couldn’t last long. I tried controlling my breathing, but it just felt too good: her tight hole puckering along my shaft, trying desperately to squeeze the cum out of me. “Please don’t stop,” she moaned.  
 
    I bent over and kissed her, feeling her throbbing member pressing against my stomach. I could feel it throbbing more powerfully than ever. And then I felt something else: blasts of warm cum against my stomach. She was coming, unloading between our bodies. And it felt amazing.  
 
    But holding back was no longer in the cards. I groaned and strained but my climax came without restraint. I began to fill her tight asshole deep. I watched as she shut her eyes and parted her lips. She was in another realm. I couldn’t even imagine what kind of euphoria she was possibly feeling. 
 
    But I would get to—a few nights later when I found myself in her downtown apartment. It was my turn to be the bottom. I was nervous, but those nerves dissolved once she was inside of me. And it felt better than I could have ever imagined. I ended up moaning and screaming and convulsing while my cock oozed cum without ever being touched.  
 
    It was a week after the night at the country house when I decided it was time to talk to Kate about everything. I felt as though I needed to confess and make her understand that there had been a confusion from the very beginning. I had a feeling that the conversation wasn’t going to go over well—especially when I told her that I was in love with her sister. 
 
    So I was surprised when she said, “Yeah, I know.” I wasn’t even sure how to respond. I’d spent nights coming up with responses to every other situation. “What do you think I was doing?” she asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “During our first date, I realized you were looking for my sister. I thought I would see where things went, but during our third date, I realized you needed to be with my sister. So I invited you to meet my family.” 
 
    I was confused. It was all a set up? She’s secretly been trying to set me up with her sister? “What?” I managed to say. 
 
    “I tested you a little bit—you know, to make sure you were good enough for Jenn. And because I wanted to have a bit of fun. But you passed all of my little tests. Though I was hoping you would come clean to me sooner—when you drove me home from my parents’ house would have been a good time.” She gave me a pat on the shoulder. “Just treat her well. She’s been through a lot.”  
 
    Maybe Kate wasn’t so bad. Looking back on our little dates, many of them did feel like tests, like she was constantly baiting me to see what I would do.  
 
    But none of that mattered in the end. All that mattered was that I finally had the girl of my dreams—the beauty from the office waiting area. After three years, she was back in my life and I couldn’t have been happier. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ALL DOLLED UP 
 
    Sal landed the perfect acting gig: a small part in a big movie where he gets to kiss a beautiful little blonde. And the kiss couldn’t be more perfect—he only wishes it would have lasted longer… until he finds out that the girl he just kissed wasn’t a girl at all.  
 
    He’s a professional, so he keeps his composure. It’s just part of the job. But a week later, he finds himself on a new set with the same pretty little co-star. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It all started with a kiss—a kiss I’d been looking forward to all week. More like all month, since I first read that scene in my sides. 
 
    I had a small role in that film, but I had very few credits to my name, so I was taking what I could get. When I was told that I would only have five lines in the movie, I considered passing, particularly when I was told it would take five whole days to shoot out my five measly lines. And then I found out that my character shares a kiss with a beautiful woman—complete with a five second close-up and everything.  
 
    In the script she was described as cute, petite, blonde—every man’s dream. So I took the gig, even though it only paid fifty bucks a day. The big kiss was scheduled for my last day on set, which would also be my kissing partner’s first day on set.  
 
    The first four days were an uphill battle. Shooting days were long, the crew was inexperienced (no surprise, seeing as most of them were working for free), and the food sucked. We only got twenty minutes for lunch, in the middle of fourteen-hour days. If the labour board knew about that… 
 
    But I persisted. I stood for hours under the rain machine, even though it was nearly freezing outside. I did all of my little scenes over and over until the directors were happy. And yes, there were two directors, apparently childhood friends. They couldn’t agree on anything. One would love a take and the other would hate it. They would argue for twenty minutes and then we would go again. Then the other would love it and his partner would hate it. I can’t remember wrapping a shot in fewer than fifteen takes. But I knew it would all be worth it soon, once the beautiful, petite blonde stepped onto set.  
 
    And that day came. I had a later call time than everyone else because they’d kept me so late the night before. A driver came to pick me up. He was tired. He’d been driving people to and from set for eight hours already, and he probably had another eight hours ahead of him. “How are you feeling?” I asked. 
 
    “Like shit,” he said through his teeth. He’d been on the shoot for a month already, and it wasn’t even halfway through. I was lucky—I only had my one-week and then I was wrapped.  
 
    “Did you happen to drive a little blonde to set this morning?” I asked. 
 
    “I wish,” he said, and then we arrived at set. I was quick to get out of the car. I wanted to see her—I wanted to see who I would be smooching for fifteen straight takes. That’s how most actor couples meet—did you know that? Kissing scenes are often the start of performer relationships. How do you think Daniel Craig and Rachel Weisz got together?  
 
    I wandered around set hoping to catch a glimpse of her, but I didn’t see her before I was swept away by the wardrobe people. And as soon as they were finished with me, I was swept away by the makeup girls. Then one of the directors found me. “Sal, I need to talk to you. It’s very, very important,” he said. But that’s what he always said, whenever he wanted to talk about character motivations. “In this scene, you are very sad, but this girl makes you very happy,” he said, as if I hadn’t read the script. 
 
    “I know,” I said. 
 
    “You would give the world for this girl. She’s all you have. Do you understand?” he asked.  
 
    “Yep—got it. Can I meet her? The actress, I mean,” I said. 
 
    “Sure, I think she’s just in wardrobe.” He left to grab a coffee before we went to picture. The 1st AD called out “Five minutes! Everyone start making their way towards set!”  
 
    I started towards wardrobe. I would be kissing a girl in five minutes and I hadn’t even met her yet. But I never made it to wardrobe. The second director pulled me aside. “Sal, we need to talk about this scene,” he said. 
 
    “Tobias already talked to me about it,” I said. 
 
    “Forget what Tobias told you. This girl: you aren’t sure if you can trust her,” he said. 
 
    “Then why do I kiss her?” 
 
    “Because you’re testing her,” he said, and then he nodded with wide eyes as if it was the most profound thing he’d ever thought up. But it made absolutely no sense. 
 
    “I’m testing her? For what?” I asked. 
 
    “For love,” he said, once again as if it was the most profound thing anyone had ever said in the history of cinema directing.  
 
    So I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Got it.” I was about to head towards wardrobe when the 1st AD tapped me on the shoulder.  
 
    “Let’s get you to set,” he said, and he started leading me towards set. It wasn’t that big of a deal, I figured. I would still get to kiss her. And even if she was a total boar or a complete babe, it didn’t make a difference: my lips would be pressed against hers. So I took a deep breath and I went to my first mark. The makeup girls ran up and started powdering my face for final touches. And then the 1st AD yelled at everyone to be silent. I took another deep breath. 
 
    And then she walked onto the set: a few inches taller than five feet, beautiful blonde hair, full, glossy lips, and bright, shining eyes. She was incredible. I’d never seen a woman so beautiful before in my life, never mind kissed a woman so beautiful. My heart started pounding. I had to hide my hands behind my back so no one would see them trembling. And I took another deep breath.  
 
    “Okay, let’s skip rehearsal and go right to picture,” Tobias yelled out.  
 
    The beautiful blonde looked at me and smiled. I smiled back, feeling my cheeks turning red. I’d already forgotten what advice the directors had given me. I’d even forgotten my one line. What was it again? Oh right: ‘It’s so great to see you.’ That’s all I had to say. 
 
    “Sound is speeding!” 
 
    “Scene forty-five, take one!” 
 
    “Mark it!” 
 
    “Everyone settle!” 
 
    “And action!” Tobias called out.  
 
    She started walking towards me, her eyes locked on mine. She looked so precious, so perfect. I started walking towards her. “I’ve missed you,” she said. Her voice was soft and elegant. I put my hands on her hips. Her body was small and fragile. She looked up into my eyes.  
 
    “It’s so great to see you,” I said. She bit her bottom lip gently and her cheeks turned a shade of pink. Was she just as excited for the kiss as me?  
 
    We both leaned in slowly. She closed her eyes so I did the same. Then our lips touched. My heart started pounding. I pulled her close and I could feel her heart pounding. Her lips were soft. She was an amazing kisser. I couldn’t wait to do that scene over and over and over until the directors were happy. I couldn’t wait to kiss those lips for the rest of that day— 
 
    “And cut!” Tobias shouted. He looked over at his directing partner and they both nodded with big smiles on their faces. “Great, we got it. Let’s move on!” My heart plunged into my gut. Did he just say that we got it? For once, did we get the scene in a single take, from a single angle? That’s all he wanted? 
 
    “I can do it differently,” I said. 
 
    “No need—that was perfect. Let’s move on. Oh, I believe you’re wrapped now, right? Let’s hear it for Sal Johnson, everybody!” 
 
    My head was spinning. I looked around. The beautiful blonde was walking away, back to her trailer. She turned and smiled at me with a little wave. I waved back and then looked back at the crew, who stood there clapping for me.  
 
    “That’s it?” I said again, in a state of disbelief.  
 
    “That’s it. Thanks so much for the great week,” Tobias said, and that was it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    There was only the one, short kiss, but it was without question the best kiss of my life. Though it wasn’t perfect, as I was about to find out. Instead of going straight to wardrobe to get our of costume, I went to her trailer, to talk to the blonde beauty. There was an undeniable spark between us—there must have been, right? The kiss was so good that it impressed both of the directors for the first time since the start of that shoot.  
 
    I knocked on her trailer door. “Come in!” she called out from inside. So I let myself in. 
 
    Her trailer was way nicer than mine, but that was no surprise, seeing as she had a much bigger role than me. She was sitting on the couch, drinking from a water bottle. “That was something, huh?” she said. 
 
    I felt my cheeks turning red. “I just wanted to say thanks, for making that scene so easy.” 
 
    “Right back at you,” she said with a little wink and a smile. She cleared her throat. “I’m trying this new thing where I don’t stop doing my voice until the end of the shoot, but it’s hard on the throat.” She took another sip from her water.  
 
    “Oh, do you not naturally have an American accent?” I asked.  
 
    She laughed. “No, I do,” she said, and then she looked at me strangely.  
 
    “Oh, I guess I misunderstood what you said. But anyway, I just wanted to say that I enjoyed our scene together, even though it was short. It’s always great working with a real professional.” 
 
    She nodded her head. “Amen to that,” she said. 
 
    “But—and I hope this isn’t out of line—I felt like we really had a spark there. Didn’t you feel it, too? Like… I’ve never felt that during a scene before.” 
 
    “It was a nice moment. Sure.”  
 
    “But it was more than that. In that moment, I completely forgot we were shooting a scene. It felt like it was just you and I out there. You’re very beautiful, by the way.” 
 
    “You’re too sweet. I’m glad they cast someone understanding and not some jerk. I was really worried,” she said.  
 
    “Understanding?” I said, thinking it was a funny choice of word. “Well, that’s me. I guess I’m Mr. Understanding. Though I can’t imagine anyone being a jerk about getting the opportunity to kiss you. If that person exists, they probably have mental problems. Know what I mean?” I laughed. I could feel my cheeks turning redder. I wanted to ask her out, but I wasn’t sure how. She wasn’t giving me the in that I was looking for.  
 
    “You’re sweet,” she said, and then she took another sip from her bottle. I stood in her trailer awkwardly, trying to think of the right sentence to blurt out. But I could think of nothing. She looked at me and then laughed. “Did you want to kiss again?” she asked. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Sure, why not?” She stood up and walked up to me. She placed her water bottle down on a side table and then she put her hands on my hips. She closed her eyes and puckered up. And I kissed her. My heart was slamming into my ribcage. This day was going far better than I could have ever expected. I was so glad I signed on for this film, even though it was low budget and the script made next to no sense. It was all worth it for the chance to kiss those lips. 
 
    I reached up and ran my fingers through her hair. And then I pulled off her wig, exposing her brown hair under a hairnet. “Oh, I’m sorry,” I said. I didn’t realize she wasn’t really a blonde—but it didn’t really matter. “I thought that was your real hair. It’s so convincing.”  
 
    She laughed. “Why would that be my real hair?” she asked. 
 
    “It looks good on you.” I kissed her again, picking up where we left off. She slipped her hands around me. We weren’t just kissing—now we were making out. And we were on pace to fuck, if my past experience with women told me anything. We stumbled back to the couch.  
 
    I was so happy that she felt the same way about me. Warm energy was pulsing through my body.  
 
    I slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders and I tugged her dress down, exposing her bra and the thick pads that were stuffed in it. I didn’t think too much into it—so she had small breasts that she enhanced with pads—which actress didn’t do that? We kept making out, her tongue in my mouth, then mine in hers. Before laying her down, I unclipped her bra. As I tossed aside the bra, her pads fell off to the side. She didn’t have small tits—she had no tits. But girls can be flat chested too, right?  
 
    She slipped a hand down the front of my pants, directly onto the flesh of my cock. She started massaging. I got a hand down the back of her panties, on her ass. I squeezed before running my fingertips over her butthole. And then I pushed my hand lower and felt something else: a ball sack. I retracted my hand swiftly. 
 
    “What the hell?” I said. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “You—You’re a dude,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, I thought you knew that,” she said. 
 
    “No, I didn’t know that.” My heart was a stammering mess. I took a deep breath in an attempt to calm myself down. It didn’t work. 
 
    “My name is on the call sheet. And my character is a transgender. Didn’t you read the script?” he asked. 
 
    “I—I read the sides. And I didn’t read the call sheet. I don’t even think I got the call sheet.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, I thought you knew,” he said. But I couldn’t look at him and see a boy. I could still just see the girl I’d been kissing for the last ten minutes—even with his blonde wig on the ground. And not to mention, he was still doing the voice, which was incredibly convincing. “If you want, I can put the wig back on.”  
 
    My heart was beating so fast, I was probably on the verge of having a heart attack. I looked into his eyes and then down at his body. I couldn’t believe how feminine he was—every last part of him. Even his flat chest looked strangely feminine. “Okay, sure,” I said. I don’t know what was possessing me. I was still madly attracted to her, physically. Maybe I was obsessed with the character enough that I was willing to overlook the actor playing her.  
 
    He picked up his wig off the ground and got it back onto his head. And he was a she once again. And I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was. So we continued kissing. But now there was a turning in my gut that wouldn’t go away. I knew I was kissing a boy, but I couldn’t stop myself.  
 
    And now that I knew, it was all so obvious: our chests rubbing together, her cock rubbing against my thigh. She was hard. I tried to squirm into a position where I wouldn’t feel it, but it was always there. So I flipped her over. Instead of pulling down her panties, I just pulled aside the small piece of fabric covering her asshole. And then I pulled out my cock. “Fuck me,” she said, raising her bum into the air and swaying it ever so slightly.  
 
    I spread her cheeks and I ran my tongue over her puckering hole. From that angle, she was a woman and only a woman: her long hair cascading down her back, her perfect curves, her perky ass. I couldn’t see the bulge of her cock or her flat chest. I pressed my tongue into her asshole, getting her nice and wet, and then I mounted her. I pressed my cock into her hole without restraint. She took it like a champ, without clenching. She started moaning as soon as I was inside of her.  
 
    I didn’t waste a moment. I started thrusting. There was some anger in each thrust—I was angry at her for looking so good, angry at myself for thinking she looked so good, and angry at the production for not telling me what I was getting into. My part in the film was so small that I didn’t get a script. They don’t give scripts to day players like me. We just get sides: the lines for our scenes, and that’s all. The script supervisor left her script lying around during lunch one day, and I skimmed it, but I didn’t really understand it. I completely missed the part about the blonde transgender beauty… 
 
    I slapped her perky ass. She was moaning loud now. I ran my hands up and down her sides, and then I spread her cheeks so I could watch as my throbbing erection plunged her tight hole. “I’m going to come in you,” I said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Do it,” she said. 
 
    I came down with force and then I unloaded everything I had inside of her body. She squirmed and groaned and clenched the couch cushions. And then I pulled out and watched my creampie oozing out of her tight hole.  
 
    “I guess I should be going home,” I said. 
 
    “Call me anytime,” she said, writing her number on a piece of paper and handing it to me. I pocketed the number out of politeness, but I did not intend to call her. I wanted to leave that set and never see her again—never even think of her again. I wasn’t proud of what I’d just done. I’d just fucked a man in the ass, and I wasn’t sure why I’d done it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I felt ashamed of myself for the next few days. For the life of me, I couldn’t figure out why I’d done it, why I’d slept with the dolled up actor. I wasn’t gay—that I knew for sure. I would have never in a thousand years even thought of sleeping with a man. But he didn’t look like a man. He looked like a chick, even when his wig was on the floor and his padded bra was lying next to it.  
 
    But I still did it—I still slept with him, despite knowing that he wasn’t really a woman.  
 
    Most people get to distract themselves with work when they’re going through a tough time. Most actors don’t get that luxury. If I had work to do, I would have done it, but I was wrapped on that show, and I had no shows lined up. 
 
    I called my agent, asked if she had any auditions for me. I knew that I could distract myself by preparing for an audition—even if it was just for a toilet paper commercial. I could spend the next few days practicing wiping my ass, I didn’t care. But my agent had nothing for me. “It’s slow season right now. Things should pick up in a few weeks.” But I didn’t need them to pick up in a few weeks—I needed them to pick up now.  
 
    So I decided to take my work into my own hands. I went down to the local film school and I looked through the list of student films that were in the process of casting. There were a couple that had open casting calls that afternoon. So I grabbed the sides for all of them and I spent the day memorizing lines for crappy student films that wouldn’t pay me a dime—films that probably wouldn’t even end up on my resume or my IMDb page; but that wasn’t the point. I was just happy to have something to distract me from my memory of fucking my male co-star. 
 
    My first audition went well. The student director seemed impressed—and to be fair, he’d probably never had a professional actor audition for one of his movies before—just students and aspiring performers. I thanked him for his time and then I went straight back to the waiting room for my next audition. I had the lines memorized. I even had my mannerisms memorized. The other actors in that school waiting area were nervous. One was even trying to meditate to calm himself down. It had been five years since I’d last auditioned for a student film. I remembered those starting-out nerves.  
 
    I was called in for my audition. It was for the leading role in the five-minute film—a two-day shoot that was scheduled for that very weekend. It was a movie about a guy who wakes up in his apartment with his wife. They’re very happy as they lie in bed together and eat breakfast. And then you find out that the wife is dead and the man is delusional. So in other words, it was every student film ever made.  
 
    The director loved my performance so much that he cast me on the spot. “You’re great. You’re perfect. You’re my man. Please be in my movie!” 
 
    “I have to check my schedule though,” I said, and he looked mortified. “It should be fine.” For him, it was me or no one.  
 
    “Oh, and I forgot to ask. Are you okay with a kissing scene?” he asked.  
 
    I laughed. “Yes, that’s fine.” Every professional actor needs to be okay with kissing scenes. The moment you turn down a role because the role contains kissing or intimacy, your career is over. As an actor, you need to be open to doing anything—even kissing another man. Though I wish they would have given me a heads up for that one… 
 
    I spent the rest of that week memorizing all of my lines and figuring out my character. There was no rehearsal—and there rarely is for a student film. I didn’t even get a call sheet—just an e-mail with my start time. They even asked me to bring a bag of my clothes, so they could pick their favourite. I guess they didn’t have wardrobe in their budget. But I didn’t mind. I was just happy to have something to distract me from the memories of my last shoot.  
 
    We started early on Saturday morning. The crew was small: one camera guy, one sound guy, the director, and a 1st AD (who also held the boom pole). There wasn’t even a makeup artist, which didn’t surprise me. I brought my own little makeup kit. The green room was just the apartment bathroom. They even had a little tray of crackers and vegetables laid out, which I suppose was their craft services. It had been a long time since I’d been on a shoot with literally no budget. But it was kind of nice—a return to humble beginnings. I wasn’t working for money or experience—I was just working for the love of the craft.  
 
    I didn’t have to take the shoot too seriously and I could enjoy myself. I took a seat on the toilet and I ate a piece of broccoli. I was strangely looking forward to the next couple of days.  
 
    I recognized the 1st AD from the last shoot I was on, where he was a PA—one of the guys who takes out the trash and watches the gear to make sure no one steals anything. “Hey,” I said. “You were on that show with me last week.” 
 
    He smiled. “That’s right.” He looked tired. It wasn’t unusual for film students to take any film work they could between classes. The film industry is brutally competitive, so any leg up you can get, you should take. “We’re still shooting,” he said. “We start again on Monday morning. And then I’ve got class Monday night.”  
 
    “Well good for you. It’ll all be worth it,” I said to him. I felt like the set veteran. All of these kids hardly had a few days in the industry. I’d been acting professionally for eight years.  
 
    His phone rang and he answered it. “You’re here? Okay, I’ll come bring you up,” he said. He nodded to me and then he left to grab the lead actress from downstairs—my co-star for the weekend.  
 
    I was excited to see who I would be acting alongside, and who I would be sharing a kiss with. I couldn’t help but wonder if the kiss would be as good as my last, but I pushed that thought away quickly. It wasn’t welcomed. I had to stop reminding myself that I enjoyed my kiss with that man—it was just a big misunderstanding. I was just in a weird mood that day—nothing to think into.  
 
    The first scene was almost lit. The sound guy was wrapping his cable around the boom pole. On professional sets, they had wireless boom poles.  
 
    The apartment door opened. The 1st AD walked into the room and announced the arrival of the lead actress. And then the little blonde from the last shoot walked through the doorway. My heart stopped beating for a moment.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    What were the odds? There were thousands of actors and actresses in that town. How did we end up on back-to-back shows together? What the hell was she even doing auditioning for a student film? Did she not have more scenes to shoot on the other show?  
 
    She was all dolled up, wearing the same wig from the last show. She looked at me and her eyes lit up. “Hey again,” she said. “Fancy seeing you here.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to respond, but I couldn’t think of anything to say. I took this stupid student film role to get away from thinking about her—and now I was stuck with her for a whole weekend. And we didn’t just have a single scene together. We had an entire film: five minutes of footage spread out across twelve scenes. We had to kiss. We had to cuddle. It was going to be a long weekend. I thought about walking off the set. None of those kids had the power to affect my career, and it’s not like I would be losing out on a paycheque.  
 
    But I didn’t want to ruin their film. So I bit my tongue and forced a smile. “Hey,” I said.  
 
    “So Robbie met you on the last show, too, huh?” she said. 
 
    “Robbie?” I said. The 1st AD waved at me. I guess he was Robbie. “Oh, no,” I said. “I just auditioned.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s cool. Robbie came up to me between scenes and asked if I wanted to do this show. I thought it sounded like a fun idea, so I said ‘why not?’.” She snatched a baby carrot and took a bite. “I love working on student films.”  
 
    I looked around, making sure no one was within immediate earshot. “Do they know that you’re… you know, not a woman?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “Yeah, they know. They think it’s cool.”  
 
    Cool? The film students thought casting a man in a woman’s role was cool? For some reason I wasn’t surprised. Film students always manage to be a perfect mixture of naïve and pretentious. They probably thought they were making some sort of profound statement about the state of society or something.  
 
    I looked up at the clock. I’d been on set for an hour already and we hadn’t even gotten the first shot of the first scene. It was going to be a long shoot.  
 
    “By the way, I’m Sam. I don’t think I even introduced myself properly,” she said, reaching out her small, feminine hand. I looked at that hand and couldn’t believe it belonged to a man. I took it hesitantly. 
 
    “Sal,” I said. I forced a smile. It was truly going to be an acting challenge. 
 
    We shot the ending first, while Sam was getting her wardrobe and makeup touched up. It was a simple scene with no dialogue. I walk around the apartment looking for Sam, but she’s not there. After a minute of searching, I find her obituary on the kitchen table. So I did the scene. I could tell that the director wasn’t impressed with my performance, but he was too coy to say anything. So I said it for him after he called cut. “Let’s go again. That was rubbish.” So we went again, and I gave him another version, which he seemed to like more. But he still wasn’t blown away like he was in the audition. But he was too shy to tell me what he really wanted, even when I said, “Don’t worry, you won’t hurt my feelings. Just tell me what you didn’t like about it.” He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “It was great,” he said without much enthusiasm. 
 
    Next, we shot a scene where I watch Sam getting dressed. With her back to me and the camera, she took off her satin kimono and then she slipped into a little dress. They shot it in slow motion, like a Lars Von Trier film. And after one take, the director stood up from his chair and clapped. “Bravo!” he said.  
 
    I rolled my eyes. All she did was put on clothes. It wasn’t exactly an Academy Award winning performance.  
 
    Next we shot a scene where we sit on the balcony and stare out at the city. The director wanted us to hold hands. So I held her hand. “Maybe put your head on his shoulder, Sam,” he called out. So Sam scooched closer and placed her head on my shoulder. She smelled nice, as if she was wearing an expensive perfume. But I don’t know why she was wearing perfume—the camera couldn’t smell her and she wasn’t even really a woman. It was like she was trying to be deceitful. Though it did help me stay in character for the minute that we were filming.  
 
    But I felt dirty after the director called cut, and the crew started setting up for the next scene. I’d just held a man’s hand and let him rest his head on my shoulder. And all I could think was: I had sex with that man. At times I would have to look over at her, to remind myself that she made a pretty and convincing woman. At least there was that—at least I hadn’t slept with a butch man in drag.  
 
    For the rest of that day, we shot in the bedroom. We had to lie in bed together, cuddle, kiss, and roll around playfully. Half of the film took place in that bed. “I want the scene to play out naturally,” the director said. “Whatever happens happens. As long as it’s natural. And remember, you’re lovers. You can’t imagine life without one another.” I had to take a deep breath and bite my tongue when he called action.  
 
    She put her arms around me and I forced mine around hers. She planted a peck on my cheek and laughed. I could only think about the cock that was tucked into her panties—and there wasn’t anything between us except for those panties.  
 
    I rolled over her, so my back would be facing the camera. I couldn’t force an enthusiastic facial expression, so I figured it was best if the camera couldn’t see me. “Kiss her neck maybe,” the director shouted. So I took a deep breath and then I started kissing her neck. It wasn’t so much kissing as it was pressing my lips against the skin of her neck. 
 
    But she was warm. She started caressing my body with her hands. It was uncomfortable knowing those hands belonged to a man, but it felt nice. Her body was soft. Her bare skin against mine felt strangely pleasant. And I was a professional actor—sometimes I had to do things that I didn’t necessarily want to do. So I started really kissing her neck, and really feeling her body. She started to grind her body against mine gently. She wrapped one of her legs around me and rolled me over. We both laughed.  
 
    I looked into her eyes. I still couldn’t believe those eyes belonged to a man. They were so big and the shined so brightly. Her toes curled over mine. And then we kissed. She playfully bit my bottom lip, pulling it back. I squeezed her fake breasts with both of my hands. And then I did something stupid: I reached down and ran my fingers over her pussy. But she didn’t have a pussy. I was running my fingers over the bulge of her cock. 
 
    And I could feel her getting harder. I could feel her cock throbbing in her panties. I quickly retracted my hand, realizing what I was doing. But it was too late. Now I could feel her cock throbbing against my leg. It had slipped out from her panties. I looked into her eyes. Her cheeks were red. And the lust in her eyes was real—or she was just a tremendous actress.  
 
    We kissed again. I rolled over her, getting her legs up next to me. She reached down subtly and got my cock out from my boxers. The director wanted natural, he was getting natural. But why wasn’t he calling cut? Was he really going to let us go at it? Or maybe he just thought we were still acting, and the fucking I was about to give her was completely fake.  
 
    I stopped moving, but I didn’t want to ruin the scene and have to do it over again. So I started kissing her neck again. Why wasn’t he calling cut? Why wasn’t this damned scene ending? 
 
    She reached down and started stroking my cock, getting me hard. Hell, I was already hard. But now I was as hard as a steel beam. And she was pressing the tip of my rod into her asshole. I could feel her warm erection against my stomach. And just as I was about to penetrate her butt, the director called out, “And cut! Perfect. That was perfect.”  
 
    My heart was pounding. I rolled off of Sam and I slipped my cock back into my boxers. I didn’t get out of bed just yet, so no one would see my erection. It wouldn’t be long before it went away, in that room full of red-cheeked film students.  
 
    I asked the 1st AD to grab me a bottle of water while the other students started setting up for the next shot. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else—anything else. But I could only think about her beautiful face and her amazing body. And I hated that I was looking forward to the next scene, back in that bed, kissing once again.  
 
    The students set up quickly, in just fifteen minutes. It was a night scene, so they blocked out the windows and they set up a light to act as moonlight. Sam went and changed into some lacy lingerie. It was sheer, and I could just make out her cock through the little outfit as she slipped back into the bed, ready to shoot. Usually, on a professional film set, there was at least an hour between shots. Crews had to set up complex lighting systems. Makeup artists had whole different makeup styles that needed applied. Wardrobe always took longer than it should have. And directors always needed time to go over shots with their actors.  
 
    But we were shooting more often than not on that student film set. And for the rest of that night, the director shot angle after angle of his opening scene: a minute-long scene of Sam and me kissing. I think he got fifteen different angles. By the end of the night, I knew the inside of Sam’s mouth better than I knew the street I grew up on.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Apparently, I was quickly making a career out of kissing another man. We were ahead of schedule, and the students loved the footage of Sam and I in bed so much, they decided to add a scene to the script: another kissing scene.  
 
    They called me the morning of that Sunday to let me know. “You don’t mind, do you?” the director asked.  
 
    And as a professional, I said, “I don’t mind.” But I did mind. I didn’t want to kiss Sam again. Sam wasn’t really a woman. Sam was only playing a woman because the student filmmakers asked her nicely. And before that, she was only playing a woman because some casting agent thought she would make a convincing transgender. But in reality, she was just a man—a struggling actor, just like me. And sure, it was possibly that he was gay, and that he was enjoying every second of our kissing—but I was straight. I liked women. 
 
    But goddamnit, no matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t look at Sam and see a man, even knowing perfectly well that I was looking at a man.  
 
    That second kissing scene was scheduled for the end of the day. It wasn’t necessary to get for the story, so it was made a low-priority. And I had the idea of slowing things down, so we wouldn’t get to it. I figured I could screw up a number of takes; maybe take longer getting lunch than planned. It seemed like a perfect idea, and a perfect way to avoid another terribly awkward kiss. 
 
    But that’s not what happened. I don’t know why, but I found myself nailing every take. The moment the 1st AD called out, “First marks,” I was on my first mark, without a second lost. Something deep inside of me wanted to get to that bonus scene. And when I realized what was happening, a cold buzzing started to linger inside of my gut. I was actually trying to ensure that I would kiss Sam again before the end of the day. I was doing everything in my power to make it happen.  
 
    I excused myself for the bathroom while the crew was setting up for the next shot. I looked at myself in the mirror and then I slapped myself on the face. I would have splashed myself with some cold water, but I didn’t want to ruin my light makeup, which I’d done myself before arriving on set.  
 
    “Get a hold of yourself, man,” I whispered. But it was already too late. We were already way ahead of schedule, so the scene was happening. The director was already in the other room scribbling down notes for the scene. I got what I apparently wanted: I was going to end another day on set making out with a man. That cold buzzing intensified.  
 
    We finished the final official scene of the day: a simple scene where we drank coffee by the window. I’m not sure if it was supposed to be me and my dead wife’s ghost, or a flashback—the script didn’t make a whole lot of sense, to be honest. But we nailed the scene in just a few takes of a few angles. We still had three hours left to spare: three hours to get plenty of angles on another making out scene.  
 
    So the crew started to set up. I stepped aside, my heart racing. I was anxious, squirming slightly as if I’d had eight cups of coffee. I was excited for the scene, but that just made the whole thing worse. I wanted to be dreading the scene—I wanted to feel completely disgusted, but I couldn’t muster up any emotion besides excitement. I was going to kiss Sam again, maybe for the last time. I was happy it would be the last time, but strangely sad at the same time, as if the moment was bitter sweet.  
 
    And a thought occurred to me that lifted my spirits back up: I was just in character. Of course! That explains everything. Great actors get into character and they stay in character until the director yells, ‘That’s a wrap!’ I was becoming a better actor every day. And surely this was a sign that my acting was improving: the fact that I was looking forward to kissing Sam as if she was actually the ghost of my late-wife.  
 
    At least that’s how I managed to justify it to myself. And that justification worked for a while, until I was standing face-to-face with Sam, waiting for the director to call action. And as I looked into her eyes, I realized those feelings had nothing to do with acting. I actually had legitimate feelings for this girl—even though she wasn’t really a girl.  
 
    “Ready?” she asked me with a whisper while the students slated the camera.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. I tried my best to hide my excitement.  
 
    “Okay, ready? And action!” the director called out.  
 
    We were supposed to stare into each other’s eyes for a moment before kissing. So that’s what we did. I stared into her eyes. The thought that was supposed to be on my mind was: I wish my wife were still alive. The thought that was really on my mind was: how am I looking at a man? How can those eyes belong to a man? How can that face belong to a man? What does she look like when she’s out of makeup? Does she actually look like a man usually, or am I looking at a true representation?  
 
    She leaned forward and puckered up. I closed my eyes and did the same, my heart beginning to pound against my ribcage. Our lips pressed together. We were kissing again. I felt like I’d waited years for that moment. And I knew it would be our last kiss—at least the first take of our last kiss. But after that afternoon, there would be no more, unless another freak coincidence occurred where she was cast as a woman and I was cast as her romantic love interest—but there was no way that could happen a third time, not without a bolt of lightning striking a winning lottery ticket first.  
 
    My hands found themselves on her sides. Her arms wrapped around me. Her tongue penetrated my lips. We stumbled back slightly but I caught her from falling. Her fingers dug gently into my sides, as if she didn’t want the moment to end, and maybe she didn’t.  
 
    And then the director called cut. He had a big smile on his face. The single take satisfied him. He didn’t even want different angles. “That’s a wrap,” he said, and I felt my heart plunge down into my gut. I thought there would be more shots—at least another take or two, even just for safety. But that was it. The crew started pulling down their lights and wrapping up their cables.  
 
    Instead of picking up my things and leaving—like I should have done—I went into the next room, where Sam was packing up all of her things. “Nice working with you again,” I said.  
 
    She looked at me with a bit, adorable smile. “Likewise,” she said.  
 
    “I guess I’ll see you around.” 
 
    “I hope so,” she said, looking right into my eyes. That glare made my legs weak. I don’t know what was coming over me. Her kiss managed to find its way into my brain, nestling in deep and corrupting my whole being.  
 
    “If you ever need a scene partner or anything, just let me know. I think my number is on the crew list they sent out.”  
 
    “Okay, that sounds good. And likewise with you—if you ever need a scene partner, just let me know.”  
 
    The room became silent as she continued staring into my eyes, and I stared into hers. I wanted to close that door and pounce her, but I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. That kiss felt so real, so emotional, but it was possible she was just acting. And then, of course, there was the issue of her being a man and all. So I waved goodbye and I forced myself out of that room. I left without any more hesitation.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was only a few days later when I received a call from an unknown number. I answered, but I didn’t recognize the voice on the other end. “Hey, I was wondering if you wanted to go over a scene with me,” the man said. And it was a long moment before I realized I was talking to Sam: the real Sam, with his real voice. He just sounded like a regular guy.  
 
    “Uh, sure,” I said. “What’s your address?” I asked, and then he gave me his address. So I took a quick shower and I headed on over to Sam’s place. He lived in a nice apartment downtown, overlooking the park. It took me a moment to find his buzzer on the long list of tenants, and then it took me even longer to make my way up to his place. The elevator was slow and he was near the top. 
 
    And then, before knocking on his door, I hesitated. Why was I doing this? Did I really care to help him with his scene? What exactly was I hoping to accomplish?  
 
    The image of Sam all dolled up came into my mind: and that’s why I was there, to ruin that illusion. If I saw Sam as a man, I could dispel any notions in my head that there was an attraction between us. Any attraction that I thought was there was just based on a character—a disguise.  
 
    He opened the door. And he was dressed as a regular guy: jeans and a hoodie and a baseball cap over his scruffy blonde hair. “Hey, Sal,” he said, stepping aside so I could enter his place. I looked around. The apartment wasn’t feminine at all. There were sports posters on the walls and no flowers in sight. “Cool place,” I said. 
 
    I looked back at Sam. “Thanks,” he said. He wasn’t wearing a dress or skimpy lingerie, he wasn’t wearing one of his long wigs, and he wasn’t wearing any makeup. But somehow, he still looked the same. Had I seen him on the street, I would have recognized him. Those eyes were unmistakable. But he didn’t look at all like a girl.  
 
    “So this scene—do you have the sides?” I asked, looking away quickly. My heart was pounding. I felt so stupid. I went to that apartment to dispel any ideas in my head that there was something between us, and now I was just more confused that ever. I wasn’t looking at a woman, but I still couldn’t fight back those feelings. Now, I was wondering if there was any kissing in his sides. And if there was, would I like it? Would I not be kissing the same person that I kissed on those two sets? I mean—they were the same lips. I would be looking into the same eyes. So his hair wasn’t as long, and he wasn’t wearing makeup or cute clothes. But what difference did any of that make? At the end of the day, it was the same tongue penetrating my lips, and the same fingers caressing my sides.  
 
    But I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like men. A part of me wished that he would be back in character, doing the voice and wearing the clothes. And that was a relief.  
 
    He handed me the sides for the scene. They were his sides, with notes written all over them. He had the whole thing memorized, so he didn’t need them. I took a few minutes to read over the scene. There was no kissing, no touching, no romance of any sort. It was just a simple scene that took place in a bank, between a bank teller and a bank robber. He played the teller. It was for an upcoming audition.  
 
    We ran through the scene about a dozen times, and then we took a break. He offered me a drink. I should have left, but I stayed for the drink. We talked for a while. I still felt like I was talking to the same person, even if the voice was different. He made the same jokes and talked with the same enthusiasm. But I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn’t gay, especially when he looked directly into my eyes.  
 
    We ended up ordering Chinese food and putting on a hockey game. It was actually a surprisingly fun evening, until I started to notice he was inching closer and closer to me on the couch. Did he want to repeat our first day together? Was he looking for a little bit of action? I couldn’t sleep with a man who looked like a man—it was bad enough that I’d slept with a man who looked like a woman.  
 
    The buzzer rang. “There’s the food,” he said. “I’ll run down and get it. It’s faster than waiting for him to try to find his way up.” Sam left me alone in his apartment. And I didn’t waste my chance. I got up and hurried over to the bedroom. I went to his closet and started digging through. I could smell the perfume that he wore on set. On the top shelf was a blonde wig and a brunette wig. And in the back of the closet was a collection of skirts and dresses and lingerie. I recognized some of it.  
 
    I found myself feeling the soft fabrics, remembering that weekend we spent on set together. Why did he have to be a man? Why couldn’t he be that cute woman all the time? I closed the closet door and made my way back to the couch. Sam returned with the Chinese food. He sat down close to me again—close enough that I could smell that perfume. He was still wearing it—just a tiny spray, enough to notice when he was sitting right up close.  
 
    My head was spinning. I didn’t like what was happening. He had the wrong idea. Did he call me over as a booty call? Did he think that I was gay? “I should probably get going,” I said. 
 
    “You didn’t finish your food,” he said. 
 
    “You can have it. I guess I’m not as hungry as I thought I was.” I left before I could change my mind. I didn’t want to be in that room any longer. I didn’t want to see where my rogue impulses were trying to take me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    When I got home I splashed cold water on my face—and I made sure it was truly cold. I needed a reality slap: a reminder that I couldn’t be with a cross-dresser. Even if he was always dolled up and always in character, I still couldn’t do it. It just wasn’t right. He was a man, with a penis. I liked women. My parents expected me to marry a woman, to have children one day with a woman. And Sam made a convincing woman, but could she remain convincing for the rest of her life? How long would it be before someone realized the truth? And what would my friends think of me if they found out I’d been fucking a man in the ass?  
 
    Yes, Sam didn’t just make for a convincing woman; she made for a pretty woman. She had a beautiful face and bright, shining eyes. She was vibrant and fun to be around, but it was all just a character. There were three billion real women on the planet. I’m sure I could find one who was just as beautiful and just as fun and vibrant. If I was so obsessed with the idea of being with someone, then perhaps it was time to start looking. I figured I would make myself an online dating profile in the morning, maybe try out that Tinder app that all of my friends were using.  
 
    I didn’t have to allow Sam to corrupt my mind completely.  
 
    So that’s what I did. As soon as I woke up, I went straight to my computer, answered a few e-mails, and then started to create my online profile. It asked me a few questions about myself first. Then it asked me to upload a few photos. Then it asked me what I was looking for in a woman. I had to think about it. I thought for a long time—maybe half an hour, maybe longer—and then I started to type in my answers. And it wasn’t until I’d written out five sentences that I realized I was just describing Sam. I even caught myself writing out that I wanted a girl with green eyes. Sam had green eyes. Why was I being so specific? Because I just wanted the female version of Sam.  
 
    I made my account but it got no bites—at least none from girls who tickled my fancy. No matter how hard I tried to settle for a date with any pretty girl I could, I just wanted my female version of Sam. I just wanted that dolled up actress I’d spent the weekend with. 
 
    And it was only a couple of days before I caved and convinced myself: we’d already done it before, so what was one more time? What did I really have to lose? 
 
    So I sent Sam a text message and asked if he wanted to help me with a scene. “Sure. When do you want me over?” he asked. 
 
    “Tonight. And you’ll be playing a girl, so if possible, dress up like one,” I wrote.  
 
    I went into my desk and pulled out some old sides from an old audition. The scene ended with a kiss, and I knew that I could turn that kiss into more with the right performance.  
 
    I spent the rest of that day cleaning up my apartment. I swept and mopped the floors, did the dishes, washed my bed sheets—I even scrubbed my toilet until it was shining as if brand new. I went down to the liquor store and bought a nice bottle of red wine. I had everything set up perfectly. As I looked around at my apartment, which was cleaner than it had ever been since I’d moved in, I realized I’d just put more effort into getting ready for my night with Sam than I had for any date I’d ever been on in my life.  
 
    I really was losing my mind. And by inviting Sam over, in female character, I was only accelerating my insanity. But I couldn’t help myself. I just wanted to have one more romp with her before I let myself move on… Just one more night. It’s not like anyone was getting hurt, right?  
 
    When my buzzer went off, my heart leapt up in my chest. I jumped to my feet and ran to the door. But I waited a moment before pressing the button, so I wouldn’t look too eager. I counted to five in my head, and then I pressed it. “Hello?” I said, as if I wasn’t sure who was there. 
 
    “Hey, it’s me,” she said. And it was her—with her soft, elegant voice. The voice was enough that I could picture her beautiful face.  
 
    “Okay, come on up,” I said. I did one last run through my apartment, making sure everything was perfect. I even had fresh pasta and a jar of sauce in the fridge, in case she was hungry. But I didn’t want it to look like a date, so I had the wine glasses in the cupboard (ready to be grabbed) and the wine bottle in the liquor cabinet (right at the front).  
 
    She knocked at the door. My heart skipped a beat. I’d never been so excited for a date in my life—and this wasn’t even a date, as far as she knew.  
 
    I opened the door. She was brunette tonight, her long curls extending all the way down to her sternum. She was wearing a black dress, with thin straps and a high-waisted skirt. Around her neck was a necklace with a green stone to match her eyes. “You look great,” I said, though I didn’t mean to say it—I only meant to think it.  
 
    She blushed. “You’re too sweet,” she said. I stepped aside and let her into my apartment. My place wasn’t nearly as cool as her place. She got more work than me, so it only made sense that she could afford a better place. But she still smiled and said, “I love your apartment. It’s so cosy.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. “Can I get you a drink?” 
 
    “Maybe a water,” she said. 
 
    “I’ve got a great red wine,” I said—it came out of my mouth before I realized she’d asked for a water. I was expecting her to ask me what I had. I’d spent the day running through this moment in my head, and in none of my scenarios had she asked for a water. “I mean—water’s fine, too. I have water.” 
 
    “If you’re having wine, I’ll have wine,” she said.  
 
    Her makeup was on point. Every little detail was perfect. Her eyeliner made her eyes look even bigger and even flashier. It was hard to look away. I was a complete mess all of a sudden. It was a good thing we weren’t on a set—I would have forgotten all of my lines.  
 
    But we did have to go through the scene. And I could only think about the kiss at the end.  
 
    I poured two glasses of wine. It wasn’t until the wine bottle was in my hand that I realized my hands were trembling.  
 
    We sat for a while sipping our wines. I gave her the sides but distracted her from reading them. I was worried she would see the kiss at the end and catch onto my plan. I wanted it to seem natural. I didn’t want her to think that I called her over for a booty call. It was more than that. I wanted to spend the night with her—with her as her. I wanted to drink wine with her and watch a movie. I wanted to be close to her, smell her heart-melting perfume, feel her soft skin—and yes, I wanted to kiss her.  
 
    My heart pounded as she flipped to the final page of the sides. It didn’t matter how much I talked: she read through the sides. I watched her closely as she read that last line, where the two characters kiss. She didn’t react. She just closed the sides and looked back up at me, as if that line wasn’t there. Maybe she didn’t read it, or maybe she just thought we would skip that part.  
 
    “So anyway, why don’t we run through the scene a couple of times, while it’s still fresh in my mind. So the scene takes place in a restaurant. We’ve just met up for a bite to eat. I’ve been trying to tell you that I love you for three years now, and I’m finally going to do it in this scene. Makes sense?” I was rambling. I couldn’t stop myself from talking. My hands were shaking. “Okay, okay, let’s just do the scene. You have the first line. We can just do a quick cold read to start. Go ahead.”  
 
    She laughed and read her first line. But her laugh threw me off. It was so cute and so endearing. Her eyes glowed when she laughed. “Uh,” I said, and then I looked back down at my sides. It took a moment before I was able to force myself to read my line. Then I didn’t look back up at her. I kept my eyes glued to my page. I was nervous, like it was my first day in drama class, like I’d never acted before in my life. What was happening to me? Why was I acting like this?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I’d done scenes with celebrities before (small scenes, but still…). I’d done scenes with incredibly beautiful women before. But this was different. I was a complete mess. I couldn’t stop thinking about how beautiful she was and how badly I wanted to kiss her soft, plump lips.  
 
    When we got to the end of the scene, I said, “And then I would kiss you and then the scene dies. Got it? Want to run through it again?” I said. I flipped back to the first page and I looked up at her. And as I looked up, she leaned in and kissed me. It took me by surprise, making my body go tense. I knew I was kissing a boy, but I didn’t care. I was too excited to care. My heart was racing and my hands were shaking. It took a second before I kissed back.  
 
    But that kiss had nothing to do with the scene. She had been waiting for that kiss just as eagerly as me. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew: the moment she saw that final line on the sides, she’d been waiting. And when I didn’t give it to her at the end of that first read through, she took it into her own hands. And it was a perfect kiss—everything I wanted and more.  
 
    I laid her down on the couch without breaking away from our kiss. I was on top of her, my chest pressed against hers. Her knees rose up around me and her legs closed in on me, locking us together.  
 
    My impulses started to take control. I was like a prisoner trapped in my own body, forced to watch as the scene unfolded. I knew I was doing something wrong, but I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t want to stop myself. I was happy to be a prisoner inside of myself in that moment. My impulses were braver than me. Left alone with my own inhibitions, I would have never been able to make love to that incredible beauty like I was about to. 
 
    I sunk down, kissing her neck and kissing her chest. I pulled up her skirt, exposing her panties and her throbbing bulge. I didn’t hesitate for a moment. I kissed that warm bulge and ran the tip of my nose along her length. And then I tugged down her panties. She was clean-shaven, and surprisingly big. Her cock took a moment to uncurl from between her legs. She’d had her whole package tucked in tightly. I wrapped my fingers around her warm girth and I pulled back her foreskin.  
 
    I’d crossed a line—and if that line was in the middle of the field, I was now in the other end zone. This was no longer about being with the beautiful female character that Sam played so well. This was about being with Sam. I just wanted to be with her, regardless of what she was or wasn’t. Maybe that meant I was gay or bisexual or something else entirely—it didn’t matter. I couldn’t care less about which arbitrary category I fell into. Did it matter? Would I have to file my taxes differently or something? No—it didn’t matter. I liked Sam as Sam, regardless of whether she was dolled up or in a hoodie and jeans. Though I have to admit, seeing her in that little dress got me revved up like I’d never been before.  
 
    I sucked her cock. I pressed her warm tip through my lips and I ran my tongue along the underside of her shaft. She moaned gently as I got her harder and harder. I could feel her veins pumping blood into her impressive member. I loved the satisfying feeling of her thick cock sliding along my tongue, pressing against the inside of my cheeks. I revelled in the feeling of her warm ball sack nestled in my hand as I massaged. Everything in that moment was perfect. I didn’t want to change anything. And I didn’t want the moment to end.  
 
    My own jeans were getting tighter and tighter. I had to reach down and undo my belt and unzip my fly, to relieve some of the tension. And then the next thing I knew, I was completely naked. She pulled my shirt off and tugged down my boxers. I hiked her skirt up and pushed the straps of her dress over her shoulders, exposing her stuffed bra. I unclipped that bra and tossed it aside. And then I sucked her nipples. She moaned some more. 
 
    “Are you sure about this?” she asked me. And the question took me by surprise. What exactly was she asking? Was I sure that I wanted to sleep with her? Of course I was—I’d never been surer about anything.  
 
    “Absolutely,” I said.  
 
    “I can’t always be a girl. I like being a girl, but sometimes I have to be a guy.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. “I don’t really care what you are—as long as you put on a dress for me from time to time.” I bit my lip as redness rushed into my cheeks.  
 
    “I’d like that,” she said, her own cheeks turning red.  
 
    I planted my knees down next to her stomach and I lowered my bum down, until I could feel her wet, throbbing cock between my butt cheeks. I reached back and stood her cock up. Was I really about to do this? Was I really going to let her fuck me in the ass?  
 
    I started lowering myself down. At first, I didn’t think it was going to go inside of me. It felt too tight—her cock was just too thick. But suddenly, she penetrated me. And once she was inside, she had no trouble sliding deep, no matter how hard I clenched. I had to plant my hands down on her chest to stop myself from falling over as my legs started to go numb. “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. It hurt a little bit, but I still wanted it. I wanted her to stuff my little asshole and make me moan and come. I wanted it so badly. So I bit down hard on my tongue and I started to bounce on her cock. After just a few penetrations, it felt great. I bounced higher and higher, harder and faster. I could feel every inch of her perfect member massaging the inside of my hole. And I couldn’t take my eyes off of her eyes. She was so beautiful. It was hard to believe that a person could possibly be so beautiful—but there I was, looking into those eyes.  
 
    “You’re hard,” she said, without looking away from my eyes. I had to look down to see; she was right. I was fully erect. My cock was bouncing firmly. She giggled as she ran her hands gently up and down my sides. I didn’t stop bouncing. It felt so good, and every penetration felt better. But I knew it wouldn’t last forever. I could see her face turning a shade of red. I could see that she was clenching, trying to hold back her orgasm. I could feel her cock swelling inside of my asshole. I knew it would all be over soon. 
 
    A shockwave buzzed through me. I trembled and moaned and then I felt my cock beginning to burst. I was coating her chest with come. “Oh God,” she said, looking down at my load. And then I felt it: her cock blasting the inside of my body with hot jizz. She was coming, and it felt amazing. I started to tremble all over. I fell forward, pressing my chest against hers, my cum between us. We kissed, and I made sure she didn’t pull out—not even once she was soft. I liked her cock inside of me. It made me feel like we were as close as we could be.  
 
    But it had to end eventually. She pulled out. She’d stretched me out so much that I couldn’t hold her creampie from oozing out.  
 
    I decided I would let my impulses take control more often after that night. And I guess you could say that my impulses were moving too fast. I moved into her apartment at the end of the month. And it wasn’t long after that I told my friends and my parents. Most of them were fine with it. The ones that weren’t eventually came around when they realized it had literally no effect on them whatsoever.  
 
    But it didn’t matter—if they all approved or if they all disapproved, it wouldn’t have changed anything. I was happy with Sam and Sam was happy with me. And now I had a scene partner at my disposal, twenty-four-seven. Though we hardly ever got through a scene without a long trip to the bedroom.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SHOW HER A GOOD TIME 
 
    Hank is the son of a famous billionaire and a wealthy entrepreneur. He’s also the brother of two famous reality TV stars. Nearing thirty, Hank has no achievements of his own, unless you count the ones he’s collected on his Xbox account. But he’s got no problem with that, until his father snaps one day and calls him a disappointment. 
 
    But Hank is given a chance to redeem himself. His father is working on a merger with the CEO of one of the biggest companies in Europe. And the CEO has a beautiful, busty daughter named Elsa, who happens to be about Hank’s age. All Hank has to do is take Elsa out and show her a good time. How hard can it be? It turns out pretty hard—once Hank discovers what Elsa is hiding between her legs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    At the time, we were like the American Royal Family, if there was one. We were more famous than the Kardashians and we had more money than the Waltons. We were at that level of fame and wealth where actual governments start coming to you to discuss politics. The president even invited my dad to the White House to discuss a secret military operation in Yemen—though I’m not really supposed to tell anyone that.  
 
    I suppose I shouldn’t say that we were the richest and wealthiest in America—my mom and my dad really deserved all of the credit. My dad started and operated the largest oil and gas company in the world, and my mom wasn’t just an incredibly successful entrepreneur, but she was also the heiress to a massive fortune—which happened to be from the previous record holder for biggest oil and gas company in the world. So we had a lot of money. My parents never told me exactly how much money they had, but I saw one website estimate about 310 billion dollars. So I could never really figure out why my mom kept refusing to buy me a new Xbox. “You don’t need it,” she said. 
 
    “But it’s free to you. Why do you care?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head, as if I was the biggest disappointment in the world for not understanding. “When are you going to get a job?” she asked. “Then you can buy as many Xboxes as you want.” But it made no sense to me. Why would I get a job? Why would I go and spend my time interviewing for a position that would make me next to nothing in relative terms? Did my mom serious want me to spend a lifetime working at some pointless job to make what dad made in an afternoon? “I want to be a writer, mom. You know that,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, well when you sell a book, you can buy yourself a new Xbox.” But I had nothing to write about—at least not at the time. Not to mention, it was hard to write in our house. We had the film crew there at every hour of the day, filming their silly little reality show. My sisters were the stars of the show, but occasionally they wanted me on. I hated being on that stupid show. 
 
    And in case it wasn’t hard enough to focus with a crew of fifteen people constantly running up and down the hallways with big cameras and microphones, my mom was always entertaining high profile guests: celebrities and the occasional world leader. My dad would occasionally stop by with the guys from the office: fifteen dudes, all suddenly crowding around the pool, where I preferred the write. Sure, I could have gone into one of the thirty-three other rooms in the west wing of the house, but I’d never felt inspired in any of those rooms.  
 
    So most of the time, I did nothing. I played video games and sat by the pool. I spent at least an hour a day in my gym, making sure my body was in prime lady killing shape. At night, I would go down to the club and find myself a girl or two to bring home—to keep things interesting. That was one thing I was very good at: charming women.  
 
    I would even challenge myself: go down to the club in my most modest attire and try to bag a cutie without mentioning who I was or how much money my family had. It wasn’t always easy, especially when I was recognized from my sisters’ stupid television show. But even then, I was usually pretty good at convincing women that I just happened to look a lot like the guy from that reality show.  
 
    One year I ended up on one of those ‘hottest bachelors’ lists. I never understood the point of those lists. Was the idea to give hope to regular girls? I was number three on the list, behind Ryan Reynolds and Bradley Cooper. Though the author of the list seemed to think that I worked for my dad’s company. I didn’t. He never asked me to work for his company. One time I asked him if I would ever take over the company and he looked at me as if I was a lunatic who had just strolled in off the downtown eastside.   
 
    “You need to make your own legacy, Hank,” my dad said—and it was the same thing he always said, but he didn’t understand that the world was different from the one he grew up in. You couldn’t just go out and start an oil and gas company anymore. Everything worth anything had been invented, and Walmart and Amazon already had monopolies on everything. I asked him once if I could use his brand name to start a nightclub business—a sort of subsidiary company: the hottest nightclub in California. It would be so cool; people would come in from all over the world just to party there. He just called me an idiot.  
 
    Of course my sisters got treated differently. When they asked for their silly reality show, there was a camera crew in the house the very next week. When they asked if they could start their own makeup company, my dad had a team of cosmetic specialists in the living room, ready to design a whole line of makeup products. When they asked if they could start a clothing store, we suddenly owned prime real estate by the Santa Monica pier. When I asked for an Xbox, I got a book on how to craft the perfect resume.  
 
    So I don’t know why my parents were surprised when I decided to do nothing. I figured I would just bum around the house until they realized their own hypocrisy. I slept in every morning, spent my afternoons by the pool, and I spent my nights at the clubs. I learned to ignore the television crew and the visiting celebrities and my dad’s alcoholic co-workers. I put writing on the backburner. I had everything I wanted, and I was mostly happy.  
 
    But one day, my dad had enough. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I was having my third drink—or maybe it was my fourth—by the pool when my dad came home from a weeklong business trip in Florida. He had six of his closest teammates with him, all dressed in suits, ready to discuss some merger they all seemed to think was so important—even though they were merging with companies every single week. They all sat down across the pool from me. I watched them curiously. They all looked so anxious, as if this merger was the most important thing that had ever happened, but they always looked like that. 
 
    They were already the biggest oil and gas company by a long shot. At what point did they plan on sitting back to enjoy their accomplishment?  
 
    My dad looked especially exhausted, as if he’d been up for three straight days trying to close the deal—and he probably had. He looked old—much older than his fifty years. He looked older every year, and by older I mean exponentially older. His job was making him rot away. I’d heard him and my mom talking about it. She wanted him to retire, and he said, “Any day now.” But years had gone by and he was still working harder than ever.  
 
    I finished my third—or maybe it was my fourth—drink, and I decided I would go over and tell them to chill out. It seemed like a good idea at the time, but that was probably just the liquor boiling inside of me. Instead of walking, I slipped into a pink inflatable donut and I floated over slowly. The vice-president of the company first noticed my approach. He looked at me with a strange look on his face before looking back at my father. Then the president of the company noticed me as I stopped by the edge of the pool, just ten feet from the group of workingmen. “Hi Hank,” he said, and that’s when my dad looked over. 
 
    “Hank, what are you doing?” he said. 
 
    “I just came by to tell everyone to calm down. Just take a big, deep breath, and calm down,” I said with a big smile.  
 
    Now everyone was looking at me: at least ten men, working on a multi-billion dollar deal, staring at their boss’ grown son floating in a pink donut. “Hank, why don’t you go inside for a bit?” my dad said. 
 
    “But the weather is just perfect today. Why would I go inside?” 
 
    “I think you should go inside,” he said. 
 
    “You know what I think? I think you all need to relax and realize none of this crap matters. You spend every day trying to make these deals, but what difference does it make? You’re all rich, are you not? It’s not like you could possibly spend the money you have, so why do you keep trying to make more?” 
 
    “Hank. Go inside. Now,” my father said. 
 
    “I will do no such thing,” I said. 
 
    “Hank, please.”  
 
    “I have a pitch I want to make to you, and I want you all to keep an open mind. Are you ready? Night clubs,” I said. They were all staring at me with blank expressions. Most of their faces were white, as if I was standing in front of them while jerking off. “Night clubs in every major city. Get out of oil—there’s no more money in oil. You know how long I stand in line every night to get into the clubs? Well, not me, but regular people. They’ll stand there for hours. But if there was another night club they could go to—one that could fit all of them—” 
 
    “—Hank, that’s enough,” my dad said.  
 
    “No, listen to me: sometimes there are hundreds of people in these lines. I’ve never seen one-hundred people in line at a gas station—have you?” 
 
    Then, my dad snapped. “No one wants to go to your fucking night club, Hank, now go inside and play your video games or jerk off to porn or do something, just get the fuck out of the pool. Quit being such a disgrace.” And that was the moment I realized I was my father’s biggest disappointment. I was the family embarrassment. I could see in my father’s furious eyes that he wished I’d never been born. So I got out of the pool and I went straight up to my bedroom without saying anything else. My father’s employees were completely silent. I noticed one of them grinning for a moment before covering his mouth with his hand, so my father wouldn’t see.  
 
    None of them felt bad for me. They’d all been waiting years to hear my dad tell me off like that. And maybe they were right to enjoy my humiliation. They’d all worked their whole lives to earn what they had. I hadn’t worked hard at anything since I took my first steps at the age of ten months. I really was a disappointment and a humiliation.  
 
    I didn’t go to my room to play video games or to jerk off. I just sat on my bed and stared out into the mirror. I hated the man I was looking at. I hated my body—toned by expensive gym equipment. Real men earned their muscles by loading trucks and digging ditches. I just shuffled from my room to my private gym across the hall and pushed around weights while watching Girls Gone Wild on multiple television screens.  
 
    Did my sisters deserve the praise they got? Maybe they did, maybe they didn’t, but at least they were working—even if that work was handed to them on a silver platter. They were currently in Australia on a press tour for their latest makeup release. They were always flying around the world doing their little press junkets. I’m sure it was just an excuse to travel around the world and party with foreigners, but at least they were doing something. What was I doing? I was twenty-six, turning twenty-seven in a few weeks, and my only accomplishment was a number three spot on a hottest bachelors list—written by someone who thought that I was actually doing something with my life, no less.  
 
    I was worthless.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was a few hours later when my father came up to my room to apologize. He was silent at first. I didn’t say anything either. He took a seat next to me on the edge of my bed and he stared down at the floor. “I, uh, didn’t mean what I said earlier today,” he said quietly, but I knew he was lying. I knew he meant exactly what he said.  
 
    I didn’t reply. I just sat in silence, still feeling his words lingering in the pit of my gut. 
 
    “You’re a good kid, Hank. You just caught me at a bad time.”  
 
    Still, I didn’t reply.  
 
    He looked at me as if he was waiting for a response. Then he looked around my room. My room was a mess. My clothes were all over the floor and my desk was covered in empty beer cans and video game boxes. My father’s desk was neat and tidy and covered in trophies and plaques and gold pens that were especially given to him by exceptional people. “Don’t you want to do anything with your life?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. My chain of nightclubs came to mind, but I figured he wouldn’t want to hear that. So I remained silent.  
 
    “You have to do something. You’re almost thirty. The older you get, the harder it gets to do anything. It doesn’t matter what you do, but you have to do something. You can’t seriously be happy sitting by the pool all day, right?”  
 
    I said nothing, and he finally took the hint. He stood up and walked to the door. I had a feeling my mom was making him apologize. There was a lack of sincerity in his voice and his actions. But why should he apologize? He just told me what everyone had been thinking for years—someone had to say it eventually. It was a shame no one said it sooner. I could still hear his voice in my head, echoing, ‘Quit being such a disgrace.’ I didn’t want to be a disgrace, but I didn’t know how to be anything else. 
 
    I watched him leave my room. Then I got a text message from my friend, asking me to hop onto my Xbox to play a few rounds with him and a few other buddies. But the thought of wasting another hour of my life playing some pointless video game was almost worse than hearing my dad telling me I was a disgrace all over again. So I ignored the text message. I turned out my light and I went to sleep—at least I tried to go to sleep. I’m not sure I got any sleep that night as I stared up at my ceiling, wondering where my life went so wrong.  
 
    I’d been given every possible opportunity. I could have been anything: an actor, a doctor—even the world’s greatest circus clown, if that’s what I wanted. I just had to pick something and commit myself to it. But I had nothing, and my dad was right: I was almost thirty. It was practically too late for me. No great artist waited until he was thirty to paint his first painting. No great actor woke up at the age of thirty and decided to give it a try. I was doomed to mediocrity at best.  
 
    I found myself in the kitchen early the next morning, making a pot of coffee before anyone was up. I looked at the clock. It wasn’t even 6:00 AM yet. I wasn’t just up—I’d already showered and gotten dressed. I usually didn’t get dressed until around 4:00 PM. But that day was different. I had no idea why. 
 
    My dad came into the kitchen at 6:15 AM. He jumped back when he noticed me, grabbing at his chest as if I’d almost given him a heart attack. “Jesus, Hank, what are you doing?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I just got up. What are you doing up?” I asked. 
 
    “I get up this early every morning,” he said. 
 
    “Really? Why?” 
 
    “For work.” 
 
    “You work this early?” 
 
    He stared at me with that all-too-familiar look of disappointment. “I have meeting at eight.” 
 
    “Cool. Who are you meeting?” 
 
    “This morning? I’m meeting with the executives of Lundin Petroleum. We’re hoping to finalize a major merger.”  
 
    “Cool. Like, London, England?” I asked.  
 
    “No, Lundin is a Swedish company. They’re one of the largest O&G companies in Europe.” 
 
    “Oh, sounds important,” I said. I poured him a coffee. He smelled it cautiously before taking a sip.  
 
    “This is good. Did you make it?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” I could make a good cup of coffee. If there’s one thing you learn after about five hundred hangovers, it’s how to make a good cup of coffee. 
 
    “Good job,” he said. And I was fairly certain it was the first time my father ever said such a thing to me. And that realization only made me feel worse. I’d just received the first praise from my father, and it was over a cup of coffee. He drank the whole cup and then he poured the rest into a thermos. “I’ll see you tonight,” he said as he headed for the door. 
 
    “Okay. Let me know if there’s anything I can do for you,” I said. I’m not sure why I said it. Hearing it out loud, I couldn’t help but feel like I sounded completely desperate to make him proud of me. He didn’t respond. He just gave me a weird look and then left. I made a second pot of coffee, and found myself wandering around the quiet house.  
 
    The film crew showed up. They were going to be shooting scenes with my mom all day. They started setting up their lights and their camera equipment. I asked if I could help, and they all stared at me like I was speaking Mandarin. “No, that’s okay,” the producer said, so I just continued to wander the house. I found myself back in my room, cleaning up. And then I found myself on my computer—not playing games, but crafting a resume. I had to search ‘How to write a resume’ because I had no idea what a resume was even supposed to look like.  
 
    I printed it out and stared at it. The thing terrified me. Was I really going to go out and get some crappy entry-level job? What was I going to do? Work at Starbucks? Flip burgers? My family would be mocked if the media found out I was working some dead-end job for ten bucks an hour.  
 
    I didn’t go out right away. I decided to wait a day, to think it through. I needed to figure out my end goal. I knew I wanted to make my dad proud of me, but did I really think I could do that by trying to work my way up at a McDonalds?  
 
    My dad came home early from work that day. It was one of those rare afternoons where he had a smile on his face. He was whistling while he rifled through the fridge for a beer. “Make that deal?” I asked. 
 
    “Not yet. But we’re close. I can tell that they’re leaning towards signing.” 
 
    I smiled. “Well again, just let me know if there’s anything I can do to help.” A moment after I said it, I watched his eyes grow wide and begin to sparkle. He looked at me slowly with a smile on his face. I’d never seen that look in his eyes before. I’d never seen him so full of enthusiasm—at least not when talking to me.  
 
    “There is something you can do,” he said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    The CEO of Lundin Petroleum had a daughter who was visiting from Sweden. “The man loves his daughter,” my dad said. “He even brought her with him to our last meeting.” In case I didn’t believe him, he showed me a group photo was taken after their big and apparently historic meeting. In the middle of the photo was a little brunette with shining blue eyes. She had nice big tits and a great figure. She was wearing a white fur coat that looked like it was worth more than the average American home.  
 
    “She’s a cutie,” I said. “Nice coat, too.” 
 
    “Her dad bought it for her before the meeting—that’s why he was late. The man will do anything for that girl.”  
 
    “Lucky girl…” I said. Apparently I would have been better off born a woman. My sisters got pretty much anything they wanted, and this Swedish honey got whatever she wanted, including a fur coat worth a few hundred thousand dollars. What did I get? Just dissapointment…  
 
    “Take her out and show her a good time,” my dad said. “Make her love our family. If she thinks her dad should merge with us, they will merge with us—no question about it.” He stared at me with a big smile and bright eyes.  
 
    “Sure,” I said while shrugging my shoulders. My dad was so excited, he zipped over to his office to set us up. And once he was out of the room, I cracked the biggest smile. Finally, I was going to do something to make my father proud of me—not just some measly cup of coffee, but I was going to seal the biggest merger in his company’s history. All I had to do was what I already did best: charm the panties off of some little brunette. How hard could it be? I just needed to make her like me—and just for long enough for her father to sign some papers.  
 
    I had to succeed. Failure wasn’t an option. If I let my dad down here, he would never look at me the same again. I could go out and start my own Fortune 500 company, but it wouldn’t matter. Now was my chance, and I couldn’t waste it.  
 
    Her name was Elsa, and we met up that night at a bar in Santa Monica. I was there early—almost an hour early. It was probably the earliest I’d ever been for a date (if you can really call it that), but I wasn’t going to take any chances. I even went out and bought a new suit, just for the occasion. It was custom Italian, like my other suits. I bought a new colonge and I trimmed my stubble beard so that it was the perfect amount of scratchy—women love a scratchy stubble beard.  
 
    Before she showed up, I ordered a fifteen-hundred dollar bottle of red wine. It was a bit fruity for my taste, but I had a feeling she was going to like it. I had a feeling she was the type that would like fruity cocktails while yellong ‘Yolo!” from a private yacht. I tried to find information on her before leaving for our date, but apparently she was an ellusive little billionaire’s daughter. I only found a couple of articles that mentioned her briefly, but the articles gave me nothing to work with. It didn’t help that she had a fairly common name: Elsa Sjodstrom, one of the most popular Swedish first names and one of the most popular Swedish last names.  
 
    She showed up wearing her white fur coat over a jet black satin dress. She had her hair done up professionally: braided and swirled into a perfect bun on her head. Her makeup also looked professionally done: perfect strokes of eyeliner giving her a sexy, mysterious look. She had a cute little nose and a cute smile. “Hank?” she said as she approached my table. I jumped to my feet. 
 
    “You must be Elsa,” I said, and I motioned for her to sit. “Let me pour you a glass of wine. It’s a 1996 Malbec from Italy. I think you’ll like it quite a bit.” I poured her a glass. 
 
    “And why’s that?” she asked. 
 
    “Uh, because it’s a nice wine. It’s smooth and a bit fruity.” 
 
    “Do I strike you as the smooth, fruity type?” she asked with a big smirk. She had a strong Swedish accent, but her English was perfect—almost too perfect. She stared into my eyes while she swirled her wine and took a sip. That smirk didn’t go away. “So you wanted to meet. And why did you want to meet?”  
 
    “Well, to be honest, my father showed me a picture you all took this afternoon. I saw you in the picture, and I just felt like I had to meet you. Thank you for meeting with me, by the way.”  
 
    She stared at me with that smirk, which grew slightly as if she could tell I was lying. It must have been obvious what I was doing. Surely she knew that she could control her father’s decisions to an extent, so she must have known that I was just trying to push her into making a decision in my family’s favour. She couldn’t have been so naïve to not see it. “It’s my pleasure. I’ve seen an episode of your show. I hear you’re quite the celebrity. I’m a bit of celebrity myself, back in Sweden.”  
 
    “Is that so?” I asked. “I mean—of course. I’ve heard a lot about you.” 
 
    “Is that so?” she asked. “So you don’t think your fans would be too shocked to find out about our little date?”  
 
    I tried not to laugh at the thought of having fans. I knew that my sisters’ reality show was fairly popular, particularly over seas to people who had a silly of idea of what American life was. When I made my Twitter account a few years before, I got over a million followers in less than a month, without even tweeting anything. So apparently I had some fans, though I’d never actually met any of them—save for the occasional bimbo at the clubs. “If I have any fans, I think they would all be pleased to hear about our, uh, date.”  
 
    It was strange calling it a date. I wasn’t exactly a ‘dater’. I was more of a one-night stand kind of guy, with the occasional booty call. But Elsa apparently wanted to be my date, and if that would make my father happy, then goddamnit, I was on a date. I held up my glass. “Let’s cheers. To your family. I hope you’re all enjoying yourselves in my country.”  
 
    “Very much so,” she said. We clinked glasses and we drank. The wine really was too fruity for my taste.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Elsa was surprisingly fun. I planned on taking her to a few different bars, where I knew I could get her into VIP lounges. My plan was to impress her, to make her feel like a princess for a night, so she would rave about me to her father. I had my dad’s credit card, so there was no limit to how much champagne we could drink and how much fun we could have. But she didn’t want to simply go from VIP lounge to VIP lounge. She wanted to go bowling. So we went to the nearest bowling alley. It was busy, with a line almost to the door. I tried to bribe the guy at the desk into closing the place for us for the night, but he kept saying, “I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t do that. I just don’t have that kind of power.”  
 
    I asked to speak to his manager, and he said he was the manager. I offered him ninety thousand dollars to close the place for us, but he was too stubborn. So we played arcade games while we waited for our lane. At least I was able to bribe a little kid into giving up the Frogger game, because Elsa said she loved Frogger.  
 
    “In America, do you just throw money at everyone to get what you want?” she asked. 
 
    “Only on special occasions like this,” I said.  
 
    We took turns getting frogs across the road. She ended up mocking my poor Frogger abilities. She stood behind me and reached her arms around me to show me how it was done. She ended up doing the same thing when we went to play Big Game Hunter. She showed me the proper technique of holding the fake rifle, as if it was a real hunting rifle. “Maybe when you’re in Sweden, I can take you hunting on my father’s property.”  
 
    “I’m not big into guns,” I said. 
 
    “You will be,” she said with a big smirk.  
 
    We finally got our bowling lane. I was a better bowler than her, but I let her win after a few superior rolls. I even took an opportunity to show her the proper bowling technique, which was really just an opportunity to stand behind her and wrap my arms around her, so she could feel my muscles. All women love big muscles.  
 
    Afterwards, I tried to bring her across the street to a club that knew me very well—there was even a table in the back reserved for me every night. But she didn’t want to go to the club. Instead, she wanted to go get a slice of pizza from some fluorescent-light hole in the wall. The pizza was pretty good though, I have to admit. “If you don’t let me bring you to my places, how am I going to impress you?” I asked. 
 
    “And why do you want to impress me so badly?” she asked, that smirk making its triumphant return. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe because I like you,” I said.  
 
    “You like me? Like in what kind of way?” 
 
    I bit my lip. “I like you enough that I want to spend a ton of money on you.”  
 
    “Money doesn’t impress me. I’ve got plenty. You’ll need to do better than that.”  
 
    “So what impresses you?” I asked. 
 
    I have to admit, her little smirk was adorable. She was definitely a cutie—the kind of girl I would have picked up at a club and fucked at least once. And I had a feeling it wouldn’t be too hard convincing her to go to bed with me.  
 
    “To be honest,” she said, “you’ve already impressed me by taking me out. I’m really surprised you would put your reputation on the line like this. I guess you’re more sincere than I originally thought.”  
 
    I laughed. She seemed to think that she was more famous than she was in America. And she apparently thought that I was more famous than I was, too. She seemed to think that it would be some huge controversy if anyone saw us out together. But there was nothing interesting to see: a couple of wealthy young people out on a date. Why was that so taboo? “I didn’t think you would bring me anywhere with so many people around. Are you even a little bit worried about what they might think?”  
 
    “Not even a little,” I said.  
 
    I looked over. There were a few people looking our way, but there were always a few people looking my way. I was frequently featured on one of the most popular reality television shows ever made. People recognized me, even though I wasn’t one of the stars of the show.  
 
    “I don’t know if I believe you,” she said. 
 
    So I decided to prove it. I kissed her. I kissed her in front of everyone. A few people watched. A few people snapped photos with their cellphones. My heart trembled—I was probably crossing a line that I shouldn’t cross. I was just supposed to show her a good time, not convince her that I wanted to see her romantically. It was a big risk—with the potential to backfire horribly. What if I put her off? What if she expected an actual relationship? What if the merger between our parents’ companies didn’t go through right away? Would I be stuck pretending to be her boyfriend for the next month? Two months? The next year? 
 
    It didn’t matter. I would pretend to be her boyfriend for the next five years if I had to. I told myself that I would impress my father, and that’s what I intended to do. Even if I had to propose to the girl and marry her, I wasn’t going to let my dad down.  
 
    I looked into her eyes. She was blushing. Her eyes were glowing. She had tremendously soft lips, but she was a shy kisser, as if she’d never kissed anyone before. But surely that couldn’t be true. She was a twenty-something-year-old cutie from a liberal country. I wasn’t her first kiss. I wouldn’t be her first anything. “You really did that,” she said, her voice coy and cute.  
 
    “Yeah. So?” I said. 
 
    “I—I just didn’t expect that,” she said. 
 
    “There’s a really nice hotel down the street from here. I know for a fact the penthouse suite is vacant. Want to check it out?” I said. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    So I took her hand and we ran down to one of the nicest hotels in the city. I handed the concierge my credit card and three minutes later we were up in the penthouse suite, looking down at a glowing Los Angeles. “So how do you like America?” I asked.  
 
    She was looking into my eyes, her cheeks still red from our kiss. “Are you really sure about this?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ve never been more sure of anything,” I said. I was just happy that my charm was finally kicking in. She was falling for me. I had her right where I wanted her. Within twenty-four hours, she would be raving about me to her father and begging him to sign the papers for the merger. I would my father’s hero—the hero of his whole company. He would never look at me like some pathetic waste of skin again.  
 
    She walked up to me and looked up into my eyes. I slipped off her white fur coat and tossed it aside. Then I slipped off the straps of her little black dress. The thing fell immediately to the ground, exposing her push up bra and her little panties. We kissed. Her hands explored my body. I had to fight back the urge to grab her tits and squeeze them, or to reach my hand down and rub her pussy. I needed her to think that I was chivalrous and charming—not my usual womanizer self. And it was working. 
 
    As I ran my hands gently down her sides, she was already moaning slightly. I already had her on the verge of her first orgasm. “You’re very beautiful,” I whispered into her ear.  
 
    Then her hand pushed down the front of my pants. She ran her soft fingertips down the length of my cock. “You’re pretty handsome yourself,” she said. She let me kiss her neck. Slowly I moved my hands onto her tits. I fondled them gently before removing her bra. Her tits were slightly stiff—definitely fake, but they were good fakes. I had nothing against fake tits. I sunk down and sucked her nipples.  
 
    And then I stepped back to remove my shirt. As I tossed my shirt aside, she shimmied out of her panties. And her cock fell out. I stopped and stared at it for a moment, thinking it was a joke at first. “Is everything okay?” she asked. 
 
    I realized in that moment that she thought I knew all night: that’s why she kept asking if I was sure about what we were doing. She thought I knew that she was a tranny.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    My heart stopped beating for a long moment while I stood in disbelief. If felt like ten minutes of silence, but it was probably only a few seconds. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My date had a cock. Everyone in the city had seen us out together. People had been taking our pictures. It was only a matter of time before one of those people did a little bit of research and found out that she was a transgender. 
 
    And the worst part about it: I’d seen one of the articles about her being a transgender. When I was looking for info on her, a number of articles came up about an Elsa Sjodstrom being one of the world’s most famous trans chicks. I just assumed it was a different chick. I just assumed the daughter of one of the biggest companies in the world couldn’t possibly be a tranny. And I couldn’t believe that someone so cute could have a cock. But there it was: six semi-erect inches swaying gently between her legs.  
 
    I had to force myself to look up into her eyes. “Hank?” she said. 
 
    “Huh?” I said. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Is it okay? I thought you knew about me…” She suddenly looked heartbroken. I instantly imagined her going to her father with that same heartbroken look. And I imagined them getting on a plane back to Sweden without signing those papers. I had to go through with it. I had to bite my tongue and fuck the transgender chick from Sweden. My stomach turned. 
 
    “I knew—I guess, uh, I just didn’t expect you to be so… big,” I said, forcing a smile. “It just took me by surprise.”  
 
    “I’ve been going back and forth about whether I should go through with the full surgery. I haven’t decided yet,” she said.  
 
    I walked up to her, forcing my gaze up on her face. I wrapped my arms around her but tried to keep my waist far enough back so I wouldn’t touch it. How the hell was I going to do this? I forced myself to kiss her. “Do whatever you want,” I said. It sounded better in my head.  
 
    “You really surprised me tonight, Hank,” she said with her cute smile. I couldn’t believe that smile belonged to a biological man. And how long had she been a woman? Her whole life? Just a few years? Had it even been a few years? I could see her cock in the corner of my vision.  
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    “I think your family is really great,” she said. And my heart jumped back up into my chest. I just had to go through with it. I’d come so far. She was wooed. I’d accomplished my goal. My father was going to be so proud of me. I just had to get through one horribly awkward fuck. Maybe there was a pill I could buy in the morning to make me forget about the whole thing.  
 
    She put her hands on my shoulders as she looked into my eyes. Then, she started to push me down. I resisted at first, but then I thought about that pathetic man I stared at in the mirror the day before. I needed to do this. I couldn’t be that pathetic man for the rest of my life. I let her push me down to my knees. There I was: at eye-level with her cock. I knew what she wanted. I had to give it to her. I carefully reached up. My hand was trembling. I slipped my fingers around it and gently began to stroke it. It was warm and heavy. She was bigger than me, by at least a couple of inches.  
 
    But I knew she wanted more than a wank. She wanted me to suck it. So I took a deep breath. How bad could it be? I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. I leaned forward. I felt it sliding past my lips, onto my tongue, towards the back of my throat. I closed my lips around it and tried my best not to cringe. I was sucking a cock. I did my best to imagine her face, to remind myself that there wasn’t some burly dude’s cock in my mouth. At least she was cute. At least she had those beautiful eyes. And those eyes belonged to her—they weren’t from any surgery.  
 
    I sucked. What I couldn’t fit in my mouth, I pumped with my fist. She got hard fast. She squirted a bout of pre-cum onto my tongue. It was sweet. I tried not to gag. I accidentally touched her ball sack a few times while pumping her rod. Oh God, I was really sucking a cock! 
 
    “That feels so good,” she moaned. She slipped her hands into my hair. At least her voice was feminine. Her moans were hot. She looked like a chick, aside from that massive cock between her legs.  
 
    She stepped back and ran over to the bed. She took a seat and then waved me over with one of her fingers. She had her legs spread, her erection standing tall. It nearly touched her sternum. I couldn’t believe the size of it. How did she keep it hidden in her little dress? Did I just not notice the bulge? I went over and sunk back down to my knees. She pressed her cock forward, and I continued sucking. I just wanted to get her off quickly, so I could be done with it. I had a feeling the moment would traumatize me for the rest of my life.  
 
    She lifted her feet onto the bed and leaned back. “Eat me out,” she said. Her asshole was puckering in my face, just below her big ball sack. That asshole technically belonged to a man, and I was seriously considering eating it out. What other choice did I have? I couldn’t say no. I needed her to think that I was genuine, and not just someone trying to get into her dad’s inner-circle. So I took another deep breath and I went in. I pressed my tongue right up between her ass cheeks and I started to draw little circles around her puckering hole. She moaned gently.  
 
    I kept my eyes closed and tried to pretend like there was a pussy pressed against my face and not a ball sack. I kept pumping her cock while I ate her out. I just wanted to get her off so she would be satisfied, and we could move on. I could cuddle with her for the rest of the night—that was something I could bare. But this? This was torture. This was my worst nightmare: my tongue pressed into a biological man’s asshole. 
 
    At least I thought it was my nightmare. I wanted to be completely disgusted. But hearing her moaning while her toes curled against the bed sheets was incredibly hot. I started getting hard myself. Her cock felt strangely feminine. She was clean-shaven and smooth. She was uncircumcised, and her dick was even kind of cute in a weird way. 
 
    She stayed rock-hard the whole time I ate her out.  
 
    “Now fuck me,” she said, her cheeks dark red.  
 
    I slowly climbed up onto the bed, lifting and spreading her legs, getting myself up close. I looked down at her body, which was still beautiful, even knowing it belonged to a biological man. When I wasn’t focussing on her throbbing member, she was stunning. But it was hard to focus on anything else. 
 
    I pressed the tip of my cock up to her wet, puckering hole. “Ready?” I asked. 
 
    “Fuck me. I want you to fuck me so hard,” she said. Her Swedish accent was ridiculously arousing. I pushed my cock into her. She took it like a champion. She clenched a few times, but only for a few seconds. Otherwise, she let me sink in deep. I could feel the walls of her anus clenching and releasing along my shaft, like she was trying to suck it up inside of her. It felt good—really good.  
 
    I put my hands on her hips. Her skin was so soft. Her curves were so perfect. I started thrusting in and out of her.  
 
    I watched her face as she moaned and squirmed and smiled and bit her lip. She really was sexy. She grabbed my hand and brought it up to her face so she could suck my fingers. I slipped those same fingers around her throat—she liked that. She sucked my thumb while I pressed down on her throat and filled her ass with my cock. She started moaning louder. Her eyes were shining when they were open. 
 
    And then my eyes started to drift down—lower and lower. I found myself staring at her cock. I couldn’t look away. It was throbbing. Her tip was turning a shade of red. I could see her thick veins pumping blood through her member. It was incredible arousing and sexy. I couldn’t help myself: I reached down and held it, and I even started to stroke it. “Yeah, baby,” she said. “Jerk me off. Make me come.” I closed my fist tighter and I pumped faster. She loved it. I loved it. I couldn’t stop. I wanted to watch her come all over herself. I clenched tight and pumped fast and hard.  
 
    “Come for me, baby. I want you to come,” I said. 
 
    Her face was turning dark red. Her moaning turned into screaming. Then she burst—all over her fake tits. I’d never seen anything sexier in my life. The sight alone brought me to my own orgasm. We’d only been fucking for two minutes—and I’d never fucked a girl faster than ten before. 
 
    I rolled over next to her, exhausted as if we’d been fucking for the last four hours. She took a second to catch her own breath before rolling over and throwing one of her legs over mine. I could feel her ball sack against my thigh. “That was amazing,” she said before she started kissing my neck. I continued to catch my breath. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. And then a moment later, I could feel my own cum on my thigh. I was oozing out from her butthole and dribbling down her ball sack. And I realized: I just fucked a tranny. I felt the colour drain from my face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I didn’t get much sleep that night. I’m not entirely sure if I even slept at all. When I woke up, she was in my arms, facing me, with one of her legs between mine. I could feel her warm bulge against my leg. It took a lot of will power not to push her back and sprint for the shower. I had to roll her off slowly, so she wouldn’t wake up, and I crept into the bathroom, and didn’t start the shower until the door was closed and locked behind me.  
 
    When I was finished, she was up, sitting naked on the bed. “Hey there,” she said as I stepped back into the bedroom our penthouse suite.  
 
    I forced a smile and said, “Good morning.”  
 
    Her cock was out, hanging heavy on her leg. It was hard to look at her without my focus being pulled entirely towards the beast. “Have any plans this morning?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ve got a few meetings,” I said, lying. I had no plans, as per usual. I just wanted to distance myself from her for as long as possible—preferably forever. I just needed my dad to sign those papers.  
 
    “What time?” she asked. 
 
    “My first one’s in an hour. I slept in.”  
 
    “I bet I can get you off in less than five minutes,” she said with a big grin. Her hair was messy and hanging in front of one of her eyes. She was as sexy as hell—at least she would have been had it not been for that throbbing cock draped on her thigh.  
 
    “I’d love that, but I really don’t think I’ve got the time,” I said. I started getting dressed. She hopped up to her feet and came over to me. I did my best to hurry, trying to make it look like I really was in a rush. And because I wanted to get out of there before she asked too many questions. I didn’t even know what I would tell her if she asked what the meetings were about or where I worked. I couldn’t tell her that I worked for my father, even though I didn’t. If she thought I worked for my father, she would know that the date was just a set up to convince her father to sign the merger papers.  
 
    I bent over to pull my boxers up. But before I could, she stepped up behind me. And I felt her warm throbber press up between my butt cheeks. Her hands caressed my hips. I froze, a coldness entering into my gut. “I bet you’d like being a bottom,” she said, spreading my butt cheeks slightly. She ran her thumb over my asshole. Then she reached around and slipped her fingers around my cock. At least her hands were amazingly feminine. They were small and soft—and I’m pretty sure there aren’t any surgeries to feminize hands.  
 
    “Maybe tomorrow night,” I said, turning back at her with a smile. “I really can’t miss these meetings. But I’d love to see you again.” I planted a kiss on her lips and then I reached down and ran my fingers along the shaft of her cock. “All of you.” I had to bite my tongue to stay in character. It was an uncomfortable touch but it was a necessary touch. I didn’t want her thinking that I’d just used her. I needed her to think that I really did find her attractive.  
 
    She reached down and closed my fingers around her cock. “You can have me right now. I bet you could make me come in your mouth in three minutes. C’mon baby, don’t leave me here alone and horny like this.” She had a strong grip, holding my hand on her cock. I could feel her getting harder. I could feel her veins beginning to pump blood. She wanted to come in my mouth? The thought nearly made me gag. There was no way I could take a load in my mouth and still stay in character.  
 
    “Let’s save it for tomorrow. The wait will just make it better,” I said, and I pried my hand loose and pulled up my boxers. I gave her another kiss on the lips, and then within a minute I was out of that hotel suite and on my way back home.  
 
    My dad was already at work when I returned home. I found myself pacing nervously around the house all day, stopping only to check the tabloids, to see if there was any news about me going on a date with a tranny. Nothing came up. Luckily, it seemed like none of the people who took our picture knew who Elsa was, or they didn’t care to go to the press with their photos. It was looking like I’d dodged a massive bullet.  
 
    My sisters were back from Australia. I didn’t realize they were back until the film crew showed up, around noon. They started setting up their lights and film equipment. “What are you guys doing here today?” I asked, seeing as my mother was out of town for meetings—real meetings.  
 
    “Shooting scenes for the show,” the producer told me. And I was worried they meant they were going to shoot scenes with me, and then my sister, Hailey, walked into the room, her hair a mess from her two or three hours of sleep. She dragged her tired feet over to the makeup chair and sat down without a word before the makeup artist started prettying up her face.  
 
    “Back already?” I asked. 
 
    She just groaned what I think was a ‘yes’. I asked her how her trip was, and when she was leaving again. I didn’t want her around the house while I was figuring things out with Elsa—I didn’t want her finding out that I was courting a transgender chick around town. 
 
    One of the camera operators started filming me while I talked to my sister. The sound guy dropped his boom over my head. They did this from time to time: filming while they set up for shots. They were being paid to get as much material as possible for the editors, and the editors often used our little personal conversations in episodes, to make the show seem more real. Sometimes they were sneaky and you wouldn’t even notice them shooting. Other times, like what was happening now, they got their cameras uncomfortably close, with their microphones inches from my lips.  
 
    I felt my phone buzzing in my pocket. I took it out without thinking much of it—assuming it was a friend who wanted to play a video game or go down to the mall. I opened up the message without even looking down at the phone—I was still chatting with my sister.  
 
    And then I looked down and saw a picture of a naked Elsa on my phone. She was still at the penthouse suite, standing in front of the mirror. She was fully erect in the shot, her tits nice and perky, that cute smile on her face. “In case you want to make a bathroom break,” the accompanying message read. She sent a little video next, of her gently stroking her shaft while biting her bottom lip. I closed my phone and stuffed it into my pocket in a millisecond. I looked behind me, to make sure the camera operator wasn’t standing there, catching it all on tape. Thankfully no one saw. But my phone continued to buzz. She was sending me more. And the shock must have shown on my face because now the cameraman was turning to face me, as if he was catching an important moment on film.  
 
    “I need to go take this,” I said, and I got out of that room as quickly as I could. I went up to my room and locked the door. Then I went into my bathroom and I locked that door, too. I unzipped my pants, letting my erection spring free. My hands were shaking as I began to stroke my cock. And with my phone open to the pictures she was sending me, I got myself off.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    When my father came home, I ran down to the kitchen. He looked tired—unsurprising, seeing as he’d been working for fifteen straight hours. “So the merger—is it happening?” I asked before even saying hello. 
 
    He looked at me with a raised eyebrow for a moment and then he continued rifling through the fridge for a beer. “Not yet,” he said. “These things take time.” 
 
    “But Elsa—she put in a good word, right? Did her father say anything?” 
 
    He looked at me again for another long moment. “He wasn’t in today. He went out to Catalina for the day. And tomorrow I think he’s been invited to visit the set of some Ryan Gosling movie that’s shooting downtown.”  
 
    “What? So when will this merger be figured out?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Like I said, these things take time.”  
 
    I was going to have to string Elsa along for longer than I thought. I couldn’t keep lying to her and telling her I had meetings. She would catch on sooner or later, and then the whole plan would backfire. I had to commit. I’d come this far already. I just needed to keep her where I had her.  
 
    As if on cue, I got a text message from Elsa. “So I really want to check out this market on Main Street tomorrow. Will you take me?” 
 
    I dragged myself back up to my bedroom. I stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t let my father down. There would be thousands of people at the market—it was one of the busiest markets in the country. And they would all have their little cameras on their cellphones. But what other choice did I have?  
 
    I spent the better half of the next day getting ready for my market date with Elsa. It only took me about forty minutes to physically get ready—but it took much longer to get myself mentally prepared for the date. I ran through all the possible scenarios in my head: what if someone recognizes both of us? What if the media gets their hands on a picture of us together? What will I say once people start rumouring that I’m dating a transgender chick? Do I deny it? If I deny it, will Elsa disavow me and ruin the merger for my father?  
 
    I had to commit to the phony relationship completely, until those papers were signed and there was no turning back for her father—even if that meant lying to the tabloids and saying that I really did like this Elsa chick. But once that deal was signed, I could tell the world that I only did it to secure the merger. I could still salvage some of my pride. In a way, I was like a martyr.  
 
    I met Elsa at her downtown hotel. I waited for her in the lobby while she texted me, “Almost ready,” about six separate times. I was already getting looks from hotel guests who recognized me. It was obvious I was waiting for a date: I was dressed in a nice suit and I was holding a big bouquet of flowers. People were interested in seeing who the number-three hottest bachelor was taking out for the night. One little family of Chinese tourists even stopped to take my photo from across the hotel lobby. I forced a smile for their picture. It was going to be a long night.  
 
    Elsa finally emerged from the elevator. She was wearing a tight red dress that was cut amazingly short. I couldn’t figure out how her cock wasn’t hanging out—just one wrong step and it would be, by the looks of it.  
 
    Her face lit up when she saw me. Her smile was genuine. And I suddenly felt guilty. She really thought that I liked her. She really thought that I was romantically interested in her. And she was going to be seriously disappointed when she discovered it was all fake. But I guess that’s just business.  
 
    I opened my arms and she came in for the hug. “You look good,” she said. She smelled nice. Her hair was soft and her body was warm. I could feel her big tits pressing against my chest, and the thought of her big cock stuffed into her panties was already getting me aroused. I hugged her and planted a kiss on her cheek.  
 
    “You look better,” I said. “Shall we?”  
 
    She took the flowers with one hand and then she took my hand with the other. “We shall,” she said, and she started towards the door. And I could already see how busy it was out on the street. With her holding that bouquet and my hand, there would be no denying that we were on a date. There would be no speculation. The article wouldn’t read: Is Hank dating this chick? It would read: Who is this chick that Hank is dating?  
 
    We stepped outside. My body was tense. I had to bite down on my tongue to fight back the urge to pull my hand away. I could see my car parked on the street. We were going to walk down to the market, but I was tempted to drive the car—at least the car had tinted windows. I kept my face pointed towards the ground, so as few people would recognize me as possible.  
 
    “Is everything okay?” she asked. 
 
    “With me? Everything’s fine,” I said, forcing a smile. But it was getting harder and harder to force those smiles. I was starting to wonder if it was really worth it—if my father’s approval was really worth sacrificing my social status. My social status was all that I had. And what if my dad was wrong? What if Elsa’s approval didn’t affect her father’s business decisions at all? What if all of this was for nothing? The last thing I wanted was a disappointed father and a reputation as the guy who dates trannies.  
 
    I looked back at my car. It wasn’t too late to run over and get in. I could tell Elsa that I wasn’t feeling well all of a sudden. She might buy it. And if not, who really cares? My dad had all the money in the world—why did he need more? His company was more than big enough. Surely there were other ways to win his acceptance, right?  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue. Now was my chance to get out—before some paparazzi recognized me. “I’m good. I’m just excited to hit up this market.” I held her hand tight and we continued down the street towards the market. I’d come this far. I wasn’t giving up now.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I had to commit fully, so I slipped my arm around her back as we approached the bustling market. I made sure to smile for photos. I even kissed her on the cheek when I noticed one photographer raising up his camera. I knew that she could see the flashing cameras as well, so I figured I was making ground in proving my seriousness. But that cold lingering in my gut persisted: I still wasn’t sure whether I was doing the right thing, or if I was just tanking my social reputation.  
 
    “So do you live with your father, back in Sweden?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah—and my mother. We own a big house just outside of Stockholm. You would love it. It’s four stories and made from old sandstone. It looks like a castle. I guess it kind of is a castle,” she said.  
 
    “It sounds amazing,” I said. “Have you and your father always been close?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “As close as any daughter is to her father,” she said. “Why?” 
 
    “Just curious. Is he home a lot, or is always travelling?” 
 
    She stopped and looked at me with a strange look. “Why are you so interested in my father?” she asked with a little laugh. 
 
    I laughed to ease the sudden tension. “I’m not. I’m just wondering. My dad’s always travelling. I hardly saw him growing up.”  
 
    “My dad travels a lot, but I usually travel with him. It’s a great opportunity to see the world. This is only the first time I’ve been to California, though.”  
 
    “And what do you think?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m glad I came though.” She looked into my eyes with the biggest, brightest smile. I gave her a kiss. And that swirling guilt returned to the pit of my stomach.  
 
    More and more people started noticing us. Fifteen seconds couldn’t go by without someone snapping a photo. A few girls came up asking for my autograph. The crowd at the market was becoming denser. My heart rate was starting to increase. There was a club just down the street. There was a VIP room in the back where no one would be able to see us. “Do you want to grab a drink? I know a place,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “No, I’m having fun here. Why? Do you want a drink?” she asked. 
 
    I had to bite my tongue harder than ever. “No, I’m just making sure you’re okay,” I said. I was on the verge of having an anxiety attack. It seemed next to impossible to think there wouldn’t be a front-page article in the morning about my relationship with Elsa. If it wasn’t already too late, it was going to be in a matter of minutes. Just how badly did I want to impress my father? 
 
    I looked around. There was a group of paparazzi at the end of the market, scanning the crowds—surely they were looking for me. Word had gotten out that I was out with a girl. I made eye contact with one of the paparazzo. He pointed me out to his buddies and they started to make their way through the crowd towards us. I still had a chance to slip away. It wasn’t too late.  
 
    Elsa was looking at me with a concerned look. “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked. “You look sick.” It was my chance to play sick, to excuse myself. I could run and hide in a public bathroom for the rest of the night—anything to save my dwindling reputation.  
 
    I looked into her eyes. And suddenly, all of my guilt and anxiety washed away. She was beautiful. I’d never denied that she was beautiful—and she was fun to be around. So why did I care so much about what she was packing between her legs? Why did I care what people thought of us together? She looked and sounded and felt and acted like a woman, so why was it so weird to consider her a woman?  
 
    “Are you having fun?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head, again with that adorable smile. That smile made my heart melt. No man smiles like that. No man is that beautiful. No man is that bubbly and fun to be around. She wasn’t a man, even with her cock.  
 
    Was I seriously so concerned over my reputation? Currently I had the reputation of a nearly-thirty year old guy who hasn’t worked a day in his life, who lives at home with his parents, who sleeps in past noon and spends days playing video games… Was that really something I cared so much about holding onto? I was already used to the torrent of hate on social media from strangers who knew nothing about me. I was already used to being called useless. What would change if my reputation shifted? Would the unprovoked hate really be any different? Would it really change my life? 
 
    “Can I kiss you?” I asked. 
 
    She bit the corner of her bottom lip as her cheeks turned red. “I don’t know. Can you?” she asked. So I leaned in and kissed her. And it wasn’t just a quick peck. Our lips locked and my hands slipped onto her sides. Her tongue penetrated my lips. So what if that tongue once belonged to a man? It didn’t anymore. Now it belonged to a beautiful little brunette with nice big tits and a cute personality. And besides—it’s not like the tongue of a man is even any different than the tongue of a woman. It’s just a mental thing at the end of the day.  
 
    I heard the snapping of the paparazzi’s shutters. They were taking pictures of us—pictures that would make the front of magazines in grocery stores across the country. And so what? Let them mock me. It was nothing new.  
 
    “Want to go rent that penthouse suite again?” I asked. 
 
    “Are you ready to be the bottom?” she asked with a big grin. My heart skipped a beat. I was ready. Hell, I was kind of excited—but still nervous. I took her hand and we ran away from that market, headed straight for that penthouse suite with the big bed—and plenty of towels. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    We started our romp with some kissing, but it wasn’t long before we were both naked and rolling around on the bed. It wasn’t long before our erections were pressed together and one of my fingers was teasing the inside of her butthole. Neither of us could stop laughing, but I don’t think either of us had any idea why.  
 
    She wanted me to suck her nipples, and I didn’t hesitate. She moaned the second my lips were pressed against her stiff tits. I reached down and massaged her shaft while I sucked her beautiful breasts. I didn’t hesitate. It didn’t even occur to me that I was stroking a cock willingly. It just felt natural—more natural than any sex I’d had in my life.  
 
    She sunk down and sucked my cock. And my God, did she know how to suck a cock. She bobbed her head up and down, stroking elegantly with her tongue. I’d never been harder in my life. I nearly came in her mouth after just a couple of minutes. I had to stop her so I wouldn’t make a mess of her face. She laughed. I loved that laugh.  
 
    Then the moment came: the moment I was so nervous for. She flipped me over and spread my legs. I had my face planted into a pillow. I was ready to bite down, knowing it would probably hurt at first. She had a big cock, and my asshole had never been explored before. I took a deep breath as soon as I felt the tip of her warm throbber sliding between my butt cheeks. She ran her hands up and down my sides before bringing them down to my butt, to spread my cheeks. “You’re puckering,” she said with a little laugh. It was probably because I was nervous.  
 
    She bent over and pressed her tongue into my hole. She ate me out for a minute before pressing her tip into my puckering boy-pussy. “Are you ready?” she asked with a grin in her voice.  
 
    I nodded my head. I couldn’t respond with the lump in my throat—but I was more ready than ever. I took a deep breath and she started to sink in deep. Her cock was thick, stretching me wide. And it seemed endless. She sunk deeper and deeper and deeper, and just when I thought she was done, she sunk even deeper. I thought I could feel her pressing into my lungs—or maybe I was just short of breath from nervousness. “You’re so tight,” she said.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I managed to say before the euphoria began to overtake my body.  
 
    She started thrusting. She plunged with big movements, pulling herself out almost completely before coming down with her entire length. I loved the feeling of her ball sack slapping against me. I loved the way her hands planted down on my lower back, and the way her feet rested on mine, her toes curled with mine. “Shit, you really are tight,” she said again. I tried my best not to clench, but it was hard. It still hurt a little bit, but I knew that pain was temporary.  
 
    I was still rock-hard, my cock still throbbing. After just a few thrusts, I was in a complete state of euphoria. I caught myself moaning, but I couldn’t stop. I felt strangely emasculated, but I liked it. I liked being her submissive sex toy. I liked being dominated by her giant, throbbing cock. I wanted her to come inside of me. I wanted to feel her warm cum oozing out from my stretched-out butthole. And I wanted it now. 
 
    “Fucking come in me,” I groaned. 
 
    Her fingers dug deep into my back and she came down harder and faster. It felt so good—too good. Nothing should feel this good. My body started trembling. I didn’t want it to end, but I wanted to feel her warm cum so badly. I started clenching her cock every time it was inside of me completely, as if to try and hold it in for as long as possible. I loved the feeling of being stuffed, and I hated the empty feeling every time she pulled out. I wanted her deep inside of me forever, filling my void with her warm, throbbing meat.  
 
    I felt a warmth pooling around my crotch. I was coming. My cock was oozing cum all over the hotel bed sheets. Luckily there was another bedroom with another king-sized bed for us to sleep on. I could come on this one all I wanted.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re just so tight,” she said. And then I could feel her cock bloating up, throbbing harder than ever. She was about to unload. I was about to feel her beautiful orgasm deep inside of my body. And then I felt it. And I moaned louder than I’d ever moaned in my life. My whole body trembled and convulsed. She held me tight while she made sure my whole load ended up deep.  
 
    And then she rolled off and planted a big kiss on my lips. “I like you. A lot,” she said. 
 
    “I like you more,” I said. 
 
    “I doubt it,” she said with that cute smile. 
 
    “I love you,” I said. And then the room became silent. She stared into my eyes. 
 
    “I love you, too,” she said. And then we kissed again. And I meant it—I didn’t care whether my dad made his merger or not. I didn’t care whether the tabloids ran with their story. I didn’t care if I figured out what I wanted to do as a career before it was too late, because all I really wanted was to be with her.  
 
    But things have a way of falling into place. It was a week later—a week after the story hit the news, that the son of the richest CEO in America was dating a Swedish transgender chick—when Elsa’s father signed the merger papers. It was a big deal. My dad had never been happier, and he’d certainly never been happier with me. The president of his company came out and made a big angry statement about how horrible it was that I was dating a transgender. He lost his job the same day. And then I got a call from my dad, asking if I might be interested in assuming the role of president, to give the company a fresher face. I didn’t hesitate—I took the job.  
 
    It was a lot of work, but it turned out to be something I was good at. I just had to charm company executives all over the world, and that was something that came naturally to me.  
 
    I married Elsa just a year later. After hanging out during every spare minute, and having sex twice a day for ten months, we decided we had everything we wanted, so we made it official. And I didn’t even realize until a month after the wedding that I’d would one day be one of the five wealthiest people on the planet: between my parents’ fortunes and Elsa’s parents’ fortunes. But I didn’t care about that. I made plenty of my own money—and I used a bunch of it to start my own nigh club, which turned out to be amazingly successful. The biggest success was the fact that my dad was actually proud of me for making it such a success.  
 
    But none of that mattered. I could have been broke and living in a trailer in some small Arizona town—as long as I had Elsa, I was happy, and I had her. And a day didn’t go by where I didn’t show her a good time.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BLACKMAILED 
 
    It’s a late spring night when Andy receives a text message from an unknown number: ‘Do exactly as I say or I leak these photos.’ Somehow, the stranger has photos of Andy dolled up in his sister’s lingerie.  
 
    Andy doesn’t think twice—he’s ready to do anything to stop those photos from getting around his school, even if his tormentor wants him to go further than just getting dolled up.  
 
    But who is the tormentor? Is it an old enemy? A friend? Or possibly a secret admirer?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I made the mistake of visiting one of those sites with more ads than actual content. I was looking for an episode of a TV show that my friend Reggie really wanted me to watch. I thought I’d found it, but I was really just on some malware website. There were fifteen different download buttons. Like a fool, I started to click on all of them, hoping one of them would be real. None of them were real. 
 
    So I continued searching the Internet for that show that Reggie was so insistent that I see. I ended up finding in in low-resolution on another website. The show wasn’t great. It was from the 70s and the budget was low. But Reggie was into that kind of thing—he was a big TV buff, among other things. He often wore a Cheers shirt to school, as if anyone knew what that was.  
 
    But once I was finished watching the show, I completely forgot about the flashy site with all of the download buttons—until the next morning when I was getting ready for school. 
 
    It was snowing outside. It didn’t snow often. Whenever it did snow, there was always a good chance of a snow day. So I logged into my school e-mail to see if classes were cancelled. But before I could make it to my e-mail, I got a popup. And then I got another popup. And then I got fifteen popups. I couldn’t go five seconds without some flashy popup appearing on my screen. “Can’t get it up? Try Viagra FOR FREE!” I clicked the red exes as quickly as I could, but some of them were fake, and just opened up new ads.  
 
    “Shit,” I said aloud. I wasn’t much of a technology person. I had no idea how to solve a problem like this, so I went online and Googled it. And that’s when I found Popup Destroyer. It was a strange program with a low-budget website and a strange looking logo of a man on a horse—but the logo looked like it was designed by someone without much graphic design experience—maybe even a child. But according to Google, it was the number one program for removing popup viruses.  
 
    I had no idea when I downloaded it that it was just another part of the virus. I guess whoever designed the popup virus also designed a piece of code that changed Google’s results, so that people would see what he or she wanted to see. Popup Destroyer wasn’t a real piece of software. If you search for it on a clean computer, you won’t find it. So I ended up downloading a much, much worse virus onto my computer. 
 
    But I had no idea, because it got rid of the popups and it ran quietly and inconspicuously in the background. Relieved, I packed up my laptop and I went off to school. “So did you watch the show or what?” Reggie asked me. 
 
    “Yeah—why did you want me to watch that show again?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “Didn’t you like it? It’s a sci-fi comedy—the two things you love the most,” he said. 
 
    “I like good comedy and good sci-fi. That was neither.”  
 
    “You probably just didn’t understand it,” he said. 
 
    “I understood it just fine.”  
 
    Reggie was like that music-obsessed kid who went around the school making mix tapes for people—except he was all about old TV shows and movies. And he was too lazy to actually find the show or movie for you, so he just told people to find it themselves—which was always a challenge, seeing as he always recommended the most obscure shows. I bet you’ve never even heard of The Forest Rangers before. It was a Canadian TV show in the 60s, and Reggie seemed to think that Dennis would love episode six from the first season.  
 
    “Will I actually like it or are you just trying to flaunt your obscure movie knowledge?” Dennis asked. Dennis was sort of a friend of ours. He played on the football team, but he also liked computer games. Seeing as none of the other football players liked computer games, he sometimes hung out with us.  
 
    “You’ll actually like it. I watched it the other night and it made me think about you,” Reggie said. 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    Reggie shrugged his shoulders. “The character in the episode—he just reminded me of you. And I think it would be your kind of humour.”  
 
    So Dennis went home and tracked down the obscure episode of the obscure show and then he came to school the next day underwhelmed. “That was it, huh?” he said. 
 
    “What? You didn’t like it?” Reggie said—and it was always the same. I’m pretty sure he was just flaunting his obscure film and television knowledge on the rest of us. It probably made him feel cool and unique. And hell, he had more than half the school trying to track down weird shows and movies. And of course, none of his recommendations were ever available on Amazon or iTunes—usually not even in movie stores. They were either on eBay, being auctioned off as collectors items, or they were low-resolution illegal downloads. And seeing as we were all just students with lofty morals, most of us opted for the illegal route.  
 
    I only had one class that semester with Reggie: computer sciences. It was our last period class, and it was a breeze—thanks to Reggie. He was a bit of a computer wiz, always programming little games that he would play during lunch. He pretty much did all of my homework for me. What would have taken me a couple of hours every week took him three minutes. Hell, I probably should have gone to him with my popup problem, rather than dealing with it on my own.  
 
    There was another guy in our class—an old friend who was no longer a friend. Martin Lowe. Martin was a member of our little gang back in elementary school. He was the guy who got Reggie interested in computers. We could never convince Martin to hang out with us during the weekends because he was always busy programming little apps. He wanted to be the next Steve Jobs. And he had the potential to be, until he had his little nervous breakdown.  
 
    We were in the seventh grade and there was a girl Martin liked: Sarah Sanderson. I also liked Sarah Sanderson, and so did Reggie… and Dennis, and every guy in the school. Because Sarah was physically mature for her age. She had a nice rack, great legs, and the perfect ass. On Valentines Day, she opened her locker and thirty Valentines cards poured out—all from different students. And there was a big dance coming up—the Winter’s End Dance, an annual tradition in our town. Everyone wanted to bring Sarah as their date. 
 
    Martin was planning on asking Sarah out. He had it all planned out, right down to what he would wear to school the day he made his proposition. But Reggie had his own idea. Reggie, new to computer programming (and web design in particular) created a website listing all of the students who were secretly gay in our school. He published the website under the name ‘Mr. X’. Martin was on that website. It only took a couple of days before every student in the school saw the website. 
 
    Martin was so embarrassed; he ended up throwing a fit in the middle of class. He started shouting when a group of girls started giggling—he assumed they were giggling at him. When the teacher tried to calm him down, he started shouting even louder. It took three teachers to eventually pull him out of the classroom.  
 
    He spent a week in a psychiatric hospital and then he transferred schools for the rest of elementary. But he ended up back in our high school—no longer our friend. 
 
    Reggie was suspended because of his website. He spent a week at home before coming back with two months of detention. He also had to formally apologize to every student on his list. And of course the list was fake—it was really just a list of students he knew wanted to ask Sarah Sanderson out to the big upcoming dance.  
 
    Martin assumed I was in on Reggie’s prank, seeing as we pretty much did everything together. He never believed me when I told him I had nothing to do with it. So he held a grudge—and that grudge never went away. There wasn’t a single computer science class where Martin wouldn’t look at me as if I’d murdered his parents and ate his family dog.  
 
    So when I got the message, I knew he was behind it. But there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was near the end of our senior year when I got the text message on my phone from an unknown number. “I know what you did,” the message read. At first I thought it was a joke.  
 
    “Who is this?” I replied. 
 
    He replied quickly. “You will do exactly as I say, or I leak these photos to the whole school.” My heart started racing. There was a minute of silence. I was about to reply, ‘What photos?’ and then I started to receive them: five in total. 
 
    They were pictures of me, in my bedroom, mostly naked, save for my sister’s red lace panties. The photos weren’t taken from my window or my doorway or even my closet. They were taken from my desk—from where I usually left my laptop computer. They were taken using my laptop’s webcam.  
 
    My heart plunged deep into my gut. I wanted to throw up. I pinched my arm, hoping I was having a nightmare, but I wasn’t. I re-read the messages, in case I misread them. But I’d read them correctly. Someone was spying on me using my laptop.  
 
    I ran over to my desk and I slammed my laptop shut. Then I got another message. “Open it and keep it open,” it read.  
 
    My head was spinning. I thought about calling the cops, but then I thought about the cops seeing those photos of me wearing my sister’s panties. And then I thought about the whole school seeing those photos—and maybe he had more on me. What if he had video of me jerking off? How long and how often had he been watching me? I tried to remember how long it had been since I tried on my sister’s panties. It had been at least a month—since I downloaded that damned virus.  
 
    I suppose I should explain why I was wearing my sister’s panties while I was alone in my bedroom. Well, it’s not something I’m particularly proud of.  
 
    We had a guest speaker come to our school during sexual education week. She was a ‘sex expert’ and she wanted to talk to our class about ‘sex and gender tolerance’. She was kind of cute: a short blonde with pretty eyes and a fit body. Most of the students giggled and gossiped through her whole presentation. She basically rambled on and on for an hour about how people should tolerate gays and bisexuals and transgenders and pansexuals and gender fluid people—and she went on to list about twenty different sexual orientations, each one more absurd than the one before it. The strangest of the lot was ‘two-spirited’. No one could figure out what the difference between pansexual, bisexual, and two-spirited was… not that anyone could figure out what three-quarters of the other options were either.  
 
    But the end of her presentation took me and the rest of the class by surprise, when she said that she was born a man, and didn’t know that she was meant to be a woman until she was eighteen. It was a particularly embarrassing moment, because me and Dennis and Reggie had been whispering the whole time about how sexy she was. Dennis even attempted to draw her naked, though his drawing skills were complete trash.  
 
    I could feel my face turning red. We were suddenly speechless, pretending like we’d never said anything about how hot the blonde presenter was. I’m sure the other guys felt just as stupid as me.  
 
    She ended her presentation by saying, “You can’t truly know yourself until you explore yourself.” It was a silly statement, but it got me thinking. So that night, my sister just happened to be out of town for a figure skating competition. So I went into her room and I nabbed some of her makeup, some of her clothes, and an old Halloween wig. I locked the door of my room and I started dolling myself up. I had no idea what I was doing, and I looked pretty ridiculous. I felt gross trying on my sister’s panties. I felt completely idiotic when I slipped into one of her skirts. It was so short; it didn’t even cover my whole ass.  
 
    So after an hour or two, I put the clothes back where I found them and I washed off my makeup. The whole thing was just a silly experiment, and now it was coming back to bite me on the ass.  
 
    “What do you want?” I texted back to the unknown number.  
 
    “I told you. I want you to do exactly as I say,” he replied.  
 
    “So what is it? Just tell me and I’ll do it,” I said.  
 
    “I’ll text you when the time comes. But be ready. As soon as I tell you it’s time, you must do exactly as I say immediately. Talk soon.” And that was it.  
 
    When I wrote, “Why are you doing this?” I didn’t receive a reply. I thought again about going to the cops, but I had a feeling the cops couldn’t do anything to help. I’d seen a news segment a few months before about some girl who had her nude photos leaked through the school. The police basically told her not to take anymore, and there was nothing they could do. Unfortunately, cops aren’t the same in real life as their TV character counterparts.  
 
    So I was stuck waiting for my command.  
 
    It was the next morning when I got my first order. My blackmailer asked me to plug my phone into my computer, and then he asked me to download some software from some sketchy website. When I asked what it was for, he didn’t respond. He just said, “Keep your phone on you at all times. I’ll know if you’re cheating.” 
 
    “Okay, so what do you want me to do now?” I asked. 
 
    But he didn’t respond. I was stuck waiting once again—waiting to discover my fate. I couldn’t bare the idea of those photos being leaked through the school. It was bad enough that one person had already seen them. “I can explain those photos you know,” I wrote. “Can’t I just explain why I did it?” But he didn’t respond. I don’t think he cared.  
 
    I had a pretty good feeling Martin was behind the scheme. It had Martin written all over it. When we were in elementary school, he always talked about how he wanted to hack into racists’ computers. He thought that was his calling in life: taking down racist websites to make the Internet a better place. So he learned how to hack into simple websites and he invite us over to watch him take down websites. But the sites only went down temporarily—sometimes not even for more than ten minutes. And I never understood why he thought some of them were racist. One of the sites he took down was just a sports statistics website. He claimed that the statistics were racist because they favoured white people. “But they’re just statistics,” I said. But he had his own crazy ideas in his head.  
 
    He got better with his website hacking over the years. He could easily break into peoples’ Facebook and Twitter accounts. He actually managed to get some dirt on one of the mayoral candidates during an election. It wasn’t anything ground-breaking. I guess the candidate referred to a Chinese person as a ‘chink’ in a private e-mail. 
 
    I’d been afraid that he would use his computer knowledge against me, ever since our falling out. I always found myself censoring my own e-mails and Facebook messages; always worried he could see what I was writing. I suppose it was just a matter of time before he snapped again and started wreaking havoc on the people he despised.  
 
    Because I wasn’t the only one in our school that he hacked. The day after I received my first message, Malcolm Holtby was arrested for robbing a bank. His face was on the primetime news. They showed a clip of him being pulled into a cop car, over and over. And they were looking for his accomplice. Because the money wasn’t in the field where Malcolm said he left it. When they asked him why he did it, he said, “He made me do it.” 
 
    But he wouldn’t specify who ‘he’ was. But I knew. I could see it in Malcolm’s eyes in that news clip. It was Martin. 
 
    Malcolm was the star running back for the high-school football team. He was also the guy who invented Martin’s nickname: Diaper Boy. It wasn’t the most original name. Martin always wore these pants that looked baggy around his hips and ass, and it kind of looked like he was wearing a diaper. It was an unfortunate choice of pants, and that nickname stuck with him through every lunch for the rest of school. “Hey Diaper Boy! How’s potty training going?” people would yell from across the cafeteria. Martin wasn’t the only one to receive a rough nickname from Malcolm. He called Dennis ‘Penis Head’, he called me ‘Shit for Brains’, and he called Reggie ‘The Hamburgler’, because Reggie was a bit overweight and bore a slight resemblance to the McDonald’s character of the same name. 
 
    Martin wasn’t so innocent though. Malcolm would have never created the nickname had Martin not hacked onto his Facebook account and messaged his mother, who lived in a different state, to tell her that he was coming out as a homosexual. Martin said he did it because Malcolm was a racist, but he never explained why he thought Malcolm was a racist—probably because he wore a Republican hat to school one day. 
 
    And now, if Martin was behind Malcolm’s arrest, then Martin certainly didn’t deserve any pity. He was a angry kid, filled with an apparent vengeance. And I couldn’t help but wonder who else was on Martin’s list of victims.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Malcolm was going to be tried as an adult; he was a few days over eighteen. It was the biggest story in our little town. Martin showed up to school the next day with a big grin on his face that just wouldn’t go away. I thought about approaching Dennis or Reggie to see if they knew anything, or if they’d received any messages from Martin. But I was too afraid to speak up, worried he was listening to me through the phone that was in my pocket.  
 
    But I couldn’t help but notice a few concerned faces in the school that day. Dennis’s face was a shade of ivory all day, and he said nothing, unless first spoken to. I wanted to ask him what was wrong, but I had a feeling I already knew.  
 
    I wondered if he had it as bad as me. But for most of the students (particularly the men), he probably just had videos of them masturbating. No eighteen-year-old kid wants their masturbating videos leaked to the world—let’s face it, no person on the planet wants that, but it’s especially humiliating to a young person with their whole life and career ahead of them.  
 
    I thought I would receive my next command that night, but I didn’t. I wandered around my house waiting for my phone to buzz, but it didn’t buzz. I watched the news for updates on Malcolm’s case. They were still out looking for the money he stole, which he apparently had stuffed in a red suitcase with a black stripe down the middle. The police were asking the public to keep an eye out for the case, and they were asking anyone who might know anything about the incident to come forward.  
 
    There was a knock at my door. My mom was in the kitchen cleaning the dishes and my dad was in the living room watching the news—which was still going on about the whole Malcolm robbing a bank incident. “Nate, can you get that?” my mom called out. So I pulled myself up to my feet and I went to the door. I answered.  
 
    It was Sarah Sanderson—the last face I expected to see standing at my front door. We’d never talked before. She always hung out with her group of popular girls and I stayed with my little group of unpopular guys. “What’s up?” I asked. 
 
    She had a pale, worried look on her face. And that’s when I noticed the red suitcase sitting next to her. “Take this,” she said.  
 
    “Why? What? I don’t want it,” I said. 
 
    “You have to take it,” she said, and then she started turning around. 
 
    “Wait—Sarah. Don’t leave. Why are you giving this to me? I don’t want it.”  
 
    Then my phone buzzed. My heart skipped a beat and I felt the warmth drain from my face. Sarah heard the buzz. She was looking down at my pocket now. I slowly reached down. She watched. I pulled out my phone. “What does it say?” she asked. 
 
    It said to take the suitcase. “Nothing,” I said. “It’s just Dennis. He wants to play Call of Duty.”  
 
    Then her phone dinged. I watched as her eyes filled with fear. She pulled it out of her pocket and stared at the screen. “I need to go.” 
 
    She turned around and started to leave without any hesitation. I waited before she was out of sight before I took the suitcase into my house. And I ran it straight up to my room, hiding it at my side so my dad wouldn’t see it. As I went by, they were showing the same red suitcase on the news.  
 
    I brought it up to my room. I stared at it. And my phone buzzed again. “Don’t open it yet. Keep it where I can see it.” I assumed he meant facing my laptop’s webcam. So I put it against the wall, across from my laptop. I draped a sweater over it, in case my parents decided to peek into my room. “What now?” I messaged back, but there was no answer. I was stuck with a suitcase full of stolen money—a suitcase the whole town was looking for.  
 
    But if they found the case in my room, surely I would be able to convince them it wasn’t mine, right? I could show them the text messages and explain why I had it, and why I wasn’t saying anything. Would they care? Was I technically an accomplice, now that I had the suitcase hidden in my room? Would some photos of my wearing my sister’s clothes be enough to free me of any charges? Probably not… I simply couldn’t let anyone find that suitcase.  
 
    I was tempted to look in it. I almost did, too, around three in the morning. It had been hours since my phone had buzzed, and I figured whoever was watching would have to go to sleep sooner or later. It seemed impossible to think that they could be watching every minute of every day, unless there was a whole team of them. And it’s not like it was just me being watched—I knew Sarah was being watched, and Malcolm was being watched… probably not anymore though. 
 
    And what did Martin have in store for me? Was I going to end up in jail like Malcolm? Was I really so ashamed of those photos that I was willing to risk imprisonment?  
 
    I didn’t end up opening the suitcase. I left it at the side of my room, undisturbed.  
 
    I didn’t get any sleep. I tossed and turned and wished I could go back in time and not try on my sister’s clothes. I got sick thinking about how long he’d been watching me for. It could have been years for all I knew. Maybe it had nothing to do with that virus—maybe he’d been watching and planning this whole thing for years, like some evil genius.  
 
    I knew there must be something I could do to get myself out this mess. I knew I just had to think, as hard as I could, and the solution would come to me. He was just a man—just an angry kid with a computer and an Internet connection. He wasn’t some evil genius. He almost failed geography class because he kept mixing up Austria and Australia. He wasn’t invincible.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My phone buzzed around 5:00 AM. I didn’t have to look at it to know that it was him. “Get up,” it read. I wasn’t tired. I hadn’t fallen asleep. So it was easy to sit up and type back: “Okay.”  
 
    “You have a lot to do before school. Open the front pocket of the suitcase.” 
 
    So I went to the suitcase and unzipped the front pocket. It was an empty pocket; at least I thought it was. “There’s nothing here,” I said. 
 
    “Dig deeper,” he wrote. 
 
    So I stuck my hand in deep. There were two little items: a tube of pink lipstick and a little bottle of pink nail polish. My heart stuttered. I could feel the lump already forming in my throat.  
 
    “Go to this address…” he said, and then he sent me an address on the other end of town. “Leave now or you’ll be late. If you’re late, this picture will be the desktop image of every computer in the school.” Then he sent me a photo of me wearing one of my sister’s dresses. It was a black dress, which fit me surprisingly well. I actually looked like a chick in the photo, but that wasn’t going to help my case at all. So I snuck out of the house before my parents woke up and I got on my bike, with the lipstick and nail polish in my pocket.  
 
    The address was a gas station. There was no one working yet, and the little convenience store was dark, with metal gates pulled down in front of the windows. “Go into the women’s bathroom and lock the door,” the next message wrote.  
 
    My heart was pounding. “Why are you doing this to me?” I asked, but I received no response. The thought of my cross-dressing photos appearing on every school computer made me nauseous, so I went into the women’s bathroom. It was surprisingly clean, save for the graffiti on the wall, and a little poster that said: ‘Girls just want to have fun’, and there was a picture of a drunk girl flashing her tits. I thought it was strange poster to find in a girl’s bathroom, but I didn’t think too much into it.  
 
    “Put on the lipstick and paint your fingernails. You have ten minutes.” I felt stupid doing it, but I didn’t hesitate. I couldn’t let those photos get out. I painted my fingernails with the pink polish, and then I smeared the lipstick on my lips. I looked in the mirror. I looked silly, though the pink looked pretty good on my lips—had I been a girl.  
 
    I heard the opening and shutting of the door in the next room over. My heart jumped up in my chest. I was fairly certain it was just someone stopping by to use the men’s bathroom.  
 
    Then my phone buzzed. “Take off the poster and wave him in with one finger,” the message read. I’m pretty sure my heart stopped beating completely in that moment. I felt sick. My head was spinning. Was he seriously asking me to do what I thought? There was no way the man on the other side would go for it. Or would he? “You have thirty seconds,” another message read.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and I ripped down the poster. Sure enough, there was a hole carved into the wall. And the light from the next room over was pouring through. I became tense. This was insanity. Was I really about to do this? What other choice did I have?  
 
    I stuck my finger through the hole and I signalled the man with three little flicks inwards. Then I retracted my hand as quickly as I could. “No fucking way,” I heard the man say. He sounded younger—probably about my age, maybe someone from my school—maybe even someone from Martin’s sick little game. “Thank you, mysterious phone guy,” he said, almost in a whisper, but loud enough that I heard him. So he was part of Martin’s sick little game.  
 
    If the next message read something along the lines of ‘cut his dick off,’ there was no way I could do it. But what if it told me to suck him off? Could I do that? Was sucking a guy off worth saving my reputation?  
 
    My phone buzzed again. I checked it. “Suck his cock. Get him off. If he finds out you’re a man, the photos are being leaked.” My hands began to tremble. In case it wasn’t bad enough, he sent me another photo: a photo of me in my sister’s lingerie, with my erection in my hand. Oh God, he had photos of me jerking off while dolled up in my sister’s clothes.  
 
    That day that I tried on her clothes—I just couldn’t help it. I saw myself in the mirror and I actually looked sexy. I actually looked like a hot girl. And I’d never been with a hot girl before. I’d never had a hot girl look me in the eyes seductively like I was able to look at myself. I don’t know what came over me. I was alone (at least I thought I was alone), so I decided to mess around. I jerked myself off. And it felt good, staring at myself, feeling sexy while I approached my orgasm. Of course I wouldn’t have done it had I thought anyone might be watching.  
 
    A long, semi-erect cock pushed through that hole in the bathroom wall. I heard the man taking deep breaths, probably praying that some psychopath wouldn’t cut his dick off. I couldn’t even look at it. It was big and veiny. His tip was a shade of red, and I could see it throbbing.  
 
    “You have five minutes to get him off,” the next text message read. So I sunk to my knees. If it was revenge Martin wanted, it was revenge he was getting. I just wished he would have believed me when I told him I had no part in Reggie’s website. It was all a big misunderstanding. Though I could have stopped Reggie from publishing the site—he showed it to me before it went live. I told him I didn’t think it was a good idea, but I didn’t stop him. I was strangely curious to see what would happen once everyone saw it. 
 
     And now this was happening. 
 
    So I took a deep breath and I slipped my fingers around the cock. He twitched and his body became tense. I began to pull back his foreskin, revealing more of his throbbing tip. Then I started to stroke. I only had five minutes—probably four minutes now. I needed to work fast. He wasn’t even fully erect yet. 
 
    I closed my eyes. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I kept stroking, feeling his cock getting harder slowly. But it wasn’t fast enough. I needed to work quicker. I tried pumping faster, but it was too dry. I didn’t have any lube. I spat into my hand and continued to jerk him off, but the solution was only temporary. I knew what I needed to do—but I didn’t want to do it.  
 
    He was at least fully erect, but I only had two minutes. I knew I only had two minutes because my phone buzzed with the message, “Two minutes and the photos go live.” So I leaned forward and slipped the throbbing erection through my lips. I sucked and bobbed and stroked his length with my tongue, getting him wet and rock-hard. I could taste his sweet pre-cum with about a minute left. But I needed more than pre-cum.  
 
    “Oh yeah, sweetie. You know how to suck a dick,” he said. I figured I could get him off quicker by sucking the tip of his cock while pumping his length with my fist. I knew I didn’t have much time left. I sucked as hard as I could. I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue, and I clenched his girth hard. Then, he started to groan loudly. I looked down at his cock, and then it burst. The first shot got me in the eye. The second right on the lips. And then I moved out of the way, letting him coat the bathroom floor with his big, warm load. “Oh, fuck yeah,” he groaned.  
 
    I let go of his member and I quickly slapped that poster against the wall, so he wouldn’t peek through. I went straight to the sink and started cleaning off my face. The cum was easy to get off, but the lipstick wasn’t so easy. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done: I’d just sucked a man off in a gas station bathroom.  
 
    “Be at school before the first bell,” the next message read. School started in one hour, and I didn’t have any of my stuff. I didn’t have time to clean the pink nail polish off of my fingers, so I left it as I hopped on my bike and headed back towards my house. I was exhausted by the time I reached my front door, but I didn’t slow down. I grabbed my bag and got changed out of my pyjamas quickly. I managed to make it to school with two minutes to spare.  
 
    “Now what?” I asked while I caught my breath in my first class. 
 
    But there was no response. Was I off the hook? Was that all he wanted from me? Surely it was enough of a punishment for being an accomplice to a website that was published almost five years before.  
 
    I kept my hands in my pockets for the rest of the day. When no one was looking, I scratched bits of my nail polish off. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding—it had been pounding mercilessly since I’d gotten up that morning.  
 
    I looked around the classroom, to see if I could figure out who else was stuck in Martin’s sick game. There were a few glossy eyes and a few pale faces. Some of the students looked completely normal, and some had smiles on their faces. Was Martin rewarding the people who had been nice to him? Was the guy I sucked off someone who leant him lunch money or something?  
 
    Between classes I went to the bathroom and tried my best to clean off my fingernails. The polish was on good, but by lunch, it was all gone. But I kept one hand in my pocket, on my phone. I was ready for my next command.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I realized that afternoon that my situation had become much, much worse. Now Martin had more than just my cross-dressing photos at his disposal. Now he probably had audio recordings (from two phones, no less) of me sucking a man off. Not to mention the fact that I had the red suitcase in my bedroom. So I was also an accomplice to an armed robbery.  
 
    I would have to do anything he asked of me—if there was anything left he wanted me to do, that is. I tried texting him. “Am I done? Can you please delete those photos now?” But I got no response. I had a feeling it wasn’t over, and I was right. It was just a few days before I got my next message.  
 
    And in that time, the school remained tense. There were days where certain students were mysteriously missing. There was a two-day stretch where Lewis Woo was missing. His parents freaked out and had the cops out looking for him. No one could find him. They’d even started looking in ditches and nearby bodies of water. And then he just showed up, refusing to say where he was. He would tell the cops or his parents or even his friends.  
 
    I wondered what Martin had him doing for two straight days. Maybe he was out digging a grave deep in the woods for Reggie—his archenemy. I kept a close eye on Reggie, wondering if Martin had gotten to him yet. Because it didn’t seem like a matter of ‘if’; it was a matter of ‘when’. But Reggie seemed completely normal, and oblivious to what was happening.  
 
    To be fair, he was a computer wiz. He certainly knew better than to click on mysterious download buttons on sketchy websites, and he probably knew better than to download programs called Popup Destroyer from equally sketchy websites. I knew that Reggie used a VPN to watch British Netflix in the States. A VPN makes your Internet provider think you’re in a different part of the world, so you can get around geoblocking. Maybe his VPN protected him from Martin. Or maybe Martin had something special in store for Reggie—something that would take all of his time and attention, and he needed to get through everyone else first.  
 
    But I had a feeling Reggie had his coming to him. 
 
    It was in the middle of class the next day when Dennis slipped me a piece of paper that read, ‘Meet me in the bathroom, and bring a notepad.’  
 
    So I met him in the bathroom. He checked all of the stalls and then he locked the door. He already had his first message pre-written for me. ‘Don’t speak and don’t take out your phone. I don’t know if he can watch us with our phone cameras or not.’  
 
    I shook my head. He looked into my eyes. He looked afraid and strangely guilty. He started scribbling a new note. ‘So he’s blackmailing you too? What do we do?’ 
 
    I nodded yes and shrugged my shoulders. I had no idea what to do. I was just happy that we were in it together. Judging by the look on Dennis’s face, it was bad for him, too. I couldn’t help but wonder if I had the worst, or if other students had darker secrets than mine.  
 
    Dennis paced around the bathroom, shaking his head in frustration while he tried to figure out a solution. I watched him for a moment before scribbling down a question of my own. ‘What does he have on you?’ I asked. 
 
    He looked at my question. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath while shaking his head. ‘I was looking in someone’s window and I made the mistake of filming it. Now he has the footage,’ Dennis wrote. That was bad, but it wasn’t as bad as what I was dealing with. So Dennis was a bit of a pervert—which eighteen-year-old boy wasn’t a bit of a pervert? If I lived next door to some hot chick who liked to change with her blinds open, I might have tried to film it for later personal use as well.  
 
    But he was eighteen, and secretly filming someone through their window is a crime—technically a bad enough crime to put you on a sexual offender list. If the cops found out, he would end up as a red dot on one of those sexual offender map websites—the ones that tell you which houses to avoid while trick-r-treating with your kids.  
 
    And we knew that Martin wasn’t afraid to send a person to jail. Malcolm was still locked up, still awaiting his trial (which wasn’t looking so good).  
 
    ‘We need to stop him,’ Dennis wrote. But how could we stop him? He had too much dirt on both of us—and he probably had a hell of a lot of dirt on our fellow students. A failed attempt at stopping him could end as a massive disaster for everyone.  
 
    ‘How?’ I wrote.  
 
    He just stared at the ground for a minute before writing. ‘I have no idea.’ But I knew there was no way to stop Martin. The best thing was to give Martin whatever he wanted and hope that it was enough to satisfy him. And if it wasn’t enough to satisfy him, hopefully there were other students with worse secrets.  
 
    ‘We don’t have long to figure it out,’ he wrote. Now he was staring into my eyes, as if he was trying to tell me something. Did he know something that I didn’t? Was our situation worse than I knew it was?  
 
    ‘What do you know?’ I asked, but he didn’t answer me. He just paced around that bathroom, trying hopelessly to think of a solution to our problem. But there was none—we were doomed—apparently more doomed than I knew. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I decided to make a detour on my way home. After spending the whole day thinking about my fate, I figured that the only way out of my conundrum was by pleading with Martin, face to face. I knew where he lived—at least I knew where he lived back when we were in elementary school. I’d gone to his house a few times for his birthday parties. I had to strain to remember how to get to his place, but I had a pretty good idea. And worst-case scenario, I could go from door to door in his neighbourhood, asking if anyone knew where he lived.  
 
    But I never made it to his neighbourhood. I was on a city bus, headed towards his little suburb, when I received my next text message. “Where are you going?” he asked. 
 
    I’d forgotten that he could track my phone, and he knew exactly where I was. I stared at my phone, trying to think of a response. I thought about telling him that I was coming to his house to talk to him, but I knew he wouldn’t accept it. So I decided to stay quiet, dangerously pretending I didn’t get his message. He sent another one shortly after. “You need to go home. Right now.”  
 
    My hands began to tremble and my heart began slamming into my ribcage. I still didn’t respond. 
 
    “If you aren’t home in fifteen minutes, I’m leaking the photos,” he said. 
 
    Now there was a giant lump in my throat. I could feel cold beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck. He could probably tell that I was on my way to his house. What else could I be doing way out in the suburbs?  
 
    And I had to decide: do I try to call his bluff or do I come to my senses?  
 
    I chose to come to my senses. I pulled the string and I got off of the bus. I sprinted down the street and I got on the first bus headed back towards my house. “Don’t do that again,” he wrote to me once I stumbled into my bedroom and looked at the webcam of my laptop. I was expecting a new command once I caught my breath, but he sent me nothing. He just wanted me at my house, where he could monitor me. And he wanted me far from his house.  
 
    “Now what?” I wrote, but he didn’t respond. I was getting frustrated. What if he strung me along for the rest of the year? What if he strung me along for the next five years? He had me powerless, and I was only going to become more and more powerless with every task he sent me out to complete. And how long before I snap? How long before he has me doing something illegal, like robbing a bank or killing someone? Would I rather spend my life behind bars or be known as the guy who got dressed up in his sister’s clothes (and now the guy who sucked off another guy in a gas station bathroom)?  
 
    I was getting ready for bed when my phone began to vibrate. “Do what I say and you will be free by the morning. Understand?” the message read. My heart stuttered. I wasn’t sure whether to be excited or terrified. I wanted my freedom, but I knew that my freedom would come with a big price. And I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what that price was.  
 
    “I understand,” I wrote back. 
 
    “Good. Open the suitcase. Now.”  
 
    So I went to that suitcase and I started unzipping it slowly. My heart was racing and my gut was turning. I didn’t want my fingerprints all over that suitcase. Had I been thinking, I would have grabbed a pair of gloves before handling the wanted item. But I wasn’t thinking of anything but my freedom. I couldn’t wait to throw my phone into the trash, and I couldn’t wait to completely wipe my laptop’s hard drive. Hell, maybe I would just toss the whole laptop into the river and save up for a new one… I didn’t need a laptop that badly anyway.  
 
    Inside the suitcase was money—a lot of money: neatly piled wads of bills. There must have been one hundred thousand dollars in that suitcase. I was careful not to touch the money. “You will be dropping the suitcase off at the precinct. Your disguise is under the money,” the next text message read. 
 
    So with my sleeves pulled over my fingers, I lifted up the money. Sure enough, there was an outfit underneath: a blonde wig, a padded bra, a pair of red lace panties, a black skirt, and a red and white striped shirt. And under the outfit was a little box full of makeup. “If the police can tell you aren’t a girl, I will make them think you’re the missing accomplice. So look convincing,” he wrote.  
 
    My heart fell down into my gut. There was a good chance I was being set up. There was a good chance that he was walking me down to the precinct after getting another student to call in with my exact description. What if that was the real reason he had me venture across town the morning before—not to give that man a blowjob, but so that I would mysteriously appear on some CCTV footage without a good alibi. ‘What were you doing there? Why weren’t you at home, getting ready for school?’ the police would ask. And what would I tell them? I was there to suck off a man through a hole in a bathroom wall?  
 
    I got into the outfit. My tormentor wasn’t giving me a timeline, so I took my time. I snuck into the bathroom to shave my armpits and legs smooth. I even rubbed moisturizer all over my skin to give myself that soft look that women seem to have so naturally.  
 
    I spent a good hour perfecting my makeup and taking quietly to myself in my best female voice. It was the voice I was worried about more than anything. I knew that I could look good—I’d looked good before, with less effort. In fact, it was the fact that I looked good that got me into this whole mess. With a little bit of eyeliner, my eyes looked stunning. With a little bit of blush and a dab of lipstick, my face was unquestionably feminine—that much I already knew. And I knew my body looked great in women’s clothing. I had a nice ass and perfect legs, which looked even more perfect now that they were smooth and soft.  
 
    But my voice—it sounded okay to me, but would it sound okay to anyone else? Everyone knows that people don’t sound like what they think they sound like—that’s why people hate listening to recordings of themselves. But it was getting late and I didn’t have time to prepare a recording for playback. “You’ve got twenty minutes before I send out your photos,” my tormentor wrote.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and I grabbed the red suitcase that was full of money. I hoisted it up onto the handlebars of my bike and I started towards the police station. And as I looked around at the quiet, sleeping city, I realized I might be seeing that town for the last time in a long time. If this was a set up, and I was going to be charged as an accomplice to a bank robbery, then it might be years before I see anything but the cement walls of a prison.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    My hands started to go numb as soon as I could see the glow of the police station. I had to remind myself that I had nothing to do with the bank robbery, or anything illegal for that matter. I took a deep breath and I looked down at that suitcase. And it occurred to me in that moment that no one would know if I stole one of those wads of cash. Each wad easily had five grand in it. The police weren’t going to frisk me. I didn’t plan on staying for long enough for them to even bring me in for questioning. I was just going to drop off the suitcase, say I found it in an alleyway, and then I was going to take off as quickly as I possibly could.  
 
    My legs began to tremble as I stepped off of my bike. The streets were lined with police cruisers. There were a couple of cops smoking by the front door. I could see at least five cops buzzing around inside of the station. There was no way I could outrun all of them with just my bike, if they decided to pursue me. And what if I try to leave after dropping off the suitcase but they don’t let me go? 
 
    It didn’t matter—it’s not like I had a choice. 
 
    I leaned my bike against the wall and I walked towards the station with the red suitcase against my side. I felt like such an idiot—like I was falling for the stupidest trick ever. And even though I knew I was falling for it, I was still going through with it. 
 
    When I stepped up to the desk, there were five men in uniform staring at me. They all looked down at the suitcase in unison. I felt a lump forming in my throat. “I found this in an alley,” I said before the lump became too big. 
 
    They all stood silently, staring at me, as I lifted the suitcase up onto the desk. Could they tell that I wasn’t really a woman? Was I just making a gigantic fool of myself? It didn’t matter if they could tell or not—as long as I got away. Because even if they could tell that I wasn’t a woman, I was still unrecognizable. It was still a disguise, and that’s all I needed. I wasn’t there to convince them that I was a chick. I was there to get rid of that suitcase without being recognized and implicated in a crime that I didn’t commit.  
 
    I turned around and started towards the door. “Miss, wait,” one of the cops said. I almost couldn’t believe what I’d just heard. Did he just say ‘Miss’? Did he really think that I was a chick? I turned around, expecting detainment. But the men were still just standing and staring at me.  
 
    “Yeah?” I said. 
 
    “You need a ride home? It’s late for a pretty young girl like you to be out by yourself.”  
 
    I smiled. “I’m okay, thanks.” A warm energy buzzed through me. It shouldn’t have been a moment of pride, but I couldn’t help but feel strangely great about myself. The cop thought that I was pretty. No one had ever called me pretty before. No one had ever complimented my looks before. It was a nice feeling, even though I wasn’t out as myself.  
 
    I turned around and left the cop shop. I walked casually over to my bike and started back towards my house. I looked over my shoulder constantly, to make sure they weren’t following me. And they weren’t. The suitcase drop off went way better than I thought it would.  
 
    But my night wasn’t over. My phone buzzed again, before I got back to my house. There was no message this time—just a GPS coordinate. It wasn’t far away—a fifteen-minute bike ride at most. And I knew Martin wanted me to go to that location.  
 
    So I turned my bike around and I started towards the marked spot. It was on the edge of town, in the woods behind a little dog park. The park was empty, unsurprisingly seeing as it was almost 1:00 AM. I leaned my bike against a post and started walking towards the woods when I noticed a figure coming out from the trees. I stopped.  
 
    It was Martin. I froze. I stared at him as a coldness crept down my arms and legs. Was this the final confrontation? Was he going to take my phone and delete his tracking software off of it? Or was he about to laugh in my face?  
 
    I opened my mouth to say something to him, but I couldn’t muster up a sentence. He looked at me, up and down, as if he had no idea who I was. He was out of breath. He stopped a few feet away from me. It looked like he wanted to say something, but he was too afraid to say it. Then I heard his phone ding. He fished it out from his pocket and he looked at the screen. “Shit,” he muttered under his breath.  
 
    He covered his phone’s camera with his thumb and then he turned his screen to me, showing me the message he just received. “Say nothing to her or the video goes live. You have twenty-five minutes to get back home,” the message read.  
 
    A tingling intensified in my fingertips. Martin was getting the messages too? So if Martin wasn’t behind this whole scheme, then who was? Who else wanted revenge on me and half of the school?  
 
    My phone buzzed. “Two minutes,” the message read. So I hurried into those woods, heading towards that GPS coordinate. I got there with a minute to spare.  
 
    There was a queen-sized bed set up in a little clearing. There was a small generator next to a bedroom lamp. And across from the bed, also hooked into the small generator, was a camera on a tripod. My phone buzzed. “Turn on the generator,” it said. So I followed the command. The lamp suddenly turned on and so did the camera that was watching me. My heart was pounding mercilessly.  
 
    And then I heard footsteps approaching. Someone was running towards me with heavy steps. I spun around and braced myself. 
 
    It was Dennis. He stopped as soon as he saw me. I watched as his face became pale. “Hi there,” he said. I couldn’t tell if he could recognize me or not. I hardly recognized myself, so it seemed unlikely, but he did know me better than almost anyone. 
 
    But I opted to use my female voice, just in case he couldn’t tell who I really was. I didn’t want him knowing that I was out dressed like a woman—even if he did know that I was only doing it because of our text message tormentor.  
 
    His phone dinged and he checked it. He stared at his screen for a moment before looking up at me with glossy eyes. “What does yours say?” he asked.  
 
    I checked my phone. There were no messages. I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing yet.” I looked at the camera. Whoever set this up was watching, so why weren’t they telling me what to do?  
 
    “What does yours say?” I asked. 
 
    He looked back down at his phone. “I can’t say,” he said. “I’m Dennis, by the way.”  
 
    My heart was trembling. I wasn’t told that I couldn’t tell him who I was. It was the last thing that I wanted to do, but I knew I had to do it—I didn’t want to suffer through that moment keeping a secret. “I know,” I said. “It’s me.” He stared at me with a blank expression for a moment before realizing who I was.  
 
    “Oh,” he said, his eyes suddenly wide and his lips parted. He looked over at the bed. “Did you set this bed up?”  
 
    “No. Martin did,” I said. 
 
    His eyes became wider. 
 
    “But he’s not behind this. I don’t know who is,” I said.  
 
    He kept staring at me, still with those wide eyes. “I think I’ve got a good idea,” he said. “I think I figured it out.”  
 
    “Who?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know if I can say.” His phone dinged. He checked it, and then he laughed. “Nope, I can’t say.” He looked back at the bed. “But I guess this is it.”  
 
    Finally, my phone buzzed. I was expecting the worst: something along the lines of murder. But instead I got, “The game’s over. You’re free.” I stared at the message for a moment, reading it over a few times before I believed my own eyes. I was free. I’d passed my tormentor’s tests and now I didn’t have to live through the whole school seeing my sissy photos.  
 
    But what about Dennis? His phone was still buzzing. He still had to finish his duties, or risk his reputation being ruined—and possibly risk going to jail on top of it. And judging by the way he was looking at me, I had a feeling I knew what his final task was.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Whoever was behind this scheme wanted Dennis to fuck me—that much was obvious. And he wasn’t making it easy, by freeing me while leaving Dennis with an ultimatum: fuck me or go to jail. It wasn’t an easy position to be in: I know because I had been in a similar situation in that hotel gas station.  
 
    But as far as Dennis knew, it was my task as well. He hadn’t realized yet that he would probably have to tackle me down to that bed and rape me if he wanted to complete his task—or would he have to? Would I leave him with such a terrible ultimatum? What if I just let him fuck me—for his sake?  
 
    He was silent as he stared at me. He looked nervous, staring into my eyes as if he was trying to determine whether I had the same task as him—or maybe he was trying to decide whether it was worth it. Maybe spending a year or two in prison wasn’t as bad as fucking one of your best friends in the ass… 
 
    I bit my tongue and walked towards the bed. I couldn’t let him go to prison. I would leave the decision to him: if he preferred to be locked up and deemed a sexual offender, then that was his choice. But if he wanted to be freed from his convictions, then I was willing to help him out. I bent over and pulled down my panties. “Go ahead,” I said.  
 
    There was a long silence. The air was strangely warm that night. “Are you sure about this?” he asked, keeping his distance from me.  
 
    “Only if you are. Just make it quick.” I took a deep breath. He stepped up behind me, placing his hands on my hips.  
 
    “You’re very beautiful,” he said, his voice shaking with nerves. The comment made my cheeks turn red.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said.  
 
    He stroked his hands up and down my sides, and then he slipped his hands up my skirt, onto my butt. “You really do have a chick’s body,” he said.  
 
    He took his phone out from his pocket and he placed it on the bed, where he could see it. Then he began to drop his pants to the ground. “I promise I’ll be as quick as I can.”  
 
    He flipped up my skirt and gently spread my butt cheeks. I kept my gaze forward. My heart was pounding with a combination of dread and excitement. I was strangely curious to experience being stuffed from behind. I was strangely enjoying his hands caressing my body, and I loved his compliments. “You’re actually pretty sexy,” he said before taking a deep breath.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said again. I would never admit it aloud, but I wanted to feel him inside of me. I’d wanted to feel a man inside of me for a long, long time. Ever since I put on my sister’s clothes, many months before, I’d wanted to experience being dominated—I’d wanted to experience being stuffed while wearing a little skirt and a lot of eyeliner.  
 
    I felt his warm throbber slide up between my butt cheeks. He was big. I reached back and I slipped my fingers around his girth, just to see how big he really was. And goddamn, he was big. I was suddenly worried he wasn’t going to fit—or if he was, it was going to stretch and tear.  
 
    I planted both on my hands down on the mattress of the bed. I perked my butt up. “I’m ready,” I said. My face was hot and probably dark red. I was about to take my best friend’s cock in the ass.  
 
    I felt his tip press up to my tight hole. I puckered. I wanted to let him slip in effortlessly, but I knew it was going to hurt. I was still afraid.  
 
    “By the way,” he said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” I asked, feeling his tip throbbing against the rim of my anus.  
 
    “Filming you. I don’t know why I did it, but I went over to your place and I saw you in that dress. I was just doing it as a joke at first, but then you actually looked super hot.” My heart skipped a beat. I was the one he filmed from the window? “I got carried away. And I meant to tell you, but I didn’t know how to say it. I’m really sorry.”  
 
    “You saw me when I… got dressed up?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah… a few times,” he said.  
 
    And it was true—it wasn’t just the one time. After that first night getting dolled up in my sister’s clothes, I started doing it every chance I got. Whenever my sister was out for the night, or out of town for the weekend, I snuck into her room and secretly borrowed her outfits. It became like an addiction. I felt so sexy in her clothes, and I looked so good in her makeup. I know that’s not a normal thing for a kid to do, but I couldn’t help myself. I felt so free when I was dressed up in those little skirts and dresses.  
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “I mean—it’s embarrassing, but it’s okay.”  
 
    He laughed. “I only did it because you were so hot—I mean—you are so hot. You look good, as a girl.”  
 
    “Thanks… I like being a girl.” 
 
    “Maybe you should be a girl more often then,” he said, his hands sliding softly up and down my sides. And then he started to push in. It was tight, but it felt good. I clenched for a moment and then I took a deep breath.  
 
    “Maybe I will,” I said, feeling his veiny cock sliding in deeper and deeper. I could feel every inch of him throbbing inside of me. He sunk in deeper and deeper and deeper. I didn’t realize I had enough ass for him to go so deep. I swear I could feel him up in my gut, pushing against my belly. “Fuck me,” I said once I could feel his ball sack pressing against me.  
 
    He started to pull back and plunge down repeatedly. It wasn’t long before my body started to succumb to an unfamiliar euphoria. I started to moan. I grabbed tight handfuls of bed sheets in an attempt to stop myself from convulsing. Why did it feel so good? What was he pushing on that made jolts of ecstasy blast through my body?  
 
    “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he said. 
 
    “It’s my first time,” I managed to say between moans.  
 
    “I can’t promise to be gentle,” he groaned, and then he started coming down harder and faster. But the harder he pounded me, the better it felt. My legs started shaking. I grabbed more of the bed sheets and started pulling them in towards me. My own cock was becoming as hard as stone.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” I said.  
 
    “I can’t hold on forever,” he said with a laugh.  
 
    My moaning turned to screaming. I could feel his whole manhood swelling inside of me. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. It was perfect. It was everything I ever wanted. It was better than anything I’d ever imagined. “Fuck me harder,” I demanded. 
 
    Now he was grunting with every thrust. The palms of his hands were sweaty, but I wasn’t sure if it was my sweat or his. He held my sides tightly, pulling me in hard with every thrust. It felt good—too good. I could feel a warm wetness pooling around my crotch. I was coming. And a moment later, I could feel a warm wetness inside of my body. He came down with one last thrust, and I realized he was unloading deep inside of my body. And it felt great.  
 
    It took a minute for us to catch our breath. He rolled off of me. “So your free now?” he asked. 
 
    “I was free before,” I said, feeling his warm load billowing out of my butthole. 
 
    “What?” he said, turning to look at me with narrowed eyes. “No, I was free before. I thought we did this for you.” 
 
    “I thought we did it for you,” I said. We stared into each other’s eyes and then we started to laugh. And a moment later, I realized what was happening.  
 
    This wasn’t a punishment—this was a setup. The person behind the text messages was bringing us together.  
 
    “It’s Reggie,” Dennis whispered into my ear. “He’s the one behind all of this.” And it suddenly made sense. He never wanted me to watch his obscure television show—he just wanted me to accidentally install that virus—a virus that he almost certainly created himself. And he got half of the school to install it by sending them out to watch more obscure television shows. He must have made fake download websites for the episodes he wanted us to see.  
 
    And then he punished those who deserved to be punished, and he rewarded those who deserved rewards. We found out the next day that Malcolm had child pornography on his computer at home—the cops found it when they raided his bedroom; Reggie set the bank robbery up as a way to get the cops to find it.  
 
    He knew a lot of our school’s dirty secrets. One of our classmates, Randy, was arrested a few days later for robbing a liquor store. They ended up finding out that Randy date-raped a chick at a party a few months before.  
 
    Reggie knew that I secretly wanted to be a girl—and that Dennis had a massive crush on me. So while he was enacting his vigilante justice throughout our school, he also made time to set us up, so that we didn’t have to live with our dirty secrets any longer.  
 
    It’s not like I showed up the next day for school dressed as a chick. I only did that with Dennis, when we were alone. It wasn’t until college when I started to show up to classes in cute little dresses and heels.  
 
    The police announced on the news that there was still money missing from the bank robbery: fifty thousand dollars, apparently. I had a good feeling I knew where it went, though. A few months after graduation, Martin launched a tech company. He leased an office space and hired a small team—Reggie included—with state of the art technology. I came by one afternoon to tour the place and I was impressed. “How much did this cost?” I asked Martin. 
 
    “About fifty grand.” 
 
    “Where did you get that kind of money?” 
 
    He smiled. “Self-financed,” he said. And I suppose it was Reggie’s way of apologizing for that website that was published years before. From what I could tell, Martin accepted the apology.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    DEEP & WET 
 
    Ryan had a rough week: his fiancée left him, his boss fired him, and he found himself living in his brother’s basement. His brother needs him out by the end of the month, so he doesn’t have long to figure his life out. He doesn’t know where to start, so he decides to go out into the wilderness to go on a ‘spirit journey’, something he read about online: three days on a canoe with the same psychedelic substance the natives use when they make the same trip.  
 
    And it’s not long before his journey goes horribly wrong. The drug he was given doesn’t work. A flash storm in the middle of the night takes his canoe away from him. But my some miracle, he finds a girl out on a canoe trip of her own. And she’s willing to let him tag along if he agrees to do everything she says, even though she’s got a big secret between her thighs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Looking back on it, the trip was probably a stupid idea. I’d hardly ever been camping in my life, and the longest hike I’d ever been on was around an inner-city park on a summer’s afternoon—and to be honest, it was more of a dog park than anything. I don’t know why I thought I could graduate from an inner-city dog park hike to a three-day canoe trip in the wilderness. But I suppose I didn’t have anything to lose at the time.  
 
    And even still, it wouldn’t have been such a stupid idea had it not been for fact I planned on doing drugs while on the water—with no civilization for one-hundred miles in any direction: no hospitals, no ambulances, no roads, no cell service.  
 
    But like I said, I had nothing to lose. If I ended up flipping my canoe into some rapids and drowning—so be it. If I ended up overdosing—so be it. Though I don’t think it’s possible to overdose on psychedelics. I could be wrong about that though, so don’t take my word for it.  
 
    I think I knew it was a stupid idea from the moment I parked my car on the side of that old logging road, and I looked down into that mountain valley where that sacred native river started. It was the same river the natives used for their spirit journeys. They would send their kids to raft down the river once they reached a certain age. I guess it was like a coming of age ritual. But legend had it, the three-day river journey would tell the children what they were supposed to do with their lives. And that’s exactly what I needed: to know what to do with my life.  
 
    It took almost two whole hours to drag that canoe down to that river. It was a steep slope, with no path. I wished I had rented a smaller canoe. It only had to carry me and my hiking bag—so I’m not sure why I rented the three-man unit. I guess I thought it would be more comfortable… who knows?  
 
    I had to take a quick break once I reached the water. My arms were already sore from tugging the boat, and I still had eight hours ahead of me on the water.  
 
    I had a map—it was given to me by one of the local natives. I had to beg him for it. I had to beg him just to admit that he had it. I only knew that he did because I read about him and that journey on an Internet forum. I ended up having to pay him fifty dollars for the lousy photocopy, and he made me promise not to tell anyone that he told me anything about it—I guess he thought I was a liability, and he wasn’t wrong.  
 
    There were two campsites marked out on the map. I was worried that I would float past them without noticing, but he told me that would be unlikely. “You’ll see the markers,” he told me. So I trusted him. “You know what to do when you hit rapids, right?” he asked me. 
 
    “Yeah, totally,” I said, lying. I’d never been in a canoe before—or any boat that wasn’t my uncle’s speedboat for that matter. I’d watched a few YouTube videos though, and it looked pretty straightforward. Plus the forum I read said that the rapids were fairly tame. The poster on the forum seemed to think that the journey was a breeze, and anyone and their grandma could do it. But I realized that wasn’t the case as soon as I found myself down at the river, looking back up the hill towards my car. It was already out of sight. I could have screamed as loud as I possibly could, and no one would have heard me.  
 
    I was in the wilderness—quite literally. I could feel the gazes of animals watching me from the nearby treeline. The water was moving a hell of a lot faster than it looked from three miles away. What if I couldn’t operate a canoe? It’s not like I could drag the thing back up to my car—three miles up that mountainous slope. After three days on the river, I was supposed to hit a road. And from that road I was supposed to hitchhike back to my car. But once I was ten minutes down that river, I would have no idea where any roads were.  
 
    I’d made a big, dumb mistake. 
 
    But I had nothing to lose.  
 
    So I put the boat on the water and I carefully climbed in. It rocked and I grabbed the edges of the boat quickly. My body tensed up. I was shaking—and my shaking was making the boat shake. I carefully reached for my ore. I only brought the one—what if I dropped it into the water? Or what if it broke? Why did I not plan for any emergencies?  
 
    I pushed the ore into the riverbank and the current took my canoe away. And I panicked again. I was moving, picking up speed, and I hadn’t even paddled yet. I looked back towards my car. What the hell was I doing? Why was I in the middle of nowhere on a canoe? A week before, I was in a nice apartment with my fiancée and our big dreams for the future. But that apartment wasn’t mine anymore, and neither was that fiancée. The job that I thought was my dream job wasn’t mine anymore. I owned nothing. I just had that hiking bag and the few outfits that were stuffed inside of it.  
 
    Hell, I’m surprised she let me keep the hiking bag. She took everything else. I let her take everything else. I figured that would be easier than trying to fight her. I tried fighting her for the television, but the argument just wore me thin. Besides, what was I going to do with a television? I was practically homeless. My brother was letting me crash on a cot in his basement. He told me I had to be out by the end of the month, because he was going to start renting his basement out for some extra cash. I didn’t have the money to rent it.  
 
    I only had enough money to rent a canoe for a week—with a little bit leftover to buy some psychedelic drug that would supposedly change my life.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    After ten chaotic minutes of nearly flipping the canoe while wishing I would have been in the warmth of my brother’s basement, I figured myself out. I managed to get my boat straight by using the ore as a rudder. And then I was able to figure out how to paddle without making the canoe veer off to the riverbed. It turns out it is fairly straightforward, like the poster on the Internet forum said—but I probably still should have taken some lessons first, or at least taken the canoe out on a duck pond before braving a sacred native river in the middle of nowhere.  
 
    It was another ten minutes before I felt comfortable enough to peel my eyes off of the river and look around at the wilderness I’d found myself in. It was quite beautiful. The mountains looked so terrifying and majestic from down in that river valley. The trees were massive, probably hundreds of years old. I came around a bend and found myself between two rock faces. I’d never felt so small and insignificant in my life.  
 
    After another ten minutes, all of my regret was gone. The sun was warm and the water wasn’t moving nearly as fast as my anxiety-ridden brain thought it was. It was calm and peaceful. I was happy I made the trip out. Though I was still nervous about the strange substance that was awaiting me in my hiking bag. 
 
    It was a clear liquid—it looked and smelled just like tap water, and I wasn’t entirely convinced he didn’t just sell me a bottle of tap water. But it was supposedly the same substance the natives took—the same substance that gave them the visions that would guide them into their futures. The man on the Internet forum claimed that the drug made him realize he was meant to be a schoolteacher. Another poster who tried the journey said that they realized they were meant to pursue their childhood dream of being an architect.  
 
    After Kayla kicked me out, I had no idea who I was supposed to be or what I was supposed to do. I’d recently been promoted to assistant manager with a company that sold custom mattresses to athletes and people with special injuries. That promotion was cancelled as soon as my boss—who was also Kayla’s brother—found out that Kayla kicked me out. It didn’t help that Kayla told him that I cheated on her with a man, which wasn’t true at all.  
 
    I fell from grace and I fell hard. I lost the job I’d been working for six years. And I realized I had no skills or education. My only experience was in sales and I didn’t even have a reference to put on my resume. But I didn’t want to be a salesman. I only put up with my job at the mattress company because I thought it made Kayla happy: steady income and stability, every girl’s dream. Now it felt like I’d wasted the prime of my life selling mattresses to people who could have gone a block down for something better and cheaper.  
 
    The sun was directly overhead. I’d been on the water for four hours already. I looked back for the first time since getting on the water. I had no idea how many miles I’d already travelled. I couldn’t even recognize the mountain I’d parked next to. For a moment, my heart filled with terror. I was really out in the middle of nowhere. If something terrible happened, I wouldn’t even know which direction to run to find a road. The curving river had me all turned around. I didn’t even know where I was on my map.  
 
    I just had to trust that stranger on the Internet forum who said, “After three days you will hit a trucking road. It shouldn’t be too hard to get picked up.” It could have easily been some Internet troll screwing with people, sending them out into the middle of nowhere, far away from any roads.  
 
    But I had nothing to lose.  
 
    I learned that it was okay to let my canoe drift horizontally while I rested. My canoe was still moving at a pretty good clip when I wasn’t rowing. So I took a twenty minutes breather while I drank some water and ate a protein bar. I looked around and admired nature. I saw what I think was an elk drinking from the river. He looked up at me as I passed him. He didn’t flinch, even when I was just five feet away. I could have reached out and given him a pat on the head, but I didn’t. Do elk bite? I didn’t want to find out.  
 
    Further down the river I passed a couple of swimming moose. I’d never seen a moose outside of a zoo before—so that’s was pretty cool. Though I couldn’t help but wonder if I would come across a bear on my journey. I know for a fact that bears bite.  
 
    The sun was just teasing the tops of the trees when I reached my first campsite. My native guide (if you can really call him that) was correct—it was an easy campsite to spot. It was a nice little clearing on the side of the river and there were native masks nailed to the trunks of the surrounding trees. I looked at my map and couldn’t believe that I was about a third of the way down that winding river. I set up my tent and started the long process of trying to build a fire. It wouldn’t have been such a long process had I ever built a fire before in my life. I had a little saw and a little axe with me, so I could collect firewood from nearby fallen logs. But I didn’t bring any kindling. It took a good hour, but I eventually got it going.  
 
    I ate one of my pre-packed sandwiches, drank a whole bottle of water, and then I found myself with that bottle of the mystery drug in my hand. It was time to drink it—time for my life to change. I took a deep breath and I slowly twisted off the cap. I sniffed it. It had no smell. I took another deep breath. I was told to drink the whole thing at once. I took a small sip, to make sure it wasn’t vile. It tasted like nothing. So I downed the whole bottle.  
 
    My heart was racing. I had no idea if I’d just consumed something safe. I didn’t even stop to think I could be allergic to it. I was told it could take an hour or more to work, so for the next hour, I was tense. Time ticked by slowly. I stared at the fire and waited for the psychedelic effects to kick in. 
 
    But they didn’t kick in. Nothing happened. Four hours passed and nothing was different. I’d been given a bottle of water. I’d been ripped off. Somewhere, some native guy was laughing his ass off with my fifty dollars in his pocket.  
 
    I stared up at the stars. I’d never seen so many stars in my life. But I wasn’t able to enjoy the incredible sight knowing that my trip was wasted—my time and money were thrown out the window. Now I would only have a couple of week to figure out what the hell I was going to do with my life: where I would live, what I would do for work… Maybe I should have just stayed in my brother’s basement, looking through job listings. I could have gotten a head start on my career at McDonalds. Maybe one day I could be a manager. Maybe they would give me a staff discount. Hell, I hear McDonalds gives their employees pretty good benefits. At least they have that going for them…  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was a stormy night. When I’d gone to sleep, the sky was clear, but everyone knows that the weather can change on a dime in the mountains. The walls of my tent nearly buckled under the pressure of the heavy rain. It was like my tent was being rolled through a car wash. I could hear branched snapping off of nearby trees, falling into the river. It sounded like there were waves crashing against the river shore. Water was starting to pool up next to my tent. Thanks to some miracle, I stayed dry. But I didn’t dare open any of the flaps to look out.  
 
    I did my best to sleep through the torrent, but it was difficult. Every time a heavy branch splashed into the water, my heart skipped a beat. How long before one of those heavy branches falls onto my tent and breaks all of the bones in my body?  
 
    My tent wasn’t crushed by any branches, but it was pelted by pinecones. And in case that wasn’t enough noise, I’m pretty sure there was a wild turkey flapping its wings just a few yards away from my campsite.  
 
    Somehow I fell asleep. When I woke up, nature was completely quiet save for the residual raindrops dripping off of the tall trees. I emerged slowly from my tent. My original plan was to make a pot of coffee on a fire, but I couldn’t find any wood that was nearly dry enough to start a fire, so I went coffee-free that morning. Instead, I just sat and looked out at the river and enjoyed the warm morning sun.  
 
    It took a few minutes before I noticed my canoe was missing. I could see the indent where I’d left it—on the edge of the riverbed. The wind must have rocked it back into the water, and the river must have taken it away.  
 
    My body became tense and a giant lump formed in my throat. My canoe was gone and I was many days of hiking away from that supposed road. Did I even have many days worth of food? “No, no, no,” I said as I ran down the riverbank, hoping to spot my canoe—maybe it didn’t get too far. Maybe it only floated around the bend before beaching itself. But it wasn’t there. It really was gone. “Fucking hell!” I screamed.  
 
    I’d never felt a stronger sense of regret in my life. I’d been telling myself the whole trip: I’ve got nothing to lose. But was that really true? Now that there was a good chance I was going to lose my life, did I really think I had nothing to lose?  
 
    I wasn’t ready to give up hope. I quickly packed up my things and I started running along the river. The bushes and trees became too thick to run through, so I had to venture further out from the river, but I never ventured out of earshot of the babbling water.  
 
    I ran as fast as I could. I knew I could run faster than the river—so in theory, if I ran for long enough, I would eventually catch up to the canoe, right? But what if it had been floating for the last six hours? I couldn’t catch a canoe that had been floating rogue for six hours. But I had to try.  
 
    I ran out of gas after forty minutes. I fell to my knees and wheezed as I caught my breath. I was at a long stretch of river—probably a whole mile long before it bent right. There was no canoe on that stretch, and I couldn’t sprint for another two miles hoping that the canoe would be on the next stretch.  
 
    I looked around, wondering which direction was the road. I thought about taking my chances and venturing into the woods, hoping to eventually hit a road. But there was a chance I would just venture further into nothingness: deeper into the dark, overgrown woods to eventually be eaten by wolves or bears… or elk, as far as I knew.  
 
    My best bet was to stick to the river. At least I knew that river eventually hit a road (at least I assumed it did). So I started hiking. I tried not to panic. I managed to make a third of the one hundred mile journey during my first day. So I only had about seventy miles… Seventy miles of hiking through a dense forest, with a dozen protein bars and a few sandwiches.  
 
    But there was nothing I could do, except walk one mile at a time.  
 
    I walked for four hours without stopping. And by the end of those four hours, I was still at the base of the same mountain I started my day on. Dread was starting to take over, no matter how hard I tried to push it away.  
 
    I pushed the tears away from my eyes. My month from hell had managed to get worse: now I wasn’t just single and homeless and unemployed; I was also trapped in the middle of nowhere with no survival training. I was already running out of energy and I don’t even think I’d made it ten miles yet. Trudging through bushes and over fallen logs isn’t as easy as a jaunt on a nice walking path.  
 
    And then I saw my canoe—at least I was pretty sure I saw it, beached on the riverbank, near a little low-lying clearing. It was far away—about a mile—but I knew I wasn’t just a rock or a canoe-shaped bush. It was definitely a canoe! I was saved. I started trudging towards it. It was on the other side of the river, so I found the thinnest strip of water and I took off my clothes and stuffed them into my bag. I swam with my bag over my head. It wasn’t easy, seeing as the water was as cold as arctic ice, but it was better than having to walk through the woods for the next week. I had a towel in my bag (at least I was smart enough to pack a towel), which I used to try myself off.  
 
    I started running towards my canoe, worried the current would take it at any moment and it would continue down the river. When I was fifty yards away, I couldn’t help but notice the red stripe along the rim of the canoe. Did mine have a red stripe on it? It also looked smaller than the one I’d spent the whole previous day on. It wasn’t my canoe. 
 
    About fifty feet from the canoe was a hammock, tied between two trees. It was empty—possibly abandoned, though it looked too clean to have been abandoned for too long. “Hello?” I called out, but I received no response. So I started towards the canoe. I checked it for damage and then I flipped it over. I looked back towards that empty hammock. There was a little fire pit with charred logs inside of it. I couldn’t tell if they looked fresh or old. 
 
    So I called out again. “Anyone here? Hello?”  
 
    And there was no answer. So I started pushing that canoe into the water. And then I saw her, laying on a towel further up that little beach. She was naked save for her little panties. She had fallen asleep sun tanning. I don’t know how I didn’t notice her there before, because her perfect body was anything but avoidable. Her breasts sat perfectly on her chest. She looked peaceful. And suddenly I had no idea what to do. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I couldn’t just take her boat and leave her stranded. But I couldn’t wake her up and embarrass the hell out of her. So I carefully flipped her canoe back over and I crept back down the riverbank. Once I was out of sight, I started calling out, “Hello! Is anyone here?” I peeked around a tree to see if I’d woken her up. But she was still sleeping in the warm sun. So I called out again. “Hello? Anybody?”  
 
    It was starting to look like I would have to wake her up and hope that she doesn’t think that I’m some massive pervert. So I started to walk towards her, trying to come up with my speech in my mind. But before I reached her, she sat up. And she looked right at me. My first instinct was to freeze, like a deer facing a hunter.  
 
    But she didn’t look put off at all. She wasn’t even startled. And she didn’t even cover her breasts. “Hey there,” she said. “Looking for something?”  
 
    Had she reacted normally, by covering her breasts and screaming for help, I probably would have felt more comfortable. But she seemed completely fine with me seeing her naked. “Uh, you know you’re topless, right?” I said.  
 
    She looked down at her chest and then back up at me. “I know,” she said. She laughed. She had a cute laugh. Did she live out here? Was she some free-spirited hippy? “What do you need?” 
 
    I tried my best to keep my gaze either on her face or out at the river—anywhere but her perfect body. “I, uh, lost my canoe in the storm last night. I was wondering if you know how to get to the road from here.”  
 
    “It’s about two days south down the river by boat. Walking? At least a week.” She was smiling, still not covering her perky bust.  
 
    “What about east or west? Any roads within hiking distance?” 
 
    “You know as much as I do,” she said with a big grin.  
 
    I wasn’t sure what to do. I couldn’t just take her canoe—she obviously needed it, seeing as she didn’t know where the roads were. But I couldn’t just hike for the next week through thick woods. So what were my other options? “Are you heading down that way? Is there any way I could catch—you know—a ride, or whatever?” I caught myself looking down at her body. Her skin was so soft and smooth. Her curves were so cute and perfect. What was such a pretty little lass doing way out in the middle of nowhere? Was she on a spirit journey as well?  
 
    Maybe she was on the drugs that I was supposed to be on—had I not been ripped off. Maybe that’s why she was so fine with me seeing her naked. 
 
    She laughed. “You want to float with me?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t normally ask, but I’m not entirely sure what to do, with my boat missing and all.”  
 
    She stared at me with that big, cute smile. She laughed again. “What brings you way out here anyway?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s a long story,” I said. “And it was probably a big mistake. Not probably. It was definitely a big mistake.” 
 
    She looked around. “How can you possibly think that this is a big mistake?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, for one, I had never been on a canoe before. Apparently I don’t even know how to properly keep a canoe from floating away.”  
 
    “Okay, well I’ll tell you what. You can ride with me under a few conditions: we float when I want to float, we stop when I want to stop.” 
 
    “That’s fair. It’s your boat. But do you think we’ll be back at the road in the next couple of days? I didn’t bring much food with me.” 
 
    She laughed. “You’re in nature. You’re surrounded by food. Those berries behind you right now—you can eat those, you know. They’re good too. Try them.”  
 
    I turned around. There was a berry bush covered in black berries. I tried one. It was sweet—almost too sweet. “Okay,” I said. “But I’ve got things to do back home, too.” 
 
    “We’ll get you home before you need to be home. Don’t worry about that. The other rule is that we have sex whenever I want.” She fell onto her back and started laughing.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. She was just kidding… right? She didn’t actually want to have sex with me: a stranger in the middle of nowhere. Surely she was just kidding, or maybe it was the drugs talking. “Excuse me?” I said. 
 
    “You heard me. We will have judgement-free sex whenever I want. What? It’s not that big of a deal, is it? Surely you’ve had sex before.” 
 
    “I’ve had sex. Just not, you know, with a stranger,” I said.  
 
    “Okay, well in that case, my name is Petra. What’s your name?” 
 
    “Ryan,” I said. 
 
    “Okay Ryan. That’s the deal: you get a ride back to the road as long as you’re willing to stop where I want to stop, for as long as I want to stop, and you have to put out whenever I want you to put out.”  
 
    I laughed, suddenly feeling pranked. Was this whole thing a setup? Did that native guy plan this whole thing for a laugh? Why would he go to the trouble? And where did he find this girl willing to show her tits without a care in the world? And how could he have made sure my canoe floated away on me. This was no prank—this chick was real, and she was apparently really horny. “Um, okay, I guess I can agree to that. Are you on birth control? Because I don’t have any condoms… And you’re clean, right?”  
 
    She fell back in laughter again. “You don’t have to worry about any of that, Ryan. Just try to relax.” She sat back up and she looked into my eyes. Her eyes were striking: glowing and vibrant. She really was beautiful. It seemed too good to be true: a gorgeous young woman wanting to have sex for no reason whatsoever. Maybe she was a siren, like in the old Greek myths. Maybe it was a trap and she was actually some sort of demon… But none of that stuff actually exists, does it? Surely she was really just a horny babe out on a solo camping trip, high on drugs. “Just so I know you’re serious, why don’t you come and we’ll get one out of the way right now?” she asked. 
 
    My heart stuttered.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I looked around, making sure there were no men hiding in bushes with spears. It really seemed like a trap. I was an oblivious coyote and she was a piece of fresh meat hanging from a tree. But I went over to her anyway. “You’re really serious about this?” I asked. 
 
    She took my hands. She brought them to her breasts and pressed them firmly. Her breasts were soft and warm. I squeezed. She smiled. “I’m serious—why do you think it’s so weird?” she asked. 
 
    “Because I don’t know you, and you don’t know me,” I said. I could feel my cheeks turning red.  
 
    “So what? Who really knows anyone? Tell me what you do know about me,” she said. 
 
    “Well, you’re, uh, pretty. And apparently you’re horny.” I laughed. “And I guess you’re free-spirited… Easy going. What else?”  
 
    She smiled. “And the other girls you’ve slept with before—did you know that much about them?” She made a surprisingly good point. I thought I knew everything about Kayla—we were together for six years. But near the end of our relationship, I started to realize I knew nothing about her. Everything was phony. She hated the clothes that she wore. She hated the bars that she insisted on going to every Friday night. She didn’t even like the art that was on our walls—art we bought together. She acted nice until she got what she wanted, and then her true colours came out.  
 
    “Suck my breasts,” Petra said with that glowing smile on her face. I looked down at her tits. They were perfect. And they didn’t appear to be covered in poison. So I leaned forward and I pressed my lips around one of her nipples. I began to suck. She slipped her fingers into my hair. “Two people having fun doesn’t have to be weird. It doesn’t even have to mean anything,” she said.  
 
    I looked up at her. “Are you on drugs?” I asked. “I don’t mean that offensively… It’s just… You’re kind of acting like you’re on drugs.”  
 
    She laughed and ran her soft fingers under my chin. “I guess that depends on what you call a drug,” she said with that big smile. So I assumed that meant ‘yes’. But I’d seen people on LSD, and she wasn’t acting like that. I’d seen people on cocaine and I’d seen people on meth—she was acting nothing like that. She wasn’t acting inebriated at all. She was just acting… different.  
 
    I looked back at her perfect chest and I continued to suck her nipples. I couldn’t believe how perky and supple her tits were. I couldn’t believe a gorgeous woman was letting me suck her breasts—and was about to let me fuck her bareback in the middle of the wilderness.  
 
    “Now take off my panties,” she said. 
 
    So I sunk down to my knees and carefully began to pull down her panties. Once I had them down to her thighs, I saw her long, curved cock and ball sack. I froze for a moment before throwing myself back. She started to laugh as if it had all been a big prank all along. Was it real? Goddamn, it sure looked real. If it was fake, it was an impressive unit. If it was fake, that meant she’d been sun tanning in the wilderness with a fake cock stuffed into her panties. It couldn’t have been fake. It just made no sense. 
 
    Though it didn’t make much sense that it was real either. What was a beautiful woman doing with a real cock between her thighs? Was she born with it? Was she born as a man? I suppose there are plenty of transgenders in this day and age—but she didn’t look like a transgender. I’d seen a few trans girls before and I’d never thought they looked terribly convincing. Though maybe I’d actually seen more than I thought, and I was legitimately convinced. I knew for sure that I’d seen one impressively convincing trans chick before Petra—I tried not to think of her. 
 
    Who knew a man could look so pretty?  
 
    “You tricked me,” I said, my heart pounding.  
 
    She was still laughing. “I didn’t trick you. It’s not like I told you I had a pussy, darling,” she said. 
 
    “Is this funny to you?” I asked. I was angry. I’d just technically sucked a man’s nipples, and I’d come within inches of a man’s bare cock. 
 
    “It’s a bit funny, yeah,” she said. Her voice was alarmingly feminine. There wasn’t even a hint of masculinity to be heard. She must have been well into her transition: years of surgeries and hormone replacement therapy—and God knows what else. Maybe she even started when before she hit puberty—I’d heard of people starting their kids young, though I thought and still think that’s completely ludicrous. A child simply cannot make those kinds of life-altering decisions.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “So are you going to give me a ride to the road or not?” I asked. I had to think of whether or not I even wanted the ride anymore. I couldn’t stand the thought of spending the next two days in a canoe with someone who just pulled a prank like that on me. I hated the idea of her giggling the whole time, knowing that she’d successfully tricked me into sucking on her tits. But my other option was to hike—and there was no guarantee that I would make it to the road before running out of food or being eaten by hungry wildlife.  
 
    “That depends. Are you willing to agree to my terms?” she asked. 
 
    “Stop where you want to stop? Sure.” 
 
    “And the other thing,” she said with a big grin. 
 
    “The sex thing? No way. Not happening. You aren’t serious—are you?” My heart stammered. She was grinning like it was a joke, but I couldn’t tell. She wouldn’t seriously leave me out in the woods to die, would she?  
 
    “That’s the deal: we have sex when I want to have sex, or I’m going down the water alone,” she said. “And right now, I want to have sex.”  
 
    “You’re insane,” I said.  
 
    “What exactly are you afraid of? You were perfectly happy a minute ago, before you knew about my cock. But what difference does it really make? I still have a hole that you’re more than welcome to play with.”  
 
    “I’m not gay,” I said firmly.  
 
    “And I’m not a man,” she said with a little wink. “It’s up to you. But don’t think that I owe you a ride to the road just because you’re feeling helpless. You won’t die from the hike—just keep an eye out for these berry bushes. They grow near the water.”  
 
    A cold trembling buzzed up my spine. I hated the idea of being stranded for the next week in the woods. With her, I would be at the road in two days—two days of sitting relaxed in a boat. And again she had a point: I was completely willing to fuck her before I knew about her cock—but what difference did it really make? Well, it made a big difference as far as I was concerned. It didn’t belong on her body—or maybe her body didn’t belong with that cock. Either way, it just seemed wrong.  
 
    “How’s about this: we will have sex later. And for now, you just let me give you a blowjob. But you have to promise me that you’ll be open to sex later.”  
 
    My heart stammered again. How bad could a blowjob be? Even though I knew she was technically a man, she was still beautiful. Her eyes were still stunning and her tits were still perfect. If she was down on her knees sucking my cock, I wouldn’t be able to see her cock. I could pretend like she was a real woman with a dripping wet pussy. But what about the future promise of sex? Could I lie and make the promise—at least then I could get a couple dozen miles before she kicked me out and I had to hike the rest of the way.  
 
    “Okay, fine,” I said as my heart skipped a beat. 
 
    Her face lit up. “Really?” she said, as if she was more excited than she’d ever been in her life. “Okay, I promise it’ll feel great. Just slip down your pants, take a seat, and relax.” She pointed at a fallen log with that big smile on her face.  
 
    I took a deep breath. Was I really going to do this? What other choice did I have?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I slipped my pants down to my ankles. It took a moment to swallow my pride before I slipped down my boxers. I placed my pants down on the log, so I wouldn’t have my bare ass on the rough bark. I took a seat. I didn’t even know if she would be able to get me hard, never mind get me off. But I wanted that ride to the road—at least as much as I could get.  
 
    “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. I could feel that my face was dark red. I felt so embarrassed, sitting with my cock out in front of a stranger.  
 
    She sunk down to her knees and she nestled up between my legs. She looked at my cock and then back up at me. “You’re big,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks, I guess,” I said. I tried not to look down at her. I needed to get into the right headspace before I could look at her.  
 
    I felt her fingers slip under my member. She lifted it up and brought it up to her lips. She stuck out her tongue and licked my tip. Her tongue was warm. She drew little circles around my tip before slipping my flaccid member into her mouth. Her mouth was wet. It felt kind of nice, but I didn’t want it to feel nice. I couldn’t decide whether or not I wanted to remind myself that she wasn’t really a woman. I would get off faster if I tried to be ignorant, but I would surrender my pride if I let myself go. I took a deep breath. 
 
    Her tongue did feel nice, sliding up and down the length of my rod. She also knew how to perfectly fondle my ball sack (she probably had plenty of experience with her own downstairs business). I was starting to get hard, even though I was still constantly reminding myself that she wasn’t really a woman. 
 
    “Does it feel okay?” she asked me. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. It felt nice, but I didn’t want to admit it. “I don’t know,” I said. 
 
    “Look into my eyes,” she said. So I looked down into her eyes. I couldn’t believe those eyes had ever belonged to a man. She wasn’t even wearing makeup—those were just her eyes, the eyes she was born with. “Don’t look away,” she said, and then she continued sucking my cock while staring into my eyes. 
 
    It was hard to hold eye contact… at first. But after a minute, it was hard to look away. Hell, it was impossible to look away. She had the most amazing eyes: glowing and shining with joy and life. She truly was beautiful—a natural beauty. And my God, did she know how to suck a cock. I was rock-hard, throbbing against her tongue. What she couldn’t fit in her warm, wet mouth, she stroked elegantly with her hand. The pleasure was becoming intense—turning quickly into a euphoria.  
 
    “You’re going to make me come,” I said. 
 
    “Good,” she said with a little laugh, and then she continued to suck. 
 
    “Seriously. You’re about to make me come in your mouth,” I said. 
 
    “Good. I want you to,” she said. This surprised me. I was used to Kayla’s blowjobs, where it was a rule that I warn her when I was going to come, so she could get the towel ready to catch my load. She hated being touched by my come. If it ever touched her, it would be weeks before we had sex again.  
 
    “Fuck,” I said, groaning, holding back my climax. Just the thought of her happily letting me come in her mouth was bringing me closer to my orgasm. I couldn’t hold back. It felt too damn good to hold back. I groaned deeply and then I began to unload. She closed her eyes and smiled while my dick unloaded onto her tongue. And then she swallowed it. She sucked the last drop out from my dick and then she looked back into my eyes. 
 
    “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she asked with that increasingly familiar grin.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “No, that was okay,” I said. My voice cracked when I said it. It was more than okay. It was by far the best blowjob I’d ever had. But I wasn’t sure how to feel about that, seeing as it was from a biological man. “Should we, uh, get going soon?” I asked. 
 
    She stood up. I could see the bulge of her erection in her panties. She had really enjoyed sucking me off. I looked away quickly, put off by the sight. “I’ll start packing my things. Just sit and enjoy the sun for a bit. We’ll get on the water soon.” She smiled at me and then she went to pull down her hammock.  
 
    I still couldn’t believe what had just happened—and what was still happening. I was a sort of willing sex prisoner to a transgender beauty in the middle of the wilderness. It was the most insane encounter I’d ever had in my life, and I would never be able to tell anyone about it—not without admitting that I sucked a tranny’s nipples and let her suck my cock until I came. That wasn’t exactly a story I was looking forward to telling my friends.  
 
    “Can I help with anything?” I asked. 
 
    “No. Just relax. I’ll only be a few minutes.” She didn’t even have a tent: just that hammock, a small bag, and a little sundress, which was hanging on a nearby tree. She put it on once her bag and hammock were packed into the canoe. It was yellow with white lacy frills. She looked cute in it—too cute. No man should be able to look so cute. It was unnatural, against the code of nature. But still I caught myself checking out her tush when she bent over to grab me an oar out of the canoe. “Let’s go, shall we?” she said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I sat in the back of the canoe and she sat up front; our bags sat between us. For the next four hours, I stared at her cute little body and her long brown hair, which danced in the warm breeze. It was hard to pay much attention to the wilderness around us: the incredible mountains and the ancient forests. It was hard to look away from her; my mind was constantly trying to understand how she was possible—how a man could make for such a convincing woman. How could a man have such a petite, curvy body? There’s no surgery for that, and no amount of hormone therapy is going to achieve that look. 
 
    She would look back at me from time to time, over her shoulder, showing me those flashing eyes and that cute smile. And my heart would start to pound. I would force a smile back—but not too much of a smile. I didn’t want her thinking that I was enjoying my captivity, because it was captivity in a way. If I didn’t agree to her terms, I would be stuck for at least a week in exile. As far as I was concerned, I never really had a choice.  
 
    At least she was cute. It could have been worse. I could have found a broad-shouldered, hairy man in drag demanding that I sleep with him or make my own way. Her cuteness certainly made my dilemma easier to bear.  
 
    But it also made my heart stutter. It was such a strange coincidence. I would have never been on that stupid canoe trip had it not been for a pretty little transgender chick—who I didn’t know was transgender.  
 
    It was about six weeks before that canoe trip—a month before my big breakup with Kayla: I met a girl on a street corner. I never talked to strangers in public, but that day was different. Kayla had told me that morning that her friends all thought that I was cold and unfriendly. “It’s so embarrassing. You’re always so quiet and they think that you hate them,” she told me. I don’t know why she waited almost six years to tell me.  
 
    But it was true: I never talked to Kayla’s friends, because I never had anything to say to them. They were a bunch of pretty girls with no personalities. They liked to talk about painting their nails, and they liked to gossip about their favourite reality television shows. I never had anything to say, so I would always just sit quietly and mind my own business.  
 
    “Just try to talk to them,” Kayla told me. “You need to work on your small talk.” 
 
    I was on my way to work when I found myself on a street corner next to a young, pretty blonde. We were waiting for the light to change. The girl reminded me of one of Kayla’s friends: she was pretty, petite, wearing plenty of eyeliner, and she had perky tits. I figured I could practice on her while we waited for the light to change. “I like your skirt,” I said. 
 
    She looked at me with wide eyes. “Thanks,” she said slowly, as if she’d never received a compliment before.  
 
    “It looks really good on you,” I said. Then I looked back towards the light, which was taking its sweet time changing. “Heading to work?” 
 
    “Yeah. You?” she asked. 
 
    “Yep. Where do you work? If you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    “Uh, at a sort of clothing store,” she said. She was smiling. I thought she had a cute smile.  
 
    We were waiting to cross a notoriously busy road. We wouldn’t have been stuck at that street corner for so long had it not been for the stream of fire trucks and ambulances that zipped by as soon as we had a green light. That green light only lasted about ten seconds, so we ended up missing our chance. We were stuck waiting through another light cycle.  
 
    “Well I hope you aren’t in a rush,” I said.  
 
    She laughed. “Nope. We hardly get any customers this early anyway,” she said.  
 
    I asked her where she worked exactly—just for the sake of asking her something. She blushed and laughed awkwardly. She worked at a sex shop, selling sexy lingerie and sex toys. We ended up chatting for a good fifteen minutes. She wasn’t anything like Kayla’s friends. This girl actually had a personality. She actually told jokes. She was fun to talk to. And she asked me questions as well, about my work, about where I went to school, and where I grew up. Hell, it was more of a conversation than I’d had with my own fiancée in well over a year.  
 
    “Do you have a wife?” she asked me. 
 
    “A girlfriend. Well, technically a fiancée,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. There was disappointment in that smile. “Well you should come by and buy her something,” the little blonde told me. 
 
    “Maybe I will. What’s your name, by the way?” I asked. 
 
    “Leila,” she said.  
 
    “Leila? I’m Ryan. Nice to meet you.” 
 
    Our light finally turned green. We crossed and we said our goodbyes before heading in different directions. I told Kayla about Leila that night—about how long we talked for. “You would have been proud of me. She definitely didn’t think that I was cold or that I hated her.”  
 
    But Kayla was upset. She rolled her eyes and wouldn’t talk to me, as if I’d done something wrong—even though I’d done exactly what she asked me to do. I wanted to make it better, so the next day I decided I would get her something: a little gift. I thought about getting her flowers or chocolates, but then I remembered that I knew someone who worked at a little sex store. Maybe I could get something fun and different—something to spice things up in the bedroom.  
 
    So after work, I ventured over to Leila’s shop. She was working. Her face lit up when I walked into the store. I’d forgotten what it was like when someone was excited to see me. It was a nice feeling. “Nice shop,” I said to her. It was big and clean and impressively organized. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. “We’re hiring if you really like it.” She laughed. 
 
    “I think I’ll stick to being a customer,” I said. 
 
    “Well feel free to look around then,” she told me.  
 
    So I wandered around. I thought about getting Kayla a sex toy, or buying a sex board game for the bedroom, but I didn’t want her to think that it was a joke present. So I found myself near the back of the store, where they kept their lingerie. “Most of the strippers and prostitutes in the city shop here,” Leila said to me. 
 
    I felt redness rushing into my cheeks. Most of the options were incredibly revealing. There were a few sexy little outfits that got my heart pounding. But I wasn’t buying the lingerie for myself. I wanted Kayla to feel sexy in it. I wanted her to like it. “If you were my fiancée, what would you want?” I asked Leila.  
 
    “I really like the baby dolls—especially this black one. It’s one of our most popular with women. And it comes in six different sizes.” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll take that,” I said. 
 
    “Which size?” I asked. 
 
    “Um, I’m not sure. Maybe a small or a medium?” I said. 
 
    “The medium is a lot bigger than the small—but the small is smaller than you would think. How big is your fiancée, if you don’t mind my asking?” she asked. 
 
    “Um, about the same size as you, probably,” I said. “Maybe exactly the same size as you.” 
 
    “Well if you want, I can try this on to see if it fits,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. My heart skipped a beat as she took the little outfit into a changing room. I wandered around the store while I waited for her to emerge. It was a few minutes later when she came out. She even put on the fishnet stockings and the satin gloves to complete the outfit. My heart started racing. She looked incredible in the little number. It held her tits up perfectly, and it was sheer in all the right spots. The fabric was so thin; I could make out her nipples. “Uh, yeah, that’s perfect,” I said, suddenly choked up. She was beautiful.  
 
    And that night, when Kayla put the lingerie on, I remembered Leila in the little outfit. We were about to have sex—missionary style, like normal—when I decided to flip Kayla over. “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “Let’s try something different,” I said.  
 
    “You want to do doggy-style? Since when?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know—since now,” I said. 
 
    I didn’t take off her lingerie. Instead, I just pulled aside the thin satin strip covering her damp pussy and I fucked her doggy-style. Kayla had her hair dyed blonde. It wasn’t nearly as blonde as Leila’s, but in the dark room you could hardly tell.  
 
    For the first time in our six-year relationship, I imagined that I was fucking someone else. I imagined that I was fucking Leila.  
 
    And the next day, on my way home from work, I found myself on that same street corner. And she ended up next to me: Leila, on her way home from work. And once again, we ended up chatting. “Want to grab a quick drink?” she asked me. 
 
    So I went for a drink with her, and we talked non-stop for the next two hours. It would have been longer had Kayla not called to ask where I was. I lied and said I was stuck at work, and I was just about to leave.  
 
    A few days later, I went back to that sex shop. I hung around the shop and Leila and I talked for another few hours. She asked for my opinion on some of the new stock they got in. She told me to watch the store while she tried on the new lingerie. And my God, was she sexy in it. “Feel the fabric. It’s the softest fabric I’ve ever felt,” she said. 
 
    So I ran my hands down her sides. Her body was soft, too—and warm. I wanted to spin her around and pin her against the wall—and fuck the living hell out of her. But I bit my tongue and reminded myself that I was engaged to a woman who basically hated my guts.  
 
    I found myself back in that shop again the next day—and the day after that. There were a few more close calls—like when she asked me to smell her new perfume. I leaned in close. Her perfume smelled amazing. And I nearly kissed her. I don’t even know how I stopped myself. But I found myself with my lips just an inch away from hers. Her eyes were closed—she was ready for it. I wanted to kiss her so badly, but I knew I couldn’t do it.  
 
    And then the bell ringed. I turned to look back. It was Kayla. Her face was white and her eyes were glazed over. She didn’t say anything. “Hey Kayla. I was, uh, just buying you something,” I said. I sounded so stupid. She turned around and ran out of the shop. 
 
    I tried to explain myself that night, but Kayla wasn’t listening. I thought it was just a coincidence that she found me in that shop, but it turned out she’d been suspicious for a week already. She remembered me telling her that I met someone who worked at a sex shop. Then she checked the tag of the lingerie I bought for her. After I was late coming home for the fifth day in a row, she decided to investigate. There was no coincidence: she’d just caught me—even though I never technically did anything.  
 
    Kayla was crying. She cried for a few days. I kept trying to convince her that nothing was happening—that Leila was just my friend. But she could tell that there was more going on—had she not walked into that sex shop the moment she did, I may have kissed Leila. But I was glad that I didn’t—especially glad a week later, when Kayla came home and started packing her bags. 
 
    “It was really nothing, Kayla—I’m serious,” I said, trying to stop her. 
 
    She turned to look at me, her eyes dark with anger. “Just admit that you like her. Why won’t you admit it?” she said. 
 
    I took a deep breath. “It’s not like that.”  
 
    She stared at me with those villainous eyes. “I wouldn’t be so mad if she wasn’t a man,” she said. I had no idea what the hell she was talking about—until she explained. She went back to that sex shop that afternoon, to confront Leila, to try and find out whether or not anything had happened between us. And Kayla noticed something that I never did: Leila was a transgender. The signs were there, but I never noticed them: the slight Adam’s apple, the slightly broader shoulders, the slightly off voice. Had I noticed, I still wouldn’t have thought too much about it—but Kayla asked, and Leila confessed. She really was a transgender. I’d spent weeks crushing on a biological man.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Petra looked a little bit like Leila—they were both petite and curvy. Had Petra bleached her hair blonde, they could have looked like sisters.  
 
    “Quit rowing so hard,” Petra said to me. She looked back at me with that cute smile. “We’ll get there when we get there. Just enjoy the sun and the scenery.”  
 
    She was determined to make the trip take as long as possible. She spotted a berry bush and insisted we pull over. I was hungry, so I ate half of one of my sandwiches. I would have eaten the whole thing had I thought I was going to get a ride the whole way with Petra.  
 
    I sat down on a log while I ate. I was finishing my sandwich half when I noticed her staring at me. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “Nothing’s wrong,” I said.  
 
    “You’re acting cold and distant—you’re making me think that you hate me,” she said with a big smirk. Why was she smirking when she said it? It was almost like she knew she was quoting Kayla.  
 
    “What do you mean? Why did you just say that?” I asked. I stood up and stared closely at her. Did I know her? She wasn’t familiar. But why did she know about what Kayla had said to me (and it was something Kayla said to me a lot)? Or was it just a coincidence? Maybe I really was cold and distant, and Petra was just pointing it out…  
 
    “I want you to relax. You need to enjoy here while you’re here, because you know what they say.” 
 
    “What do they say?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s no here there,” she said with a cute little giggle.  
 
    I stared at her, unimpressed. I just wanted to get to that road, so this trip could be over with and behind me. “Let’s just get going, okay?” I stood up, but she grabbed my arm. 
 
    “Here’s what we’re going to do. You’re going to kiss me, like you mean it. And we’re not going to go anywhere until I can tell that you’re enjoying it.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. I didn’t want to kiss her. I knew that she wasn’t technically a woman, and I wasn’t interested in kissing men. It was bad enough that she’d sucked me off.  
 
    “Just so you know, we’re about sixty miles from the road,” she said with that big grin. “Just kiss me. I’m ready.” 
 
    She closed her eyes and puckered her lips. Sixty miles was a lot of miles: two and a half marathons, through a dense forest. Or I could just kiss her. So I planted a quick one on her lips. “Happy?” I said.  
 
    “No, you didn’t enjoy it,” she said. 
 
    “Sure I did. Now let’s get going.” 
 
    “No. Not until you let yourself enjoy it. You need to let go of your hang-ups and relax. Now kiss me again.” She closed her eyes and puckered up again. So I took a deep breath and I gave her a longer kiss—five seconds of lip contact.  
 
    “Great kiss. Can we go now?” I said. 
 
    “Nope. This is actually a pretty nice spot for a campsite, don’t you think?” she said, looking around. 
 
    “We’re still at least five hours from the next campsite,” I said, patting my map in my pocket.  
 
    “Probably more like twenty hours of walking,” she said with that grin. The thought alone of that much walking was making my legs sore. So I took a deep breath and I kissed her again. And this time, I tried to forget that I was kissing a biological man. I tried to imagine that I was kissing a woman’s lips, which wasn’t hard because Petra’s lips were soft and plump. I tried to imagine that I was kissing Kayla—but that didn’t help me relax at all. So I tried to imagine that I was kissing a Victoria’s Secret model. But that just felt phony and unrealistic.  
 
    And then Leila’s face came into my mind. I knew she was technically a man, too, but I remembered that moment where we almost kissed, and I remembered how badly I wanted to kiss her. I didn’t know that she wasn’t a woman in that moment. To me, she was a woman. I put my hands on Petra’s sides. I opened my mouth slightly and pushed my tongue through her lips. She accepted it, wrapping her tongue around mine. I let the tension drain from my shoulders and I pulled her in closer.  
 
    She started to feel my body with her hands, so I did the same. Feeling her body made it easier: her soft curves were undeniably feminine. Her breasts were soft and perky. Her ass was firm and bouncy. She took my hand and brought it down between her legs, onto her erect bulge. I pulled my hand away and jumped back. The illusion was shattered in an instant. “What the hell?” I said. 
 
    She just laughed. “You need to learn how to relax,” she said. “Okay, I’m satisfied. Let’s get back on the water.” She reached into the canoe and tossed me my oar. A minute later, we were back on the water. I could still taste her on my lips. And I swear I could still feel her soft breasts and her warm body against mine. I tried my best to think of something else: but what else could I think about? My only other options were: the fact I was unemployed, the fact I was homeless, or the fact I had to cancel a wedding a month before the big day. 
 
    She kept looking back at me with her big smirk, as if she was in on some joke that I was completely oblivious to. Again, I did my best to force a smile whenever she looked back—enough of a smile for her to know that I was grateful for the ride, but not enough to make her think that I was impressed with her stupid sex rule.  
 
    “You’re paddling too hard again,” she said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess I can’t help it.” 
 
    “Maybe not, but I can. Give me your oar,” she said. I hesitated, but I handed her my oar. The boat was still moving quickly—quicker than it had been all day. But it wasn’t because of my paddling. The water was beginning to pick up speed. But why? “We’re going to play a little game. The water is about to get a little bit turbulent. But you’re going to try to relax through it. I think this will help you with your tension.”  
 
    I leaned over and looked ahead. I could hear splashing: we were approaching rapids. “Give me the oar back,” I said. 
 
    “No. Not until you learn to relax,” she said. That splashing was getting louder. These were some real rapids. I’d never boated over rapids before. Can wooden canoes even survive rapids?  
 
    “Seriously. This isn’t funny.”  
 
    She put down her oar as well, out of my reach. And then she turned her body around to face me, so her back was facing the approaching rapids. I could see them now, fizzling and splashing. It was loud, like we were coming up to a waterfall. My heart was racing. “Don’t worry. We’re still a minute or two away. It looks closer than it is,” she said, as if that was supposed to make me feel better. If it looked closer than it was, that meant it was bigger than it looked. And it already looked deadly.  
 
    She stood up carefully and took a couple of steps towards me. I held the edges of the boat firmly as it rocked from side to side. “Please stop,” I said, but she wasn’t listening. She took a seat right in front of me, blocked the whole front of the canoe where my bag and the oars were. I thought about jumping overboard, but the water was moving too fast; it would have just pulled my body into the rapids.  
 
    “You’re going to get me hard. Once I’m hard, you can have your oar back. Got it?” she said. 
 
    “You’re insane,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Maybe.” She reached down and tugged her panties to her knees. Then she lifted up her skirt, exposing her flaccid cock. “Go ahead. I think you’ve got about a minute.”  
 
    I looked towards the rapids. They were bigger and louder than ever. I looked back down at her cock. She really was insane, and she really wasn’t giving me an option. So I took a deep breath and I reached down, slipping my fingers around her warm girth. It was soft. I pulled back her foreskin and then I began to jerk her cock. 
 
    “You aren’t going to get me hard jerking me off like a robot, Ryan. Do it like you mean it—like you like it.” She smiled, spreading her legs wider for me. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was about to die while jerking off a cock. I felt so stupid, so humiliated.  
 
    “Just let go of all your stress and have fun,” she said. Her words seemed to echo in my head. Just relax. Just have fun…  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I handled her cock more gently, stroking slowly. I closed my eyes and tried to clear my mind. And I couldn’t help but remember the past week, after Kayla left me. I dreamt about her every night: Leila. And in my dreams, we were in bed. I would pull down her panties and slip my fingers around her cock. I would massage her until she was rock-hard, and then I would climb on top of her, sinking her thick throbber into my tight asshole. 
 
    And sometimes when I was awake—when I was in the shower cleaning between my legs—those thoughts would come to me. I would imagine myself in the shower with her, my arms around her, my hands between her legs. She fondles her own tits while I jerk her off, making her come all over the shower floor.  
 
    I hated those fantasies, but they came to me regardless. I always pushed them away, but they always managed to crawl back into my head.  
 
    And now, I just had to embrace them. I had no other choice. I imagined I was in a canoe with Leila, her legs spread out, her skirt hiked up. I slipped my fingers around her whole package and I massaged. I pulled back her foreskin and I sunk down, licking her tip, feeling her throbbing, getting harder. I wanted to make her hard. I wanted her rock hard so I could jerk her off and watch her come.  
 
    I sunk her whole cock into my mouth and I sucked while fondling her balls with my hand. I could feel her getting harder by the second. Her thick tip pressed against the inside of my cheek. She moaned gently. She liked it. I loved the feeling of her veins pumping blood into her swelling member. And just when I thought she couldn’t get any bigger or harder, her cock stretched out. It was massive, more than half the size of my forearm.  
 
    She laid herself down in the canoe. “Lay on top of me,” she said. “We need to stay bottom heavy so we don’t tip.” So I slipped myself on top of her. I pulled down my pants, so that my cock could rub against hers. And then we kissed.  
 
    We hit the first bump. Our canoe jolted and rocked. Then we hit the second bump. But I wasn’t afraid. I was too preoccupied to be afraid. Her tongue was in my mouth and her thick throbber was rubbing against mine. I reached down, under her ball sack, and I started to gently finger her asshole. She let out a cute moan.  
 
    We hit another thick bump. Water splashed over us. But we stayed down. We stayed together. 
 
    She reached down and pulled my body up slightly, so she could line her cock up with my asshole. “Are you relaxed?” she asked me right before she began to nibble on my earlobe.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said, feeling her throbbing tip pressing against my virgin hole.  
 
    She pressed into my body—and then the real turbulence started. We were in the rapids. Our boat was bouncing between rocks like a rogue pinball. But we managed to stay together. The boat, by some miracle, stayed afloat. And Petra sunk her cock deeper and deeper into my body.  
 
    “By the way, you’re allowed to come on me. In fact, I want you to come on me,” she said with a big grin, as if she knew that Kayla never let me come on her.  
 
    “Okay,” I said, and then I started to bounce my hips up and down, forcing her cock in and out of my anus repeatedly. I kept my body low, my arms around her. Water continued to splash over us. We hit one rock that nearly made us flip—but we still stayed afloat.  
 
    I had her cock right where I wanted it: pushing against the perfect spot inside of my body, sending jolts of euphoria pulsing through my veins. It felt so good. I’d never felt anything like it. And I didn’t want it to end.  
 
    She had her hands on my ass, gripping tightly. I liked the feeling of her nails digging into my skin. “Fuck, it feels so good,” I groaned.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said. She used her hands to slam me down harder on her cock. Fuck, it felt so good. I started moaning uncontrollably. I started to tremble all over. My cock was rock-hard, throbbing mercilessly. “I think I’m going to come,” I said, even though I wasn’t even touching my dick. But I recognized the feeling of intense euphoria—stronger than any orgasm I’d ever had.  
 
    And then I started to unload on her stomach, and all over her cute little dress. She didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she seemed to like it. She reached down and spread her come all over herself. She had the biggest smile on her face. Her cheeks were dark red. “Oh God,” she moaned, and I could feel it coming: I could feel her cock bloating up, swelling inside of me. And then I could feel the blasts of warmth as she unloaded.  
 
    I didn’t even notice that we were out of the rapids. The boat was floating smoothly along the water. We sat up. My heart was still pounding, but not with fear or dread or anxiety. I was filled with a strange excitement. I looked back at the mountains, truly noticing them for the first time: how beautiful and amazing they were. I noticed the incredible pines and the glistening water. I didn’t just see stress and anxiety everywhere I looked. For the first time in a long time, I saw the world for what it was, and what it always should be. 
 
    And then I looked forward and realized I was alone in the boat.  
 
    I panicked, spinning around quickly. Did she fall out? When could she have done it? I was hardly looking away for a second and I didn’t hear a splash. “Petra? Petra!” 
 
    I grabbed an oar and steered the boat to the nearest shore. And then I jumped out and started running down the river, to see if I could spot her. But there was no one there. I looked back towards my boat. And that’s when I realized it was my boat: the boat that escaped me that morning during the storm. So where was Petra’s boat? 
 
    I looked inside the canoe. Her bag wasn’t there. There was no sign of her, as if she’d never existed… 
 
    Because she never did exist. The psychedelic drug I took the night before did work: Petra was the hallucination. Petra was part of my spirit journey. She appeared to show me my way and then she disappeared as soon as it all made sense in my head: my breakup with Kayla was meant to happen. Getting fired from the mattress store was a good thing. Losing my apartment and all of my belongings—it all had to happen, so that I could rebuild my life honestly, without lying to myself.  
 
    And it was time to stop lying to myself: I was in love with Leila, regardless of what her biological gender was. I was meant to meet her at that street corner—I would have never met her had it not been for Kayla telling me to practice my small talk. Everything happens for a reason, even insane canoe journeys into the wilderness.  
 
    I got back into my canoe and I continued towards my next stop. I would camp for one night, row for another five hours in the morning, and then I would be at the road, ready to hitchhike back to my car. I still had a long journey ahead of me, but now I was excited for every minute of it. I couldn’t wait to see the amazing nature awaited me around the next bend. I couldn’t wait for the night so I could stare up at the incredible stars.  
 
    And I couldn’t wait to get home, so I could go and find Leila, to start my new life. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE DAY DANICA CAME 
 
    Dan’s wife Erin has never experienced an orgasm in her life. She’s convinced that it’s just not something her body is capable of. But Dan isn’t so convinced. In nine years, he’s tried everything from toys to roleplaying. Nothing works, but he’s not ready to give up.  
 
    He’s convinced she just hasn’t discovered her fetish, so he signs up for a weekly ‘Sex Box’, a mailed box with a different kink theme every week. He agrees with his wife to try out whatever kink comes with each box. And then they get the gender-swap themed box, complete with a big strap-on, some slutty lingerie, and a pair of heels in Dan’s size.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My wife, Erin, had never come before—not once in our nine years together, and not with any partner before me; at least that’s what she told me.  
 
    I didn’t believe her for the longest time, thinking there must be something wrong with me and my skills in bed—though I’d made plenty of other girls come before I met Erin. I briefly dated one girl before Erin and I got together—her name was Kelsey—and she came all the time. Sometimes she would have an orgasm or two before I even stuck my cock into her pussy, and she was always dripping wet. She always kept an extra pair of panties in her purse when we went on dates, because sometimes I would make her come just by holding her hand the wrong way (or was it the right way?).  
 
    But after a few years, I started to believe Erin. We tried practically everything: toys, roleplaying, and just about every position we could physically try. We even tried anal a few times. But there were no special angles or sweet spots—she just couldn’t come. Though I never gave up. I was determined to make my wife come at least once in our lifetime, so she could experience an orgasm.  
 
    At least she still liked having sex. She would say, “I still think it feels good. I just don’t really get the hype.” I wanted her to get the hype so badly. She knew that I liked it, so she put out a few times a week, which was more than most married men get from what I understand.  
 
    She’d given up on the idea of having an orgasm, convinced that her body just couldn’t do it—maybe there was some faulty wiring inside of her or something.  
 
    There were times when I was pretty sure she was close, maybe once every fifty fucks. I would watch her eyes close and her lips part. Her cheeks would turn a shade of red and she would let out a little whimper. She would reach up and cup her breasts, massaging her nipples gently between her fingertips. I always tried to hold on as long as I could, but my God, the sight of her squeezing her tits, the sight of her lips parting, and the sound of that adorable whimper slipping through her lips—I would come.  
 
    And then there would be a look of disappointment on her face for a moment, followed by a forced smile. “That was fun,” she would say, and my heart would tear into a thousand pieces.  
 
    I would always think back to Kelsey—how Kelsey would scream when we fucked. Sometimes Kelsey would tremble all over, her whole body turning a shade of red, and sometimes she would squirt everywhere, ruining the bed sheets—but it was always worth it. It would always take her a few minutes before she could move again, after we were finished. And she would glow for hours, with a big smile on her face. I wanted Erin to experience that. Hell, I wanted to experience that.  
 
    “It’s just never going to happen for me, babe,” Erin said to me one night, when I came home with a new, state-of-the-art vibrating dildo. The sex toy was literally called ‘The Orgasm Maker’. The woman at the sex store said that it would be impossible not to have an orgasm with the device. Erin just rolled her eyes. “Fine, I guess we can try it out. Let me have a quick shower and I’ll get ready.” 
 
    Erin did a lot for me. She truly deserved the greatest orgasm of all time. It was too bad I couldn’t give it to her. She knew that I loved seeing her in lingerie, so she always squeezed into the slutty outfits I brought home for her—we had two big drawers full. She always kept a bottle of my favourite perfume—she wasn’t a fan of it (she used to wear it back when we met). She would only spray herself with it when we were going to have sex. Sometimes she would even do her makeup just for me, just the way I liked it, with long strokes of eyeliner, giving her a cat eye look. She thought it made her look childish, but it drove me crazy. 
 
    Foreplay was getting harder. It had never been easy to turn her on. She wasn’t a fan of having her neck kissed. She didn’t mind when I sucked her nipples. And she got bored when I went down on her to eat out her pussy. And she wasn’t much of a kisser either—she always said that she felt suffocated when we kissed. So we usually only wasted a couple of minutes on foreplay before diving into the act. And usually that foreplay was just a back rub or a foot massage.  
 
    She loved sucking dick though—I guess I couldn’t complain about that. That’s always how she wanted to start. If I was already hard before she got my member into her mouth, she would be upset; she liked the feeling of my cock growing and hardening on her tongue. She loved the taste of my pre-cum. And she hated the feeling of lube in her pussy, so she had to get me wet somehow.  
 
    We kept a book of sex positions under the bed. We hadn’t used it in years, having tried every position a number of times—we knew what we liked. And we were boring people: we liked missionary, cowgirl, and the occasional doggy-style.  
 
    But that day we had a toy. It was a strange looking thing: like a banana peel split into three. The instructions said to insert two of the pieces into the vagina, while letting the third rest against the clit. It seemed straight forward enough. I started by holding the device up to Erin’s mouth, so she could suck all three of the ends, getting them nice and wet. And then I carefully began to push the toy into my wife’s slit.  
 
    She made a scrunched, uncomfortable face. “Is it okay?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s just a bit tight,” she said, squirming slightly. And it was a thick unit—much thicker than my cock—almost as thick as my wrist. Though I have to admit, it was hot watching a thick dildo being pushed into my wife’s cunt. It wasn’t designed to go too deep—just a few inches.  
 
    “Okay, let’s try this thing out,” I said. There were a few buttons on the base of the toy, all numbered. So I started with the first button. It made the ends of the dildo open up inside of my wife, like a blossoming flower. Her eyes became wide and she took a sharp breath in.  
 
    “Okay, now that’s really tight,” she said. She bit her lip. But she didn’t look like she was having the greatest time. 
 
    “Is it okay?” 
 
    “I think I can tough it out. Let’s just keep going,” she said.  
 
    So I pressed the next button, which made the two inserted ends begin to spin. My wife’s knees rose up and she clutched the bed sheets. “Oh God,” she said.  
 
    “Is it happening?” I asked. 
 
    “No, it just kind of hurts. But it’s okay. I think I just need to get used to it,” she said, straining slightly.  
 
    I gave her a moment to relax, and then I pressed the final button: to make the unit vibrate. And it vibrated with maximum intensity. I’m surprised the thing didn’t wake up our three-year-old daughter, on the other end of the house.  
 
    The instructions said to simply hold the device in place—don’t twist it or pump it while it was working. So I just sat there and held it while my wife squirmed, trying to get used to the overwhelming toy. But it wasn’t happening. She wasn’t experience anything close to an orgasm. “Maybe just fuck me and we can try the toy another time,” she said.  
 
    So I switched off the device and pulled it out of her now-stretched cunt. She let out a sigh of relief. And then I climbed on top of her. She reached down and took my cock, lining it up with her hole. She looked relieved and pleased once I was inside of her: something familiar and comfortable. At least she still enjoyed sex with me—at least when we fucked, she didn’t look the way she looked with that toy jammed up her pussy.  
 
    I fucked her hard and fast, pinning her hands at her sides. I never gave up on the idea of making her come. It didn’t happen that night. That night, she just stared up into my eyes with a forced smile, and said, “Hurry up. Our show is starting in five minutes.” So I came in her snatch and we went to watch the newest episode of Game of Thrones together.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She really liked that Game of Thrones show, so I couldn’t help myself when I walked past a costume store and noticed the fantasy costume hanging in the window. It came with a dark wig made with real human hair and a surprisingly realistic fake beard. It was an expensive costume, but I’d just been paid that day, and I figured it was worth a shot. When we were watching Game of Thrones the night before, I couldn’t help but notice Erin perking up every time her favourite character was on-screen.  
 
    And there was a costume for the sexy chick on the show as well, and I didn’t mind the idea of fucking my wife while she wore the outfit and the long blonde wig that came with it. So I bought both of the outfits and I went home full of excitement. My wife had a good laugh when I showed her what I’d bought. We’d role-played before—the usual stuff: pizza delivery guy, mailman, cowboy… nothing that ever brought her any closer to orgasm. But I had high hopes for these costumes. I already knew that I could do a pretty good impression of her favourite character. 
 
    So after our daughter went to sleep, we got dressed up. Erin looked hot in her skimpy little tunic, with her blonde wig braided and tied around her head. I was hard in seconds. She seemed to like me in my outfit, too, though she told me not to wear the beard—she thought it looked silly. So I left the beard off, though I felt kind of silly with a dark long-haired wig and no beard. I kind of felt like I was dressed up like a girl and not like the character from the show.  
 
    She even playfully moaned the name Jon Snow when I went down on her—I didn’t mind. It was just part of the roleplaying fun.  
 
    She was feeling kinky and wanted to be on top. So I rolled over and let her climb on top of me. She looked down into my eyes with a big smile on her face. She was having fun. She sunk down and slipped my throbbing erection into her pussy and then she started bouncing up and down. She didn’t look away from me. And that smile didn’t leave her face. I really thought it was going to happen. Her pussy felt wetter than normal, and I could feel it contracting and releasing, as if we were getting closer. She was moaning more than usual. Her butt was slapping my pelvis harder than usual.  
 
    The sight of her was arousing—too arousing. I clenched to hold back my orgasm, and I managed to hold it back for a while, hoping she would come at any second. But she never went any further than she already was. I dug my fingertips into her sides and groaned and came deep in her snatch. And once again, she looked into my eyes and smiled with what I could only assume was a little bit of disappointment. “Sorry I came so fast. We can go again in an hour—I’ll last longer,” I said. 
 
    She just smiled. “That’s okay. I’m actually pretty tired,” she said. So that was it—it was fun, but it wasn’t what I was hoping for. I wanted her to moan and scream and come all over my cock. I wanted to feel her gush warm fluid; I wanted to watch her face turn red while her body trembled. But instead I just got a few little moans. And after nine years, I should have simply come to terms with the fact that it was never going to happen—she was probably right: she probably didn’t have the ability to orgasm.  
 
    Or maybe I just didn’t have the ability to make her orgasm. There were times in our relationship where I wondered if she really was telling me the truth: that no man had ever made her come before. She always said that she didn’t know what it was like, but whenever we finished having sex, she always had that look in her eyes—that look that was expecting a little bit more. But how could she be expecting more if she’d never experienced more in her life? What if I really was the problem? What if I was the reason she would never experience an orgasm?  
 
    I didn’t want to give up. I hadn’t given up in nine years and I wasn’t going to give up now. I decided to do some research, but I didn’t find much of use. On the Internet, everyone just said to try different things: roleplaying, different positions, more foreplay, sexy lingerie, sexy games—everything we’d already tried over and over. I found an article written by some sex expert who claimed that there is no woman on the planet incapable of having an orgasm. She suggested there might be some childhood trauma holding her back, but Erin’s childhood was typical as far as I knew.  
 
    “You just need to find her kink,” one person wrote on a forum, to another man who had the same problem. “It might be more out there than you would guess.” So I looked up a list of kinks. We’d tried a few of them, but most of them were way too out there for me: one of the popular ones involved adults wearing diapers and actually peeing in them. I couldn’t imagine Erin was into that kind of thing. And if she was, would I even be able to participate in such a thing? I didn’t mind the idea of her peeing on me in the bathtub… but even that was an uncomfortable thought. I guess pee just wasn’t my thing. 
 
    We’d tried bondage before, but nothing nearly as intense as what was possible. We never tried the leather masks or the gag balls… it all seemed too horror-movie for me. And again, I couldn’t imagine Erin being into that kind of stuff.  
 
    One person on the forum had a suggestion: Sex Box. It was a subscription service where a company sends you a box filled with sex toys and games and lingerie every month (or every week, for particularly kinky couples). Each box had a different theme, and you could choose your level of kink, on a scale from one to ten. One of the testimonials (which granted was probably fake) was a man saying that he made his wife come for the first time ever thanks to Sex Box.  
 
    It was forty bucks per box, so I signed up for the weekly box. When it asked me for my kink level, I remembered the diaper kink. So I picked six out of ten. It was only a few hours later when I got an e-mail letting me know that my first box had already shipped. I had no idea what to expect, and to be honest, I didn’t have high hopes. I figured we would have fun with whatever was in each box, but I didn’t actually think we would figure out how to make my wife come.  
 
    But I was wrong. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The first box came a few days later. It arrived before my wife was home from work, so I decided to wait for her before opening it. Though I thought hard about opening it before she got home, in case it was filled with diapers. My cheeks turned red just thinking about trying to explain that kink to my wife. 
 
    Part of the excitement of the box was that we had to try whatever kink was sent to us—no matter how strange or uncomfortable it made us. We made that agreement together. Because what if Erin was too embarrassed to admit that she wanted to try something?  
 
    I was worried when we were cutting open the box that there were going to be diapers inside. My heart stuttered as she opened the box and pulled out the contents.  
 
    The box had three toys inside of it: a butt plug, anal beads, and a ribbed ‘anal vibrator’. The box also included a bottle of lube and a little lingerie teddy, with a hole cut into between the butt cheeks. The theme of the box was obvious: anal. My wife laughed. “Is it for you or for me?” she asked. 
 
    My cheeks turned red. “I’m guessing it’s for you.” We’d tried anal a few times before. My wife didn’t love it—but she didn’t hate it. She would usually just lie there without moving, squirming slightly if I went too deep. “It just feels like I have to poop,” she would say.  
 
    But we’d never used anal beads or a butt plug or an anal vibrator before. So once our daughter was asleep, we got our bedroom ready—with plenty of towels, in case things got messy.  
 
    My wife got dolled up with the eyeliner I liked and the lingerie that came with the box. I just got naked, as I normally did. I was excited to get into my wife’s butt—it had been a couple of years. I wasn’t the biggest anal fan, but I always liked the idea of my wife’s asshole being stuffed.  
 
    Erin looked good in the lingerie. We had a good laugh about the hole in the butt, which was perfectly lined up with her asshole. We kissed a little bit, I sucked her nipples for a couple of minutes, and then she rolled over. “Eat me out,” she said with a big grin. She was peppier than usual, which put a smile on my face. I started to pull aside the strip of fabric covering her pussy when she said, “Not my pussy, my asshole. It’s all anal tonight.” I laughed and then found myself between my wife’s perky butt cheeks. I spread them and leaned my face forward, nestling my nose between her cheeks. I started to lick her tight hole. She puckered slightly, giggling. “It tickles.”  
 
    “Does it feel good?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. It feels like you’re licking my asshole,” she said. So I kept licking. “What’s this?” she asked. I didn’t get up to look—I just kept eating out her butthole.  
 
    “What’s what?” I asked, muffled. 
 
    “The box came with instructions…” There was a silence, and then she laughed. “Oh boy, you’re going to love this.” The sarcasm in her voice was thick. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “The butt plug is for you, darling,” she said, and then she showed me the instructions. First, it said to get dressed up. Second, it said to spend a few minutes doing some foreplay. Third, it said to stick the butt plug into the man’s ass. Then it said to experiment with the anal beads.  
 
    “What? No way. I don’t want anything in my butt!” I said.  
 
    “Well too bad—you bought the box, and you agreed to the rule: we have to try whatever the box tells us to try.” She was right, I did agree to that rule. I had to try the butt plug. It wasn’t that big—smaller than the vibrating dildo, and smaller than most of the dildos we’d bought over the years. And it had a thick base, so it wouldn’t get lost in my ass—my worst nightmare was a trip to the ER with a sex toy lost in my anal cavity.  
 
    So I flipped over and closed my eyes while she lubed the butt plug up. What was it even supposed to feel like? Was it supposed to feel good? She pushed it in. I tried clenching to stop it, but the lube was too slippery. She had to push to get it in, but once she passed the lip, it plopped into place. And it didn’t feel like anything—it just felt like there was something in my butt. Is this it? Is this all it should feel like?  
 
    “Well?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “We can’t say we didn’t try it.” 
 
    “Well leave it in. It’s supposed to make sex better,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t know how, but okay—fine.”  
 
    We moved onto the anal beads. My wife hopped up onto all fours and then she swayed her bum in the air. “I’m ready. Let’s do it,” she said with a big grin in her voice. I loved seeing her having fun. I couldn’t see how we were going to make her orgasm with butt-play, but in the end it was worth it just to see the smile on her face. I pressed the beads into her butt. She giggled with each bead.  
 
    “Does it feel good?” I asked. 
 
    “It feels like you’re pushing beads into my butt,” she said.  
 
    “So what’s the point?” I asked. 
 
    She reached for the instructions and read down the long list. “Hm,” she said. “It says to pull them out slowly when I start to orgasm—it’s supposed to make the orgasm more intense.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure how to respond. I felt strangely guilty—reminded that I couldn’t make my wife come. “Well maybe today’s the day then,” I said.  
 
    Next, the instructions said to fuck my wife in the pussy until she has her first orgasm. So I mounted her, pressed my cock into her cunt, and I started to pump her. It felt weird with the butt plug in my rear end, but I powered through. I figured the awkward feeling might delay my orgasm long enough for her to reach hers. But it ended up having the opposite effect.  
 
    After a few thrusts into my wife, it started to feel good. It always felt good after a few thrusts—but this was different. This was more intense. There was a powerful euphoria growing inside of me. My cock felt harder than ever before. My legs started to tremble. After just two minutes of pumping, I could feel my climax approaching, and it was coming harder than ever before. The butt plug really was doing something.  
 
    Erin was staring up at me, her eyes glowing, a big smile on her face. She was moaning slightly—was this going to be it? This whole time, was the answer to her orgasm problems seriously just anal beads? She closed her eyes and let her head tilt back. “I’m sorry, babe. I’m going to come.” And then I noticed her reaching down. She started to pull out her anal beads, one by one. Was she about to orgasm, too? 
 
    I came. I couldn’t hold back. I never found out if she was about to come or not. But my God—I came harder than I ever had in my life. I screamed and groaned and unloaded more jizz than I knew I had in me. As soon as I pulled out, it started to billow out of her pussy.  
 
    And again, she had that disappointment shimmering in her eyes. She still hadn’t experienced an orgasm. And I felt guilty. It was probably my fault—my inability to hold back my own climax, or just my inability to pleasure my own wife.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    We tried anal again the next night. I stuffed my wife with the anal vibrator, and then I pumped her butt with my cock with rubbing her clit with my fingers. Again, she moaned a little bit, but she wasn’t coming. She kept insisting that I put the butt plug back in for my own pleasure, but I wasn’t interested in my own pleasure—I didn’t need something that would make me come faster. I needed her to come, and the longer I lasted the better. But it didn’t happen. I guess anal wasn’t the ticket we were looking for.  
 
    But I felt hopeful. I felt like were a little bit closer to figuring out the puzzle that was my wife’s elusive orgasm.  
 
    It was a couple of days later when I got an e-mail saying our next box had shipped. I was excited. What was next? How kinky would the box be? Would it be something we’d tried before, or something completely new—something we’d never even heard about before? As long as it wasn’t diapers, I was excited.  
 
    We had sex again in the interim. And again, Erin was insistent that I stuff myself with the butt plug. “But you enjoyed it so much the other day,” she said when I told her I didn’t want to. 
 
    “Why don’t you try it?” I said. She was hesitant, but she agreed. We lubed it up and stuffed it into her butt, and then I fucked her pretty little pussy, hoping the butt plug would be that little push she needed to come. It wasn’t. 
 
    She smiled with those let down eyes and I went back to hoping the next box would be my saving grace. When it arrived, I was excited. Erin was still at work, so I didn’t open it right away, but I got the bedroom ready: setting up a few candles, changing out the bed sheets, vacuuming, and so on. I even dug out an old bottle of massage oil and put it on the bedside table. And I looked at that sealed box: whatever was inside might just be the solution we’d been seeking for so long.  
 
    I had the biggest grin on my face when she came home from work. We ate dinner before opening the box. Our daughter was tired and went down early. It was going to be the perfect night: I had such a good feeling buzzing inside of me. 
 
    Then we opened the box. Erin looked in first. She slapped her hand to her lips to stop herself from laughing. My good feeling turned suddenly into a very bad feeling. “Oh my God,” she said, still with the palm of her hand pressed to her lips. 
 
    “What? What is it?” I asked. 
 
    She slowly pulled it out of the box: a strap-on dildo. Also in the box was a pair of high-heels—in my size. I’d forgotten that they asked for my shoe size when I signed up for the weekly sex box. I thought it was weird when I was filling out the online form when it asked, but I didn’t think too much into it. I figured they might send me some cowboy boots for some roleplaying game or something. I understood why they wanted my wife’s sizes—so they could send her lingerie that fit properly.  
 
    My wife read the instructions that came with the box. “It’s the role reversal box,” she said. “I get to be the husband and you get to be the wife.” She had the biggest grin on her face, as if it was the most hilarious thing she’d ever seen. But I wasn’t as impressed. I paid for that box—I paid good money to feel humiliated in front of my wife.  
 
    “Nope. No way. Not doing it,” I said, backing off. It wasn’t even a modest dildo—it was bigger than my cock. The only thing I’d ever had up my ass was a little butt plug, and even that was hard to squeeze in. There was no way I could take that monster strap-on—and there was no way my pride could take it either.  
 
    My wife’s smile faded and she looked away. “Yeah, you’re right. It’s silly,” she said. But I recognized that disappointment in her eyes—it was the same disappointment I saw whenever we were through a romp. I hated seeing that sadness in her eyes. Did she seriously want to try fucking me this badly? Could I bear through it for her sake?  
 
    “I mean—we can try it if you really want,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know. Not if you don’t want to,” she said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I’ll try it once—for you. But just once, and you aren’t allowed to make fun of me during or afterwards—no matter what happens.” I wasn’t so afraid that it would hurt. I was almost more afraid that I would like it. I was afraid that she would make me moan in pleasure and then hold it against me for the rest of our relationship.  
 
    She smirked. “I mean—okay. Let’s try it. Why not?” But she looked strangely excited. Maybe she was just excited to try something new, something we’d never thought of before. I was happy that she was excited, but nervous that she would like it. Because what if she did like it? What if she wanted to do it again and again? I wasn’t sure my pride would make it through the night, never mind repeat role reversal sessions…  
 
    “Just go easy on me,” I said. “That thing looks pretty serious.” I undressed and I bent over the bed, ready to face my fate. But she just started to laugh. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m letting you do it. Go ahead. Put the thing on and get it over with,” I said. 
 
    “No—it’s supposed to be a role reversal. When we have sex, do I just bend over the bed and say ‘Get it over with’?” 
 
    My heart sunk into my gut. She wanted to make a whole night of this. She wanted me to put on the lingerie and the heels and some makeup, too.  
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll help you with your makeup,” she said with a little giggle.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was an emasculating night, to say the least. We started in the bathroom. I took a seat on the toilet, ready for Erin to start doing my makeup so the whole experience could be over and done with. But she looked at me like I was crazy. “You know I always shave my legs before we have sex,” she said.  
 
    “You don’t seriously want me to shave my legs, do you?” I asked. And then I watched as that glimmer began to fade from her eyes. “I mean—fine. Sure. Anything for you, sweetie.”  
 
    I started the shower. 
 
    “Oh, and if you can, try to do a voice. Something a bit higher and softer.” 
 
    I had to swallow my pride to do the voice. “Something like this?” I asked. I watched as her smile grew. At least she was happy. At least this wasn’t a complete waste of my ego. I used her pink razor to shave my legs. I didn’t want to dull out my nice razor. Though after a few passes with the pink razor, I realized it was better than mine.  
 
    “Shave them smooth. I always make sure there’s no hairs left behind,” Erin said to me. “By the way, what should I call you? I can’t call you Dan—Dan isn’t a proper girl’s name. Ooh, what about Danica?” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Danica sounds fine,” I said with my sissy voice. I tried to keep my voice low enough that my daughter wouldn’t hear. The last thing I wanted was for my daughter to see me pretending to be a woman. Erin disappeared into the bedroom for the next ten minutes, and then she emerged to check in on me.  
 
    “Make sure to shave your crotch too. A properly lady keeps her pussy well-groomed.” I felt so stupid shaving my crotch. It looked so strange hairless. My cock looked bigger—so that was a plus—but even though it was bigger, it looked less manly. It looked strangely feminine.  
 
    But I bit my tongue and went along with it. Erin told me to spin around so she could inspect my shave job. She was satisfied. “Good girl,” she said. 
 
    “Did I do a good job?” I asked. 
 
    “You did a fine job. I can’t wait to stuff your pretty little pussy,” she said, running her fingers over my butthole. I guess that was going to be my pussy for the night.  
 
    Next, I took a seat on the toilet and she did my makeup for me. That wasn’t something she wanted me to do myself—probably because she knew I would do a terrible job. So she told me to close my eyes and then she started working away. I twitched a few times when her little tools touched my eyelids. “Just relax,” she said to me, so I did my best to relax. I eventually got used to being poked in the eyelids.  
 
    I wasn’t terribly impressed when she started ‘shaping’ my eyebrows. “Remember I have to go to work tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    “You’ll be fine,” she said to me. “And keep using your voice. You’re ruining the illusion.”  
 
    “Sorry, baby,” I said, back in my sissy voice, which seemed to satisfy her very much.  
 
    It took a good fifteen minutes before she told me I could open my eyes. I stood up and walked over to the mirror. And then my heart plunged down into my gut. She did my makeup exactly the way I always wanted her to do hers: a cat eye look with some smoky eye shadow on the upper lids. But I was freaked out because I actually looked like a chick. “Aren’t you so pretty?” she said, and then she gave me a smack on the bum, making my butt cheeks jiggle.  
 
    “While you were in the tub, I straightened this for you,” she said. She ran and grabbed the Jon Snow wig. Before, it was curled and shoulder length. Now, it was long and straight, extending down to my chest. I stood stiff while she walked up to me and started fitting it onto my head. I looked in the mirror. It actually suited me quite nicely—and made me look even more like a chick. My heart was racing now. I didn’t like what was happening, but I wasn’t sure why. I just knew that it was wrong.  
 
    “And I’ve picked out your lingerie, too,” she said. She went to retrieve the little one-piece from the anal box we received the week before. It fit perfectly, and it had just the opening Erin needed to access my ‘pussy’. Now my heart was really pounding. I felt completely emasculated. It didn’t help that she kept spanking me on the tush.  
 
    A man shouldn’t be able to look this feminine. No man should be able to pass as a woman—and I definitely would have passed as a woman. Had we taken photos of me and made a fake Tinder account, everyone would have swiped right. I felt nauseous looking at myself.  
 
    “You’re one sexy slut, babe—I’ll give you that,” Erin said to me before giggling. She brought me into the bedroom, so I could see myself in the full-length mirror. And goddamnit, I actually looked good—too good. I wanted to look ugly. I wanted to look like some broad-shouldered man in drag, but I looked like a chick. “So are you ready for a little bit of fun?” she asked.  
 
    The lump in my throat was too big. I couldn’t respond.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    We started by kissing. But it wasn’t the same sort of kissing that I was used to with Erin. Our kisses were usually just pecks, but not tonight. Tonight, she kissed me like it was our wedding night. She slipped her arms around me and she pressed her lips firmly against mine. She even sucked on my bottom lip, as if she liked the taste of the lipstick she chose for me. I was shocked when she stuck her tongue through my lips. She hadn’t done that since we were dating, back in college.  
 
    My heart stuttered. Was she actually attracted to me like this? How was the sight of me not turning her off completely? Was she not sad to realize her husband looked better as a girl than he did as a man?  
 
    She ran her hands up and down my sides, and then she cupped my chest where my padded bra was.  
 
    We fell down onto the bed. I was on top. I started to kiss down her body, making my way down to her nipples. But she stopped me. “No, you’re supposed to be on the bottom,” she said, and then she rolled over me. Then she started kissing my neck. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d kissed my neck. It felt nice. I even liked the feeling of her sucking on my neck, giving me my first hickey in over half a decade.  
 
    Then she sunk lower, kissing down my chest, down my abdomen, and then on the bulge of my cock. But then she sunk even lower. She started to gently lick my asshole, drawing little circles around it with her tongue. It felt nice in a weird way. I raised my hips slightly off the mattress so she could get in deep—and she managed to get in surprisingly deep with just her tongue.  
 
    “That feels good,” I moaned in my sissy voice.  
 
    I caught myself cupping my own breasts with my hands and squeezing. I was taking deep breaths, heaving slightly, letting out soft whimpers that didn’t sound too different from the soft whimpers that she let out when I would eat out her pussy. 
 
    “You want to taste your cunt?” she said, and then she crawled back over me and we kissed again. Her lips with bitter from their lips down below, but I didn’t mind. I let her stick her tongue back in my mouth.  
 
    I already had a throbbing erection, held down firmly by the tight satin lingerie. But she had no interest in paying any attention to my erection.  
 
    She reached to the bedside table and she grabbed that strap-on dildo. A coldness buzzed down my spine. She started to tie it around her hips. “Are you ready to come for me, baby?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, without even realizing what I was saying. I felt like I was in a hypnotized state, like my nervousness had reached a climax and pushed me into a sort of delirium. I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass, but I wanted my wife to be happy so badly. I bit my tongue and closed my eyes. She slid that thick dildo between my legs. It really was big. When she rested it on my stomach, it extended halfway to my chest. There was no way she was getting that whole thing inside of me.  
 
    She thrusted the fake cock gently against my tummy. “Are you sure you’re ready, baby?” she said, and then she perked up and let out a sharp gasp.  
 
    “What is it? Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s just—this thing vibrates,” she said. “On my end.” She reached for the instructions that came with the box. She scanned down to the description of the strap-on. And sure enough, it was designed to vibrate when the dildo detected stimulation. It would vibrate harder when the stimulation was more intense. 
 
    She tested it out, slipping her fingers around the fake cock and pumping as if she was jerking herself off. And she perked up again. I could hear the subtle hum of the built-in vibrator. “Oh my,” she said. “That—That’s something.” Her eyes were glowing. She liked it. And my heart trembled again.  
 
    She lined the tip of the dildo up with my hole. Her cheeks were dark red—redder than I’d ever seen them. Her excitement was showing and I think that was starting to embarrass her. She took a deep breath and then she started to push in.  
 
    But my asshole wouldn’t let it in. No matter how hard I tried to relax, it just wouldn’t push through my initial barrier. “Maybe you need some more lube,” I said, passing her the lubricant. I don’t know why I was trying to help. I wanted her to give up on the idea—I didn’t want to embrace it. 
 
    So she squirted some lube onto the dildo and then she started spreading it up and down with her clenched fist. She perked up again. Just spreading the lube was making the vibrator engage.  
 
    She pressed that tip up to my hole and she started pressing again. I took a deep breath and tried my best to relax. I didn’t want it inside of me, but I didn’t want to disappoint my wife either. “I’m sorry, babe, but I really don’t think it’s going to work—” And just as I said it, the dildo sunk in. I felt suddenly stuffed. My body tensed up. But there was nothing holding her back anymore. No matter how hard I clenched, she was able to sink in with her lubed-up cock.  
 
    She placed her hands on my hips. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. It hurt a little bit—my asshole being stretched wide. But I knew it wouldn’t kill me—it wouldn’t even do any permanent damage. It was my pride I was really worried about.  
 
    She sunk in deeper and deeper, her eyes fixed on my stretching hole. “That’s deep enough,” I said with a clenched voice. I looked down and realized that she was completely inside of me: the entire length of her massive dildo was pushed into my body. I froze.  
 
    “You’ve got one deep pussy, slut,” she said with a grin in her voice. And then she started to thrust herself in and out of me. And I heard that vibrator beginning to engage. The pain was still there, but it was manageable. As long as my wife was having fun—I had nothing left to lose.  
 
    I turned my head to the side and found myself staring at the mirror: at myself being stuffed by my beautiful wife. And I was beautiful myself. I nearly gave myself a startle when, forgetting that I was all dolled up and pretty. And damn was I pretty. I could hardly look away from myself. When I did look away, I just wanted to look back at myself all over again. But I didn’t want my wife to think that I was enjoying myself, so I kept my eyes closed.  
 
    “Oh God,” Erin said, pumping me harder and harder. Her nails dug into my sides. There was no pain anymore, but I could feel everything. It was actually starting to feel kind of nice—a euphoria growing between my legs in a place where I’d never felt euphoria before. I took a deep breath and tried to hold back the moans that wanted to come out. She couldn’t hear me moaning. She would never look at me like a man again if I started moaning… 
 
    But I couldn’t help it. I surrendered. It felt too good. I’d never felt anything so good in my whole life. I started rolling my head from side to side. I even ended up looking back at the mirror, staring at myself, unable to look away, even when Erin was looking at me through the same mirror. She had a big grin on her face. She could tell that I liked it, that I didn’t want it to end. 
 
    “Fuck, that feels so good,” she moaned.  
 
    I reached around and put my hands on her tush. I started pulling her in harder, so I could get more of her inside of me. “Harder,” I said. “Fuck me harder.” 
 
    She started coming down with force. I could hear that vibrator buzzing loudly now. She was moaning. And her moaning was starting to turn into screaming.  
 
    And then she came. Her body trembled and she let out the longest moan I’d ever heard come through her lips. A warm fluid dribbled down her legs, onto mine. She really came—I made my wife come! 
 
    She slowed down and then she stopped completely. She looked into my eyes. Her eyes were wide. Her cheeks were dark red. She was panting. “Oh my God,” she said. She had the biggest grin on her face, and for the first time, there wasn’t a sign of disappointment in her eyes.  
 
    I smiled and then bit my lip to stop myself from squealing. But the moment was short lived. It ended as soon as I sat up and remembered that I was wearing satin lingerie, a wig, and makeup. The only time I’d ever gotten my wife off, I was dressed up as a convincing woman. And it wasn’t my cock that got her off—she got herself off using my asshole and a strap-on dildo.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I couldn’t wait for the next box to come in the mail. We didn’t have sex again that week—it was the longest we’d gone without having sex since our daughter was born and we physically couldn’t have sex during my wife’s recovery. But neither of us even mentioned the idea of sex. We never talked about that night, where my wife made me her own personal sissy. We didn’t even talk about the fact my wife had her first ever orgasm. 
 
    It was too embarrassing and I wanted my wife to forget. I wanted her to experience an orgasm properly, with my cock inside of her and not the other way around. I wanted to forget about the act as well, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t. 
 
    Every time I looked in the mirror, I could see Danica’s face. Now that I knew what I could look like, I couldn’t help but see those feminine eyes and those cute, plump lips. I’d never really noticed how petite I was—I knew that I was shorter than the average guy, and a bit thinner, but I never saw myself as having a feminine build. But now it was all that I could see. 
 
    I was even too embarrassed to change in front of my wife. Every time she looked at me, I wondered if she was looking at me or if she was looking at Danica. 
 
    And then I would wonder: what don’t I know about my wife? Was my wife hiding some lesbian tendencies? Was my wife even attracted to me? Did she wish that our roles were reversed all of the time, even outside of the bedroom?  
 
    We couldn’t go forever without having sex. The next delivery would be my saving grace—something new to try to help us forget about that lingerie clad night. But what if the box was a bust? What if every box we received from now on was a bust, and nothing could make my wife come except for that vibrating strap-on? Could I really sacrifice my humility for my wife’s pleasure? No way. I was already struggling to cope… 
 
    The box came a day early, and thank God for that. I ended up opening it before Erin was home from work, to make sure it wasn’t another box full of humiliation. Dressing up as a woman and taking it in the ass was bad enough. I didn’t to experience dressing up like a baby and shitting in my pants.  
 
    It was a bondage box: handcuffs, gag ball, leather ankle straps, and a weird looking dildo with what looked like a ball on the end of it. It was kinky, sure, but it had nothing on our last box. I was excited to get my wife tied up and gagged. And I was praying that she would come once again and realize that it had nothing to do with me being dolled up as Danica.  
 
    Erin came home later. I had dinner ready for her. We ate and then put our daughter to bed and found ourselves in the bedroom, pulling the items out of the box. I watched my wife’s face closely as she held up each item. She was smiling, but it wasn’t the same as the week before. She wasn’t glowing with excitement, and her interest wasn’t piqued. “Are you excited?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, but her voice lacked much enthusiasm.  
 
    I pounced on her and we kissed. She pushed me back. “Sorry, you’re just suffocating me a bit,” she said. She didn’t want to kiss like we had the week before. She was back to normal, and I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not. She let me kiss her neck a bit, and she let me suck her nipples a bit, but she didn’t moan or heave her chest the same way she had when I was wearing that skimpy lingerie and that wig.  
 
    I grabbed the handcuffs and cuffed her wrists to the head of the bed. “They’re a bit too tight,” she said, so I loosened them. Then I took the leather straps and I tied her ankles to the corners of our bed.  
 
    “Is that okay?” I asked.  
 
    “Yeah, it’s fine,” she said, forcing a smile. 
 
    “Is everything alright? Aren’t you into this?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Yeah,” she said, but I could tell there was something amiss. There was something missing—maybe not enough foreplay, maybe she was just tired from work, or maybe she wished that she were with Danica and not Dan. 
 
    With her legs tied apart, I sunk down and began to eat out her pretty little pussy. At first I didn’t get much reaction. But I kept going. And after a few minutes, she started to moan. Her hips rose gently off the mattress. I sunk my tongue in deeper and I flicked her little clit with the tip of my tongue. She was moaning louder and louder. It was one of the strongest reactions I’d ever gotten out of her while eating her out. I looked up at her, and that’s when I noticed she had her head tilted back and her eyes closed. 
 
    Was she thinking about Danica?  
 
    She looked down at me, and I watched as a bit of joy drained from her face, as if she was realizing it was just me—just her boring old naked husband. “Everything alright?” I asked again. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. I knew it was a lie, but I didn’t challenge her. Instead, I just climbed on top of her and I pushed my cock into her wet cunt.   
 
    “Do you want a safe word?” I asked.  
 
    “I think I’ll be okay,” she said.  
 
    “Suit yourself,” I said. I started to thrust in and out of her. It wasn’t long before she had her eyes closed again. And I wondered if she was thinking about Danica, pretending like there was a strap-on plunging her pussy and not a real cock. Her tits were bouncing in her flimsy lingerie. I challenged myself to fuck her hard enough to make her tits bounce right out of her little outfit—and I succeeded, but she still wasn’t edging any closer to orgasm.  
 
    I came down as hard and fast as I could. I was grunting with every thrust. Beads of sweat were forming on my forehead. My fingertips were digging into Erin’s sides. But I could only get some gentle moans out of her—nothing else. And she wouldn’t open her eyes. She was trying so hard to slip into her own secret fantasy.  
 
    I couldn’t hold back forever. I tried my best to clench my orgasm back, but my attempt was futile. I came deep in her pussy. And then I started to untie her ankles and undo her cuffs.  
 
    Maybe the next box would be the solution to our problems… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I felt guilty, as if I was depriving my wife of something she deserved. The next day, when we were sitting in the kitchen having our morning coffees, she looked bored and distant. I couldn’t help but remember the morning after my night as Danica—she was glowing and vibrant. She couldn’t stop smiling. Her attention would drift away and she would catch herself giggling, remembering what may have been the best night of her life—and possibly the most awkward night of mine.  
 
    But what were my options? I could either continue pretending like the night never happened, or I could surrender my pride and get dolled up again for my wife… And the thought of the latter option sent chills up and down my spine. It was a slippery slope: if I get dolled up again and my wife comes again, then what does that mean? Does that mean I need to become Danica every time I want my wife to have an orgasm? If I got dolled up again, would my wife assume that I liked it? Would she assume it was going to become a regular thing? And did she really like me all dolled up, or was her orgasm just a coincidence? Maybe that vibrating strap-on was the real secret. Maybe the vibrator was placed in the perfect spot. Maybe it had nothing to do with the wig or lingerie or makeup or the sissy voice… 
 
    Our next box came with a questionnaire. “How are you enjoying your Sex Box?” it asked, and then it went on to ask about ten other questions. They would use our answers to tailor our future boxes to our preferences.  
 
    “Which box has been your favourite so far?” it asked, and then it listed the boxes we’d received: the bondage box, the anal box, and the gender-swap box. My wife wasn’t home yet. So I filled the questionnaire out before she could see it. I didn’t want her to know about it. I was afraid of how she might answer the questions—but I wasn’t sure whether I was afraid she would circle the gender-swap box, or if I was afraid she would circle another box in an attempt to make me happy.  
 
    I circled the gender-swap box. I did it for my wife. My heart began to throb as I sealed the postage-paid envelope. I walked it down to the mailbox and slipped it inside. I had no idea what else they would have in store for me—I tried not to think about it. It was to make my wife happy. That’s all that really mattered to me.  
 
    That week’s box was a roleplaying box; inside were a couple of costumes: one cowboy costume and one slutty Native American costume. We’d tried the cowboy roleplaying before—we even had a higher-quality cowboy costume somewhere in the basement. But it was an excuse to have sex, so I brought the box to the bedroom and placed it on the bed.  
 
    Erin came home late from work. She wasn’t tired, but she was in a lousy mood. One of her bosses was apparently being an asshole, telling everything they needed to work harder even though he’d just come back from a six-week holiday in Florida. I tried giving Erin a shoulder massage while she prepared dinner, but I wasn’t able to lift her spirits. “It’s Friday—at least you don’t have to work tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    And she forced a smile. “Except my boss wants me to get some work done from home—so I do have to work tomorrow,” she said. “But I’m trying not to think about it.”  
 
    “Kaitlin’s at Maggie’s for a sleepover, so we’ve got the house to ourselves for the night,” I said. 
 
    She forced another smile. “That’s nice,” she said, but the enthusiasm was nowhere to be seen.  
 
    “The new sex box came in the mail today. We can maybe mess around later,” I said.  
 
    And she forced another smile. “Sure,” she said. “Dinner will probably take me another hour still—at least. Is that okay?” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. 
 
    I wanted to cheer her up. And I had the idea of going to put on the cowboy outfit while she was making dinner. So I went up to our bedroom and I pulled the cowboy outfit out from the box. I just wanted to put a smile on her face—a real smile, like the one that was stuck on her face for a whole day two weeks before. I started to undress and then I noticed that slutty Native American costume. It had a feathered headband, a Navaho-style armband, and a faux-leather tasselled dress. It also came with matching faux-leather stiletto boots.  
 
    And I thought about my wife’s smile. I had to do it—for her.  
 
    So I dug through the closet and I found that dark-haired wig that I wore as Danica. I snuck into the bathroom and I quietly shaved my legs and my crotch smooth. I pulled Erin’s makeup out from a drawer and I did my best to imitate what she’d done on me a couple of weeks before. I used plenty of eyeliner, plenty of mascara, and that same shade of lipstick. I didn’t do such a terrible job, in my opinion.  
 
    I got myself dressed up. The little faux-leather dress was tight, but it looked good and it brought out my curves. The skirt of the dress was so short that it didn’t cover my whole bum, but I guess that was the point. I had to put on a pair of Erin’s panties to hold up my cock, because the skirt of the dress wasn’t long enough to cover that either.  
 
    I thought I looked pretty good. I did a few poses in front of the full-length mirror. The stiletto boots weren’t easy to walk in, but I was slowly getting the hang of them. As a final touch, I sprayed myself with a little bit of Erin’s perfume—the one she wore when we first met.  
 
    I felt like a real slut, and I knew that Erin would love it.  
 
    I heard her coming up the stairs. “Hey Dan, dinner is just simmering. It should be ready in fifteen minutes or so,” she said.  
 
    I hopped up on the bed. I looked around to make sure everything was in place. I had the strap-on dildo sitting on the bedside table, and a few candles were burning around the room. I took a deep breath. This plan could easily backfire. There was a real chance that Erin’s orgasm two weeks before was just a coincidence, and she thought the night was just as humiliating as me. I mean—she hadn’t spoken about it either. Maybe she was ashamed of it. Maybe she didn’t want to relive it… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    She walked into the room. And then she froze in the doorway when she saw me. “Dan?” she said after a moment of silence. 
 
    “I prefer Danica,” I said in my sissy voice. My heart was racing. I felt incredibly vulnerable. I would have been less vulnerable running naked through Time Square. 
 
    She brought her hand to her mouth to cover her sudden burst of laughter. And suddenly I felt like a complete idiot. I couldn’t move. I was frozen with embarrassment. I’d made a big mistake and now my wife would never look at me the same. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, to try and explain myself, but I couldn’t muster up any words. I took a deep breath. What had I done? 
 
    “I love you so much,” she said. She ran over and jumped onto the bed with me. She pinned me down and we kissed. She kissed me the way she kissed me weeks before, like she was never going to kiss me again. I looked into her eyes and noticed she was holding back tears. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “I just really love you,” she said, and we continued kissing. “And you look really good in this costume.” 
 
    “It was part of this week’s sex box,” I said. 
 
    “But we never did last week’s sex box,” she said. 
 
    “Sure we did.” 
 
    “Not properly. Didn’t you read the instructions?” 
 
    “No—why? What did the instructions say?” 
 
    She had a big smirk on her face. She jumped off the bed and hopped over to the closet. She pulled last week’s box out and grabbed the instructions. She started reading. “Once you’re satisfied with your foreplay, have the woman tie the man to the bed—cuff his wrists to the bed frame or a bed post, and tie his ankles apart. Then, using the prostate-stimulating wand, bring him to orgasm without touching his penis.” She looked up at me with a big smile. “I don’t remember doing any of that.” 
 
    “I guess we’ll have to do it now, huh?” I said. I bit my lip in a failed attempt to hide my big smile.  
 
    She pulled the cuffs out from the box. “I guess that makes you my little Native sex slave tonight,” she said. She jumped back onto the bed and grabbed my wrists. I didn’t put up a fight. I let her cuff my hands above my head, and I let her spread my legs, to tie them to the corner bedposts. I watched as she lifted up the strange-shaped dildo, which was apparently a ‘prostate-stimulating wand’. “Looks like fun,” she said with a grin in her voice.  
 
    I took a deep breath.  
 
    She sucked the tip of the sex toy for a minute and then she spat on it, making sure there was plenty of natural lubricant. Then she pulled aside the strip of panties covering my asshole. “Your pussy is puckering,” she said.  
 
    “It wants you to fuck it,” I said.  
 
    She pressed that ball-shaped tip up to my butthole and she started to gently push and twist. It took a moment to penetrate, as the tip was quite thick. Once it was inside, it instantly felt good. There was no period of pain—maybe because my asshole was no longer a virgin. I took a deep breath in and I watched as my wife pushed the wand deeper and deeper into my asshole. She looked at me and giggled. “You’re such a cutie,” she said.  
 
    “You too,” I said.  
 
    She started to thrust the sex toy in and out of my back door. She pressed a button on the base and it started vibrating. And my God, did it feel amazing. I became tense and then I relaxed. My hips rose up off the mattress and my chest began to heave. There was something about the shape of that dildo that made my legs tremble. It was pressing perfectly up against the perfect spot. “Oh shit,” I moaned. And then I started moaning uncontrollably. I was squirming as much as my restraints would allow me. I had the urge to reach down and jerk myself off, but my hands were cuffed above my head.  
 
    “That feels so good,” I said between heavy moans.  
 
    I noticed my wife had her hand down her panties. She was rubbing her clit while watching me squirm and moan. Her cheeks were red. She was biting her lip. I looked down at her crotch. There was a wet spot. She was soaking wet—more aroused than I’d ever seen her.  
 
    My cock was as hard as a slab of granite. It was resting heavy on my abdomen, throbbing. A bit of pre-cum dribbled down my stomach. Erin pressed another button on the wand and the vibrating became more intense. I started moaning without restraint. It was a good thing our daughter wasn’t home—I couldn’t say the same for our neighbours.  
 
    “Fucking shit,” I groaned. The pulses of pleasure was overwhelming. I swear the lights started flashing. I could hear my wife moaning with crystal clarity, as if her lips were right next to my ear. My legs began to tremble, and then my whole body began to tremble. And then I felt warm blasts coating my chest. I was coming. The wand was actually working.  
 
    And my wife was screaming. Her body was tense and her face was dark red. She was coming too. It really was Danica that made her come. But I was fine with that. 
 
    Because I was Danica. I had no issue being Danica whenever my wife wanted me to be Danica, because I loved her and I wanted her to be happy. And if it made her happy, it made me happy. I couldn’t wait for our next sex box, to find out how my wife would be dominating me next. I couldn’t wait for the next night, after our daughter went to sleep, so I could put on some skimpy lingerie and fishnet stockings and heels. I couldn’t wait to see that glow on Erin’s face when she saw me all dolled up. And I couldn’t wait to watch my wife come again and again.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COUNTRY GIRLS 
 
    The annual Country Girls pageant is coming up, and this one is going to be bigger than every one before it. But that’s not exactly a good thing—at least not as far as Justin is concerned. It used to be a small little town tradition where the men in town got to hang out with eager, beautiful women for a week. But now it was a joke. They didn’t even pick local contestants anymore. 
 
    But after a night of heavy drinking, Justin’s friend comes up with an idea to expose the ridiculousness of the annual contest: by dressing Justin up as a little country hoe and making him compete with the other pageant girls. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    April was always my favourite month in Edson: the weather isn’t too hot and it isn’t too cold, everything is blooming, and best of all, it’s when they host the annual Country Girls pageant.  
 
     For one week every year, pretty girls from all over the province flocked to Edson to take part in the historic beauty pageant. I don’t think most of them came for the five thousand grand prize. It was the title they wanted: Country Queen 2018. It was a notorious title all over the province. I bet you there wasn’t a bar within one hundred kilometres where drinks wouldn’t be free for the Country Queen.  
 
    And the Country Girls pageant was a nationally recognized pageant. The winner qualified for a number of other pageants, and if she won those, she had a shot at becoming Miss Canada at the Miss Canada pageant. So it was sort of a big deal. 
 
    And for one week every year at the beginning of April, beautiful women would overrun our town. There were three little motels in our little town—and all of them would be booked solid. For that whole week, every bar and restaurant would be teeming with pretty girls trying to make pretty impressions.  
 
    Back in 2015, I got to be one of the judges for the pageant. It was the best week of my life. I wore my pink lanyard everywhere I went, and those pretty little bimbos perked up whenever I was within fifty yards. Those girls wanted me to notice them so badly. And they were willing to do whatever it took to win. I fucked six girls that week—eight if you count blowjobs.  
 
    One of the best nights of my life was when two girls showed up on my doorstep at the same time. They didn’t know one another, but they were both there to put out. Their synchronized arrival was just a coincidence. But neither of them were willing to back off. So I let them both in. And they both started trying their best to seduce me. And after a few drinks, all three of us ended up in the bedroom. They took turns sucking my cock, trying to outdo one another. They took turns riding me, cowgirl-style of course. When I ended up coming inside of one of the girls’ pussies, she screamed out, “Yes!” as if she’d just won the battle. Her competitor didn’t look impressed. She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms as if she’d been defeated. But it really was just a timing thing.  
 
    By the end of that week, I was exhausted, and practically out of cum. On the last day of the competition, one of the girls snuck into the bathroom with me. She said nothing. She went straight to the counter, bent over, and pulled down her jean shorts and panties. I said nothing as I got my cock out and mounted her. But I couldn’t come. I just didn’t have anything left in me. I pumped her for close to thirty minutes, made her come four or five times, and then I gave up, sweaty and exhausted. 
 
    But I couldn’t wait for the next year. I couldn’t wait to do it all over again. But sadly, I wasn’t picked as a judge for the 2016 competition. Instead, they brought judges in from other cities. “Professional judges,” they said. They were just a bunch of guys who wanted to get laid as a profession. They showed up for the competition with their slick suits and their trendy haircuts. They didn’t look like they knew anything about the country or country girls. They just wanted to see some skin. The girl they crowned as Country Queen 2016 was just the girl with the biggest tits—her tits were so big that her little top couldn’t contain them. And rumour had it: she’d slept with the ‘professional judges’ in an orgy. Apparently three of them managed to get their cocks inside of her at the same time: two in her puss, one in her ass. That was the rumour, anyway. Who knows if it’s true or not. 
 
    I suppose I couldn’t be angry with the men. I wanted to be a judge for the same reason. Though I at least judged the competition fairly. I still picked the girl who best embodied the country spirit. And believe it or not, I even picked a girl I didn’t sleep with (though I wanted to sleep with her, and thought that she might want to sleep with me if I picked her—she didn’t).  
 
     I reached out to the organizer of the 2017 Country Girls pageant two months before the contest started, putting my name into the hat. I was told that I would be considered. But once again, they decided to go a different route, bringing “professional judges” in to judge the competition once again. So once again, I was stuck watching the contest like everyone else.  
 
    And don’t get me wrong; it was still the best week of the year. The town was still filled with horny chicks who wanted the town to love them desperately. Getting laid wasn’t quite as easy without that pink lanyard, but it was still easy. It was just a matter of showing up at one of the bars at the end of the day and buying a couple of girls a drink or two.  
 
    It was in 2017 when I slept with one of the most beautiful girls I’d ever seen (the girl who should have won that year). And I didn’t just sleep with her once—I slept with her every night that week. I met her at the bar on the first night of the pageant. The moment I saw her, I knew I had to buy her a drink. So I bought her a drink and then I bought her another, and then another. And the next thing we knew, the bar was closing. “Want to go back to my place?” I asked. 
 
    “I’d love that,” she said. So I took her back to my place and we fucked. She had her suitcase with her, which I didn’t think too much about. She had just arrived in town after all. In the morning, when I woke up for work, she was fast asleep. I didn’t wake her up. I let her sleep. I figured she would let herself out when she woke up. But she was still there when I came back—ready to put out again. So we fucked again and she stayed the night again. 
 
    And it wasn’t until day four that she admitted she was broke and couldn’t afford a motel room. But it was her dream to eventually become Miss Canada. She wanted to win that Country Girls pageant so badly, she spent all of the money in her bank account on a bus ticket to Edson, and on the long blonde wig that she wore (a lot of the girls wore long blonde wigs or extensions, because of course the Country Queen had to be blonde).  
 
    She didn’t end up winning. Had I been a judge, I would have picked her. She was devastated when they announced another girl’s name—once again, it was just the girl who showed the most skin. My little beauty left town shortly after the winner was announced. I watched her walk to the highway, and then I watched her hitch a ride with the first passing truck. 
 
    I felt bad for the girl. Winning that contest apparently meant a lot to her. She was so upset; she left her little suitcase and her wig behind and everything. And she never came back for it. I can only assume that she gave up on her beauty pageant career. 
 
    I reached out to the organizers again a few months before the 2018 pageant. I wanted to be a judge again so badly. But they were upfront with me this time. “We’re going to be bringing in professionals this year,” they said to me on the phone. 
 
    “But I’ve judged one before. I really know what I’m doing,” I said. 
 
    “Sorry, but we’ve already chosen the judges.”  
 
    So once again, I would simply be an observer. At least I thought I was just going to be an observer.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Every year, the Country Girls pageant got bigger and bigger. Spectators came from all over the place to watch. Different news stations would come out to cover the festivities. And each year, they increased the number of contestants. A month before the 2018 contest, they announced that there would be no limit on the number of contestants. Any girl who paid the fifty-dollar entry fee could compete—at least during the first day. 
 
    They were introducing an American Idol sort of system, where the first day would be a long one-by-one audition. They starting setting up a big stage in a field where girls would take turns auditioning. It was the biggest stage yet. I watched them setting up the chairs a week before the contest—they were expecting a lot of people. They were selling tickets for the first time ever: ten bucks for a day pass, forty bucks for a week pass.  
 
    The bars got in on the action too. They all announced that they would be charging cover during the week. They knew that every man within one hundred kilometers would be coming down to party with the Country Girl contestants. At Bill’s Bar, they taped a sign to the door. Cover each night would be twenty dollars.  
 
    “This is turning into quite the racket,” my buddy Lenny said to me. 
 
    “No kidding,” I said.  
 
    Nobody in Edson was impressed. We were being phased out of our own tradition. The Country Girls pageant started out as a little contest between Edson girls, and now it was out of control. The last two girls who won the contest weren’t even country girls—one was from Vancouver and the other was an American girl from Seattle. What could a couple of Pacific Coast chicks know about being country? Why were we even letting Americans compete? 
 
    It was Lenny—after consuming a few shots of whiskey—who decided to reach out to the organizer of the contest to complain. I was with him when he called Mr. Buckner, the original creator the Country Girls pageant. “Don’t you understand what you’re doing to this town?” Lenny said, slurring his words slightly.  
 
    “Son, I sold the rights to the Country Girls brand name years ago. I haven’t put on a Country Girls pageant in probably eight years,” Mr. Buckner said.  
 
    “What? So who’s organizing it now?” Lenny asked. 
 
    “A company called Star Events. Their name has literally been all over the pageant since I sold it,” Mr. Buckner said. And it was true. The Star Events logo was all over everything during that weeklong pageant in Edson. I’d always just assumed that was Mr. Buckner’s company logo.  
 
    Lenny looked up Star Events, and sure enough, it was based out of California, owned by a team of multi-millionaires. There was no sense in trying to reach out to them. It was obvious that their plan was to milk the Country Girls pageant for every dollar they could. And it was working.  
 
    For the first time ever, the campground just outside of town was booked solid: one hundred and ten campsites, all booked by Star Events. And they opened up their own website for people to book campsites for triple the price that the sites normally went for. And people actually booked out the sites—horny men and eager pageant contestants.  
 
    It was two days before the start of the event when I met Lenny at Bill’s Bar for a drink. We were asked to pay cover to get in. “But the event doesn’t start until Friday,” I said to the bouncer—a bouncer who I’d never seen before, probably brought in by Star Events.  
 
    “Cover starts today,” he said bluntly. So we each paid our cover and went in for a drink. What was once the best week of the year was already turning into a week from hell, full of consumerism and extortion.  
 
    “I wonder if they’ll even let us go near the ladies,” Lenny said.  
 
    “Probably not without a price,” I said. I said it jokingly, but it turned out to be true. Word was already getting around town that they would be dividing the bars into two zones: one for the contestants and one for everyone else. And of course, you could pay a premium to get into the contestant zone, to mingle and meet your favourite Country Girl. It was an additional fifty dollars for one hour in the contestant zone, as if the Country Girl contestants were high-class strippers. “Well it was fun while it lasted,” I said. “I guess all good things are bound to come to an end sooner or later.”  
 
    We ended up staying in that bar all night, getting our money’s worth. We got drunker and drunker, talking about the good ol’ times when it was all about the girls and not at all about the money.  
 
    It was midnight when the bouncer came up to our table. “Are you guys staying?” he asked. I thought it was a weird question. I looked at Lenny and laughed. 
 
    “Yeah, why?” I said. 
 
    “It’s another twenty bucks for a midnight pass,” he said. I thought he was kidding. The whole thing was already a lampoon—but he was dead serious. He actually wanted us to pay an additional twenty dollars to stay in the bar past midnight. I thought for a moment that we’d stumbled into an episode of The Twilight Zone. 
 
    So we left. Of course we weren’t going to pay an additional twenty dollars to get drunk by ourselves in a bar, when we could just get drunk back at my place. 
 
    So we picked up a bottle of Jack Daniels and went back to my house. We put on an old Country Girls pageant recording and reminisced about the good ol’ times. Lenny got up and stumbled towards the bathroom to empty his tank. I sat at stared at the TV screen, wishing I could go back in time and relive my days as a judge, or even my days as a spectator, before they made a point of bleeding the spectators dry.  
 
    Lenny came back. “You have guests staying over?” he asked. 
 
    “No, why?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s a suitcase in your bathroom.” That suitcase that was left behind a year before was still in my apartment, crammed between my wall and my laundry machine. It had been there for so long that I’d forgotten about it. I never felt quite right about throwing it away, worried that the girl would one day come back for it. She never did, but it had only been one year. Maybe it was time to toss it out… 
 
    But Lenny and I were drunk. After I told him the story of the suitcase, he suddenly got excited. And he got an idea: why don’t we put on our own Country Girls pageant, in my apartment? It was a stupid, drunken idea, but I was drunk enough to think it would be fun. Drunk people do stupid, inexplicable things at 2:00 AM. 
 
    So we pulled the suitcase out and we pulled out the clothes. Nothing fit Lenny—he was way too big. Even his head wouldn’t fit in the cowboy hat. But everything fit me just fine. I’d always been a smaller guy. Apparently I was small enough to fit into a woman’s small.   
 
     The night is a bit of a blur, to be completely honest. The alcohol really kicked in once we started messing around with those abandoned clothes. For some reason I found myself in the bathroom, shaving my legs, laughing hysterically while doing it. I think Lenny dared me to do it. I know for sure that he dared me to put on the makeup that was at the bottom of the suitcase. He helped me with that—telling me to hold still while he carefully stroked eyeliner around my eyes.  
 
    It was around 3:00 AM when I finally found myself standing in front of a mirror to see how stupid I looked. But I didn’t look stupid. I actually looked like one of the Country Girls contestants. I actually looked like a chick. Even Lenny stopped laughing when he realized. “Why aren’t you laughing?” I asked. The room was too silent for my liking. 
 
    “Why aren’t you?” he asked. 
 
    It was obvious to both of us: we’d gone too far with our messing around. We ended up discovering something about me that I wished would have stayed undiscovered: I made a surprisingly sexy woman.  
 
    I stared at myself for a minute. It wasn’t easy to stand in the heeled cowboy boots, especially while drunk. I looked over at Lenny. He was taking my picture with his phone. “Stop that,” I said. 
 
    “Why?” he said, giggling. He started typing something into his phone.  
 
    “Give me that,” I said. I went over to him and tried to snatch his phone. I ended up falling over, not nearly agile enough to stand on heels. He caught me, falling on his back on my bed. And then he looked into my eyes.  
 
    “You really are pretty,” he said. He tried to kiss me. His lips connected with mine for a second before I jumped off of him. 
 
    “I’m not really a woman, jackass,” I said. 
 
    His face became dark red. “I was just kidding,” he said, and then he sat up. He continued typing something on his phone. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked, but he didn’t answer. “Lenny, answer me.”  
 
    Finally, he looked up at me. “I just submitted your application for the Country Girls pageant.” He started laughing.  
 
    “You fucking son of a bitch. I’ll kill you,” I said. 
 
    “What? Don’t worry about it. It’s not like you can tell that it’s you in the pictures,” he said, and he turned his phone to me to show me one of the photos he took. And damn was I cute. I couldn’t believe that I was looking at myself. He was right—I looked nothing like me. That little country bumpkin outfit somehow transformed me completely. I was so petite, so gentle looking, so pretty. My legs looked great in those cowboy boots and my ass looked amazing in those little jean shorts. “It’s just a joke, man. Get over it.” 
 
    And I managed to calm myself down, until the next morning, when Lenny called me from work. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I’d spent the whole morning trying to forget about the night before. No man wants to remember that time he got dolled up in women’s clothing. I tried to convince myself that Lenny probably didn’t remember anything—he’d had way more to drink than me. And if he did remember any of it, then I hoped that he would understand that we were just drunk and messing around.  
 
    And then he called me. “You actually got in!” he said. “You’ve actually been approved to compete in the Country Girls pageant.” He started laughing.  
 
    I laughed too. “I guess they really will take anyone willing to pay the entry fee. Wait—did you pay the entry fee?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “And I don’t know why you’re laughing. You’re going to compete.” 
 
    “Like hell I am,” I said. 
 
    “I paid fifty bucks to submit you—you sure as hell are going to compete. Hell, you might even win with your tight little body.”  
 
    “We were drunk, Lenny. I probably wouldn’t look so good with sober eyes.” 
 
    “I’ve got the pictures here, darlin’. You look pretty fine to me.” He laughed. I’d forgotten about the photos. My heart sunk into the pit of my gut. And then he sent me a photo. My heart sunk down further. He was right—I really did look good. But there was nothing he could say that would make me agree to compete in the Country Girls 2018 pageant.  
 
    At least I didn’t think there was anything he could say… 
 
    “I think you could actually win this thing, Justin,” he said. “And when you win, you can take your wig off and tell the organizers to shove it up their asses for ruining our town’s favourite tradition.” It wasn’t a terrible idea; a chance to expose the competition for what it had become: a gigantic cash grab. And there was another benefit: I could get into the competitor sections of the bars and hang out with the girls. Though how could I sleep with any of them without revealing my actual identity?  
 
    “I don’t know, man…” I said.  
 
    “Just do it. What else are you going to do this week? Spend hundreds of dollars just to see girls from afar?”  
 
    It wasn’t the worst idea he’d ever had, but I didn’t want to do it. It was too risky. What if I don’t win, and people realize my actual identity, and then no one believes me when I try to explain that I was just kidding around? What would my boss think? What would my brother think? And my parents?  
 
    “If you don’t do it, I can’t guarantee these photos won’t get around town,” he said with a grin in his voice. 
 
    “You wouldn’t do it…” 
 
    “Maybe I would, maybe I wouldn’t. I just know that I won’t be too happy that I wasted fifty bucks entering you into the contest.” 
 
    My hands were shaking. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from screaming at him. “I didn’t tell you to submit me, you bastard.”  
 
    “You told me with your eyes, beautiful,” he said, and then he started laughing. “Just walk the stage tomorrow during the audition. It’s not like you have to say anything. You just step up onto the stage, smile for the crowd, do a pose or two, and that’s it. Do it for me—I need a good laugh.”  
 
    “If I walk the stage tomorrow, do you promise to delete the photos?” I asked. 
 
    “Scout’s honour.”  
 
    So I agreed to walk the stage dressed up in that skimpy little cowgirl outfit. I was dreading it, unable to fully convince myself that it wasn’t going to suck miserably. As long as I was careful, no one would recognize me. The judges would take one look at me and they would tell me to pack my things and go home. Only twenty girls made it through to the rest of the competition—and there were nearly two hundred girls signed up for the audition stage. To think that I was hotter than 90% of the pageant girls was just ridiculous. If Lenny actually thought I had a chance at winning—never mind making it past the first stage—he was completely delusional.  
 
     I woke up early the next morning at 5:00 AM—four hours before the show started. Lenny had forwarded me my instructions the night before. All I had to do was show up backstage by 9:00 AM and wait for them to call my name. And apparently my name was Jezebel Perkins. Where Lenny got that name, I have no idea.  
 
    I started by shaving the stubble off of my legs. I made sure not to leave a single hair behind—I didn’t want to give anyone a reason to think that I might not actually be a woman. I even shaved my armpits and my arms to be safe, and then I rubbed moisturizer all over my body, so my skin would look nice and soft like a woman’s.  
 
    I put on the little outfit: jean shorts, bra, a little red blouse, cowgirl boots, and the cowgirl hat. I had to stuff the bra with socks to make it look right. And it didn’t look half bad, as far as I was concerned.  
 
    And then it was time to do my makeup—the reason I woke up so early. I had no idea what the hell I was doing, and I knew it was going to take me a while to get it right. I started with the foundation, and then the concealer. I probably used more than I needed to, but I wanted to make sure I wasn’t recognizable under any circumstances. I went thick with the eyeliner, and I went heavy with the mascara. I had to restart a few times—it turns out, makeup mistakes are very hard to fix. My trembling hands screwed a few attempts up, but the more I looked at myself, the more I began to calm down. I really was unrecognizable. This morning wasn’t going to be so bad. Lenny would get his laugh and that would be that.  
 
    It was around 8:00 AM when I finished my makeup. I looked cute. Lenny sent me a text message. “Send me a picture,” he wrote. I hesitated, but I ended up sending him a mirror selfie. I didn’t want to give him any reason to leak those photos, and I was a little bit proud of what I’d pulled off. Some women spend their whole lives trying to look the way I looked. They get surgeries and expensive treatments and they buy expensive makeup. But I just needed a couple of hours in front of a mirror with a cheap makeup kit.  
 
    “Looking good, sweetie. Can’t wait to see you up on that stage,” he wrote back—complete with a winky face.  
 
    My heart was racing as I walked towards my front door. Was I really going to do this? Was I really stupid enough to walk across that pageant stage dressed as a woman? Apparently I was… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I took my truck down to the pageant, stupidly assuming I would have no problem finding parking. But the parking lot was full. I ended up parking three blocks away and walking, but it was probably for the best—I still had to figure out how to properly walk in those cowgirl boots.  
 
    There was a long line of women waiting to be let behind the stage. They had tall curtains set up, so the general public couldn’t see back there. The curtains were covered in sponsor logos. One of the sponsors was Coca-Cola; how did they manage that?  
 
    There were more than two hundred girls in that line—probably closer to three or four hundred. And the sight of that giant horde of women filled me with relief: the more women there were, the less my chance of advancing to the next round was. And advancing to the next round was the last thing that I wanted.  
 
    I stood in that line for fifteen minutes. The show started while I was still waiting twenty girls back from the front. What was the hold up? I leaned over and looked down. There were a couple of bouncers signing everyone in; making sure strangers weren’t wandering back stage. They were asking girls for their names. My heart skipped a beat. They were going to ask me for my name. What was it again? Jasmine or something? And my voice—I hadn’t practiced a voice! I thought that I would simply be showing up, walking across the stage, and that would be it. But apparently I was wrong… 
 
    My heart was racing. I tried to control my breathing. I wanted to practice my voice, but women surrounded me, and all of those women were looking for reasons to slim down the competition. My head was spinning. I reached the front of the line. “Name?” one of the bouncers said to me.  
 
    “Perkins. Jezebel Perkins,” I said. The name came to me all of a sudden, out of nowhere, along with the voice. Was it a miracle? Devine intervention? Or just a big, dumb coincidence? The man looked down a very long list and then he checked off my name. “Go ahead,” he said, stepping aside for me. My heart was still racing. But I’d done it: I’d convinced my first encounter that I was really a woman. Now all I had to do was walk across that stage.  
 
    I walked through the tall black curtain. There were a couple hundred girls getting ready for their big moment. Most of them were dressed like skanks. One girl was wearing nothing but a tiny bikini and a cowgirl hat. Another girl was simply wearing lingerie—not even a cowgirl hat or boots. Some of the girls were in the process of changing. I saw at least ten sets of bare tits while I was back there—girls changing last second after seeing what their competitors were wearing. Hell, I was probably the most conservatively dressed amongst them. 
 
    So I tried to make my own attire a little bit skimpier. I tied the base of my blouse up in a knot around my sternum, and I rolled up the cuffs of my shorts, so I was showing a bit of butt, like the other girls. I don’t know why I bothered though—if I was looking for a guaranteed elimination, I should have simply left my attire alone.  
 
    There was a woman calling out names, getting girls ready before they were called on the big speaker. I heard my own name called four times before realizing it was my name. “Jezebel Perkins? Is there not a Jezebel Perkins here?” the woman was yelling. 
 
    I snapped out of my daze and raised my arm. “Here!” I called out, and then I started making my way through the crowd towards the woman. She waved me to hurry up.  
 
    “You’re on in five seconds,” she shouted, so I started to run. And then I heard my name called on the big speaker. She held open the curtain. It all happened so fast: I stepped out onto the stage. There were hundreds of people watching. There was some modest clapping at first, and then they announced my name. “Jezebel Perkins from your hometown of Edson!” Then the crowd erupted. A coldness overtook my body. But I managed to continue walking. 
 
    And I’m not sure what possessed me next. I posed for the crowd, putting my hands on my hips and smiling big. I took off my hat and waved it to the crowd, eliciting louder cheers. I knew many of the faces up front—people I’d seen around town my whole life, and some people I knew too well. My own cousin was right up front, clapping and cheering and completely oblivious to whom I was.  
 
    I blew a kiss to the crowd, and then I did a little spin. My heart was pounding against my ribcage. But I felt good. I don’t know why I felt good—maybe it was the crowd’s energy pumping me up. I couldn’t stop smiling. I did another pose. “Thank you, Jezebel! Next we have Candy Erikson from Miami, Florida!” It was my cue to leave the stage. As I walked away, I couldn’t help but notice that Candy didn’t receive half of the applause that I did. I was a hometown girl, after all. But it was more than that. It really seemed like they loved me. And they definitely thought that I was a woman—no doubt in any mind as far as I could tell.  
 
    I stepped through the curtain and found myself face-to-face with a large camera and a production crew. A man in a suit thrust a microphone into my face. “Jezebel—you’re a first time contestant in the Country Girls pageant. How did it feel walking the stage for the first time?” 
 
    There was a lump in my throat, and I don’t mean my Adam’s apple. My lips parted to respond, but I was suddenly frozen. I looked from the interviewer to the camera lens. “I—uh—loved it. I’m just happy to be here representing my little hometown of Edson.” I smiled.  
 
    “Based on the audience’s reaction, you may just be a favourite to win. How does that make you feel?” It wasn’t just the crew looking at me—dozens of nearby girls were looking my way, with jealousy and scorn on their faces. Was I seriously in contention to move onto the next round? Did I actually impress the judges?  
 
    “I just want to make my hometown proud,” I said, and then I found myself blowing a kiss at the camera lens. The energy of that contest had possessed me. I was a different person. The words coming out from my mouth never processed through my mind. I thought for a moment that I was dreaming, and then I had to consider the possibility that I’d had a mental breakdown. I was pretty sure that I hadn’t.  
 
    I was whisked away by one of the event organizers, an older woman with grey hair. I noticed a few of the girls who hadn’t gone out yet tying their shirts the same way I had mine tied, as if they were certain I was worth imitating. “It’s Jezebel, right?” the older woman asked me. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    “Just follow me. You’ll be going back out on the stage in fifteen minutes,” she said.  
 
    She brought me to a curtained-off section where five other girls were waiting. They were beautiful—and dressed like complete hoes. The lingerie chick from before was there, still not wearing anything remotely country-themed. She looked at me and smiled. She had stunning blue eyes. All of the girls in that space were blonde, except for one redhead—but she had massive, perky tits. As we waited, a few more girls were brought in to join us. After fifteen minutes, there were twenty of us. And I realized I was waiting with the selections for the competition.  
 
    I was chosen to move onto the actual Country Girls pageant. I suddenly felt sick. “Let’s welcome this year’s Country Girl contestants!” the announcer said through the loud speaker. And that older woman came back and said, “Hurry up. Let’s go. Single file line.” She opened up a curtain and we all walked back out onto the stage. And again, it all happened so fast.  
 
    At least it felt like it happened fast. I was shocked to see that the sun was high up in the sky. It was at least noon. I’d been there for nearly three hours already.  
 
    The crowd thundered when I stepped out onto the stage, and they announced me as “Jezebel from your beautiful hometown.” I was the only hometown pick, and I was only one of five girls who were actually Canadian. I waved to the crowd and then I put my hands behind my back, so no one would see them trembling. In that moment, I realized I wasn’t just moving onto the actual contest—I actually had a shot at winning, and I wasn’t even an actual woman.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I wasn’t even home for five minutes before there was knocking at my door. I knew it was Lenny before I answered it—and I considered not answering it. My head was still spinning from the day down at the Country Girls main stage.  
 
    Lenny just let himself in. “That was incredible!” he said before even saying hello. “They actually think you’re a chick. You actually pulled it off.”  
 
    “Yeah, well now I need to figure out how to disappear,” I said. 
 
    “Disappear? You can’t just stop now. You beat over two hundred girls for this chance. You have to go through with it. Not to mention, didn’t you hear that there’s a fifty-thousand dollar grand prize?” 
 
    “I can’t do it,” I said. “If it was just a matter of walking around on the stage, sure, but that’s not all they want.” After we were led off the stage that afternoon, they told us that they were expecting us to make appearances at the sponsored bars to mingle with fans. We were expected to essentially be full-time Star Events employees for the rest of the week if we wanted a chance at winning. And I couldn’t show up at a bar and mingle with ‘fans’. My fans were my fellow Edsonites—the town’s population was less than ten thousand. I saw and spoke with these people on a daily basis.  
 
    “But you have to do it. And when you win, you have to reveal who you really are. It will be the most amazing moment in our town’s history—make everyone realize how big of a joke this whole Country Girls thing has become.”  
 
    “Why don’t you put on a little jean skirt and take my place then? I’ll even help you with your makeup—I’ve gotten pretty good at it.” 
 
    He grinned. “Because you actually look sexy in a little jean skirt. And don’t forget, I still have those photos.” 
 
    “You son of a bitch—you said you would delete them.” I wanted to grab him and strangle him. He was risking my reputation for a laugh. Some friend… 
 
    “Yeah, that was before you beat out hundreds of professional models for a shot at fifty grand,” he said.  
 
    “I only made it through because they wanted a hometown girl in the competition,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe, but you actually were hotter than most of those chicks—and a lot of those girls were pretty sexy.” That big grin was still stretched across his face. I wanted to slap it off of him.  
 
    He wasn’t giving me a choice—he was determined to see me back out on that stage, dressed like a little sissy. He was getting his kicks whether I liked it or not.  
 
    “Anyway. I just showed up here to drop off some clothes. That one little outfit isn’t going to get you through the whole week.” He motioned towards my front door. There was a big suitcase sitting next to it.  
 
    “Where’d you get that?” I asked. 
 
    “My sister. She’s out of town, so I just raided her apartment. If you want more, just let me know. She’s got mountains of clothes and shoes and whatever else you want. Which bar are you heading down to tonight? Maybe I’ll come down and mingle.” He had a good laugh, and then I kicked him out. I was expected to be down at the bars soon, and I wasn’t even close to being ready.  
 
    I waited for him to be gone before I let my smile slip. I was secretly excited to go through Lenny’s sister’s clothes. I’d been wearing the same outfit for months, wishing I had another option… 
 
    I suppose I have a confession to make. I wasn’t completely honest before about how surprised I was that I actually passed as a convincing woman. That drunken night with Lenny wasn’t the first time I got dolled up in that blonde wig and that abandoned Country Girl outfit. I tried it on six months before—and at least once each week since then.  
 
    It started out as a harmless curiosity: I was mistaken for a girl from behind. It had been a few months since I’d cut my hair. Apparently I’d dropped a receipt on the ground, and a woman came running up behind me. “Miss! Miss! You dropped this,” she called out. When I realized she was calling out to me, my face turned dark red. When she realized I was a man, her face turned dark red, too. “Sorry, I only saw you from behind,” she said, as if it was some sort of consolation.  
 
    And when I got home that night, I couldn’t help but wonder if I actually did look like a girl. I still had that suitcase sitting in the back of my closet. So I decided to take it out. I closed all of my blinds and I got dolled up. And sure enough, I actually looked pretty good. I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror. I was sexy. I was exactly the kind of girl I wished I could find for myself. I cleaned myself up and put the clothes away. But a few days later, I had the strangest urge to get dolled up again. 
 
    This time, I found myself sitting around my apartment in the little outfit. I had the blinds closed and the door locked. And I simply spent the night alone, dressed as a woman. And before I went to bed, I jerked off to my own reflection. It became a sort of fetish. Every few nights, I would get dolled up and I would hang out around my apartment, sometimes taking pictures of myself with my phone, other times just admiring how sexy I was. Staring at myself in the mirror became like a pastime. Jerking off became nearly impossible when I wasn’t wearing that wig and a little bit of eyeliner.  
 
    It only took a month before I started getting tired of that same old outfit: those jean shorts and that blouse. Sure, I was as cute as hell in it, but there were so many cute outfits I wished I could try on. 
 
    And now I had a whole wardrobe at my disposal: dresses, skirts, blouses, tank tops, cardigans—you name it, there it was. There were stiletto heels in that suitcase, lingerie, stockings, satin gloves, panties, thongs, and even swimsuits. It was a shame I was expected to be at a bar by 5:00 PM—I wanted to spend the next ten hours trying on different outfits.  
 
    But I had to pick one—I hardly even had time to get properly dolled up in a single outfit. So I went with the cutest floral dress you’ve ever seen. It had lace sleeves and a frilly Lolita-style skirt. I put it on and did a little spin. My heart was racing—not because I was about to show myself in public in the dress—because I was succumbing to urges I’d been suppressing for many months. Every time I put on that skimpy cowgirl outfit, I told myself that I was going insane, that I should be ashamed of myself. But now I had an excuse, and I was embracing the hell out of that excuse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Surprisingly, I felt more comfortable at the bar than I did at the main stage. They had the music turned up loud and the place was packed with people—mostly drunk people. I could hardly hear what anyone was saying to me, which meant they could hardly hear me, which was probably for the best.  
 
    I didn’t have to spend a dollar. Contestants didn’t have to pay cover, and thanks to the large crowd of men eager to get closer to the contestants, I didn’t have to buy a single drink. They were coming to me faster than I could drink them. But I was careful not to drink too much. I made the stupid mistake of getting dolled up in front of Lenny—who knows what kind of stupid mistake I might make in front of my whole hometown while trying to keep everyone convinced that I was a lady.  
 
    Men were paying money to spend time with me: fifty bucks for one hour in the special contestant section of the bar. Of course I didn’t get any of that money, but it was flattering to think that men were willing to spend their hard-earned cash just to have a chance to chat with me. “You’ve very beautiful,” one man said to me. The comment made my cheeks turn red every time I heard it—and I ended up hearing it dozens of times that night. I loved watching their cheeks turn red when they approached me. They were so cute when they got tongue-tied.  
 
    “I really hope you win—and I’m not just saying that because you’re from here,” one guy said to me. He was a nice-looking guy—nicely dressed, wearing nice cologne, cute smile.  
 
    I kissed him on the cheek and said, “You’re too sweet.”  
 
    The other girls were getting their share of the attention as well—but there was no question that I was the star of the show—probably because I was the hometown hero. The other girls kept their eye on me, and I pretended not to notice them whispering to one another. I was a little bit worried they could tell that I wasn’t actually a woman—if anyone was going to figure it out, it would be another woman. But I managed to calm myself down by looking at my own reflection in the bathroom.  
 
    I was relieved when the other girls started leaving for the night. I left as soon as I could—as soon as I wasn’t the first to leave. And I had to be careful that no one was following me as I made my way home.  
 
    I hardly slept that night, my heart pounding with conflicted excitement. That excitement didn’t belong. I wanted to be filled with nothing but dread and anger. But no matter how hard I tried, I could only muster up excitement. I still had all of those outfits to try on, after all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The next few days were fun. Once I realized no one was going to recognize me, I was able to cut loose. I had nothing to lose. I could embarrass myself on stage, and it didn’t matter: in a few days, I would cease to exist. As long as I kept my true identity a secret, I could do whatever I wanted without repercussions—anything legal, anyway.  
 
    Day one was the summer apparel day: most of the girls wore the skimpiest bikinis they could find. I chose to wear a cute skirt and blouse combination. I curled my hair and tied a big red bow in it. I got a huge rise out of the crowd, and I left the other girls scratching their heads, wondering how I scored so high with the audience even though I didn’t have my tits hanging out for everyone to see.  
 
    I spent the rest of the day hanging out at the bars with the people who had come from all over the province to take in the show. Everyone was so nice—probably because they were just trying to get into my panties. But I entertained them. I even let one guy put his arm around me and buy me drinks all night. He was a muscular hunk, and it was actually kind of nice. It’s not like I wanted to sleep with him, but I loved the jealousy on the other girls’ faces.  
 
    I woke up early the next morning to get ready for round three. It was a question and answer stage, so I spent the morning practising my voice—recording myself and listening back until I was completely comfortable with my voice. And I actually sounded pretty good. 
 
    They asked me standard questions, like what my goals in life were, what I would change in the world if I could change one thing—and they asked me who my favourite musician was. They asked the other girls the same questions. I was shocked to hear most of the girls listing musicians like Justin Bieber and Ed Sheeran. Had they forgotten they were in a Country Girls competition? I said Corb Lund, which got a big rise from the audience. And again, the other girls looked angry and jealous.  
 
    I really did have a strong chance of winning. 
 
    And if I won, would I really reveal my true self to the audience? There were hundreds of them—and none of them would ever forget. I would never live another day in that town without people looking at me like the guy who got dolled up for the Country Girls pageant, even if they did think that I just did it as a joke. Joke or not, I really did look like a convincing woman. And surely they would be embarrassed. All week, they’d been catcalling and whistling at me, hitting on me in bars, cheering for me on stage… I didn’t want to embarrass them. I wanted to expose Star Events, not my fellow townspeople.  
 
    So what would I do if I won? Just accept the trophy and wave to the crowd before disappearing forever? And what would I do with the trophy? Throw it out so no one would ever find me in possession of it?  
 
    And then what? Go back to my regular life, working every day, drinking every night. I’d always known there was something missing from my life, and now I knew what it was—and I knew it was something I could never have. I only had this week to live out my secret fantasy. Once the week was through, it was back to real life—and real life would never be the same now that I knew what that empty feeling inside of me was.  
 
    The next day was the talent portion of the competition. It was the first time Country Girls had a talent portion—and I had no idea until that morning. Apparently all of the other girls got the memo though. I showed up at the main stage with nothing. All of the other girls were dressed in leotards, ready to dance on stage. One girl was in her hip-hop uniform, ready to lay down some rap. There was one girl with a guitar—I knew how to play guitar. So I went up to her and asked if I could borrow her guitar when she was done. 
 
    Thankfully, she said sure. I was one of the last people to take the stage. I didn’t even know what song I was going to play. She handed me the guitar when they called my name. “Good luck,” she said with a big smirk. That smirk sent a chill down my spine. Something was wrong, but I didn’t know what yet. 
 
    I walked out onto the stage and the crowd erupted like they had every time I took the stage. I walked slowly over to the stood that sat in the middle. I took a seat and looked down at the crowd. They became silent, waiting for me to play. I figured I would just play an old country sound. I went to strum the first chord. But the guitar wasn’t in standard tuning—it sounded terrible. The crowd was silent. My heart started racing.  
 
    I played all of the strings open. And by some miracle, I recognized the tuning. It was Celtic tuning. I knew it from when I was first starting out, and I learned a couple of Bert Jansch songs. I couldn’t remember those songs now, but the tuning was fairly straightforward. I was able to noodle my way through a simple made-up song. It wasn’t a masterpiece by any means, but it seemed to please the crowd just fine. They applauded and cheered, and when I handed the guitar back to the little blonde, she had the biggest scowl on her face.  
 
    And for the rest of that night, I hung out again at the bars and revelled in the compliments and the catcalling. Instead of making men pay to join me on the competitor side of the bar, I decided to spend my night on the general side, mingling with the guys, driving my competition crazy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I didn’t want to reveal my identity to the crowd on the final day of the competition, but I wasn’t sure that I had the choice. Lenny still had those photos of me on his phone, and I knew for a fact that he wanted me to make the big reveal. And I had a feeling he would make the big reveal for me if I suddenly became stage shy.  
 
    But I had an idea to save myself from Lenny’s wrath: I just had to get those photos off of his phone. Surely he didn’t have those shots backed up anywhere. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy to keep his photos backed up on his computer. Hell, I wasn’t even sure if Lenny owned a computer. I’d been to his house many times before and I’d never seen a laptop laying around. I was fairly certain he just did everything on his phone. 
 
    So I just needed to get my hands on that phone and delete those pictures. How hard could that be?  
 
    I sent Lenny a text message, asking him to meet up with me, to go over the plan for the end of the competition. He was quick to respond with, “I’ll be right over.” He hadn’t missed a single minute of the Country Girls 2018 pageant. He’d been at every show and every after party, all weeklong. I’m pretty sure he took the week off of work just so he could enjoy the contest—it wouldn’t surprise me in the slightest.  
 
    He was at my house within fifteen minutes. I was still dolled up. I’d just been on stage an hour before, and I was expected to make an appearance at a BBQ restaurant with the other girls in a couple of hours. We were told that all of the appearances weren’t mandatory, but the judges would consider our sponsor participation when deciding a winner—so in other words, the appearances were mandatory. I didn’t mind. It was nice to have an excuse to be out in the world as a pretty lady. In a couple of days, I would be out of excuses.  
 
    I offered Lenny a drink. He started laughing, because I was still using my feminine voice. But I couldn’t help it—after using it all weeklong, I couldn’t muster up my normal voice. My feminine voice was becoming a permanent fixture. Hell, at times it felt more natural than my actual voice ever felt. I brought Lenny a beer.  
 
    “So tomorrow, when you win, you’re going to pull your wig off right? That’s still happening?” he said as he took his first sip from his beer.  
 
    “I don’t know, Lenny. I just worry that people would get the wrong impression—like I was mocking them and not the competition.” 
 
    “No one will think that,” he said.  
 
    “I just don’t see how they could not take it personally—I mean, a lot of them have been cheering for me and hitting on me. Wouldn’t you be embarrassed?”  
 
    “I’ve been cheering for you, too,” he said, but he clearly wasn’t getting what I was trying to tell him. I knew that there was little hope in trying to convince him to change his mind on the whole reveal thing—that’s not why I brought him over. I just needed to get that phone—just for two minutes, so I could delete those photos. “We need to make Edson realize that the Country Girls pageant has become a big joke,” he said. 
 
    “Well it’s not even going to be in Edson next year, so what difference does it make?” I said. 
 
    “It’s not? What are you talking about?” he said. 
 
    “Didn’t you see that article this morning? They said that the competition will be moving to Vancouver next year, so they can accommodate more people.” It was a lie. There was no such announcement. But I needed a reason to get his phone.  
 
    He pulled his phone out and started searching the Internet. “Where was it posted?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure—I just saw it on Facebook,” I said. I watched as he typed away on his phone, trying to find the article.  
 
    “I don’t see anything,” he said after a minute. 
 
    “Here, let me see if I can find it—my phone is dead and charging in my room.” 
 
    He looked into my eyes for a moment. He was silent. Was he onto me? Was I coming on too strong? My heart skipped a beat. And then he held his phone out to me. “Sure. Go ahead,” he said.  
 
    I took his phone carefully. I looked back to make sure there was no mirror behind me, so he couldn’t see what I was doing. And then I started making my way over to his photo album. He had been taking plenty of photos during the competition—many of me and many of other competitors. But I only needed to delete the ones that actually looked like me—the ones we took on that drunken night together. If he leaked photos of me on that stage, it wouldn’t matter—they didn’t look like me and no one would believe him when he said that they were me. So I scrolled up towards those older photos. And I started to delete them. “Hm, I can’t seem to find this article,” I said. “Oh wait, I think I remember where I saw it…” He was watching me closely, but he couldn’t see what I was doing on his phone. I only needed another twenty seconds or so… 
 
    I deleted the photos one at a time. There were lots. He must have taken thirty shots of me getting dolled up that night. 
 
    As I went to delete the last photo, I noticed another photo further back in his timeline. It was a photo of me pulling those little jean shorts over my bare bum, but it was taken weeks before that drunken night—and it was taken from my window. You could see my blinds on the edge of the frame. He’s been taking photos of me from outside. My heart sunk down into my gut and I slowly looked up at him. And he must have seen the shock on my face, because the colour began to drain from his face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    It was a moment before I was able to speak. “What the hell are these photos, Lenny?” I asked. 
 
    “Give me back my phone,” he said. His face was completely white.  
 
    “No. Tell me why you have these photos on your phone. You’ve been spying on me?” 
 
    “No, I haven’t been spying. I just came over once and saw you through the window. And, I don’t know, I took some photos. I thought it would be funny. Now give me back my phone.” He reached out for his phone but I pulled it away. I scrolled further back. Those weren’t the only shots he had of me. He had other shots—selfies that I’d taken weeks and months before with my own phone. But how did they end up on his phone? “I can explain,” he said. 
 
    “I’m listening,” I said. My heart was lost in the pit of my stomach. A lump was forming in the front of my throat.  
 
    He was silent, his cheeks turning red, the rest of his face remaining as pale as a corpse. “A month ago, I borrowed your phone. Remember?” he said. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “We were at the bar. Mine was at home. I wanted to look up a joke. You let me borrow your phone. But I accidentally tapped on your photo album, and there was a picture of a sexy blonde. I didn’t tell you because I thought it was private—maybe some chick you were banging or something. And there were other photos of her. I sent them to my own phone. I don’t know why. I just did.  And I looked at them again when I got home, and after I stared at them for long enough, I started to realize that they were of you… Well, at least I had a suspicion that they were you, but I didn’t really believe it. I went to your place to ask you about it, and when I got there, your blinds were all closed but your lights were on. I don’t know why, but I climbed up onto one of your lawn chairs and I looked through a slit in your blinds. And there you were—doing your makeup.”  
 
    I felt sick. He’d known about my little secret for a whole month already? “What?” I managed to say. My head was spinning. 
 
    “I just snapped a few shots. I was going to embarrass you with them. But then I got home and looked at the photos… and I just couldn’t do it. You just looked so happy in all of the photos, and you looked… good. You’re sexy when you’re a girl. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. And then I started to notice that you didn’t seem happy whenever we went out. You never had that same smile that you had in your pictures. And I wanted to change that.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I asked. 
 
    “I convinced you to compete in the Country Girls pageant because I knew that you would secretly love it. And I was right. I’m right, am I not?”  
 
    I didn’t know how to respond. It was true—I was secretly loving it. I was having the best week of my life. But I couldn’t admit it—could I? 
 
    “It’s fine. If you want to be a lady, just be a lady. You make a good lady. I don’t understand why you need to keep it so secret.” 
 
    I stood up. “I should get going. I need to be at this barbecue place soon.” I started heading towards the door. But he jumped up to his feet and ran in front of me. I thought he was going to try to convince me not to tell anyone about the photos on his phone. But instead, he kissed me. I froze up. I didn’t know how to react. I didn’t kiss back at first, but he kept kissing me. And it felt good. His lips were warm. He put his hands on my sides and I felt strangely comfortable. 
 
    So I kissed him back. I let myself surrender. I let my anxieties slip away for the first time. It felt good—so good. I even let him slip a little bit of tongue into my mouth. And then he let me slip his shirt up over his head. I ran my hands down his bare chest. He slipped his hands up my skirt, onto my bare tush. He squeezed. He really wasn’t kidding—he really thought that I was sexy. He really orchestrated this whole thing for me. 
 
    We pressed our foreheads together. “Were you really going to make me reveal myself on stage?” I asked. 
 
    “No. I could care less about the Country Girls pageant. I just needed an excuse.”  
 
    We kissed again. I started getting hard. My erection was pushing against the light fabric of my dress, pulling it up, rubbing against his leg. He didn’t seem to mind. He didn’t even seem to mind when I pulled away his belt and tugged down his pants and his boxers. He was hard himself—throbbing and fully erect. His cock was bigger than mine. I hiked up my skirt and I pressed my cock up to his. I took both of them in my hand and I began to stroke gently. “Still think I make a convincing girl?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded, his cheeks dark red now. I loved the feeling of his cock throbbing against mine. It was so warm and so big. I couldn’t even imagine it fitting in my back door, but I wanted it inside of me so badly.  
 
    “You think I’m sexy?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. 
 
    “Enough to eat me out?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He took me by the hips and he spun me around. Then he sunk to his knees and pressed his face up my skirt, between my butt cheeks. He started licking out my asshole. My legs trembled slightly. It felt nice—so goddamned nice. He got my puckering hole nice and wet. And then he stood up and pressed the tip of his throbbing rod up to my asshole. “You ready for this?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded. I couldn’t speak—the lump in my throat was too big. I took a deep breath and I tried my best to relax. And then he started pushing into me. I gasped sharply and then I bit down on my tongue. It didn’t hurt, but it sure felt tight. I clutched the edge of my couch firmly. I took another deep breath. He was sinking deeper and deeper, and his cock felt endless. I could feel it throbbing inside of me while it stretched me out. I could feet the harsh edge of his big tip, pressing up towards my sternum. Was he big enough to reach my sternum? Was that even possible?  
 
    My whole body began to tremble. I started to go limp. He slipped his arms around me to hold me up, and then he started to thrust into me. I was his little cowgirl slut—I was his to do whatever he wanted with. He held me tightly and he pumped me relentlessly.  
 
    He reached up and cupped my breasts. He squeezed hard, scrunching up my bra inserts. I didn’t care. I wanted him to fuck me harder. I wanted him to leave me limp and exhausted on the floor.  
 
    His pelvis slapped against my ass. He tried to spread my legs wide, but the panties around my thighs wouldn’t allow him—so he ripped them off and tossed them aside. And then he spread my legs wide and bent me over further, pressing my face down against the couch. I had to bite the cushion to stop myself from screaming in complete ecstasy.  
 
    I was coming. I don’t know how, but his hard fucking was making me come all over the side of my own couch.  
 
    His fingertips were digging into my sides. He was grunting with every thrust. It felt so good and I didn’t want it to end, but I knew that it had to end eventually, and I knew it would feel so damn good when he erupted inside of my body. “Fucking come in me,” I moaned. 
 
    He pumped me harder and faster, grunting loudly. I was completely limp on that couch, but I still wanted more. I could feel the tip of his cock up in my gut, near my goddamned lungs. I wanted it so badly. I couldn’t wait any longer. 
 
    He screamed out loud and then I felt his hot load gushing deep in my body. I trembled and squirmed and moaned. And he made sure every last drop was deposited deep and then he stumbled back, his face dark red. I couldn’t move. I remained slumped over that couch as his cum dribbled out my stretched hole, down my leg, onto my floor. He stumbled back into the sofa chair and caught his breath.  
 
    I hardly made it in time for my appearance at the BBQ restaurant. And then I was almost late the next day for the final stage of the competition—Lenny came over to wish me good luck, and I ended up bending over, begging him to stuff my ass.  
 
    The audience roared for me when I stepped on the stage during the awards ceremony. Everyone was sure that I was going to be the winner. But they were wrong. The prize went to a dark-haired girl from Miami. The audience was mostly silent when they announced her name and handed her the Country Girls 2018 trophy, but I didn’t care. I stood there with the biggest smile on my face because I’d won something much more valuable than some cheap trophy, which probably cost less than fifty bucks to make.  
 
    I’d won my identity—my true identity. I finally understood who I was supposed to be, and I knew that I would be accepted. Sure, there would be some awkward moments when it came to telling some of my friends and family, but surely they would all understand. I mean, they all cheered relentlessly for me throughout the whole competition—they were rooting for Jezebel more than they’d ever rooted for me in my life.  
 
    They named me the Country Girls 2018 runner-up, and the crowd thundered with applause. I may not have been the winner of the Country Girls pageant, but I knew that I was my hometown’s sweetheart. And what was better than that? 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE BOSS'S TOY 
 
    Patrick got lucky when he landed the perfect job—a once in a lifetime opportunity. His hours are short, his pay is great, and his co-workers are wonderful people. But he foolishly jeopardizes it all one afternoon when he sneaks into his boss’ office to see his Christmas bonus. His boss catches him—and it wouldn’t be so bad, had his boss not left his computer open on a transsexual hook-up website.  
 
    Now, if Patrick wants to keep his job, he’s going to have to give his boss a reason to keep him around. And becoming the boss’ personal toy might just be the solution he’s looking for. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My boss, Mr. Laine, always insisted that he didn’t have a favourite employee, but I knew that was a lie—at least it became a lie after me.  
 
    I wasn’t the greatest employee ever—I certainly wasn’t the smartest or the most efficient. I’d been at that company for three years already, and I’d watched new interns climb higher up the corporate ladder than I ever had. I didn’t mind though—I was always just happy with the job security. And the pay was pretty good too.  
 
    I knew that I would never be in Mr. Laine’s position. He worked more than I would ever be able to work. He was always there when I showed up at 8:00 AM, and he always stayed after everyone left at 5:00 PM. One time I left my phone at work. I went back to grab it at 8:00 PM and he was still there, still at his desk, still working. At least I assumed he was working. I couldn’t see what was on his screen—but what else could he be doing?  
 
    He had his staff, myself included, over for a party during the Christmas break one year. I wasn’t surprised to see that he had a large office in his home, teeming with files and stacks of papers. The man never stopped working. Whenever I overheard employees talking about how they wished they could be paid as much as Mr. Laine, I was never able to agree. “You couldn’t pay me nearly enough to work as much as Mr. Laine,” I would say. And it was true. I didn’t want my work to become my life.  
 
    He was divorced—no kids. He kept his house in his divorce and it was impressive: three stories, at least eight bedrooms and three separate living rooms. It had two kitchens—what single man needs two kitchens? But he was the kind of man who liked to flaunt his money—and wouldn’t you want to flaunt your money if you made over a million dollars every year?  
 
    He was always going on vacations, but he certainly deserved them as far as I was concerned. Even with his four or five weeklong vacations each year, he was still working twice as many hours as anyone else—so who were we to nag? Some employees nagged, of course—the ones who were completely naïve to how much work he did.  
 
    He was a nice guy. But everyone just wanted his money. I’d watched three different female co-workers lose their jobs trying to wriggle their way into his life. I had a good laugh when one of them tried to seduce him in the middle of a workday. She went into his office wearing lingerie under her pencil skirt, and we all watched from across the space as she carefully pulled up her skirt and asked if he was interested in an ‘employees with benefits program’. He shut her down and fired her later that week.   
 
    During that aforementioned Christmas party at Mr. Laine’s house, one of my co-workers tried getting him drunk to sleep with him. Near the end of the night she was nibbling on his earlobe, trying desperately to get him to feel her breasts. He wouldn’t do it. After Christmas, she was let go.  
 
    And then there was Janice—a co-worker and friend of mine. She wanted his money more than anyone—it was all she ever talked about. She would always bend over in front of him and she was always saying inappropriate things around him. A week didn’t go by where she didn’t mention that she was “Still single and still looking for a nice guy.” Janice was pretty: a young blonde with stunning eyes. I would have fucked her in a heartbeat had she given me the chance. But she wanted Mr. Laine. Mr. Laine didn’t want her. She stayed late one night, and rumour has it, she tried to suck his cock after following him into the bathroom. He turned her down, and a week later, she was no longer an employee with Foxtrot Corporation.  
 
    Rumours began buzzing that Mr. Laine was secretly gay—that his first wife left him after finding him with another man. I didn’t believe it, but I had no reason not to believe it. He just didn’t seem like the type. We had plenty of men in the office and he never batted an eye at any of them. And it’s not like I thought he was asexual or anything weird like that—I just assumed he was a professional guy who wanted to keep his work separate from his personal life. And why was that so hard for everyone else to believe?  
 
    He probably had no time for love or even sex. At least that’s what I thought. I assumed he just didn’t want to waste thirty minutes fucking some bimbo when those thirty minutes could have been spent finalizing some paperwork. I mean—the man didn’t even take sick days for crying out loud. Even when he had mono, he still showed up and locked himself in his office, his desk covered in tissues and medications. He was a working iron man.  
 
    Even I took at least one sick day a month, even if I just had a runny nose. I only had a runny nose the day I stayed home and he announced our Christmas bonuses. I got a text from one of the guys who worked on our floor: Kade. “I got an extra five thousand bucks! What’d you get?” I checked my e-mail, but my inbox was empty. “That’s double what I got last year!” 
 
    It was Friday, and Monday was a holiday. I couldn’t wait until Tuesday to find out what kind of Christmas bonus I’d gotten. I’d gotten three grand the year before, and I couldn’t even imagine getting an extra six grand. It was around 7:00 PM when I got dressed and decided to head down to the office to see what I’d gotten.  
 
    The place was empty. Everyone was probably out at the bar celebrating their unexpected bonuses. My desk was empty. I was expecting to find an envelope or something with my bonus inside. I looked around. Even Mr. Laine was gone. But I could see that his computer was left on. The screen was making his office glow blue.  
 
    Surely my bonus was written in some document on his computer. What was the harm in taking a peek? I looked around to make sure I really was alone and then I snuck into his office. I knew that I was doing something wrong, but I just couldn’t stand the anticipation. I hated the idea of waiting until Tuesday to find out what kind of money I would have to spend on a new car or maybe a nice vacation. I didn’t even consider the possibility of being caught. 
 
    I walked around his desk and then I scanned his desktop for any documents relating to bonuses. And that’s when I noticed an Internet tab that said, ‘Beautiful Trannies’. I was shocked. I assumed it was a popup. I clicked on it. It was a page full of pornography: women with big, hard erections. Some of the women were more convincing than others. There was another tab opened up: Convincing Sissy Boys. And I assumed it was just some spam popups, and then I noticed he was signed into the website. His username was ‘Fox Boss’. And then I noticed other tabs that were open—including one for a transgender hook-up website. He was signed into that one too, with a similar username.  
 
    Mr. Laine wasn’t into women and he wasn’t into men. He was into trannies.  
 
    He even had a chat window open with a trans girl. His last message read, “Be right back. I just need to use the washroom real quick.” And as I read it, my heart sunk into my gut. I heard a door closing in the other room. And I wasn’t able to get out of his office fast enough. He caught me. I found myself face-to-face with him across that office floor. I was doomed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    He said nothing. I said nothing. We stared at one another with white faces. He was caught and I was caught, too. I was going to lose my job. He probably thought that I was going to tell everyone in the office his secret. That silence lasted a long time—way too long.  
 
    “I just wanted to see my bonus,” I said. “I—I’m sorry.”  
 
    “My computer has a virus,” he said after another lengthy silence. “I can’t get rid of it. I think I was hacked. What were you doing on my computer? Were you the one who hacked me?” His voice lacked conviction. He was caught and he knew it. But he had the power to fire me, and he also had the power to withhold his reference—the only serious job I’d ever worked in my life. I couldn’t imagine leaving without even a reference.  
 
    “I didn’t see anything,” I said, but my own voice lacked conviction. “I just wanted to see my Christmas bonus.”  
 
    “Your bonus is with HR,” he said. And then that horrible silence returned.  
 
    And after I couldn’t take any more of that horrible silence, I said, “I’ll see you on Tuesday,” and I ran out of the office as quickly as I could. I didn’t look back. When I got home, I tried to convince myself that the encounter never happened—that it was all just a figment of my imagination. But I knew it happened. And I knew within a week, I would be out of a job, just like the others who had crossed the line.  
 
    So during my three-day weekend, I wasn’t able to relax. I was constantly nervous, constantly waiting for my phone to ring, so I could find out that I’d been fired. Would I still get my Christmas bonus? Probably not. I wouldn’t get a bonus or a reference—nothing more than an awkward walk through the office with a box filled with my things.  
 
    I thought about using what I saw on his computer as blackmail. But I wasn’t exactly the blackmailing type. I had a lot of respect for Mr. Laine. I didn’t want to ruin his career. He worked his ass off every single day. Besides, I shouldn’t have been in his office and I definitely shouldn’t have been snooping around on his computer. Who was I to judge what he did in his free time?  
 
    But if I didn’t blackmail him, then I was certainly going to be unemployed—just before Christmas. Is there any worse time to become unemployed? Maybe I could call Mr. Laine and plead for my job, but I couldn’t see that working. Why would he care to keep me on staff? I wasn’t even an efficient worker. I got the minimum amount of work finished each day and I left it at that. What value did I have? It certainly wasn’t worth keeping me around and always having that horribly awkward tension in the office.  
 
    That Sunday was December 1st. And my rent was due. I had the cheque ready to take down to my landlord, and then he knocked on my door. “What’s up?” I asked. 
 
    “Your lease is up after this month. I need to know if you’re going to stay or if I should start trying to find someone to rent your apartment,” he said with a blank, uninterested expression. 
 
    “I’d like to stay,” I said. It was a nice apartment—a bit expensive, but it had a great view of downtown, and it was close to the office (assuming I still had a job).  
 
    “Okay, that’s fine. Just to let you know, rent is going up by ten percent. Decide now whether or not you can afford it. I don’t want to be trying to rent this place over Christmas.” He left me with that. A ten percent increase? I was already paying fifteen hundred, and that was already steep for me—especially if I was going to be out of a job, without even a decent reference on my resume.   
 
    My weekend got worse. It was only a few hours after the visit from my landlord when I got a call from a towing company, letting me know that my car had been towed. Apparently I was parked within five meters of a stop sign. They wanted me to pay two hundred dollars to have my car released from the impound lot. I didn’t exactly have two hundred bucks to spare, seeing as I already had to start saving for my increased rent. 
 
    I met up with an old friend of mine to ask him for advice. I didn’t tell him about the tranny website thing—I figured that wasn’t anyone’s business except for Mr. Laine’s. “So why are you so worried that you’ll lose your job? Is he really so mad that you were on his computer?” my friend asked. I thought about telling him that I saw something I shouldn’t have seen, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. It was just so private. I hated the idea of blabbing about someone’s private matters. 
 
    “He’s just a very personal guy,” I said. 
 
    My friend shook his head. “It’s too bad you can’t just seduce him.” He laughed. “Unless of course he’s into men.” He didn’t mean it seriously, but it resonated in my head. It really wasn’t such a terrible idea—what if I could seduce Mr. Laine? I knew that he was into trannies and sissies. He liked chicks with dicks. And the chicks I saw that he was admiring online didn’t even have tits. Some of them were completely flat chested in their lingerie.  
 
    Maybe I wasn’t one to judge his secret temptation, but I could be one to use his temptation to my own advantage.  
 
    But I pushed the consideration out of my head. What exactly was I considering? Dressing up like a chick and sleeping with my boss? It was insane. Many woman had tried sleeping with him and failed miserably. But they didn’t have what I had: they didn’t have a cock. And apparently that’s what Mr. Laine liked on a woman. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I got an e-mail on Monday morning. It came from Mr. Laine. He was working through the stat holiday. “Hello Patrick. I’d like to see you after work tomorrow (Tuesday), in my office. Thank you.” It was a simple message, and the simple messages always suggested the worst. I had a feeling it would be the last meeting I would have at Foxtrot Corporation.  
 
    My rent cheque went through that morning. My bank account was empty. My credit card had a balance I couldn’t pay thanks to my towed car. And in my desperation, I started considering that horrible consideration once again: what if I got dolled up and tried to seduce Mr. Laine. Would he know that I was just trying to save my job? What if I made him think that I was into it, too? I could tell him that I had accounts on all of the same trans hook-up websites.  
 
    And if he didn’t fall for it, I could always just blackmail him to keep his mouth shut. I didn’t love the idea of blackmailing him, but I had to do what I had to do. I couldn’t move back in with my parents.  
 
    But could I really go through with it? If I walked into his office in a pencil skirt and a tight white blouse and he actually wanted to stuff me with his big boss cock, could I do it?  
 
    Of course not, but it wouldn’t get that far. He would probably just get all flustered and maybe he would say some horny, inappropriate things, and that would be that. He wasn’t stupid enough to actually sleep with one of his employees… Was he? I mean—if HR found out about it, he would probably lose his job, and he didn’t seem like the type to risk losing his job.  
 
    My sister worked at as a legal accountant on the other side of town. She didn’t have the day off that Monday, and I had a key to her apartment—she gave it to me a few months before while she was out of town, so I could watch her cat. I went over to that apartment now, to see if I could look even remotely like one of the girls he was admiring on his computer that evening.  
 
    I punched in her door code and then I made my way up to her room. I looked around before letting myself in. Her neighbours knew me, but I didn’t want them asking my sister why I was around—she could never know that I was there. I closed her apartment door quietly and I crept down the hallway towards her bedroom. I didn’t even want the people downstairs to know that someone came by in the middle of the day.  
 
    I was careful while digging through her closet. I made sure to remember where everything was, so I could have it all back to normal before I left. I took down a black pencil skirt, a white blouse, a pair of black stockings, and a pair of black heels. I felt so stupid when I started to get undressed. I was actually entertaining this stupid idea of trying to seduce my boss. I nearly stuffed the stuff back into her closet without trying it on, and then I remembered how hard it was to get my job. I must have interviewed at fifty firms before I was hired. I worked as an intern for eight months—without pay. I couldn’t go through all of that again, just because I was too afraid to fool around with my boss. 
 
    It could have been worse Mr. Laine was a handsome guy. He was in shape. He was rich. And he was only thirty-eight—it’s not like I was entertaining the idea of fooling around with some eighty-year-old walrus. I could close my eyes and bite my tongue with Mr. Laine, if it meant saving my job and my career.  
 
    The pencil skirt fit surprisingly well. The blouse was a tad too big, particularly in the chest. I slipped into one of my sister’s bras (which I had to stuff with toilet paper), to fill the missing bust. It didn’t look half bad—I was going to need a good shave though.  
 
    The black stockings helped the illusion, covering up my hairy legs. If I decided to go through with it, I would definitely have to shave. But for now, I just wanted to see if my insane idea was even possible.  
 
    I had to squish my feet into the heels. I didn’t have big feet by any means, but I apparently had bigger feet than my sister. Still, I managed to squeeze into the shoes, and they didn’t look terrible. I stepped back and looked in my sister’s full-length closet mirror. 
 
    And I didn’t look half-bad—when I was covering my whole head, anyway. But my face was undeniably masculine and my hair was short and boyish. The girls that were on Mr. Laine’s computer didn’t have boyish faces. Sure, some of them had broad shoulders and flat chests and they all had big dicks—but the faces were always feminine. With some of them, I even wondered if they were authentic, or just composites made in Photoshop.  
 
    I was going to need a wig—something long that I could use to cover part of my face. And I was going to need a lot of makeup if this stupid plan had a shot in hell of working. My sister’s bathroom was covered in makeup. So I started messing around, not entirely sure what I was doing. I started with lipstick first, but I just looked like a clown, so I cleaned it off. I tried darkening around my eyes with eye shadow, but then I just looked like a goth, so I cleaned that off too. Then I found the eyeliner—I didn’t look half-bad with eyeliner, so I used lots of it.  
 
    I’d heard of girls ‘contouring’ with makeup before, but I had no idea what they used. So I tried using my sister’s highlighter and her blush. I had to wash off my face and start again a number of times. My fifth attempt really wasn’t so bad. I looked in the mirror and actually thought I kind of looked like a chick. I went to my sister’s bedroom to find a choker. I knew she had one somewhere—I’d seen her wearing it a number of times before. I found it in the top drawer of her dresser.  
 
    And then, as I was on my way back to her bathroom, she opened the door and walked into the apartment. She froze as her eyes met mine, and I froze too. Once again, I was caught.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My sister reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone. She quickly started dialling a number—probably 911. I took a step forward and she jumped back through her doorway. “Stop!” she said, thinking that I was some psychopath who broke into her house to try on her clothes and sniff her panties. 
 
    “It’s me,” I said before the lump in my throat was too big. My hands started trembling. My legs started to go numb. I don’t know how I stayed on my feet. I don’t know how I didn’t fall to the ground. My face must have been so pale, like some old corpse that was just pulled out from the ground. 
 
    She stared at me with wide eyes for a moment. Then I watched her face turn red. She brought her hand to her lips in an attempt to stop herself from laughing, but it was a failed attempt. She couldn’t help herself. “Oh my God, Patrick. What the hell are you even doing?” She couldn’t stop laughing, no matter how hard she tried. She hung up her phone and slipped it back into her pocket. 
 
    “I can explain,” I said.  
 
    “I’m waiting,” she said. 
 
    But I really couldn’t explain—not without admitting that I was planning on fooling around with my boss in an attempt to save my career. But what else could I tell her? That I was trying out for some play? She would never buy that… 
 
    “I screwed up at work,” I said.  
 
    “Oh, this should be good,” she said, already starting to laugh again. I felt so stupid standing in the middle of her apartment in her clothes and makeup.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I just had to do it—I had to tell her the truth. So I did. I explained the websites I found on Mr. Laine’s computer. I explained his history of firing people for much less. And I explained how I had a meeting scheduled the very next day with him.  
 
    “So wait. That doesn’t explain why you’re dressing up in my clothes. I mean—not unless you plan on… Oh my God,” she said, slapping the palm of her hand to her lips again. “You’re going to sleep with your boss?” 
 
    “No—I’m just going to…” I couldn’t say the word. It was too humiliating. 
 
    “Seduce him?” she said, and then she burst into a fit of laughter that nearly took her off of her own feet. “Oh my God, this is just too perfect.” 
 
    “Laugh all you want. My rent is going up, my car got towed, and I can’t move back in with mom and dad.”  
 
    She shook her head. “Go and wash off that makeup and get out of that skirt and blouse.” I didn’t waste a second. I wanted to be out of my disguise. I wanted to start the long process of trying to forget the horrible humiliation I’d just suffered.  
 
    “I don’t know what I was thinking,” I called out from the bathroom. “I’m just desperate. It took me so long to get that job, and the job market is so bad right now—it might take a year or more to find another job in the same field.”  
 
    “You aren’t going to lose your job over this,” she called back to me from across her apartment.  
 
    I splashed warm water of my face and used toilet paper to scrub off the stubborn eyeliner. It took a lot longer than I thought it would. “You don’t understand—Mr. Laine isn’t going to want me in the office. It would be too awkward. It’s just not worth the awkwardness. Believe me, I’m losing my job.” 
 
    “You aren’t losing your job, Patrick. Don’t worry about it.”  
 
    I used one of her towels to dry my face. After staring at myself in makeup all afternoon, I hardly recognized myself without. I slipped a towel around my waist, seeing as my clothes were still on the floor of her bedroom. “I really hope you understand that I’m just desperate. I’m not some pervert or anything like that,” I called out as I made my way to her room. 
 
    She was in her bedroom, sitting on the edge of her bed, waiting for me. Next to her, she had a series of outfits laid out and she had a big smirk on her face. 
 
    “What’s all this?” I asked. 
 
    “If you’re going to do this, you’re going to do it properly. You need to dress in outfits that will be flattering on you. And you need to do your makeup in a way that won’t make you look so much like a… mime.” She started laughing again. 
 
    I felt the colour drain from my face as my heart stuttered. “No—I’m not doing it. It was a big mistake in the first place. Let’s just pretend like it never happened.”  
 
    “Oh no, you’re doing it—we’re going to save your job. Hell, we might even get you a nice raise.” She lifted up a little black dress. “I’m thinking we’ll try this one on first. But go and shave your legs first. I need to grab something from my storage locker downstairs. I’ll be back in ten minutes.” She wasn’t giving me the option. 
 
    I held up the dress. It looked so small—way too small for my body. “You’re kidding, right?” I said. It was soft though—softer than anything I’d ever had on my body. But it was light; the fabric was thin. I couldn’t imagine it doing anything to hide my bulge. Then again, that’s probably what Mr. Laine was looking for… 
 
    She shook her head. “I’m not kidding. I’m going to help you. Just swallow your dumb pride. I’m shocked you even have any left.”  
 
    I looked at the little dress again. She was right—why did I have any pride left? I’d already been caught by my sister while wearing her clothes and makeup… How much worse could my situation really get? And if she could help save my job, then why not put a little bit of faith in her? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    She must have had me try on seven or eight different dresses that afternoon before she was satisfied. We ended up going with a white dress with a black band around the waist. My sister insisted that it was the most flattering for my figure. She commended my idea to use her choker. “Definitely put the choker on tomorrow,” she said.  
 
    My legs felt strange shaved. I couldn’t believe how smooth they were. They actually felt like women’s legs. They looked like them, too, especially once I was finished painting my toenails pink, as per my sister’s command. And is that all it really takes? Is the only difference between male and female legs the leg hair? My sister seemed to think so.  
 
    She retrieved a wig while she was down in her storage locker. It was a long brunette wig from an old Halloween costume. “I never through it out because I always liked the way it looks.” It actually didn’t look terrible on my head. The hair was surprisingly real. Hell, it might have been real human hair.  
 
    It was dark out when we started my makeup tutorials. My sister dragged a chair into her bathroom and she made me sit down. She told me to listen carefully. “You’ll have to do this yourself tomorrow, and you need to do a good job.” She explained all of the different makeup supplies to me: what to start with, how much to use, how to properly apply. She made me do my own makeup, so she could judge whether or not I was listening. She watched me carefully as I did my best to apply the makeup.  
 
    After many hours in her apartment, I still felt like a complete fool. Every second was just as humiliating as the one before it. I knew that my sister was just trying to help me, but that didn’t make it any less embarrassing. I was still preparing to seduce my male boss in an attempt to save my job.  
 
    She told me to practice my makeup while she went to her iPad to, “look some stuff up.” She ended up coming back with her iPad in hand. She had a bunch of photos pulled up—photos of trans chicks she’d pulled from the same websites I caught Mr. Laine checking out. She zoomed in on the photos to show me the makeup details. And surprisingly, I was able to see what she was showing me. I was noticing little details that I’d never noticed before. “Interesting,” I said. “This girl only uses eyeliner on the edges of her eyes.” 
 
    “It gives her more of a mysterious look,” my sister said. 
 
    “I kind of like that.”  
 
    “You’ve already got big eyes, so you don’t need to go too heavy with the eyeliner. Something lighter would be better—like this.” She pulled up another photo and zoomed in. And I was starting to get it—I was starting to see how all of the little details came together in the bigger picture. I could see how different techniques framed the face differently. I was no expert—not even close. But I felt like I had enough understanding to attempt a look by myself. 
 
    And that’s exactly what I was going to do in less than twenty hours: I was going to transform myself in the office bathroom before my meeting with Mr. Laine.  
 
    I didn’t get much sleep that night. How could I? I was about to attempt one of the most outrageous things I’d ever attempted in my life. I was either going to lose my job and every last drop of humility that I had left, or I was going to successfully seduce my boss. And the latter option wasn’t exactly something I was looking forward to.  
 
    But I had to try.  
 
    When I showed up for work, Mr. Laine was already in. He looked up at me as I made my way to my desk. I looked away quickly, and so did he. There was no way he was going to be willing to put up with that awkward tension for the foreseeable future. My predicament was starting to seem hopeless. 
 
    I placed my bag under my desk. In that bag was my dress, a pair of black lace panties, white stockings, black heels, a wig, the black choker, and a makeup kit. I knew how to get dolled up—that part was going to be easy. But I had no idea how to seduce a man. I’d never even successfully seduced a woman before. Sure, I’d had sex—usually with women who had seduced me. Do I just walk into his office and ask him to fuck me? Should I warm him up with a few naughty lines? Or do I simply walk into his office and take a seat while dressed as a woman, and hope that he gets the idea? What if he thinks that I’m mocking him? I never even considered that possibility…  
 
    It didn’t matter—worst-case scenario, I lose my job. It didn’t matter what happened before I lost it—that was all irrelevant, but necessary if I was going to have a chance. 
 
    I watched the clock tick slowly throughout the day. Those eight hours felt like an eternity. I found myself going out every hour or so with the smokers, even though I didn’t smoke. I just needed fresh air. And I needed time to make sure I was truly making the right decision.  
 
    It was 1:00 PM when new files were sent out to all of the staff. Usually new files were sent on Mondays, but because Monday was a holiday, we were getting them on Tuesday. I only got one file. I usually got between twelve and fifteen new files each week. And seeing as I only had enough time to finish one file before the end of the day—before my meeting with Mr. Laine—it was obvious that I was about to be let go. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself. Had I gotten a normal load of files, I might have had a chance—and maybe I wouldn’t have to doll myself up so I would have one last chance of keeping my job.  
 
    But now it was looking like I had to go all the way.  
 
    My phone buzzed at quarter to five. I’d set an alarm to remind me when to go and change. It would take me thirty minutes to properly doll myself up and I wanted to get into the bathroom before 5:00 PM—before Mr. Laine called me into his office. And I wanted to emerge from the bathroom once everyone was gone for the day. 
 
    So I grabbed my bag and stood up. My body felt cold. My hands were trembling. I looked around. It may have been my last afternoon in that office. It may have been the last time I saw any of my co-workers. I took a deep breath and started towards the bathroom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror. It was well past 5:00 PM. I knew the office was already empty, and I knew Mr. Laine was waiting for our meeting. It wouldn’t be long before he assumed that I’d forgotten and simply sends me an e-mail letting me know that I’d been fired. I needed to go and face my destiny quickly or all of this humiliation would be wasted.  
 
    But I couldn’t bring myself to leave that bathroom. I managed to get my hand on the door handle, but I just couldn’t turn it. I felt so stupid. I knew that I looked good—I even sounded good, too thanks to hours of practice. But that didn’t make it any less embarrassing. In a way, it almost made it more embarrassing.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “You can do this, Patrick,” I said to myself. I needed this job. I had to face the music. 
 
    I turned the handle. My heart began racing—pounding mercilessly against my ribcage. I felt sick. I felt dizzy. I staggered slightly, even though I’d spent the whole previous afternoon practising walking in my heels. I had to stop to get control over my breathing. I don’t think much oxygen was getting to my brain. My vision was blurred slightly.  
 
    The office was empty. Mr. Laine was in his office, but his door was closed. I started towards his door. I could feel the cool treated air breezing up the short skirt of my dress. I felt more exposed than ever before. I was certainly showing more leg than I ever had in public. Part of my bum was exposed to anyone standing behind me.  
 
    When I reached his door, I reconsidered. I could still turn back and forget about the whole thing. I could tell my sister that the plan failed—she would probably have her laugh but I don’t think she would tell anyone. Within a few months, I would probably start to forget I’d ever considered seducing my boss.  
 
    But I’d come this far. I couldn’t just turn back now. I knocked on his door, and a moment later he said, “Come on in.” So I went in. He looked up at me slowly and then he stared at me for a moment. “Can I help you?” he asked, as if he didn’t recognize me. And to be fair, I was hardly recognizable. But he caught on after about twenty silent seconds. His eyes became wide and his lips parted. 
 
    “I’m here for my meeting,” I said in my best female voice. I tried to force a smile, but it was difficult. My heart was beating so fast; I was worried that I was about to have a heart attack. I tried my best to swallow the lump in my throat.  
 
    “P—Patrick?” he said. 
 
    “You can call me Pattie,” I said. I took a seat across from him. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t make a judgement call based on his face, whether he was going along with it or not. There was only shock on his face. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” he asked. He leaned over and looked through his window into the office, to make sure no one was around. “What is this?” 
 
    There was a cold sweat on the back of my neck. “The other day I saw that you were into some of the same things I’m into. I thought we could maybe have some fun together.” I honestly didn’t think my heart could pound any harder, but it managed to.  
 
    He was silent, his lips still parted, his eyes still wide. “Is this some sort of joke? Blackmail? I told you that those websites were popups,” he finally said.  
 
    “No. I won’t tell anyone—promise. And I saw your username, Mr. Laine. I looked you up. You’ve got a cute profile.” I forced myself to wink. I don’t know how I was still functioning. I don’t know how I managed to fight through the rigidity that was suddenly set into my joints.  
 
    He stared at me with those big, terrified eyes. I was putting him on the spot. I felt bad about it. But what other choice did I have? I wasn’t blackmailing him—I really wasn’t going to tell anyone. I would sooner die than tell anyone. If I told anyone, Mr. Laine could turn around and tell everyone that I got dolled up and tried to seduce him—and surely he realized that.  
 
    “So what do you want?” he asked cautiously. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Whatever you want,” I said.  
 
    He looked behind me again, to make sure there were no camera crews or a TV show host ready to jump into the room screaming, ‘Gotcha!’ He looked back at me. “I could have you fired for this. I wouldn’t even have to run it past HR.”  
 
    “You wouldn’t want to fire me, would you? Imagine all the fun we could have,” I said. I hid my hands hind his desk, so he couldn’t see them shaking.  
 
    He stared at me for a moment longer before saying, “Stand up.” I followed his command. “Come here.” I came around the desk and looked down at him. He didn’t move. He stayed in his chair with that serious face. “How can I trust you?” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. He was actually going along with it. He actually wanted to fool around with me. I was really going to save my job… But what did that mean? Did that mean that he wanted to fuck me? Was I about to experience a cock in my asshole?  
 
    “I guess you just have to,” I said.  
 
    He carefully reached out and put his hand on my thigh. He started sliding it up the skirt of my dress. “You’re soft,” he said. “If you’re screwing with me, I have lawyers. They would make sure you never work in this industry ever again.” My heart sunk further into my gut. 
 
    “I’m not screwing with you, but you’re welcome to screw with me.” I grinned. I don’t know where those words came from and I couldn’t believe they came out of my mouth.  
 
    He slid his hand up further, onto my bulge. He massaged it gently. Then he stood up. He brushed my hair off of my face. “No one can find out about this,” he said. 
 
    “Deal,” I said. 
 
    “I want you to grow your hair long—your real hair. The wig is good, but I’ll need something I can pull on.” My whole spine felt cold. My legs trembled. I don’t know how I was staying on my feet.  
 
    “I can do that,” I said. 
 
    He brushed my cheek with his hand. “You’ve got nice, feminine skin,” he said. And then he reached around back and squeezed my tush. “Your ass is nice, too.” He slid his fingers in-between my butt cheeks, under the thin strip of my panties. He pushed one of his fingers into my butthole. “A nice tight pussy—it won’t stay tight, though.” My head was spinning. He was really falling for my trap.  
 
    But was it a trap? It’s not like I was going to blackmail him. So what were my options? I could go along with it and keep my job or I could retreat and cut my losses, before I had to experience sex with a man. But if I went along with it, when would it end? Would it ever end? I didn’t plan on retiring for another thirty years, and knowing Mr. Laine, he would never retire. Would he ever give me a reference for my resume? Would he want me to leave as long as I was putting out?  
 
    He took a deep breath as he pulled my cock out from my panties. He leaned in and began kissing my neck. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath of my own. I tried my best to imagine a woman fondling my cock and kissing my neck, but his stubble made that thought difficult.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Mr. Laine’s sissy boy fantasy was strong. Once he had his hands on me, there was no hesitation. He lifted me up and placed me down on his desk. He was obsessed with my cock. And he really liked kissing. He had soft lips, but he was a bit overwhelming. He didn’t hold back. He stuck his tongue into my mouth and I had to strain to stop myself from pushing him back.  
 
    His free hand explored my body, rubbing up and down my legs, squeezing my ass, fondling my chest. He was becoming more and more energized with each passing second—like a bull, getting angrier and angrier. He reached around me and pushed everything carelessly off of his desk. Then he pushed me down and ripped off my panties, which hurt a little bit. And the next thing I knew, he had his head between my thighs. He was sucking my cock.  
 
    I became tense. My cock was inside of a man’s mouth—my boss’s mouth. The man really loved my cock. He was acting as if he hadn’t had sex for ten years and this would be his only chance. He was ravaging me, overwhelming me, and dominating me… And I kind of liked it in a strange way. I closed my eyes but I wasn’t able to imagine a woman between my legs. Still, I was getting hard, which was embarrassing. But perhaps it was more embarrassing for him. His face was dark red, but he wasn’t stopping. He couldn’t stop himself.  
 
    My knees rose up and my thighs clenched around his head. His sucking felt good. He was gently fingering my asshole, which also felt nice. In fact, it started feeling too good. I’m pretty sure I let a bout of pre-cum spray into his mouth. He didn’t seem to mind. I was worried he was about to get the real thing, but thankfully he stopped. 
 
    He walked around his desk. He was breathing heavily. He quickly pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. He pulled his erect cock out from his pants. He was big. “Suck me off, slut,” he said. He pointed his cock down at my lips, and I froze. I just stared at it. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock before—not in person, anyway. Sure, I’d seen pornos before, but this was different. It’s different when you can see it in three dimensions, throbbing. I could feel the heat radiating off of it.  
 
    He slapped my face. “Suck it, slut,” he said. I took a deep breath and slowly opened my mouth. He pressed his cock through my lips without hesitation. Then he let out a long elated sigh. “Your mouth is so wet and warm,” he said. He slipped his fingers into the hair of my wig. He started to gently thrust his cock in and out of my mouth. I had to close my eyes. Imagining a woman at this point was impossible.  
 
    If anyone walked into that office, they would be in for a traumatic surprise: seeing their boss face-fucking a dolled up employee with her erect cock out. Mr. Laine was apparently willing to take the risk, which surprised me, seeing as he was caught looking at sissy porn just a few days before. But maybe he liked being caught.  
 
    His thrusts were progressively less gentle. He was beginning to plunge his cock all the way into my throat. He was holding my head tight. He didn’t care that I was gagging or salivating all over my own face. His cock was as hard as a steel post. It was throbbing intensely. I did my best to massage the underside of his shaft with my tongue—It was all I could do, pinned down on that desk.  
 
    He slapped my face again, this time without any reason. He just liked roughing me up a bit, and to be honest, I kind of liked it too. I don’t know why I liked it. I hated the fact that I liked it—but that didn’t change anything.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” he said. “If you don’t swallow my whole load, you’re fired.” My heart trembled. A cold shill ran down my spine. I could feel his cock bulging, getting ready to burst. I didn’t know what cum tasted like, and I was terrified it would be disgusting. But I didn’t have a choice. I had to swallow. 
 
    He erupted, coating the back of my throat with his cum, making me gag. He had a massive load that I nearly coughed out all over his desk. But I strained and forced myself to swallow his seed. I even sucked the last drop out of the tip of his erection.  
 
    He staggered back, beads of sweat on his forehead. His gaze was inward, as if he was realizing what he’d just done: fucked one of his employees. He looked at me for a moment and then he looked away quickly. All of that intensity was gone. 
 
    And suddenly, he became a different person. He put his cock away and his cheeks became red. He started picking his things up off of the floor. “I have a lot of work I still need to get done, so if you don’t mind…” 
 
    I pulled myself up to my feet. I could still taste his cum in my mouth—like raw pancake batter. I picked my ripped panties up off the floor and I left his office without saying anything. I hurried back to the bathroom and I locked myself inside. And then I stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe I’d actually done it—I’d slept with my boss to save my job. And I couldn’t believe how sexy I looked with my eyeliner smudged and my hair ruffled from our rough romp.  
 
    I washed my face and got changed, stuffing my clothes back into my bag. My job was saved, but now I had a whole new problem on my hands: I had a boss that was sexually interested in me, and if I wanted to keep my job, I would have to do everything he asked me to do. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    When I was getting ready for work the next morning, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to bring. Did he want me to put out again? Was he going to ask me to stay after work so he could fuck my face and make me swallow his big, warm load again?  
 
    Or was that it? Did he realize how insane the whole thing was, and now he would never mention it again?  
 
    To be safe, I packed my wig and a little outfit: some skimpy black lace lingerie that my sister gave me. I placed that bag under my desk and then I started working. I thought about going into his office to ask if he wanted me to stick around, but then I figured it would be best to leave that up to him. A part of me hoped that after a few days he would forget all about it—but how could anyone forget about that time their employee seduced them while being dressed up like a woman? 
 
    I checked my e-mails constantly, waiting for one from Mr. Laine, but I never got it. I kept an eye on his office, and my heart would start pounding every time he stepped out to fill his water bottle or grab another coffee. But he never came up to my desk.  
 
    When 5:00 PM hit, I got up and left without looking back. But when I got home I began to worry that he was simply expecting me to put out again—maybe he didn’t think he had to ask. I did tell him that I was into dressing up and being fucked. He obviously believed me, so why would he assume he had to ask?  
 
    But the next day I couldn’t bring myself to make any assumptions. I brought my bag full of my wig and lingerie and I placed it under my desk. But he never came to talk to me, and I didn’t receive any e-mails. So I left again at 5:00 PM. Was I in the clear? Was he just trying to pretend like it never happened?  
 
    I still brought my bag with me the next day—and it turned out to be a good thing that I did. Mr. Laine came by my desk while doing a pass around the office. “I was hoping you could stick around after work today to run me through that report you sent me,” he said, but I hadn’t sent him any reports. I knew what he wanted: he wanted round two. 
 
    So at quarter to five, I slipped into the staff bathroom and I locked the door. I stood in front of that mirror for thirty minutes, meticulously perfecting my makeup. I was getting pretty good. I was learning new things every time, too—like how to properly fill in eyebrows. It’s amazing how big of a difference nicely filled in eyebrows can make… 
 
    I squeezed myself into my sister’s black lace lingerie, and then I squeezed my feet into her black stiletto gladiator boots. I loved the way those boots looked on my legs, even though they weren’t exactly comfortable on my feet.  
 
    I took a good look at myself in the mirror, and then I started towards my boss’s office, so I could be his pet for another afternoon.  
 
    This time he closed the blinds and locked his office door once I was inside. He didn’t want anyone to see what he had in store for me.  
 
    From his desk he pulled out a big black dildo. It must have been close to a foot in length, and almost two inches in diameter. It certainly wasn’t for the faint of heart—and I just happened to be the faint of heart. I suddenly felt faint, but I had to go through with it. He bent me over his desk. First, he made me suck the dildo, to get it wet. Then, he began to push the massive thing into my ass. It hurt at first—my ass had never been stretched before, never mind by a foot long rubber cock.  
 
    I could hear Mr. Laine breathing heavily behind me, trying to control himself. Like last time, he was getting more and more revved up with each passing second. I could see his erection pressing eagerly against the crotch of his pants. He was horny. He wanted to get off, and he wanted me to get him off.  
 
    He started pumping my ass with the dildo. “Jerk yourself off,” he demanded. So I reached down and began to pump my own cock with my clenched fist. He watched carefully, not looking away for even a second. He loved watching me beat my cock. His face was dark red and his eyes were full of intensity. “Don’t come without warning me,” he said.  
 
    I have to admit, it felt pretty good—a euphoria unlike anything I’d ever felt before: him pumping my ass while I pumped my cock. I was rock-hard in no time, and I could feel my orgasm coming on after just a minute or two. I started moaning, trying to hold it back. “I think I’m going to come,” I said.  
 
    He dropped down to his knees and slid underneath me. He kept pumping my ass with that big black dildo. He opened his lips wide and made sure my cock was lined up with his mouth. And I couldn’t hold back. I came in his mouth—and I came more than I’d ever come before. My orgasm felt endless. I don’t know how he managed to hold it all in his mouth.  
 
    But he didn’t swallow—he saved that for me. He walked around his desk and grabbed my face. I opened my mouth and then he spat my own come onto my tongue. “Swallow,” he said, so I swallowed my own load. He had a big smile on his face. “Okay, you can go now,” he said before taking a seat at his desk and continuing to work, as if nothing had happened. 
 
    So I went back to the bathroom and got out of my feminine guise, and then I went home.  
 
    And for the next few days he was silent again. I kept bringing my bag of supplies to work, just in case. I was on call—essentially a part-time prostitute: Mr. Laine’s own private whore. It was a few days later when he asked me to come into his office after work again. This time he wanted to watch me jerk off while he watched from his desk. He wanted me to stick a vibrator in my ass and then cum into the palm of my hand and then he wanted me to rub it all over my body—so I did.  
 
    And I came surprisingly quickly. I don’t know if it was the vibrator or the excitement of it all. When I was with Mr. Laine, adrenaline surged through my body. I’d had sex many times before, and I’d masturbated countless times—but this was different. There was a naughty excitement that drove me insane.  
 
    On evenings when Mr. Laine didn’t ask me to stick around, I would find myself at home, fantasizing about our little romps. I liked it when he put his hands around my throat and choked me while I sucked his cock. But it was so strange—I’d never fantasized about any man before. But it wasn’t Mr. Laine that I was necessarily fantasizing about. It was that rush—that burst of adrenaline, knowing anyone could walk into that office and see us. It was the excitement of knowing that we were doing something so naughty that we could both be terminated without notice. And it was the way that he looked at me, his eyes glowing with lust. He wanted to fuck me so badly. He wanted to make me his. I’d never experienced that before: being lusted after. It was a great feeling. I’d never felt so sexy and so wanted before in my life. I didn’t just feel like some tragically mediocre employee. I was so much more—I actually meant something to him. I was something to look forward to: a reason to get through each day. 
 
    After a couple of weeks, our little romps became a daily event. He didn’t need to ask me to stick around. I would simply slip into the bathroom at quarter to five and I would get myself nice and dolled up, and then I would follow whatever command he gave me.  
 
    And one day, I showed up for work with my sexiest outfit yet: a little Lolita dress that I bought on a lingerie website, high quality breast inserts, and a fresh new pair of fishnet stockings. But I didn’t get to put the outfit to use. When I walked into the office, one of the big bosses was standing there waiting for me. He’d flown in from Toronto to tell me and six other employees that we’d been promoted. We would be moving to a different floor and working under a different boss. Mr. Laine was no longer my boss and he no longer had the power to fire me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    My new desk was pretty much the same as my old desk, though it was a bit closer to the window. I was two floors up from my previous office. My boss was an older woman who wasn’t around much. In fact, she wasn’t there at all the day that I started working in her division. One of the other employees told me that she was on vacation and she’d already been on vacation for nearly a month. “When is she back?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know, sometime next month?”  
 
    The floor even had a separate elevator because of the way the building was designed—so people who worked on higher floors didn’t have to wait endlessly in the mornings as the elevator stopped at every floor. So there was a good chance that I would never see Mr. Laine again. And isn’t that what I wanted? Was that not the solution to my whole conundrum? Now I couldn’t lose my job and I didn’t have to embarrassingly put out like a little office whore. I was free. And not only was I free, I was making more money. 
 
    I asked the big boss why I’d been promoted. “Excellent employee reviews from your manager,” he said. Apparently Mr. Laine gave me a shining review in his most recent office review. But did I deserve it? I hardly did the minimum amount of work. I hadn’t worked a single hour of overtime in two years.  
 
    I sat down at my desk with a smile on my face. My new job wasn’t much different from my old job—almost exactly the same but with different names on the files. I spent most of my first day organizing my desk and relabeling my folders. I got an e-mail with my files for the week—it was a normal load, nothing daunting. The clients were richer, hence the promotion.  
 
    But it felt like I was simply returning to my normal life. Once I had my desktop background changed to that same picture of the Rocky Mountains, it felt like I’d gone back in time—back to the day before I snooped around on Mr. Laine’s computer, looking for my Christmas bonus. But I couldn’t force myself to smile. 
 
    I still had my bag under my desk—the outfit I was really looking forward to wearing. But was I actually looking forward to wearing it? Or was I just looking forward to pleasing Mr. Laine, so I could keep my job? I didn’t need that outfit now. I could take that bag down to the dumpster behind the building. I never had to put on another dress or piece of lingerie in my life. I never had to suck another cock or allow anyone to plunge my butthole with a big, hard dildo. I could pretend like that part of my life never happened, and I could begin the process of forgetting about it.  
 
    I made a detour through the alley on my way home from work that day. I was going to throw that bag into the trash. And once I was home, I was going to stuff all of my sister’s clothes back into a bag and I was going to drop it off at her apartment, and beg her never to mention it ever again. But I couldn’t bring myself to throw out that bag of clothes. I never even got a chance to wear that sexy Lolita dress.  
 
    So when I got home, I closed the blinds and locked my door and I put on that little dress. I got dolled up one last time—at least I thought it would be the last time. I got my makeup just perfect. The fishnets fit my legs just right. I squeezed my feet into a pair of black heels. My hair was starting to get long, but it wasn’t nearly long enough to replace the wig yet, so I got the wig snug on my head. And I looked sexy. I loved that dress. I didn’t want to take it off—so I didn’t. I kept it on and went about my night in the skimpy outfit. I cooked dinner while dolled up. I did some cleaning while dolled up. I even sat down and watched a movie while dolled up. 
 
    I felt good. I felt happy. I loved the feeling of the satin fabric against my skin. I loved seeing my reflection in my television screen every time the screen was dark. I just wanted to stare at myself all night long.  
 
    I went to grab a drink from the fridge when I noticed the cucumber. I pulled it out. It had a nice, smooth end, and I knew that I had a condom and a little bottle of lube in my nightstand. Once the idea was in my head, I couldn’t resist. I skipped to my bedroom with the cucumber. I hopped up on my bed and turned towards my closet mirror. I was trembling with excitement. I lubed up the phallic vegetable and I began to push it into my rectum. It felt nice—a bit cold at first, but it heated up quickly.  
 
    I bounced up and down, watching myself the whole time. It was fun and it felt great, but it left something to be desired. And I knew exactly what that something was: Mr. Laine. I couldn’t help but imagine his big cock being pushed in and out of my body. I’d never felt him inside of me before. He’d only ever penetrated me with toys or his tongue. He always left me wanted his thick member inside of my body. I wanted to feel his veins throbbing against my anal walls.  
 
    I closed my eyes and imagined him ramming be from behind—and then I came. I didn’t even hold out a tissue to stop my cum from ruining my bed sheets. I had a spare set in the closet anyway. 
 
    But now I was sad. I had that perfect little outfit and I had no one to enjoy it with. Though I couldn’t help but smile when I began to consider the idea of sneaking down to Mr. Laine’s floor after work, so we could have a little bit of fun together.  
 
    The next day couldn’t come quickly enough. I woke up early the next morning. I stuffed my makeup and my wig and my dress and my fishnet stockings and my heels in my bag and I counted down the hours until 5:00 PM. I hardly got any work done, unable to think of anything but his big, warm member sliding up inside of me. I snuck out at 4:30 PM, going down to his floor. I slipped into the bathroom and locked the door. I gave myself more time than usual to get ready because I wanted to look perfect. I made sure every little detail was flawless before stepping out from that bathroom.  
 
    My heart was pounding harder than ever. I couldn’t wait to see him. I’d only had one day away from him, but it somehow felt like a lifetime. My heart jumped up in my chest when I saw him. I watched as his face lit up. Maybe he thought that our little romps were over now that I was working on a different floor, under a different boss. Maybe he thought that I was only ever fooling around with him because I wanted to save my job. He wouldn’t have been wrong in thinking it before, but he would be wrong now. Now, I just wanted him to fuck me because I wanted his throbbing erection inside of my butthole.  
 
    And that’s just what I got. We kissed for a while and then he bent me over his desk. He dropped to his knees and ate out my asshole for ten minutes or so before standing up and pressing the tip of his warm dick to my puckering hole. I was trembling all over, ready to feel every inch of him. 
 
    He pushed in without much effort. I wasn’t clenching—I didn’t want to clench. I didn’t want to stop him from stuffing me completely. And I probably wasn’t as tight as I used to be—after being stuffed by so many different toys. But he didn’t seem to mind. He started pumping my tush, grunting in euphoria. It was only a few seconds before I was numb on that desk—a glorified sex toy. My own erection slipped free from the short skirt of my Lolita dress. He reached around and jerked me off while he filled my hole. I came almost instantly—how could I not? It felt unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. Even once the final drop of cum oozed out from my cock, I still felt like I was having an orgasm.  
 
    He didn’t last long either—maybe five minutes if I’m being generous. But he didn’t have to last long; we had years of daily sex ahead of us. I was even considering showing up early for work every morning, to get a little action in before I clocked in. I knew Mr. Laine would be there—he was always there, waiting for me whenever I wanted him.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EXCHANGE STUDENT 
 
    When Charlie meets fellow exchange student, Liz, he thinks he’s hit the jackpot. She’s amazingly sexy and incredibly feminine. And best of all, she’s as horny as hell.  
 
    Charlie is suddenly looking forward to the next eight months abroad, living in the same house as the beauty, until he realizes she has a BIG secret, which he would have known about had he been paying close attention to her warnings.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a late August evening when I arrived at that little house near Harewood, half an hour from where I would be attending school for the next eight months at the University of Leeds.  
 
    It was a quaint little town with the most adorable brick buildings. The sun was already setting, so I couldn’t see much of the scenery, but I had a feeling I was going to enjoy the next eight months very much. I’d never seen anything like it—it was the first time I’d ever left Manitoba in my life.  
 
    I was an exchange student, about to be living in a house full of strangers for nearly a year of my life. The owners of the house—a young religious couple—were putting me up, free of charge, along with three other students from different universities around the world. Usually, in order to be selected for an exchange program, you need to be smart, with good grades and stellar extracurricular credits. I got lucky. My grades were mediocre at best and I had no extra curricular credits after my two years at the University of Manitoba. But I went to church on Sundays and my pastor had some connections with the University of Leed’s Christian students program.  
 
    So for a few months, I pretended to be more religious than I was and bam: I got to travel halfway across the world free of charge.  
 
    It’s not that I wasn’t religious—I’d gone to church just about every Sunday for my entire life. But had I not been living with my parents, that probably wouldn’t have been the case. It’s not that I don’t believe in God; I just don’t buy into all those wild Bible stories. I mean—am I really supposed to believe that some guy built a giant arc that housed two of every animal on the planet? It’s all a bit farfetched…  
 
    Before that day, the longest flight I’d ever been on was from Winnipeg, Manitoba to Brandon, Manitoba. We were in the air for twenty-two minutes. So I was naturally nervous during my eight-hour flight from Winnipeg to London, and I was already starting to freak out on the long train ride from London to Sheffield… Not to mention the bus ride from Sheffield to Harewood.  
 
    So I was glad when I finally reached that cute little brick house on the edge of Harewood, with a view of green rolling hills and a spectacular castle—at least I’m pretty sure it was a castle, though it may have just been a very impressive mansion. We don’t have castles back in Manitoba.  
 
    “You’re the first student to arrive,” Margaret told me. Margaret was one of the owners of the home I was staying at. She was a tall, thin woman, and she always wore a golden cross around her neck. She was always holding it, whenever her hands were free, as if she was trying to telepathically communicate with God at every hour of the day. She picked me up from the bus stop, along with her husband, Jerry.  
 
    Jerry was also tall and thin. He had an overgrown beard that was patchy in spots. His moustache was so thin, it was almost invisible, making him look slightly Amish. While he was driving me from the bus stop, I noticed the cross tattoos on his wrists when his sleeves rode up. I wasn’t surprised when we pulled up to the house and I noticed the church directly across the street.  
 
    “We go to mass every night,” Margaret told me before we even entered the house. “That goes for you too.” It seemed like a small price to pay for free housing and food for the next eight months.  
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. And she looked at me with narrowed eyes, as if to say, ‘Why wouldn’t it be fine?’ So I shut my mouth for the rest of the tour. She showed me the living room, which was of course decorated with crosses and painting of Jesus Christ. Then she showed me the kitchen and told me to eat whatever I wanted whenever I wanted—as long as I didn’t fill up before dinner, which was at 6:00 PM every night, no sooner and no later. I didn’t mind the strict rules—it was all free for me, after all.  
 
    She showed me down a long hallway. The house was much bigger inside than it looked from the outside.  
 
    “This room here will be Elizabeth’s. This room here will be Nancy’s. This will be Aaron’s. And finally, your room…” She opened the door at the end of the hall, revealing a small room with a single bed pushed against the wall. The walls were undecorated, save for the single cross hanging above the bed. There was a small window, which looked out at that impressive castle, or mansion, or manor, or whatever it was (I probably should have asked).  
 
    “It’s perfect,” I said. In all honesty, it was far from perfect, but I was in no place to complain. It was less than half the size of my bedroom back home. There was no desk for studying, no space to put anything but my luggage. There wasn’t even a lock on the door, so I could have my own privacy.  
 
    She looked at me strangely again, with those narrowed eyes. Maybe the word perfect was a bag choice of words—how could she not assume that I was being sarcastic? The room was little more than a prison cell with a door instead of a gate. But really—I wasn’t complaining. It was only for eight months, and I would be spending the majority of that time at school, studying. And then there was the hour of mass each night, and dinner, and the bus ride to and from school. I would really only be using that room to sleep. 
 
    “If you’re hungry, there’s leftover stew in the fridge. You’re welcome to heat some up for yourself. Otherwise, Jerry and I will be reading in the den. I was hungry, so after a few minutes in my very small and very plain room, I made my way down to the kitchen. I passed the den on my way. Margaret and Jerry were sitting in silence, each reading their own Bible. I tried not to laugh at the ridiculous stereotypes that they were.  
 
    I startled searching the cupboards for a bowl I could use to re-heat the stew. Margaret appeared in the doorway only a moment later. “Do you mind? You’re being very loud,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. I felt my heart sink into my gut. I suddenly had a feeling it was going to be a long eight months. I was starting to wonder what I’d gotten myself into.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I got out of the house right away the next morning. Don’t get me wrong—they had a beautiful house, and the view was spectacular—but there was a strong awkward vibe in that house that just wouldn’t go away, even when Jerry was out for work and Margaret was in the yard gardening. Maybe it was all of the Jesus Christ portraits on the wall staring down on me with judging eyes, as if I’d committed some horrible sin.  
 
    So I went down to the Leeds University campus to scope the place out. It was a quiet bus ride down, though the bus apparently only came once an hour. I was going to have to learn to time it out so I wouldn’t get stuck waiting on the side of the street all morning long.  
 
    The campus was beautiful, like everything else in the country. The building was old and impressive, and it looked a bit like that castle that I could see from my bedroom window. It was a big campus—bigger than the campus I was used to in Manitoba. Everyone I passed seemed very nice. The sky was clear (which was apparently quite rare) and the grass was green everywhere I looked. I found a nice study area in a grand library where I figured I would probably spend most of my time. I wondered if I would have to go to mass if I was still at school.  
 
    I wandered back to town to see if there was anything to do. There wasn’t much—I killed some time at a bookstore and then I killed some more time at a café. And then I found a pub, where I spent the rest of the afternoon, until it was time to head back to the house for dinner and mass.  
 
    Two of the other students had arrived while I was gone. Margaret was giving the tour of the house to Aaron when I showed up. He was a short blonde guy from Germany. He had a scared look in his eyes as he looked around the house, as if he was expecting something much, much nicer. He stopped for a moment in the doorway of his room before taking a step in. He looked like he was regretting this decision very, very much.  
 
    Nancy was already in her bedroom. Her door was open slightly and she was unpacking her luggage. She was a chubby blonde and she had a big frown on her face. I thought that she was upset about something, but I would later realize that she just always had a frown on her face. I guess it was just the way her face was… I don’t know.  
 
    When I walked by her room on my way to the kitchen for dinner, she’d recently hung a number of posters for some French boy band. The boys in the pictures looked questionably young but I didn’t say anything. I don’t judge.  
 
    For dinner we had a roast with Yorkshire pudding. When Margaret placed the food down on the table, I was practically shaking with excitement. It would be my first real taste of authentic English food. I’d had Yorkshire pudding before in Manitoba, but surely this would be way better—so good that I would never be able to eat the Manitoba version ever again. 
 
    But no—it was quite bland. I forced a smile and pretended like it was the best thing I’d ever eaten. Though once again, Margaret assumed that I was being a sarcastic little twat. She gave me that increasingly familiar look. “Elizabeth gets in later tonight,” she said. “So let’s be sure to save her some, in case she hasn’t eaten yet.”  
 
    We didn’t get to eat much. I was still hungry afterwards. Nancy looked like she was starving. She had her eye on Elizabeth’s plate while Margaret walked it away from the table to put it in the fridge. “Now go and get ready for mass,” Margaret said. 
 
    So we went to mass hungry. We would all quickly learn to eat before coming home for dinner.  
 
    Mass that night was in Latin. I didn’t understand a word of it, and neither did anyone else in that church—I wouldn’t be surprised if the priest didn’t even understand a single word he was saying. I guess it’s supposed to be a spiritual thing. It was kind of neat at first, listening to a long-dead language. But after fifteen minutes, I was ready to go home and get to sleep. I kept checking my watch over the next hour. Margaret caught me looking at my watch at one point, and she gave me that classic Margaret look. So I stopped looking at my watch. 
 
    “Is mass in Latin every night?” I asked when we were on our way back across the street to our home.  
 
    “Just on Wednesdays and Fridays,” she told me. I was still trying to think of a way to get out of going to mass altogether. I was going to be there for another two hundred and fifty days—that’s two hundred and fifty hours of mass. There was a lot of stuff I could do with a spare two hundred and fifty hours…  
 
    Before we walked in the front door, a car pulled up to the house. Margaret turned to look at the car, so I did the same. It was a black town car with tinted windows. It idled in place for a minute before the driver got out of the car and ran around to open the back door. He had a black hat on, like a limousine driver. He opened the back passenger door and then a heeled foot stepped out. And attached to that heeled foot was a beautiful blonde.  
 
    She was wearing a short skirt—far too short for Margaret’s taste, judging by the gasp that slipped through her lips. She was wearing a white blouse that was slightly see-through, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her small, perky tits probably didn’t need a bra—though I’m sure Margaret would have appreciated the coverage.  
 
    Her long blonde hair extended down to her sternum, and it was curled and primped up like hair you might see on a ritzy stripper. She looked around and then she looked towards me. My heart skipped a beat and I tensed up, and then I realized she was probably looking at Margaret.  
 
    “Are you Elizabeth?” Margaret asked, her voice lacking much strength as she was probably still in shock.  
 
    “Just call me Liz,” the beauty called back. And then she really looked at me—only for a couple of seconds, but it was long enough to make my heart pound fast. She was beautiful. She was feminine. She was sexy. And she was going to be living right across the hall from my for the next eight months.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I was told to go up to my room. Margaret’s face was red. I could tell that she was going to have lots to say to the young lady that just showed up for her extended stay. And thankfully, the walls in the house were thin enough that I could hear everything. “You absolutely may not dress like this if you plan on staying here with us for the duration of your visit.”  
 
    “Like what?” Liz asked, and I could hear the smirk in her voice.  
 
    “Like… Like a tramp. In fact, you shouldn’t dress like this ever if you want to be a respected woman in this world.”  
 
    “Is it the skirt?” I could still hear that smirk. She had some serious guts.  
 
    “I can literally see your… your rear end,” Margaret said.  
 
    “That’s really in right now.” She had an accent, but I couldn’t place it. It was a sexy accent—something European. Not quite French, not quite German. Had her accent been stronger, I probably could have placed it. 
 
    “Not in this house it’s not. Now if you don’t own any appropriate clothing, I will be happy to accompany you to the mall in the morning. 
 
    “Well, I’m afraid if this isn’t appropriate, then I probably don’t own much that you’ll find acceptable.”  
 
    There was a long silence. “This is a house of God,” Margaret finally said. “And everything we do here, we do for Him.”  
 
    “Got it,” Liz said. She was a spunky chick. It was nice to see someone with a bit of spunk. Since arriving in Harewood, I’d only seen stuck up, snooty people. Even when I was on the University of Leeds campus, everyone was so primp and proper. They were all dressed up, as if the school had a dress code—which it didn’t. When I found out that I would be going to England, I thought I was going to hang out with a bunch of sexy British girls. I thought everyone would meet up in pubs and swear like a bunch of truckers and it would be an overall good time. Until Liz showed up, I was starting to worry that it was going to be a good time at all.  
 
    But now I had something to look forward to. I poked my head out of my bedroom as Margaret was showing her to her room. Liz saw me and looked into my eyes. I couldn’t help but let a smirk slip. She replied with a smirk of her own. I had a feeling that we were going to get along just fine.  
 
    When I woke up the next morning, the first thing I did was check the date on my phone. It was Friday. School started on Monday. And it couldn’t start quickly enough. I wandered back over to town and wasted the day between the café and the pub. All the same people were drinking coffee in the café, and all the same people were drinking beer in the pub. I was starting to realize that there really was nothing else to do in that little town. 
 
    So that’s all I did that weekend: I went into town, had coffee at the café, lazed around the bookstore until they asked me to leave, and then I drank at the pub with the locals. They told me stories about the way the country used to be, before the immigrants and women took over. I’m still not entirely sure what they meant by that, seeing as there weren’t any noticeable immigrants in that town, and hardly any on the university campus. But I’m sure they knew more than me, seeing as I’d been there for three days and they’d been there their whole lives.  
 
     The highlight of my day was coming home for dinner and seeing Liz. On her second night in Harewood, she wore a long conservative dress that nearly touched her toes. It had big poofy shoulders, and the back was tied up tight with laces. The floral print was overwhelming, but somehow she made the thing look good. And she got a kick out of it—clearly wearing it as a joke. I wondered if she bought the dress that morning, or if she borrowed it from Margaret’s closet.  
 
    She made a few subtle jokes at the dinner table—jokes that went right over Jerry and Margaret’s naïve heads. They were mostly sexual jokes. Margaret didn’t seem to know any slang. She didn’t know what a ‘thot’ was. We told it just meant ‘thoughts’. And she didn’t know what ‘AF’ meant; Liz told her that it meant ‘and friends,” and she actually believed it. So for the rest of the night, we kept saying AF, and we even got Margaret to say it once. We nearly spit out our soup when she said, “People should only have pretty thots when they’re with their families AF.” 
 
    Liz kept looking at me with a big smirk, as if she had something on her mind. We were walking towards the church for evening mass when she tapped on my shoulder. She pulled me aside, out of earshot from Margaret. “Your name is Charlie, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “You’re not like the others in the house. You seem cool,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks. You too.” She was staring into my eyes. Her eyes were stunning. She was wearing dark eyeliner and dark red lipstick that gave her a sexy look—I’m sure Margaret wasn’t thrilled with the look. 
 
    “I knew they would hate me before I showed up. I didn’t think they would hate me this much,” she said.  
 
    “I don’t think they hate you. They just don’t really know anything about you,” I said. It was hard not to look down at her body, even though it was covered by that silly dress. She had a great figure with amazing curves. It would have been a travesty not to admire that body—but I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.  
 
    “You know why they hate me, right?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “But they’ll realize it’s not a big deal.” I assumed she was just talking about her scandalous behaviour and her free-spirited attire. I mean—why else would they hate her? Did she have some sort of reputation that I didn’t know about?  
 
    “But you’re cool with me, even though you’re like a goodie little Christian boy?” she asked, staring deep into my eyes. 
 
    “Yeah—I’m not as goodie as you think I am,” I said. I felt silly saying it, as if I was trying to be some sort of James Dean character. But I just didn’t want her to think that I was some Bible thumper like the others in the house. 
 
    She had a big smirk on her face. “I’ll make you prove it,” she said, and then she skipped to catch up with the rest of the group, heading towards the church. I had no idea what she meant—and I didn’t think she planned on making me prove it very, very soon. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I sat next to Liz in the back of the church. It was a Sunday night, and there were only five other people in attendance besides our little group. Everyone in town probably went to the morning mass. I know Margaret and Jerry were at the morning mass—I guess once on Sunday wasn’t quite enough for them.  
 
    At least the mass was in English. The pastor was half-asleep, droning through his material slowly. Or maybe he just didn’t prepare enough material and he was trying to stretch it out over a whole hour. I’d pulled the same trick before for school presentations.  
 
    I could smell Liz’s perfume. It was a nice perfume—I’m pretty sure I’d smelled it before while passing the lingerie store at the mall, back home. Images of women in sexy lingerie came to my mind, and then images of Liz in sexy lingerie came to my mind. I tried to push those thoughts away, being in church and all, but they didn’t stay away for long.  
 
    She leaned over and whispered into my ear. “Ready to prove yourself, goodie boy?” she asked. 
 
    I looked over at her and smiled. My cheeks were probably dark red. I had no idea what she had in mind. If she asked me to run up the isle screaming ‘Hail Satan!’ I wouldn’t do it. If she asked me to take off my clothes in the middle of mass, I wouldn’t have done it. But that’s not what she had in mind for me. In fact, I didn’t have to do anything at all. I just sat there as she put her hand on my upper thigh and started to rub. She rubbed slowly and sensually. She stared into my eyes while she rubbed, getting closer and closer to my crotch.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I whispered. 
 
    “Shh,” she said, putting a finger to her lips. “We won’t want any attention on us for the next few minutes.”  
 
    She brought her hand up to my belt and she started to undo it. I became tense, frozen in my seat. Was this for real? I didn’t even know this woman and she was about to play with my cock in a church? Was she nuts? “What are you doing?” I whispered again, my heart racing now. But I didn’t move. I didn’t try to stop her. 
 
    She just smirked and then she unzipped my fly. I looked around to make sure no one was looking. We were the only people in that back row. But there was nothing stopping people from looking back and seeing Liz as she stuck her hand down the front of my pants. Though they wouldn’t be able to see through the pew—as long as I kept my face forward and natural, no one would have any idea what was happening. Right? 
 
    She slipped her hand down the front of my underwear. Her fingers slipped over my cock. “Relax, goodie boy,” she whispered in my ear with a big smirk in her voice. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and she started to massage it. I didn’t get hard right away—I was way too tense to get hard. I couldn’t bring myself to move a single muscle. My joints were locked.  
 
    But it did feel good, her fingers gently massaging my penis, pulling back my foreskin and rolling my tip between her thumb and fingers.  
 
    I closed my eyes. This girl was a slut—and I couldn’t have been happier. I was going to be living with a real slut for the next eight months. I had a feeling this wouldn’t be the last action I would see with her. I had a feeling we would go much further than just a cock massage in the coming days and weeks. She was fuelled by Margaret. She loved being naughty because she knew that it was exactly what Margaret didn’t want. 
 
    Though that worried me—what if she was hoping Margaret would catch us? What if she was just using me to get under Margaret’s skin? I didn’t want to get thrown out along with this chick. At least she had money. She had a personal town car drive her all the way from the airport because she didn’t want to take a bus. I saw her brand new laptop computer in her room, and she was always texting on her brand new iPhone. She obviously came from a wealthy family, and it was hard to believe that her family would be too angry if she got kicked out of Margaret’s house—it was obvious they let the girl have free reign of her own world.  
 
    I started getting hard. I couldn’t hold it back forever. The girl knew how to massage a dick. She knew just where to rub to make my legs tremble. She knew just how hard to squeeze when she pumped my rod. “You’re crazy,” I whispered, and then I let out a long, elated sigh. I have to admit: it felt amazing.  
 
    “I know,” she said. I was rock-hard now, throbbing in her grip. I sunk into my chair. I could feel the redness burning in my cheeks. I was getting a handjob in the middle of a sermon. My head was spinning and my heart was racing. She was bringing me closer and closer to orgasm. But I couldn’t come in church—could I? Surely I had enough self-control to stop myself from creaming in my own boxers in the middle of mass… 
 
    Nope. It turns out I didn’t have nearly enough self-control. She easily pumped the cum out of my cock. She caught the first few squirts in the palm of her hand and then she rubbed it down the length of my cock before wiping her hand on my boxers.  
 
    I quickly zipped up, still revelling in my post-orgasm state. The rest of that mass was obviously uncomfortable, sitting next to the chick that just jerked me off, my cum beginning to harden in my pants. I was already looking forward to the shower I planned on taking as soon as we were back.  
 
    When we were walking back across the street to the house, she looked at me again. She had that smirk on her face, with those glowing narrowed eyes. She had more in store for me. This wasn’t the end of her little test.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Margaret and Jerry went to bed shortly after mass each night, and they didn’t like it when they could hear us chatting once they were in their bedroom. They also locked the doors before heading off to bed, so we couldn’t even go down to the pub to chat. I suppose it was another sacrifice for the free living arrangement. “You’re here to study, not to socialize,” Margaret said when Nancy asked if they could start leaving the back door unlocked at night.  
 
    So there was never really a chance to chat with Liz—at least not about anything we wanted to chat about. We hardly had any alone time. And I was curious to see into her head. But I was able to ask her where she was from—she was from Sweden, which explained some of her more liberal tendencies. I would have asked her to accompany me to town one day, but she was always gone before I woke up. And at night, when I asked her what she was doing the next day, she always said that she was busy. 
 
    It was strange to me that a beautiful, young woman could be so promiscuous. In my experience, it was always the average or even the below-average chicks who felt they needed to put out to get their share of the attention. But Liz was well above average in the looks department. She could have been a Victoria’s Secret model as far as I was concerned. But apparently I may have been the only one who thought so. 
 
    I found myself alone with Aaron one afternoon. We ran into one another at the little café in town. He looked tired. He said he hadn’t been sleeping—the bed was too small and too hard for his back. “I’m sure you’ll get used to it,” I said. He looked miserable, but not just from lack of sleep. Harewood wasn’t stimulating enough for him. He was used to living in a big city that was always going. Meanwhile the entire town of Harewood was asleep by 8:00 PM.  
 
    “There’s just nothing to do,” he said to me as he stared down into his coffee. I had a feeling it was his fifth or sixth coffee of the day.  
 
    “Why don’t you find a girl and spend your time with her,” I said. 
 
    “There aren’t any girls. Have you seen the girls here? Where I’m from, the women are beautiful—the most beautiful you’ve ever seen,” he said, finally staring up at me with his big, red eyes.  
 
    “I don’t know. That Liz girl is pretty cute,” I said, and then he stared at me as if I’d just said that Hitler did nothing wrong. “What?”  
 
    He kept staring at me. “You think she’s cute?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. I suddenly felt like an idiot. Was she not cute? She had a killer body, and her face was adorable. What was I missing?  
 
    “To each their own I suppose,” he said, and then he took a long sip from his coffee. If he didn’t think that Liz was a cutie, then that was his problem. Maybe the women back where he was from were all beautiful goddesses. Maybe he had a different standard than me. Or maybe he knew something that I didn’t know… 
 
    He kept staring at me with a strange look, as if there was something terribly curious about me. Maybe Canadians were strange to him. Maybe it was my accent… “Did you not read the letter they sent to us? I’m sure they sent it to all of us,” he asked, maintaining that curious look. 
 
    “Letter?” I said, and then I remembered the big, long letter that was sent to me shortly after I’d been approved for the exchange student program. It was sent by Margaret and Jerry. It was essentially a congratulation along with a longwinded mission statement. I read the first couple of pages, and then I figured I’d gotten the gist of it. The first page was the congratulations, then there was the mission statement, about how Jerry and Margaret were trying to help Christians in need, and then it went on into an autobiography—about Jerry and Margaret’s previous missionary trips to Africa and Asia. “Yeah, I skimmed it,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t think you skimmed it hard enough,” Aaron said, smirking for the first time since he’d showed up in England.  
 
    “Why? What am I missing?” I asked. 
 
    “On the last page, it introduced our housemates. It said that you are from Canada. Your grades in school are slipping and your pastor suspects your faith in God is slipping as well.” 
 
    A chill crawled up my spine. “It said all that?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, and it said that Nancy is struggling with her diet. They think that I’m depressed—I’m not, I’m just not looking forward to spending the next six years studying something I don’t even want to do.” 
 
    “Why did it say all of this stuff in that letter?” I asked. 
 
    “Because they think that they help people,” he said. “And those are the problems they want to address while we’re here. We essentially agreed to their counselling.”  
 
    “What did it say about Liz?” I asked, and then he stared at me with a curious smirk.  
 
    He stood up, leaving his coffee on the table. “I’m going to head back to the house, but you should probably try to find that letter to see for yourself.” I watched him leave the little café. I didn’t feel so good anymore. What did it say about Liz? Was she a prostitute or something? Was she into hard drugs? Why wouldn’t Aaron just tell me? 
 
    I really should have just read that stupid letter. But I didn’t care what the letter said when I got it. I skimmed the first couple of pages and then I threw it out, just happy that I’d been accepted, happy that I was getting a chance to get away from my life, which hadn’t been going the way I planned as of late.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I found myself staring at Liz that night at the dinner table, whenever everyone was looking the other way. I was trying to see what Aaron saw—some major detail that I was missing. After a while, I found myself staring at Aaron, trying to catch him sneaking a peek of Liz. She was wearing another traditional dress, but she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath and her nipples were pressing against the light fabric. How could you not stare?  
 
    But he wasn’t looking. He really had no interest in her. Maybe he was gay—surely any straight man should be drooling over her. But even Jerry wouldn’t look at her unless she was talking, and even then, it seemed like he was actively trying to look away from her.  
 
    I wondered if there was a copy of that letter lying around anywhere, so I could see what the big deal was.  
 
    Liz looked at me and I looked at her. She smiled. She had a cute smile. Why shouldn’t I be attracted to her smile? Even if she was promiscuous—even if she was a prostitute—how could I deny that she was beautiful? I couldn’t simply pretend that she wasn’t a gorgeous woman just because of some detail that I was completely oblivious to. I wasn’t going to deny my eyeballs.  
 
    I sat next to her during church again. Sadly, the place was fuller than the night before—people were sitting in either side of us. Though I was still worried she was going to try to pull something. She did put her hand on my thigh at one point, as if to notify me that she wanted to mess around.  
 
    And later that night, she came by my room. She nearly gave me a heart attack when she opened my door. I didn’t hear her creeping down the hallway, as she was being as quiet as a church mouse. When I looked up at her, she quickly pressed her finger to her lips, signalling me to be quiet. It was late and Margaret and Jerry were asleep—and we weren’t supposed to be awake either.  
 
    I sat up on the edge of the bed. “What’s up?” I whispered, but she shushed me. She quietly dropped to her knees and slipped her fingers around the waistband of my pants. I remembered my conversation with Aaron—that look in his eye suggesting there was something very, very important that I was missing. But I wasn’t about to turn down a blowjob because of some paranoid little spaz. So I raised my hips off the mattress, allowing her to pull down my pyjama pants. She lifted up my cock and stared at it with a grin. 
 
    My heart was racing. As far as I knew, that letter said that she had a problem with biting dicks off of men. I had no idea… But I figured she couldn’t possibly be too insane—just horny. And why should I deny a woman her horny urges? I let her massage my cock, stroking it gently, watching it carefully as it began to throb and grow. I planted my hands down on the mattress and I took a deep breath. I let myself relax. I let myself grow big and hard. 
 
    She slipped my cock into her mouth and she began to suck. Her mouth was warm and her lips were soft. I slipped my fingers into her hair. It was soft. I grabbed a handful of it and I pulled. She liked it when I pulled her hair. 
 
    She managed to get my entire cock into her mouth, forcing most of it down her throat. She gagged a little bit, but she seemed to like it. So I held her face down and gagged her with my cock a few times. And then I could feel my orgasm approaching. So I lay back and took a deep breath. I let her do her thing, stroking, sucking, and massaging. I wanted to warn her that I was going to come, but those walls were so thin. If Margaret and Jerry were awake, they could probably hear the sound of Liz’s saliva gushing against my member.  
 
    So I just tapped her on the shoulder and she got the message. She opened her mouth wide and finished me off with her clenched fist. She took my whole load in her mouth, and then she sucked the last drop out from the tip of my dick.  
 
    I wasn’t able to move, completely lost in euphoria. Nothing had ever felt better. I just wanted to fall asleep and dream about her.  
 
    She crawled on top of me and looked down into my eyes. She started to move in. I puckered my lips and then we kissed. We kissed for a few seconds before I opened my mouth to make the kiss French. And then she slipped my own cum into my mouth.  
 
    I winced back and spat and wiped my lips. “What the hell?” I whispered, nearly screaming. I thought she’d swallowed my load, but she was holding it in her mouth. 
 
    She giggled and then she swallowed. She got a kick out of it, even though it was disgusting. I didn’t want to taste my own cum. No man wants to taste his own cum. She stood up and waved goodbye. I managed to let the whole cum-swap thing go and I waved goodbye back.  
 
    I slept well that night. I was excited for the next eight months, having a beautiful lay always in the room across the hall. It was too bad that it would only be for the next eight months. What was I going to do once I was back in Manitoba? I was going to have to be careful not to get too used to getting my cock sucked on a nightly basis.  
 
    When I woke up, she was already gone. Everyone was gone. I’d slept in. I’d already missed my first class of the day. I sprung out of bed and got ready fast. I still had time to make it down to the university for my third and final class. I slept for nearly twelve hours—longer than I’d slept since I was probably thirteen years old. I guess a good blowjob will do that to you… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    She was giving me that look again during church that night. She wanted to suck my cock, or maybe she wanted me to fuck her little pussy. Regardless, I wasn’t able to pay much attention during mass. She leaned over and whispered into my ear, “Do you want to go down on me tonight?”  
 
    I felt my face turn dark red. It’s not the kind of question I was used to hearing during church. I looked at her and nodded my head. I had an awkward grin stuck on my face. I did want to go down on her. I wanted to taste her pussy and I wanted to make her moan—even if she did have to moan into a pillow so no one would hear.  
 
    The remainder of mass crept by slowly. I couldn’t wait for Margaret and Jerry to head off to sleep, so that I could slip into Liz’s bedroom. My heart was pounding when mass ended. As we walked across the street, she brushed my hand. It was enough to make my heart skip a beat. We were going to have some serious fun… 
 
    I sat in my room, pretending to read a book while I waited for Jerry and Margaret to head off to bed. I would have actually read the book had I been able to pay any attention at all to the words on the pages. I couldn’t go a full sentence without the thought of Liz’s amazing body entering into my mind. When I heard Margaret and Jerry’s door close down the hall, I didn’t waste a second. I put my book down and I hopped up to my feet. 
 
    I crept across the hallway. Liz’s door was closed. My heart was still pounding—harder than ever. I gently grabbed the doorknob and I opened the door. And there she was, on her bed, ready for me, dressed in tight lace lingerie. I slipped into the room without saying a word and I closed the door behind me. She was beautiful—that lingerie was made for her perfect body. It was sheer enough that I could see her perky nipples.  
 
    I climbed on top of her and we kissed. I ran my hands up and down her body and then I squeezed her tits. They were firmer than I was used to—possibly a boob lift or maybe some small implants. I didn’t care if they were implants. That didn’t stop my cock from getting rock-hard in a matter of a minute. She let me kiss her neck, and then she let me kiss the exposed skin between her breasts.  
 
    I looked up into her eyes. She was smiling and her eyes were glowing. Her cheeks were red, as if she was slightly embarrassed. But why would she be embarrassed? Was this not something she did all the time with different guys? Or was that just a front that she put on?  
 
    “Ready?” she asked with a whisper. 
 
    I nodded my head and started to sink down lower. She reached down and slipped a hand under her lingerie. She pulled her cock out. And I froze at the sight of it. My whole body became cold and tense.  
 
    I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. I knew now what was in that letter. I knew now why Aaron thought it was so funny that I found her attractive. She was a man. She was transgender. She had a fucking cock.  
 
    I tried to swallow the giant lump that had formed in my throat. “Is this a joke?” I managed to whisper. She shushed me. Even our whispers could be heard through the walls. I had to remain quiet—not just because I didn’t want to be caught, but because I didn’t want anyone to know that I was alone in a room with her. They all knew that she was transgender—they all read the letter. Goddamnit, why didn’t I read that stupid letter?  
 
    I looked back at the cock. It was half-erect, throbbing on her leg, ready to be sucked, as promised. But I didn’t know what I was agreeing to when I said that I would go down on her. But she probably thought that I knew—it was in the letter, after all. And she’d asked me before if I knew about her… I wished she would have been a little more clear about that.  
 
    But what could I do? I couldn’t confront her about it, not without waking the whole house up. And I couldn’t exactly be mad at her about it—I’d ignored all the warnings, including a letter that explicitly stated her reality. And I’d promised her that I would do it—she’d gotten me off twice already. But could I actually do it? Could I do it just to keep the peace and to stay true to my word?  
 
    I looked at that cock again. It was still throbbing. She was hung—her cock was bigger than mine. She was clean-shaven, and even though her cock was big, it still looked strangely feminine. I just had to do it. I needed to save face. It seemed more embarrassing to back out than to go through with the act. 
 
    So I carefully slipped my fingers around her cock and I began to stroke it. I had to close my eyes and bite my tongue, to stop myself from cringing. I was actually touching a penis. I was stroking a biological man’s cock. What was wrong with me? 
 
    I’d always been that kind of person—I would walk into a store and grab something without checking the price, assuming it’s affordable. And then when the cashier tells me the price, I’m too proud to put the item back on the shelf. I just pretend like I know it is that expensive and I pay for it, even if I can hardly afford it. I was doing the same thing now, but I was paying a much higher price.  
 
    I could feel her getting harder and bigger. Her cock was warm—hot even. I could feel her veins pumping blood into her swelling member. I opened my eyes in an attempt not to look rude. She was staring at me. At least her face looked feminine. There was no telling that she was a man unless you’d read that letter—though she did have a bit of an Adam’s apple. And her jawline was slightly more rugged than the average woman. But she was still pretty. 
 
    I tried to keep my eyes up on her face. I didn’t want to look down and see the throbbing erection I was stroking. But I knew she wasn’t just looking for a wank—she wanted my lips around her girth. I had to do it. I had to save my pride and suck her cock. 
 
    So I sunk down and slipped my mouth around her warm throbber. Now that she couldn’t see my eyes, I closed them. I kept them closed and tried to imagine something else—anything else. But the only image in my head was of her in that cute lingerie with her cock throbbing on her leg.  
 
    She slipped her fingers into my hair, just like I’d done to her. She gently pulled on my hair, moaning slightly as she took a euphoric breath in. I was doing a good job—she was enjoying my blowjob. And I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.  
 
    How would I ever live with myself? I left Manitoba to get away from this, and now I was closer to it than ever before.  
 
    Her thick thighs closed in on my torso. I could feel her tensing up. She pulled my hair harder, pulling my face into her crotch. It wasn’t so bad—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. The skin on her cock was no different than the skin on the rest of her body, right? It’s not like she was hairy. It’s not like she was grunting like a man while I was sucking her. It’s not like she was muscular and broad. She looked like a woman—she had that going for her.  
 
    Without warning, she came in my mouth. I tried to pull back but she held my head in place. She was stronger than she looked—and I guess that shouldn’t have come as a surprise. She made me take her whole load in my mouth. But I didn’t swallow. As soon as she released me, I spat it up, on her cock. She giggled. 
 
    My face must have been crimson red. I’d just sucked a cock. I just brought a biological man to orgasm. And I could still taste her cock on my lips. I tried not to look too disgusted. I tried to force a smile. She motioned for me to climb on top of her, so we could finish the romp off with a kiss. I couldn’t think of any excuse not to, even though I wanted one desperately. So I crawled on top of her and I kissed her. I knew that I was technically kissing a man. But she sure had soft lips for a man. She playfully grabbed my bottom lip with her teeth and pulled back.  
 
    It couldn’t have been over with soon enough. I think she could tell that I wanted to get the hell out of there. I’m sure that mortification was all over my face. I jumped up to my feet and I forced a smile while I waved goodbye. It wasn’t an easy smile to force.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Liz was the whole reason that I left Manitoba in the first place. Well, not Liz exactly, but a girl just like her.  
 
    There was a new girl in one of my classes; her name was Olivia. She was a petite, cute brunette with a spunky personality. She got along with everyone she talked to. I ran into her at a party one night and we ended up talking all night. I kissed her at the end of the night. The kiss only lasted five seconds before she pulled away and said, “There’s something I have to tell you. I’m transgender.” And it took a minute for me to realize that I’d just kissed a boy.  
 
    I never talked to Olivia again. In fact, she ended up leaving just a week later, not to return for another four months. I guess her parents were in the army and got relocated all of the time. I tried to forget about the kiss, but I couldn’t, no matter how hard I tried. Because no matter how hard I tried to convince myself otherwise, I had to accept that it was the best kiss I’d ever had. It was one of the best night’s I’d ever had, up until her big reveal.  
 
    And I made one very big mistake: I asked my pastor what he thought about it. “Was it wrong to like the kiss?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes. Very much so,” he said, and he said it without any hesitation. I tried convincing him that she was completely convincing, but that didn’t change his mind whatsoever. “A man should be with a woman. It’s that simple,” he said. “God would not approve of any relationship between two men, and God doesn’t allow men to become women.” He made me confess in confessional, as if I’d committed a sin just by kissing Olivia. 
 
    And over the next few weeks, I started to wonder whether it was true: did God really disapprove of that kiss? How could I help it?  
 
    And naturally, that led to me questioning God. It wasn’t the first time I’d questioned God. It’s hard to believe everything they say in the Bible in the 21st century. It’s hard to accept the church completely when there are whackos going around killing each other over different interpretations of some lines in a book.  
 
    Four months passed. I knew that Olivia would be back any day. I was terrified of what I might do if I saw her. I still thought about that kiss all the time. So when the opportunity to join an exchange student program came up, I didn’t miss a beat. I asked my pastor to sign me up, and once he looked through the program details, he agreed that it would be a good idea. I left a week later, before Olivia returned.  
 
    But I didn’t escape anything. And I was starting to think that God—if there was such a thing—was testing me. And I’d probably just failed the test. Surely sucking a trans chick’s cock is failing the test.  
 
    I spent the next few days avoiding Liz. I made sure to be late to the dinner table each night, and I pretended like I was sick when Liz took a seat next to me in the pews and asked if I wanted to fool around. “Maybe another day,” I said a few times, but that wasn’t going to work forever. At some point I was going to have to tell her the truth: that I didn’t want anything to do with her because of what she was packing between her legs. It was nothing personal—but it was the whole reason that I was a part of that exchange program. I needed to focus on my studies and I needed to get back into God’s good books. Let’s be honest: getting wanked off by a tranny wasn’t going to get me better grades or a spot in heaven.  
 
    I could avoid Liz but I couldn’t avoid my own fantasies, all of which featured Liz in a starring role. She was there as soon as I closed my eyes. I could see her stunning eyes surrounded by her slick eyeliner. I could see her dark red lips and her devilish grin. I could still remember how good it felt when she sucked the cum out of my cock like a hungry whore. I could still picture her perky nipples pressing against her lace lingerie. I could still taste her cum.  
 
    And no matter how hard I tried, those fantasies still slipped into my mind. They were there when I was alone in the shower. I couldn’t stop the erection that followed. I probably could have stopped myself from jerking off, but the temptation was too strong. I was weak. I came in less than a minute with the image of her on my mind.  
 
    I had a real problem that I was starting to accept as a reality: I was attracted to trans chicks. I couldn’t picture Liz any other way. I tried imagining her with a tight, wet pussy, but the thought of a long, hard cock was so much more appealing. I wasn’t gay though. I couldn’t stand the thought of a man, of body hair, of muscles or broad shoulders. I wanted petite, cute chicks with big, hard cocks. And I knew that was wrong—I knew that I was allowing myself to be taken down a dark, dark path.  
 
    Liz was in my first class that Thursday morning. She spotted me before I spotted her when I walked into the room, so I had no chance to hide or pretend that I didn’t notice her. She waved me over. So I had no choice—I sat next to her. She was wearing that perfume that I loved so much. Just the smell of it was giving me an erection. I kept my composure.  
 
    But I couldn’t focus on the lecture. I tried to take notes, but nothing that I wrote down made any sense to me later. Liz put her hand on my thigh near the end of class. I knew what she wanted, and deep inside, I wanted to give it to her. I knew it was wrong, but I found myself trying to justify it—and I ended up managing to justify it. 
 
    I’d already let her suck my cock, and I’d already sucked her cock. What else did we have to lose? Could I not confess and repent later? It’s not like God only gives you three strikes. It’s life, not baseball. What was one more little romp, before starting to clean my life up? 
 
    We went to the women’s bathroom after class. We locked ourselves in a stall and started to kiss madly. I couldn’t take my hands off of her. I found myself caressing her sides, squeezing her tits, fondling her ass, and then I found myself holding her cock, massaging it, feeling it getting harder and harder. I really was failing. I would return to Manitoba worse off than when I left. I couldn’t even remember why I was so desperate to get away. Wicked temptations were getting the better of me.  
 
    She spun around and pressed her hands against the bathroom stall. I sunk to my knees and got my face snuggled between her butt cheeks, and then I started to eat out her asshole. I knew that it was technically a man’s asshole, but I couldn’t stop myself. Her skin was so soft, her body was so tight, and her perfume was so tantalizing. I wanted to ravage her. I wanted to make her my own personal sex toy. So that’s what I did—once her puckering hole was nice and wet, I penetrated her with my cock. I sunk in deep and then I pumped her without reserve.  
 
    She started to moan wildly. I slapped her ass and I squeezed her breasts. I was harder than I’d ever been before, and I was deep in a tranny’s asshole. Maybe I was sick. Maybe I was deranged. Maybe Satan had possessed me. But I didn’t care in that moment. I just wanted to get off inside of her so I could watch my cum oozing out of her butthole.  
 
    I reached around and jerked her off. She came quickly, spraying the stall wall with her warm, white goo. I came a minute later, filling her deeply, making her gasp and squirm and moan like someone who just shot up with crystal meth.  
 
    And that wasn’t our last romp that day. That night she snuck into my room and we did it again—another creampie deep in her asshole, and another load blown all over my bed sheets.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    It was the next night when we nearly got caught. I’d just snuck into her room. She was wearing a red satin nightdress that hardly kept her perfect tits hidden. It was a slutty number, and I loved it. I started crawling over top of her, ready to kiss her lips when I heard footsteps coming from down the hall. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew they were coming towards us—coming to confront us. 
 
    I sprung to my feet and looked around. Liz had a small closet in her room, unlike most of the other rooms. “Just let them find us. Who cares?” she whispered. 
 
    But I wasn’t interested in being caught laying with a biological man. Margaret already hated me enough, and my family back home was already worried enough about me. So I crammed myself into that closet and quietly but quickly closed the door. A moment later, I heard Liz’s bedroom door opening. “What on earth are you wearing?” I heard Margaret’s voice ask. 
 
    “Just my pyjamas. Why?” Liz replied.  
 
    “Those are hardly appropriate, even for sleeping.”  
 
    “Normally I sleep naked, but I figured you’d prefer I wore something.” 
 
    “I’d prefer you wore proper pyjamas like a proper person. Starting tomorrow, I want you to drop this whole lady persona. It’s not too late to reverse the damage you’ve done to your body. And it’s not too late to be saved by God. You’re a man and you need to start acting like a man.”  
 
    “But I don’t want to,” Liz said. 
 
    “Your other option is going back home,” Margaret said.  
 
    Then the room became silent.  
 
    “By the way, what are you doing in here? We heard a bunch of noise.” She was probably referring to me. It wasn’t my most graceful entrance yet. I stumbled slightly while cross the hall, and I wasn’t as careful as I usually was when I went to close her door.  
 
    The room was silent for a moment. “I don’t know,” Liz said.  
 
    There was another silence and then the door closed. I could hear Margaret’s footsteps heading back down the hall. But I waited, unsure of whether the coast was truly clear. Liz opened the closet door for me. “You can come out now,” she whispered. She wasn’t smiling. The joy was completely sucked from her face. I hardly recognized her now.  
 
    I stared into her eyes for a moment, but they were too sad. So I slipped past her and returned to my room. I had a swirling guilt inside of me, as if I’d done something terribly wrong, but I wasn’t sure what. Liz was here with her own problems, and I was enabling them. I was enabling her problems and my own. For both of our sakes, I needed to stop myself. I needed to tell her that I wasn’t interested, so she could carry on with fixing herself.  
 
    Like Margaret said, she was a man and she needed to start acting like a man before the damage was irreversible. She’d probably been taking hormone blockers, which can’t be too good on the system. The reversal of her breast implants would leave scars, but a couple of scars were better than a lifetime of sin… 
 
    But was it a sin? Where exactly in the Bible did it say that it was a sin? I looked it up on my phone that night, but I couldn’t find anything convincing. There was the classic line about how men shouldn’t lay with other men. But she wasn’t a man—she was a woman. There was another line in the Bible about how a man shouldn’t wear a woman’s cloak—but again, she wasn’t a man, so the line was irrelevant. Other than that, there was nothing—except for one line about how men shouldn’t grow their hair long—but didn’t Samson get his power from his long hair? Did he not lose his God-given power when he cut his hair off?  
 
    The inconsistencies just put me right back where I was a week before: confused. I considered myself a Christian, but I just couldn’t wrap my head around the Bible. I mean—was it not written by men claiming to be speaking for God? Could any person not make that same claim and just write whatever they wanted?  
 
    Could I not believe in God on my own terms? Was it so hard to believe that God was fine with me and Liz being together? I mean—He did orchestrate this whole thing, did He not?  
 
     And what difference did it make at the end of the day? Was anyone getting hurt if Liz and I kissed and fooled around? If God really had a problem, would he not tell us himself?  
 
    I woke up earlier than usual the next morning. I was going to make a quick breakfast and head out to catch the early bus, before the bus got too busy and there was nowhere left to sit. I carefully made my way down the hallway towards the kitchen, tiptoeing so I wouldn’t wake anyone up. And then I saw her, in the kitchen, heading for the door: Liz, but she looked different. 
 
    She wasn’t wearing makeup. She had her breasts pressed down, probably by some band or something. And she was wearing a dress shirt and a pair of slacks. Her hair was tied up and hidden under a baseball cap. She was dressed like a boy—like her ‘natural’ self. I almost didn’t recognize her, until she looked into my eyes. 
 
    Those eyes were the same: still bright and stunning. Her face turned red when she saw me. She froze. “What are you doing?” I asked.  
 
    “I’m just going to school,” she said quietly. Her voice was raspy.  
 
    “Why are you dressed like that?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I really don’t want to be sent back home,” she said. 
 
    “What’s so bad about your home?” 
 
    “My parents… they aren’t exactly okay with me… you know… dressing up.” But it never seemed like she was ‘dressing up’ until right now. She looked so unnatural in that dress shirt and those slacks. She looked natural when her blonde hair was long and flowing. She looked natural in her dark red lipstick. Now, even her body looked strange with her bust pressed down. 
 
    “Then don’t go home to your parents,” I said. 
 
    “Where else can I go?”  
 
    My heart was racing. A tingling overtook my fingers. “I’m not sure, but we shouldn’t stay here. Let’s get away from this place.” I watched as that glow returned to her eyes. I couldn’t stand seeing her like this—dressed up as the wrong gender.  
 
    Maybe our interpretation of the Bible isn’t totally accurate. Maybe some people are born in the wrong gender. It doesn’t say anything about it in the Bible, but there are a lot of things that aren’t covered in the Bible—that doesn’t mean they’re illegitimate. Liz was more of a woman than most of the women I’d ever met in my life. Even dressed up as a boy, she was still more feminine than half of the girls in our class.  
 
    “Really?” she asked, gently biting her bottom lip. 
 
    “Yeah. Screw this place. You don’t need fixed. They’re the ones that need fixed,” I said.  
 
    “Where are we going to go?” she asked. 
 
    “Whenever you want. I’ve got enough for a couple of flights back to Canada if you want.” My parents wouldn’t love the idea of me dating a transgender chick—but they didn’t have to know. It was none of their business. And there was no way they could know, unless they were planning on checking under her skirt.  
 
    It didn’t matter what anyone else thought—whether it was a sin in their religion or if they just assumed it was morally wrong. If they wanted to dictate their lives around passages in a book, they were free to do so. But me—I just wanted to do what felt right. And being with Liz felt right.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    PANTIES & HEELS 
 
    Tyler has started using a new app called iFlirt: a dating app that matches you with higher-rated users based on how many ‘flirts’ you receive. Tyler gets an idea one day: to change his profile to female for a week to boost his ranking, so that when he changes his gender back to male, he’ll get better matches.  
 
    But the app bans users who don’t use photos of themselves—so Tyler has to stage a little photo shoot, borrowing his sister’s clothes and makeup. It’s just for a few pictures—until his co-workers find his profile.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I didn’t think much of it when I saw my co-workers huddled around Marika’s phone during our lunch break, all giggling like a bunch of schoolgirls. It was something they did almost every lunch break—showing each other funny dog videos and silly memes.  
 
    “What about that guy? That guy’s kind of cute,” Hailey said. Hailey was the newest girl at the shop. She’d only been working with us for two weeks, but she was already managing to fit in quite well. I think her long brown hair made the other girls jealous—it always looked so soft and perfect. But she was nearly ten years younger than the other girls; I’m sure their hair was just as nice when they were eighteen, too. 
 
    “He looks creepy. And it looks like he Photoshopped his eyes to look more blue,” Danielle said. Danielle was our boss. She didn’t own the print shop, but she was friends with the owner, and she’d been with the company since it started. The actual owner, Brian, didn’t come around very often. He ran a few different companies around town. And there was no real need for him to come around.  
 
    Danielle was the oldest chick in the shop, at the ripe old age of thirty-four. She looked good for thirty-four, don’t get me wrong, but sometimes she acted like she was in her fifties. She never wanted to go out with everyone for drinks after work. She was always asleep by 8:30 PM—God help you if you send her a text after 8:30 PM. And she could be seriously mean, particularly when customers were trying to rip the company off—or when they said dirty things about the other girls.  
 
    Marika was the one who was looking for a match. She was a quiet girl—short and blonde—and her dream in life was to have a boyfriend; it was all she ever talked about. She was constantly going on dates with customers. Danielle didn’t exactly approve of her dating the clients, but she got over it after a while, when she realized there was no stopping the little blonde. Most mornings began with Marika’s tales from the previous night. The girl literally went on a date with a different guy every single night. And she’d always refused to try online dating—so I’m not sure where she found all of her men. 
 
    “Tyler, come tell us if you think this guy looks creepy or not,” Hailey said, waving me over. I assumed they were just going through Instagram or Facebook. I didn’t except to see iFlirt open on Marika’s phone. My heart skipped a beat. 
 
    iFlirt was a dating app; more or less like every other dating app you’ve ever seen. But what was special about iFlirt was, you have to respond to every ‘flirt’ you get; you can’t ‘flirt’ with other people until you reply to your own inbox. The idea behind the app was to get people mingling with people they would normally ignore. Once you received a certain number of messages, it would give you a random profile that you had to send a flirt to. Sometimes it would even give you a profile of the same sex, I guess just to keep the game silly and quirky. When I first heard about it, I thought it was a silly idea that would never work, especially with young, pretty women. But the app blew up practically overnight. Women loved the app. And of course men loved it too, because women would actually respond to their dirty messages.  
 
    “So, you’re a guy. Do you think he looks like a creep?” Hailey asked me. Marika was staring at the phone with glowing eyes, as if she was actually considering the guy. But Danielle was right. He looked creepy. Maybe it was his fake smile, or maybe it was his barbed wire tattoo around his bicep. And yes, the eyes were most definitely Photoshopped to look bluer.  
 
    “I would say pass,” I said.  
 
    “She can’t pass. She has to respond to his message. That’s the rule,” Hailey said, as if I didn’t already know. And I preferred her thinking that I had no idea. I didn’t want them to know that I was on the app myself.  
 
    So they replied to the blue-eyed app-user. Marika was hesitant to tell the man that she wasn’t sure they were a good fit. I could tell that she was imagining herself with the guy. But he really did look creepy, so it was for the best.  
 
    I finished my lunch early and went back to work, even though there wasn’t much to do. There rarely was much to do, especially on weekdays. My job was to print any orders that came in, but there currently weren’t any orders, so I just cleaned around the shop. It was a nice day outside, so I decided I would spend part of the afternoon pressure washing the building’s exterior and cleaning the windows.  
 
    Matt waved at me. Matt was about my age. He worked at the dog day-care across the road. He was always telling me how jealous he was of me, because I got to work with a bunch of pretty girls. I was the only man on staff. He was the only man on staff at the dog day-care as well, but the girls were unfortunately not the best looking ladies in town. Marika went on a date with Matt once. They even hooked up at the end of the night. Marika told us all that he had a tiny penis. Now I couldn’t look at him without imagining his tiny penis.  
 
    The girls took an extra-long lunch break, seeing as there wasn’t anything for them to do. Weekdays were usually slow, but they were rarely this slow. I’m surprised Danielle didn’t send anyone home, but I guess she was having a good time messing around with iFlirt. When I went inside after I finished cleaning the building’s exterior, they were still huddled around that phone, giggling at the messages they were getting. They had to reply to all of them.  
 
    I went to clean the bathroom. Once I was inside, I pulled out my phone and checked my own iFlirt account. I thought about deleting it, worried that I would be that random profile that they had to message. But what was the chance of that? There were tens of thousands of profiles in our area.  
 
    I didn’t delete my profile, but I should have.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I have to admit, the app was strangely addictive. I’d been using it for weeks already. It was the only dating app that forced beautiful women to flirt with average guys like me. And it forced me to flirt with girls that I would never consider—but it was fun. Sure, the odd person said mean things—usually along the lines of: “Not interested. Please do not respond.” Because every time you replied, they had to reply again. Those people just didn’t understand the draw of the app.  
 
    I had some of the best flirts with girls I would have never hit up on a traditional dating app. There was one rather chubby girl who turned out to be a blast to talk to—we must have sent fifty messages back and forth, getting progressively dirtier. I was ready to meet up with her—and I was even kind of interested in starting a relationship with her—and then she admitted that she was married with kids. So our engagement came to a swift end. But it was fun while it lasted, and it never would have happened on a traditional dating app.  
 
    On the iFlirt app, you could search profiles and chat up whoever you wanted, assuming you were willing to spend your hard-earned points. The more people flirted with your account, the more valuable your account became. I sorted the profile list by value, just to see how high the bar went. There were a few girls who were worth small fortunes. It would have cost 15,000 points to message the top girl in our area—for reference, you could buy 1000 points for $50, or you could earn 1000 points by replying to 100 messages from different people. So if you weren’t willing to punch in your credit card number, you needed to reply to 1,500 flirts, just to send that one girl a message.  
 
    And of course it was exclusively women at the top of the charts—and one man, who I’m pretty sure I recognized from a popular TV show. You needed to scroll down nearly one thousand profiles before you started seeing men. But I guess that’s just the way dating apps and websites go—women are a commodity while men are expendable.  
 
    But it was a week before when I found an article online, written by a guy who managed to climb up into those top ranking spots where every woman within a fifty-mile radius could see him. The article piqued my curiosity—I couldn’t even begin to imagine how many messages I would get if my profile was higher up in the rankings.  
 
    The writer of the article explained his trick. It was something anyone could do, technically speaking. He simply changed his gender on the app from male to female, and then he uploaded some pictures of a sexy girl. He spent a week replying to messages in character, and then he changed his gender and photos back. During his week as a ‘female’ on iFlirt, he managed to jump from the bottom of the chart to nearly the very top spot.  
 
    But it didn’t last for him. There was an edit at the end of his article, explaining how his account got banned shortly after publishing his trick. He broke a major rule with the app: he impersonated someone else, using their photos without permission. Though it got me thinking: what if I did the same thing, but I used pictures of myself? There was no rule against changing genders on the app, and there was no rule against pretending to be a lady while flirting with other users. The only challenge would be making myself look like a convincing woman for a few photos.  
 
    It was just a joke in my head at first, but after a few days, I really started to consider it. I figured I could borrow my sister’s clothes and makeup and give myself a quick makeover. I would have to shave my legs and armpits, but it was still wintertime, so I had lots of time to grow my body hair back before shorts season. There were plenty of wigs in my parents’ basement, from old Halloween costumes. And I knew how to use Photoshop, so I could easily remove my Adam’s apple.  
 
    And I was genuinely curious to see what it was like to be a woman on a dating app. I saw a chart once comparing how many messages the average woman received compared to the average man. It wasn’t even close—the average woman received more messages than I could imagine responding to. 
 
    And maybe I was little bit curious to see if I could pull off looking like a convincing woman. You couldn’t go a day without seeing transgenders in the news or on the Internet. And some of them look pretty convincing—almost terrifyingly convincing in some cases. Who hasn’t wondered how convincing they would look with a bit of makeup, a short skirt, and a pair of heels? 
 
    Besides, it wasn’t like I was going to go out as a woman. It’s not like anyone I knew was going to see me, and if they did, they wouldn’t recognize me—right? There were many tens of thousands of accounts on iFlirt, and I was just one of them—and I would only be a woman for a week. No one that I knew used iFlirt as far as I knew, until I found out that Marika created an account. But I found that out once I’d already made the plunge. And maybe I wouldn’t have gotten dressed up like a chick and taken photos of myself had I known Marika would be looking through accounts that week.  
 
    When I woke up the next morning, I thought again about deleting my account, or at least changing my gender back to male and deleting all of those sissy photos that I took. But I stopped myself. The chances of her finding my account and recognizing me were miniscule, right? I’d already gone through so much trouble—why would I throw it all away just because I was afraid of being found out? I had probability on my side. The chances of being found out were nearly astronomically small. 
 
    But unfortunately, there was a feature in iFlirt that I wasn’t aware of.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    You know how sometimes you see ads on websites that are eerily about something you were recently talking about, or maybe they’re from a store you were just in, earlier that day? Well, that’s because your phone is always listening to you, and it’s always tracking you. Some apps are designed to recognize keywords when you talk—maybe you mention to someone that you need a new barbecue—and then they tailor ads just for you. ‘Barbecue sale—this weekend only!’ How did it know I wanted a new barbecue? Well now you know. 
 
    There was a setting in iFlirt called ‘chance encounters’. It was automatically set to be turned on. I’d seen the setting while going in to change my gender to female, but I didn’t know what it did. I found out later that it matched you with people you came into contact with during the day. So if the app recognized that you walk down the same street as another person every morning, it would match you with that person, so that you might see them one day and say, ‘Hey—that person looks familiar!’ 
 
    Well, iFlirt recognized that Marika and I tended to be in the same area on most days, so my profile was randomly selected for her. I was her first same-sex match, and I wouldn’t find out about it until I showed up for work that morning.  
 
    When I walked into the shop, the place was quiet. There was no one behind the counter, which was unusual. “Hello?” I called out, and then I noticed the light was on in the back office. So I put my bag down behind the counter where I always put it, and I went to see what was going on in the office. 
 
    All of the girls were in: Marika, Danielle, and Hailey. They all looked up at me, their faces beaming. They were biting their lips, covering their mouths, trying desperately not to burst into a fit of laughter. And I knew as soon as I saw the sight what was happening: they were looking at pictures of me in drag on their phone.  
 
    My heart stuttered and sunk into my gut. Their faces were torture. I wanted to turn around and leave and never come back. I wanted to pack up my apartment and move across the country—maybe even move to a new country. I wanted to get as far away as I could, but I couldn’t even move a muscle. I was rigid, stuck in place, forced to stare at them while they tried to hold back their giggles.  
 
    “Looking good, Tonya,” Danielle said, and then she started to laugh. The other girls laughed with her. Tonya was what I changed my name to while I was a female.  
 
    “I can explain,” I said. But my mind was blank. I couldn’t explain. I couldn’t even remember why I’d done it. My stomach was turning. I felt nauseous. Was I having a nightmare? Why wasn’t I waking up?  
 
    “Go ahead,” Danielle said, still grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    But I was silent. I couldn’t explain anything. “I—I didn’t mean to. I mean—I was just trying something.” It started coming back to me. “I wanted to boost my profile’s rank. I read about it online.”  
 
    They all laughed. “Out of curiosity, how many flirts have you gotten?” Marika asked. She looked genuinely curious, even though she was biting down on her tongue in an attempt not to laugh.  
 
    I’d gotten tons of flirts—ten times what I got when my profile was set to male. I was getting new flirts every twenty minutes or so. All from men, all complimenting my hair or my body. I got plenty of messages asking for nudes, too. “I don’t know,” I said. “A bunch. But really, I just did it to boost my ranking.”  
 
    “Wait—you actually got flirts?” Hailey asked. Her eyes became wide.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said. I looked at each of the girls. They believed me—at least they looked like they believed me. My heart finally started beating properly again. I felt a wave of relief wash over me, but my cheeks stayed dark red with humiliation. That humiliation would takes weeks to wash away, maybe even months.  
 
    “From guys?” Marika asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Lots.” 
 
    “Like how many?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Fifty a day,” I said. I assumed that was a normal number. When Marika showed me that creepy guy on her phone the day before, I noticed her inbox had thirty unread messages in it. It was probably safe to assume that she’d already read at least twenty that day, right? So why did she look so shocked at my fifty flirts per day? 
 
    “I don’t even get that many,” she said. Her cheeks became red, but not nearly as red as mine.  
 
    “How many do you get?” Danielle asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, like thirty at most,” she said. 
 
    “No—I saw on your phone yesterday. You had thirty unread flirts,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, over the whole weekend. I didn’t open the app for probably three days,” she said. 
 
    Now I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel. I was more popular with the boys than my pretty, petite blonde co-worker. I had the strangest urge to smile, but I fought that urge away; it was unwelcomed. There was no reason to be proud of being a more popular girl than a real girl. All it proved was that I was more feminine than masculine, and no man wants that… At least no man should want that. 
 
    “You’re saying that you’ve been getting over fifty flirts a day with these pictures?” Danielle asked. She said it as if there was something ridiculous about my pictures, but I thought they looked pretty good. It took me three hours to get dolled up for those shots, and it took me another hour just to get the angles right, to hide my more obvious masculine features.  
 
    “I said around fifty, not over fifty—and what’s wrong with my pictures?” I said, sounding strangely defensive. My predicament was humiliating enough. I didn’t need to give the girls any more reason to think that I actually cared about how I looked as a woman.  
 
    “We can do way better,” Danielle said with a smirk. I didn’t like her use of the word ‘we’. I had to hide my hands behind my back, so they wouldn’t see them trembling. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Tomorrow, I’ll bring some supplies and we’ll take some proper pictures,” she said. The other girls all started giggling.  
 
    “No way—not doing it. I just wanted to boost my ranking, and that’s what I did. I don’t need proper pictures.” But they were all grinning. They weren’t giving me the choice.  
 
    “Oh, you’re doing it. Don’t worry. It won’t be so bad. You might even like it,” Danielle said. And I knew there was no getting out of it. She was my boss. She had the power to fire me or make my job a living hell. She also had the power to make sure all of my friends and family saw those pictures of me dressed up in my sister’s clothes.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    They wouldn’t have recognized me in those photos had it not been for my tattoos. I should have put some effort into covering my tattoos up—but I really didn’t think anyone I knew would find that profile. The odds seemed so low. I should have done some more research… 
 
    When I got home that evening, my face was still dark red. Customers at the shop must have thought that I had a flu or something. I couldn’t stop thinking about that terrible humiliation—the faces of those girls as they looked up at me after staring at photos of me in panties and heels.  
 
    I went slutty with the photos, because most guys want to get with slutty girls. I even used pictures of my favourite porn star as a makeup reference when I was dolling up my face.  
 
    My sister had a bra in her closet that was made to look like the person wearing it wasn’t wearing a bra. It was flesh-toned and it even had fake nipples. There was a short period in 2015 where girls weren’t wearing bras. It was the best period as far as I—and many other men—were concerned. I used that bra to give myself a fake bust.  
 
    I found myself looking through those photos on my profile again. I thought about deleting my account, but the damage was already done. I wasn’t going to throw away my new higher rank now, after already suffering through the humiliation. I actually looked pretty good. I wasn’t terribly surprised that men were messaging me constantly. I had a cute body, and a hot face. In a few shots you could see the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple—I wasn’t able to remove it convincingly from Photoshop, but it was hardly noticeable as far as I was concerned.  
 
    I don’t know why Danielle thought the photos were no good. I was getting more flirts than Marika, after all.  
 
    In fact, I got a new flirt as I was staring at my profile. It was from a typical gym rat—a guy with big muscles. He asked me how my day was going. I lied and said it was going great—and then I lied and said that I was just about to play around with my vibrator.  
 
    I quickly learned that the dirtier I was with men, the higher my rating would soar. There was an option to ‘tip’ points. Men would tip their wallets empty for a chance to see even a little bit of skin. After sending a few messages back and forth, I sent this particular man a shot of my panties, my bulge tucked away, a vibrator pressed between my legs. I had the vibrator from an old relationship—from many years before. It didn’t even work, but it made for a good picture.  
 
    I got a generous 1,000 point tip, and then I told the man that I was going to bed. He sent me a picture of his fully erect penis, which I deleted immediately. My heart started racing. It was scary how much power I had with a few photos and a fake name. I could have asked these guys to send me money transfers, directly to my bank account, and most of them probably would have done it hoping I would send them a picture of my nipple.  
 
    And every day I was getting more and more flirts as my profile soared up the rankings. I was excited to see what kind of attention I would get once I switched my gender back to male. But I was also slightly curious to see what kind of attention I would be getting in a week as a woman. If I was getting fifty flirts a day now, how many would I be getting once I was in the top 1000?  
 
    I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, wondering what Danielle had in store for me. I knew it was going to be humiliating, whatever it was, but maybe she was right—maybe she could make my profile even better, so I would soar even higher. Maybe it wouldn’t be such a loss. And I already thought that I made a surprisingly convincing woman—I was a bit curious to see just how much more convincing I could look with help from a few real women. 
 
    But more than anything, I was terrified that they were just going to doll me up as a joke, and parade me around the store as a sort of punishment for being an embarrassment to the company. I did my best to stay optimistic.  
 
    The streets were quiet as I made my way to work the next morning. I only passed a few people, but they all looked at me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if they’d seen my profile. I’d since turned the chance encounters feature off, but the damage may have already been done. I noticed a girl at the bus stop staring at one of my tattoos. Did she recognize it from iFlirt? My heart skipped a beat but I kept my composure.  
 
    Once the shop was in sight, I became tense and cold. Was I really going to let the girls doll me up for a photo shoot?  
 
    Danielle was already there when I showed up, but the other girls weren’t in yet. Her face lit up when she saw me. A small part of me was hoping that she would have forgotten, but how could she? How could anyone forget about that time they found photos of their employee dressed like a little slut on a public app? She leaned over the counter and stared into my eyes. More tension entered into my joints. I had to strain to take a deep breath in. “So are you ready?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really think it’s such a good idea,” I said. 
 
    “It’s a great idea. C’mon. I already have everything set up.” She skipped into the back room as if she was fifteen years younger than she actually was. She was more excited than I’d ever seen her before, and I saw her the day after her now-husband proposed to her.  
 
    She had the office set up like a little makeup studio. A chair sat in the middle of the room and the desk was covered in makeup. Hanging on the curtain rod were a few different dresses: a red dress, a white dress, and a black dress. They all looked very tiny. Beneath them were various pairs of heels. And in a little suitcase in the corner was a pile of panties and what looked like lingerie. “You really want to do this?” I asked. I could feel the colour draining from my face. 
 
    “More than anything,” she said, trying to hold back a big smile.  
 
    So I took another deep breath and then I plopped down in the chair. I heard the bell ring as the front door opened. “Is he here yet?” Hailey called out immediately, as if she didn’t want to miss a single second of my horrible humiliation.  
 
    “Yep! He’s here!” Danielle called out. 
 
    “Great! Marika just texted me. She’s on her way.” Marika wasn’t even scheduled to work that day. She was just coming in to revel in my embarrassment.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I spent that whole morning in that chair with the three girls hovering around me. They were meticulous and careful. They spent more time deliberating than they did actually dolling me up. “Don’t you think she would look so much cuter with a cat-eye look?”  
 
    “No, I think she has a naturally pretty face. We should just do a minimal look.” 
 
    “What about a light smoky eye? I think she would look so cute with a smoky eye look.” I hated how they kept referring to me as a ‘she’. I tried to keep my eyes closed the whole time, particularly once they had a mirror propped up in front of me. I didn’t want to see myself. I couldn’t bear to look at my own humiliated face. Why was I letting them do this again? Oh yeah, because I wanted to keep my job, and I wanted to keep those photos away from my friends and family.  
 
    Their brushes tickled my face. They took me by surprise when they suddenly plucked one of my eyebrow hairs. “What are you doing?” I snapped. 
 
    “Just relax. You’re being a baby,” Hailey said, and then they continued plucking my eyebrows. I should have drawn the line at the eyebrows—it wasn’t permanent damage, but it would take a long time for my eyebrows to grow back properly.  
 
    “That’s the wig you brought?” Marika asked. 
 
    “It’s all I had,” Danielle said.  
 
    “Why do you even own it?” 
 
    “Remember—I was a Rastafarian for Halloween the other year.” I kept my eyes closed as they fit the wig onto my head. It was a bit scratchy, but nothing I couldn’t handle. I was already dreading opening my eyes. By the sounds of it, they weren’t trying to make me into a pretty girl. They were trying to make me into a joke—something they could spend the day laughing at because they had nothing better to do.  
 
    They spun me around and told me to stand up. “But keep your eyes closed,” Danielle said, so I kept my eyes closed. They pulled my clothes off. One of them pulled my boxers down, exposing my cock. I quickly covered up. “Hey! What are you doing?” I snapped.  
 
    “Girls don’t wear boxers,” Marika said, giggling.  
 
    “How are we going to hide that thing? It’s so big,” Hailey said. She brushed away my hand and then slipped her fingers under my cock. She lifted it up slightly. I kept my eyes closed because I was far too humiliated to open them. But I could feel all of their gazes staring at my dick.  
 
    “We’ll just have to do our best,” Danielle said, and then they wriggled me into a pair of tight panties. My face must have been the reddest shade of red on the colour wheel.  
 
    “We’re almost done. Just hang in there, Tonya,” Marika said, and then they all started giggling. I really was just a big joke to them. And I probably would be a big joke for the rest of my employment at that little print shop. I would never be able to look into their eyes ever again without remembering this utter humiliation.  
 
    They pulled a soft satin dress over my body. It was tight and I could feel it stretching over my skin. Surely it must have been too tight, I thought. Surely it made me look like an over-stuffed sausage…  
 
    “Lift this leg,” Danielle said, tapping on my left leg. So I lifted it. They slipped a heeled shoe onto my foot, and then they did the other leg. I nearly fell over but I managed to catch myself.  
 
    They spun me around again. I was starting to get a bit dizzy, unsure of which direction I was even facing anymore. “Okay, beautiful. Open your eyes,” Danielle said. 
 
    I hesitated. I didn’t want to see the monstrosity they’d created. I didn’t want to see the image that they would spend the next few years laughing hysterically over. But I wanted this horrible day to be over with, so I forced my eyes open. 
 
    And there I was, staring back at myself in the mirror. I was beautiful. I actually looked as sexy as hell. And I actually looked like a woman. I watched as my lips parted. 
 
    Before, I looked a bit like a lady. I used specific camera angles to my advantage, and I gave myself a little bit of help with Photoshop. But now, I didn’t need any Photoshop or fancy camera angles. You could shoot me from any angle and I would look like a complete babe.  
 
    “I think she likes the way she looks,” Marika said with a little giggle.  
 
    I watched my face turn red—because she was right. I did like the way I looked. I’d never looked sexy in my life before. But I wasn’t supposed to look sexy. I was a man. Men aren’t sexy—men are supposed to be rugged and handsome. I’d never been either of those things, but I imagined being handsome probably felt something like this… 
 
    “Let’s take some photos, shall we?” Danielle was already holding up her camera. She had a nice camera—she did a lot of professional photography on the side.  
 
    The first few photos we took, I must have looked totally ridiculous. I was still shocked and embarrassed. They kept telling me to try smiling, and then they would walk up to me and move my arms and legs for me, so I would be striking different poses. I felt stupid, even though I knew I looked sexy; though maybe that’s exactly why I felt stupid…  
 
    Danielle came up and showed me the screen of her camera. I couldn’t even believe I was looking at myself. Even standing stiff in front of her camera, forcing an awkward smile, I still looked like a babe. It didn’t matter how unflattering I felt, I looked good. I was starting to wonder if this was how I was supposed to look. I mean—a person should look their best, right? What if my best was as a woman? 
 
    I pushed the thought away. I wasn’t a woman. I was a man. I was just doing this to make them happy, and to get my profile ranked higher in the iFlirt system. I wasn’t supposed to be enjoying it. And I wasn’t enjoying it… Was I?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The pictures all looked great. I still couldn’t believe that I was the subject of those photos. Danielle said she would have them sent to me that night, so I could replace my old account pictures. But before I left for the day, she said, “Tomorrow I want you to come to work as Tonya.”  
 
    “What? Are you nuts?” I said, my heart suddenly pounding. I thought she was kidding at first, but she wasn’t laughing. “You’re screwing with me, right?” 
 
    “I’m not screwing with you. I want you to come as Tonya. We’re going to get your profile ranked higher. Isn’t that what you wanted? So I prepared this bag for you. You can dress in whatever you want, and do your makeup however you’d like. I recommend waking up at least an hour early, until you really get the hang of it.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. She really wasn’t kidding. She wanted me to show up to work dressed as a woman. But I couldn’t actually do it—could I? I couldn’t walk through my neighbourhood in a dress and heels. I couldn’t take my daily fifteen-minute bus ride with a face of makeup. Everyone who saw me on a regular basis would ridicule me. “I don’t want to do that,” I said. 
 
    “It’s an order,” she said. “For the rest of the week, that’s going to be the new store rule—only women are allowed to work here.” Now it wasn’t just for the day, it was for the rest of the week? She really was trying to torture me. “Oh, and practice your voice tonight. You can’t sound like that with our customers. I’m sure you can find some helpful tutorials online to get the sound just right.”  
 
    I felt sick all over again. I don’t know what I’d done to deserve this torture, and I had no idea how I was going to get out of it. At least I could wake up super early and get on a bus before rush hour started—and avoid all of the people I saw on a regular basis. Hell, if I was early enough, I could probably make it to work before anyone on my street was even awake. That was my only hope.  
 
    So I went home with that bag of clothes and I started searching for feminine voice tutorials on the Internet. There were plenty. Some were more helpful than others. All of them said to record myself and playback my own voice often. I even found one website for trans people and cross dressers, where you upload your voice and experienced users give you tips on how to improve. So I uploaded a minute-long clip of me reading from Fifty Shades of Grey. I actually got some surprisingly helpful pointers.  
 
    I wanted to call up Danielle to see what she thought of my voice—she was the one I was trying to satisfy, after all. But I couldn’t find my phone. It wasn’t in my jacket pocket, where I usually left it, so I must have left it at work.  
 
    I also spent some time practising my makeup skills, seeing as I would be on my own the next morning. I tried my best to mimic what the girls had done on me that morning for the photo shoot. My version wasn’t nearly as good as theirs, but I felt like I was learning. I washed my face and tried again. Maybe I was wasting makeup, but it wasn’t mine, so I wasn’t too concerned. Besides, it was the least the girls could do for me: letting me practise over and over with their makeup.  
 
    I stood in front of the mirror until it was late—later than I realized. I was inspecting every tiny detail about myself. I was looking closely at my eyes, my lips, my skin, my arms, my legs, my chest—everything. I wanted every detail to be perfect. I didn’t want anyone to look at me funny on my way in to work in the morning. If everyone just assumed I was really a woman, then there would be no problems—I could easily slip from my house, to the bus, and into work.  
 
    So I woke up early, around 4:30 AM, and I made sure every little detail was perfect. It took me two hours before I was satisfied. It was warm out, so I decided to wear a tank top and a pair of black leggings. The leggings were tight, but they actually felt kind of nice hugging my skin. They really brought out my ass and made my legs look long—especially once I was in a pair of heels.  
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror. It was 6:30 AM. I needed to leave before all of my usual co-commuters were out on the streets. But I couldn’t pull myself away from that mirror, desperately trying to find small details that I could fix. But there were none—I looked perfect. I looked hot. I looked exactly like the kind of girl that I was hoping to find on iFlirt.  
 
    So I left. I walked out from my home and into the street. There were already people making their way down to the bus stop. I had to filter in line with them. I wasn’t getting any strange looks yet, but maybe they were being polite. I had to pinch my leg once I was at the bus stop, in an attempt to keep my composure. I was getting the occasional look, but I was too afraid to look back to judge whether or not they could tell. When some freak gets onto the bus with you, do you stare or do you just try to sneak the odd glance when no one is looking? Was I the freak? I wanted to look back to see if I could catch anyone staring, but I was too afraid.  
 
    It wasn’t a busy bus, seeing as rush hour hadn’t officially started yet. But someone still decided to take the seat next to me: a young man in a suit, carrying a briefcase. He looked over at me and smiled before turning to look forward. I looked around. There were other available seats on the bus, so why did he sit next to me?  
 
    After a minute, he spoke. “Nice day, isn’t it?” 
 
    I looked around to see who he was talking to. And then I realized he was talking to me. The only people who had ever talked to me on the bus were insane homeless people. But this man didn’t look insane or homeless. “Um, yeah, it’s not bad out,” I said. I had no idea if my voice sounded realistic or terrible. I just had to trust my practise.  
 
    “I just noticed you’re wearing a tank top. It’s the first non-sweater I’ve seen this year,” he said. He didn’t seem put off by my voice—so maybe it was fine? I still could only hope.  
 
    I looked down at my own attire. “Oh, yeah. I thought it was a good day to break it out,” I said, and I forced a smile.  
 
    “Well it looks good on you,” he said. Now he was looking into my eyes, smiling. And suddenly, I felt my cheeks becoming warm. Was he flirting with me? Like—real life flirting? Not just an anonymous flirt sent over the Internet in some gimmicky app? I’d never had a woman chat me up in real life. I’d tried chatting girls up before, but they were never too impressed to have strangers talking to them.  
 
    But it felt good. I knew how hard it was to build up the courage to talk to a random girl. I knew how much nerve it took. I knew how vulnerable it feels to put yourself out there like that. And this man was doing it—for me. “This is my stop,” I said, still blushing like a flustered church girl. I stood up and walked to the door. I looked back at the man, who was still looking at me with a big smile. I felt my cheeks becoming redder. And then I got off the bus.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It turned out I didn’t leave my phone at work. One of the girls slipped it out from my jacket pocket before I left—and they made sure to have plenty of fun with it before I came into work that next morning. 
 
    I was an hour early, so naturally I was the only one in. My phone was on the counter waiting for me, but I knew that wasn’t where I left it. I quickly checked my text messages and outgoing calls. There were none. Then I checked my e-mails, to make sure they weren’t e-mailing my sissy photos to my family members. Thankfully they weren’t. But my iFlirt account was a different story—there were dozens of messages sent to random men, including one message asking a man to come into the shop for a good time, in exchange for a good tip. The man tipped 5,000 points. “I’ll be there around noon tomorrow,” he wrote—the message was received the night before.  
 
    “Shit…” I muttered to myself. The girls had set me up with a date.  
 
    I kept myself busy that morning, trying to keep my mind off of the fact there was a guy coming into the shop in a few hours. What would I say to him? What exactly were the girls expecting me to do?  
 
    When Danielle came into the store, I was tempted to rip into her. I wanted to give her a piece of my mind, but I also didn’t want to lose my job. “What? He has a lot of points. I thought that’s what you wanted…” She said with a big grin. It was true: the more he tipped me, the higher my rank would rise. But I couldn’t see these people in real life. I wasn’t a real woman. It’s easy to be convincing in a photograph.  
 
    “What if he gets pissed that I’m not a real woman? What if he tries to hurt me?” I said. My heart was already pounding mercilessly, and it was only 10:00 AM. 
 
    “You’ll be fine. Just stick to your practise,” she said with that same grin. I felt my stomach turn. Did she really think that I would be fine, or was she just looking forward to having a good laugh? “If you impress him, I bet he’ll give you another big tip. You’re almost in the top 500 in the area, by the way.”  
 
    I checked my phone a few minutes later, once Danielle was in her office, to see if it was true. And I was just a few pages into the top ranking list on iFlirt. Once I changed my gender to male, I would be in the top 50 men—and I would only climb higher over the rest of the week. Maybe I could go through with this meet up. How bad could it be? The guy probably just wanted to mingle a little bit. It’s not like he was expecting a booty call… right?  
 
    I recognized him immediately when he came into the store. He looked around casually and then his eyes locked in on me. I watched as his face lit up. “Tonya?” he called out. The other girls perked up instantly, smiled crossing their faces. It was the moment they’d been waiting all morning for: the next episode of my on-going humiliation.  
 
    He walked up to me. “You’re just as beautiful in person,” he said.  
 
    I strained to remember his name from the iFlirt chat that I wasn’t even a part of. Ryan. It was Ryan. “Hey there,” I said, forcing a smile.  
 
    “So where’s this back room?” he asked, lowering his voice. There was a back room in the shop, but I couldn’t figure out how he knew about it. I stared into his eyes for a moment and then it dawned on me: I didn’t see the full chat history. The girls must have deleted a bunch of the messages from my phone. They’d set up far more than I’d realized.  
 
    How badly did I want that big tip? How badly did I want to rocket up the ranks? Well, I’d come this far. I’d already suffered this much. Maybe I could tease him a bit in the back room and leave him wanting more. It’s not like I had to bend over for him. Surely the girls hadn’t whored me out to some stranger. Or had they? 
 
    I showed Ryan to the back room. I looked back before closing the door. All three girls were staring at me. Marika waved with a big grin on her face. I wasn’t impressed.  
 
    I felt strangely more comfortable once the door was closed and the girls weren’t watching—even though I was now alone with a stranger with big muscles; he was definitely big enough to kick the living hell out of me. And I had a feeling he might just do that if he found out that I had a cock between my thighs.  
 
    He was staring into my eyes with a big smirk. He was a traditionally handsome guy: well-groomed, short hair, stubble beard, and expensive cologne… He looked a bit like a GQ model. “Well?” he said, and I had no idea what he wanted. I had no idea what the girls told him I would do. 
 
    “Well?” I said, trying to force a smile. But forcing a smile wasn’t so easy with my heart pounding and my stomach turning.  
 
    He took a step forward and put his hands on my sides. I became tense. I wanted to push him back, but I really did want that big tip. And I have to admit—I kind of liked the idea of a ridiculously handsome man staring at me like he would have given his whole life just to spend five minutes with me. No one had ever looked at me like that before.  
 
    But he was a man, and I liked women. Though he wasn’t so bad. He didn’t look like some hairy plumber stereotype. He didn’t look like the man who picked up my garbage once a week. Even I had to admit that he was handsome.  
 
    He kissed me. Before I could react, his lips were pressed against mine. His stubble beard was pressed against my face. His nose was nestled up against mine. I wasn’t sure what to do. My mind was spinning. I couldn’t even remember how I’d gotten into that back room with that man. What was his name again?  
 
    His hand moved up my sides. He had big hands. I put my hands on his sides and could feel the muscles bulging out. He was a strong guy—probably strong enough to lift me over his head with one hand—definitely strong enough to hold me against the wall so he could do whatever he wanted with my body.  
 
    After a moment of strict tension, I kissed back. I let myself surrender just for a moment, just to see what it was like. And I knew I wouldn’t get that tip unless I played along a little bit. It wasn’t so bad. Aside from the scratchy stubble beard, it was a lot like kissing a chick. Except he was in control. If he wanted to kiss my top lip, he got to kiss my top lip. If he wanted to playfully bite my bottom lip, that’s what he did. If he wanted to stick his tongue in my mouth, then that’s where his tongue went.  
 
    He cupped my breasts and squeezed. He couldn’t seem to tell that he was squeezing pad inserts—or he just didn’t care. I reached up to fondle his chest, almost on instinct, like I would have done with a woman. But there was only solid muscle. And in a way, that was kind of nice too. It was amazing how hard and stacked his chest was. It was amazing how rugged his abs were. I could sort of see why women got so wet over a hard, chiselled body.  
 
    He took my hand and brought it down between his legs, onto his bulge. He had a big bulge. I could feel it throbbing, even through his jeans. I could feel the warmth radiating from his crotch. He wasn’t just there to kiss.  
 
    I remembered that big tip that he’d already given me, and I thought about how much bigger it would be if I went down on him. And then I realized I was essentially a whore—using my body for imaginary points instead of real money. So I guess I was worse than a whore. But the thought of being a whore turned me on in a strange way. I was dirty. I was a slut. Guys wanted to fuck me even though they knew nothing about me.  
 
    I suddenly found myself down on my knees. I have no idea if he pushed me down or if I went down on my own volition. I started to undo his belt—that was definitely something I was doing without being forced. I was strangely curious to see his cock. I wanted to see what he was packing between his legs. I don’t know why I was so curious, and in that moment I didn’t care why. I reached through his fly and I pulled his warm, heavy member out. It was already semi-erect, and already throbbing.  
 
    I lifted it up. It must have weighed five pounds! It was so warm. The skin was so soft. I pulled it back gently and watched as the reddened tip emerged. Then I found myself leaning forward to lick it. I don’t know why, but I wanted to get him off. I wanted to make that cock come. I wanted to see if I could do it—if I really was hot enough to bring a man to orgasm. 
 
    So I started stroking his shaft. I sucked on his tip while I pumped his girth. I felt him getting harder and harder. His cock was impressively long. My clenched fist didn’t even cover a third of this length. I tightened my grip and I sucked harder. I spat on his cock and spread my saliva with my hand. He liked that. He even started thrusting gently into my mouth. Thankfully I had my fist there to stop him from gagging me completely.  
 
    I could taste his pre-cum. I could feel him bloating and swelling. I couldn’t wait to get him off. I couldn’t wait to know that I really was a sexy chick—sexy enough to make a GQ model squirm and ejaculate all over my face.  
 
    I tickled the tip of his dick with my tongue. “You like that?” I asked. 
 
    He just nodded. His face was dark red. He liked it a little bit too much. I could tell he was holding back, trying not to be a premature ejaculator. But he couldn’t only hold on for so long. Though I wasn’t expecting it when I leaned forward to stick his cock back into my mouth. He started coming. He sprayed my face with his warm load. I opened my mouth after missing the first two blasts. I got the last few on my tongue, but my face was already a mess. I was going to have to fix up my makeup before returning to work.  
 
    His body trembled all over and he groaned loudly. “I’m sorry,” he said, and I wasn’t sure if he was apologizing for coming too soon, or if he was apologizing for making a mess of my face. Either way, I wasn’t upset. I felt strangely good—happy an excited. I’d really done it—I’d made a man come in under a minute. If that wasn’t proof that I was a babe, then I don’t know what was. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I didn’t work until noon the next day, so I got to sleep in. And I slept better than I’d ever slept before. I went to sleep happy, with a big, dumb smile on my face. No matter how hard I tried to tell myself that the smile wasn’t welcomed, I couldn’t help it. For once, I felt sexy. And when the week was over, I would never get to feel sexy again. I wanted to enjoy it while I had it.  
 
    I woke up around 9:00 AM feeling completely refreshed. Before even making a pot of coffee or having breakfast, I got myself dolled up. I decided to put on some lingerie while I lounged around my house. My blinds were closed and I was alone. I felt relaxed and sexy—the best combination ever.  
 
    I didn’t take my lingerie off. I just put a dress on over it: a little white dress with a short frilly skirt. I had the biggest smile on my way to work. A man on the bus even gave me a compliment. “You’ve got a beautiful smile,” he said, and then my smile grew even bigger. I was started to dread going back to my real life. I’d gotten so many compliments in the past few days—more than I’d ever gotten in my entire life. People were flirting with me, and they weren’t being forced to by some gimmicky phone app.  
 
    I wish women knew how good they have it… 
 
    When I walked into the shop, there was a man standing at the counter, talking to Danielle. I assumed he was a customer, and then Danielle said, “And here she is,” while motioning towards me. The man turned around and looked at me. He was cute—not quite as big as the man from the previous day, but he made up for it with his gorgeous face. He looked a bit like a young Brad Pitt. His face lit up when he saw me. I was going to miss that: watching as the sight of me alone brought joy to people’s faces.  
 
    “Tonya,” he said. “I was worried you weren’t coming.” I had no idea who he was or what he was talking about. 
 
    “Tonya, this is Greg—the guy you were talking about yesterday,” Danielle said with a big grin. She must have taken my phone again and set up another date. I pretended to look afraid, but I was secretly excited. I had so much fun the day before with Ryan. I only wished it would have lasted longer. I suddenly loved the idea of being dominated. I wanted a man to use my body like a glorified sex toy.  
 
    “Can I show you the back room?” I asked. I started leading him before he even answered. Danielle was laughing behind the counter. I think it was obvious that I was starting to love my new persona—it was no longer just about getting big tips to boost my iFlirt rank. I hadn’t even checked my iFlirt account recently. 
 
    Why would I want to get a higher rank so I could get hotter girls when I could just be the hotter girl?  
 
    I kissed Greg as soon as the door was closed. “You really are horny,” he said. “You weren’t kidding.” Apparently Danielle had been telling guys that I was horny. She wasn’t wrong…  
 
    I didn’t waste much time. I undid his belt while we kissed, and then I tugged down his pants without even looking. I started massaging his cock. “Goddamn, you’re a little slut,” he said with a chuckle. I loved being called a slut. I loved being a girl. My feminine persona was starting to corrupt my mind completely, and I was embracing it—no matter how hard I tried to resist.  
 
    I looked into his eyes. I was practically squirming; I wanted him to fuck me so badly. “What is it?” he asked with a big grin. His cheeks were dark red. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me in the ass, but just the ass,” I said. I knew it was risky. I knew it wasn’t going to be easy to hide my cock. But I was horny. I wanted to be pumped and fucked and ravaged. I wanted him to make me moan. I wanted to get him off like I got Ryan off.  
 
    His eyes glossed over. I could tell he was interested, so I didn’t waste another second. I spun around, flipped up my skirt, and I pulled aside the thin strip of lingerie covering my asshole. “Please fuck me,” I said. I knew nothing about this guy—I didn’t even know if Greg was his real name. But I knew I wanted his big dick inside of me.  
 
    He stepped up and gently caresses my sides. “Just fuck me,” I said. He probably felt obliged to throw in a bit of foreplay. I couldn’t handle the foreplay. I don’t know what was wrong with me—it was like some feminine spirit suddenly possessed me.  
 
    He pressed his cock up to my butthole, and then he started to push in. I suddenly felt relaxed. I was getting what I wanted. With every inch he sunk deeper, I relaxed even more. I’d never been fucked in the ass before—but I knew I would like it, and I wasn’t wrong. I could feel every inch of him, throbbing inside of me. He brought his hands up to my tits and he squeezed. I put my hands over his, so he would squeeze harder.  
 
    “Just fuck me. Please,” I said. And then he started to pump my asshole, stretching me wide. It hurt a little bit, but I kind of liked the pain. The tip of his cock was coming in at the perfect angle—pressing right against my sweet spot. My legs started to tremble. I held his hands tightly against my chest. I didn’t need them exploring my body any further.  
 
    I didn’t want him to find my cock—not because I was worried he would be mad, but because I didn’t want the fucking to end. It wasn’t long before I was rock hard in my tight lingerie. I pushed my bum back with each penetration. “Harder,” I demanded. So he rammed me harder. “Faster,” I demanded, and then he rammed me faster.  
 
    I would have begged him to fuck me even harder still, but I was no longer able to speak. A euphoric sensation was overwhelming me. I started to moan. My whole body was trembling now. My cock was throbbing. It felt so good. I’d never felt anything like it… 
 
    Suddenly I felt a warm wetness around my crotch. I reached a hand down to feel. I’d came. He’d made my cock burst from anal stimulation alone. “Oh God,” I moaned. It still felt like I was coming—like the orgasm wouldn’t end. I was practically convulsing. He was holding me up, still ramming with, grunting with each thrust.  
 
    “I want your cum in me,” I said. 
 
    “You sure?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Fucking come in me,” I said, and then I started moaning again. 
 
    And a moment later, I felt it. He groaned loudly and my anus began filling up with his warm goo. It felt amazing—unlike anything I’d ever felt before. When he pulled out, I felt suddenly empty, as if a part of me was missing. I tried to clench my anus to stop his cum from further soiling my lingerie, but I was too stretched-out to stop it. So I let his cum fill up my panties.  
 
    * * * 
 
    Friday came—another noon start time. The girls had another man in the shop, waiting for me. I’d left my phone out on the counter the day before on purpose, hoping they would continue to mess around with it. And they came through. The man was short and thin—but cute in a boy band kind of way. It wasn’t until I got him in the back room that I realized why they’d picked him.  
 
    He had a monster-sized cock: almost a foot long. It took us a few minutes to get it into my asshole. It took a lot of spit before my anus would allow him to slip in. He fucked me until I came in my panties, and then he tipped me a few thousand points on the iFlirt app. Surely my rank was higher—I didn’t bother checking.  
 
    I put my phone on the counter before leaving work that night. I thought that if I forgot it, they might set me up with a few more dates for the next workweek. But Danielle stopped me before I left. “Don’t forget your phone,” she said. 
 
    I was slow to turn around, and slower to take the phone. I was trying to think of an excuse to leave her with my phone, so my amazing humiliation could continue. “The week’s over,” she said with a laugh. “You can be yourself on Monday.” 
 
    I tried to force a smile, so she wouldn’t think that I was disappointed. My days as a female were over. “I’ll bring all of your stuff with me on Monday morning,” I said. 
 
    “Sure,” she said with a smile and a nod.  
 
    I wanted to beg her to change her mind—to extend my sissy days by another week. My rank would climb even higher after another week of promiscuity. But I didn’t want her to know that I’d been loving every second of it. So I just took my phone and said, “See you on Monday.”  
 
    I packed all of those clothes into a bag as soon as I got home. The week was over and I needed to get over it. I put the bag by the front door and that’s where it stayed until Monday morning. I grabbed it on my way out the door. But I didn’t make it to the bus stop before a strangely unnatural feeling started to set in. I didn’t feel right leaving the house without makeup. I didn’t feel right without a skirt or leggings or a cute dress. My boxers felt strange. Panties felt so much more natural. And I hated that my hair wasn’t hanging down to my chest.  
 
    I stopped and watched as my bus passed. No one was looking at me. People were walking by me as if I was invisible. I didn’t like being invisible. I liked being Tonya—everyone would look at me and smile, as if I actually was somebody—the person I was supposed to be. 
 
    So I ran back home with that bag. I sent Danielle a text message. “I’m going to be a bit late for work. Hope that’s okay.”  
 
    “No problem,” she replied. 
 
    I spent the next thirty minutes quickly doing my makeup. I’d gotten pretty good, so I didn’t need two whole hours anymore. I took off my boxers and I slipped into a pair of red satin panties. They felt way better. I put on a cute skirt and an adorable cardigan. I also put on a nice choker, to hide the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple. And then I skipped off to work.  
 
    When Danielle saw me, her eyes lit up. “I thought I told you to come back to work as yourself this week,” she said. 
 
    I couldn’t fight back the stupid smile from my face. “So I did,” I said. 
 
    And a similar smile crossed her face. She approved, and so did the other girls. I couldn’t wait to start my new life—the life I was always supposed to be living.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    GIRLY BOYS 
 
    Kyle, an amateur photographer, is struggling to make ends meet, taking any job that lands in his inbox. He gets a lot of strange requests, including a photo-shoot with a young woman in a cheap hotel room. While he’s snapping shots of her, he realizes she’s not a she at all. But he’s a professional, so he takes the shots that she asks him to take. 
 
    And those shots become quite popular on a website called The Trap Lounge—so popular that a mystery client reaches out to Kyle, offering three thousand dollars for every photo-shoot he’s willing to take with similar girly boys.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was my dream to be a professional photographer. So when I got offered an on-going contract that would make my dream a reality, I just had to accept—even though the contract was awfully strange to me at the time.  
 
    I was finally able to quit my job at the clothing store, I had way more time to practise my photography and photo editing skills, and I could finally tell people that I was a photographer when they asked what I did for a living. No more, “Well, I’d like to be a photographer one day…” But I still didn’t quite have a proper answer when they said, “Oh cool! What kind of photos do you take?” 
 
    “Of people, mostly,” I would say. 
 
    “Like portraits?” 
 
    “Yeah, like portraits.” And when they asked for me to show them some of my work, I would usually say something along the lines of, “I’m not quite finished my portfolio, but I’ll show you soon.” Because the photos I took weren’t exactly appropriate to show people.  
 
    It’s not like I was taking pornographic photos. Everything was artistic, in my opinion anyway. You could call it ‘boudoir with a twist’. Though most people probably wouldn’t be able to get behind the twist.  
 
    Before I can tell you what kind of photos I was taking for a living, I need you to understand how the contract came about. 
 
    I was always trying to build my portfolio. I had a website where I posted my best pictures, and on that website was a contact form that was hardly ever used. But occasionally, I got contracted to do the odd job. I would always try to organize these odd jobs on weekends. It was mostly weddings—cheap weddings, because I wasn’t a real wedding photographer. If someone wanted a real wedding photographer, there were plenty of accomplished ones in town. But if someone was looking for a photographer under one hundred bucks, I was the guy.  
 
    I shot a few weddings that took place in people’s backyards, sometimes even in their living rooms. Occasionally I was hired to photograph people’s pets. That was always a nightmare—animals don’t sit still, not even enough for the autofocus. One guy paid me two hundred bucks to take pictures of his snake. He wanted fifty different shots of his snake, all colour-corrected. So that’s what he got. And then, of course, there was the occasional boudoir. I wasn’t getting the smokin’ hot babes though—not at my price point. I was getting hired by the women down at the trailer parks, hoping to give their husbands sexy birthday presents.  
 
    I was photographing one girl—she was probably in her forties and she was at least one hundred pounds overweight—when her husband came home early. He thought that his wife was cheating on him with me, so he grabbed his rifle and chased me away from the place. I didn’t end up getting paid, and I didn’t bother tracking down the money for my lost time.  
 
    But one day, I got an e-mail from a girl looking to have some boudoir photos done. We messaged back and forth a little bit, so I could get an idea of what she was looking for. She seemed like a nice enough girl in her e-mails. “Are these for your husband or boyfriend?” I asked. 
 
    “No. Just for me,” she replied. I’d never had a single woman order a set of boudoir photos, but that wasn’t any of my business. She insisted on having the photos done at a hotel—she didn’t want them taken in public and she didn’t want them taken at her house. So she rented herself a hotel room for a night and then I met up with her with all of my gear. 
 
    She was a cute girl, but she couldn’t have been a day over eighteen. When she answered the door, she was wearing a satin kimono and I couldn’t see what was underneath—or even if there was anything underneath. “You’re at least eighteen, right?” I asked, even before I said hello. 
 
    She just smiled and nodded. She was shy—she hardly said a word the whole time I was there. When she did speak, she spoke quietly—almost whispering. “Is this the outfit you want to start in?” I asked. She just nodded ‘yes’. So I started setting up my gear. She stayed in the bathroom until I called out to let her know that I was ready. And then she emerged like a terrified little church mouse. I don’t think she was doing anything in the bathroom—just hiding.  
 
    “I thought we would start by the window. The lighting is really nice right now,” I said. And she walked over to the window. “Usually I like to start by getting a few shots of my subjects looking out the window—maybe playing with your hair or the rope of your kimono.” So she stood by the window and stared out. She played with her hair and then she played with the rope of her kimono. Usually girls were more creative—they would do whatever came to their minds. But this girl was too shy. She needed direction. I didn’t understand why such a shy girl would want sexy boudoir photos, but I wasn’t about to turn down the gig.  
 
    She had a nice tush. Her kimono only covered half of it. It was firm and perky. When she stood up on her toes, it really came to life—a very photogenic bottom. I asked her to turn to face me, and she did. “Just do the same thing. Play with your hair, keep your back straight, maybe even feel the fabric of the curtains a little bit.” So she did exactly as I said. She was a tougher subject than usual. I had to direct every part of her body, or she wouldn’t move at all. “Bend your leg a little bit… A little bit more… A tad more… Good. Now look up… A little bit higher…”  
 
    She never shed the shyness. Sometimes girls were shy, but by the end of the shoot, that reserve was usually nowhere to be seen. This girl was different. I could practically see her heart pounding against her ribcage. I had to raise my shutter speed because her hands were trembling enough that it was causing a bit of blur in my photos.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get a few shots of you shedding the kimono,” I said. So she turned her back to me and gently started slipping off her satin kimono. I got a few great shots. She was wearing lingerie underneath—a tight black lace teddy that didn’t cover that perfect bum at all. She didn’t have many curves though—she was quite stick-ish and underdeveloped. My heart started to stutter. What if she was underage? Could I legally photograph an underage girl in lingerie? She told me she was eighteen—would that be enough to clear me with the police? Should I have asked to see ID? 
 
    I kept taking photos. Maybe she just wasn’t a curvy girl. Maybe it was just her genetics. I got a few more great photos of her backside. “Okay, now turn around,” I said. So she turned around slowly. She had her hand between her legs, covering herself up, and her other hand was on her chest. She was too afraid to reveal herself, but it made for a few good photos. The redness in her cheeks made her look adorable. Her eyes were glowing, possibly with nervous tears, but it was great for the camera: a natural eye light.  
 
    “Why don’t we try a few with your hands in your hair,” I said. That was a popular shot: girls running their hands through their hair. She was slow to remove her hands from her body—very slow. “Don’t be nervous. I do this all the time with women—it’s always one of their favourite shots.”  
 
    So she carefully removed her hands, revealing something I definitely was not expecting: a bulge between her legs and a complete lack of cleavage.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She was a boy. That explained the lack of curviness. It also explained the red-faced embarrassment. I hesitated for a few seconds, a lump forming in my throat, but then I kept snapping photos. I had to remain professional. And I didn’t want my subject to become shyer than she already was.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Okay, good. Next, I usually like to do a bending over shot—as if you’re going to fix something with your heels, or your stockings.” So she bent over. I could see down her top now—empty cups over a flat chest. She really was a boy. I cleared my throat again. “Do you, um… Do you want me to avoid shooting down your, uh, chest?” I think my voice cracked twice while saying it. It was normal to ask girls if there were areas they wanted to avoid shooting. It was customary to ask if girls wanted to have their freckles and other beauty marks edited out later. But was it appropriate to ask if I should edit out a cock bulge?  
 
    “Just keep everything natural,” she said quietly. It was the second thing she’d said all evening. So I kept taking photos. She went to change outfits and then we continued the shoot. We eventually moved over to the bed. I had her start on her stomach and slowly roll over. It was a technique called the rotisserie chicken, and it usually made for some very sexy photos. And don’t get me wrong; she looked good in these photos, assuming the angles hid her personal business.  
 
    But now she was wearing a little satin nightdress. And she wasn’t wearing anything under that nightdress—not even a pair of panties. So when I asked her to lift a leg, I could see everything. And she was hung, and she was slightly aroused. I wasn’t sure whether she wanted pictures featuring her cock, but I was too afraid to ask. So I just kept taking photos, my heart pounding the whole time.  
 
    Once I had all of my standard shots, I asked, “Are there any special shots you want to get?” 
 
    She nodded ‘yes’. She didn’t say what the shots were, but she started to undress. She took everything off, leaving her completely naked, showing off her smooth, boyish body. Then she got back on the bed and struck a classic Venus pose. So I bit my tongue and took a deep breath and started snapping more photos. They weren’t pornographic shots—I tried to keep them as artistic and classy as possible. But I was taking pictures of a naked man with long hair and makeup. She didn’t even have breast implants.  
 
    Once the shoot was over, I was quick to leave. Her face was dark red and so was mine. I wasn’t looking forward to editing those photos, staring at them for a whole day while I made them perfect. I thought about simply sending her the raw files, hoping she wouldn’t notice the difference, but I wanted to be a professional—and professionals do their jobs, regardless of who’s hiring them.  
 
    So I spent the next day editing the photos with my blinds closed. There were some great shots in there, and there were some shots that were a real battle to work on. But I got the lot done and I sent it off that night. She simply replied, “Thank you so much,” and I never heard from her again. 
 
    But I did see those photos again. 
 
    I had a Google Alert set up with my photography company name. Every time a website mentioned Prairie Dog Photography, I got a notification in my e-mail. It was a few weeks later when my e-mail let me know that someone had credited Prairie Dog Photography on a website called The Trap Lounge. I had never heard the term trap before. I clicked on the link. And there she was: the photos I’d taken of her in her lingerie. She even posted the photos of her when she was completely naked.  
 
    Thankfully, there were a few other companies called Prairie Dog Photography in the country, and she didn’t specify me in her post. I was about to click away from the website when I noticed a number at the bottom of the page: “11,454 Likes”. I refreshed the page and the number went up by a few dozen. Were those real likes? Was each like a different person? I’d never had that many people even see my photos before, never mind ‘like’ my photos.  
 
    I found myself curiously browsing through that website, with my blinds closed of course. There were other profiles with photo galleries, but no one that I could find had nearly as many likes as my subject. All of the other ‘traps’ seemed to worship my client. One comment read, “These are the best photos I’ve ever seen. I wish I could get photos like this done.” I caught myself smiling. It wasn’t where I wanted to find a compliment, but my mom always told me to take compliments wherever I could get them. There were a few other comments that specifically mentioned the quality of the photography. “I don’t know if I’m in love with you or your photographer.”  
 
    I had a big, dumb smile on my face for the rest of the night. They really were good photos, aside from the fact they were of a man in drag. In terms of composition and lighting, they were some of the best photos I’d ever taken. And I really liked what I’d done in editing with the colour balance.  
 
    I kept refreshing the page and reading new comments, until reality hit me like a speeding train: I was spending hours on some transsexual sex website. I clicked off of the website and then I cleared my browsing history. It was fun watching people complimenting my photos, but I wasn’t so pleased realizing that my most popular shots were of a young man in lingerie.  
 
    But I felt like I learned a lot from the shoot. I studied those shots for a long time, trying to figure out what was so appealing about them. There was something very organic about the shots. When I was taking them, I wasn’t in my own head, criticizing every little detail. I was just taking the shots, trying to get through the evening. But I’d tapped into something profound. I was looking forward to my next shoot, to see if I could recreate that same look.  
 
    Two weeks later, I was contracted for another boudoir shoot. She insisted on doing it in her own bedroom, in the basement suite she rented with her husband. Her husband was there when I was taking the photos, which didn’t make things easier, particularly when he was looking over my shoulder at every shot I took.  
 
    So it was hard not to scrutinize every shot when I had an active audience. I didn’t want to tell him to back off, seeing as he was paying for the shoot. So I bit down on my tongue and I kept taking photos. I tried to pretend like he wasn’t there. I tried just snapping photos whenever I saw something I liked with my eyes—not even looking through the viewfinder at times. But the husband was quick to say, “I don’t like that shot. That’s not a good angle on her.” He seemed to only want photos of her tits and ass. He wasn’t interested in artistic shots. So that’s all they ended up getting: a collection of very standard shots—nothing even remotely nude: the husband wouldn’t allow it.  
 
    A week later I had a similar gig in a client’s home, shooting glamour shots. I got a few good ones, but the location was small and unappealing to the eye. I did the best I could on tight lenses, but the shots weren’t amazing. The girl thought she was extremely sexy, even though she was only average at best (no offense to her or anything). But her confidence wasn’t terribly attractive. I liked when girls were shy. It was more real and interesting.  
 
    And then a few weeks later, I got an e-mail from an anonymous sender. “I would like to pay you to take some photos for me,” he said simply. “I will pay $3,000 for every set of photos you can give me.”  
 
    “What kind of photos are you looking for?” I asked. 
 
    It took him a few days to respond, but of course I was fascinated. So those few days felt like a lifetime as I constantly refreshed my inbox.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    He didn’t sign his e-mails with his name, or even a company name. And he never wrote more than a few sentences. He sent me a link to that photo shoot I did with the young man in drag. “Photos like this. Send them to me and I will send you $3,000. Photos won’t be published anywhere. It’s for a private collection.”  
 
    “Can you be more specific?” I asked.  
 
    “Nudity not necessary. When I receive the photos, I will send the payment. Please send me your address.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure if it was a joke or not. So I asked. “Are you kidding around with me?” 
 
    “Not kidding. You get the money when I get the photos. Different person for each set, please.” There was a strangeness in the way he worded his sentences, as if English wasn’t his first language. I tried searching his e-mail address online, but nothing came up.  
 
    “Where should I find models?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s for you to figure out,” he replied.  
 
    “How do I know you’re serious?” 
 
    “Send me the photos and find out.”  
 
    $3,000 is a lot of money to someone who works a minimum wage job fulltime. So of course I was interested. I didn’t even care about the subject matter. If the offer was real, and I would really get three grand for every photo-shoot I staged, then I could quit my job and be a fulltime photographer. I could do two shoots a month and spend the rest of my time with passion projects. It was perfect… But it seemed too good to be true. And my mom always said, if it seems too good to be true, it probably is.  
 
    But the only way to find out was by staging a shoot.  
 
    So I put out an ad looking for models: “Looking for trans women for boudoir photo-shoot. Paid $200.” I only had two hundred bucks to spare. I got no replies after three days. I thought about raising the price to a grand, but I didn’t have a grand—and what if this mystery man didn’t send me the money? “Looking for men willing to wear lingerie and makeup for a photo-shoot. $300,” was the headline of my next ad. But again, I got no replies.  
 
    This contract—if it was real—was going to be harder than I thought. I couldn’t find one willing candidate, never mind many candidates each month.  
 
    But I wasn’t out of ideas. I searched through my e-mails and found that old Google Alert. I’d forgotten the name of the transsexual sex website. Maybe I could find someone on there. They even had a message board. So I created an account and posted an ad. I even posted a link to that original photo-shoot, as reference. “Willing to pay $300 for the right person.” I got plenty of replies from people all over the world—but none of them were within five hundred miles of me. And I wasn’t about to hop on a plane for a contract that might be a hoax. I didn’t even have money for a plane ticket if I wanted to do it that way. 
 
    So I kept thinking: how could I get subjects to put on wigs and makeup and lingerie? Hell, I still needed to save some money to buy the wigs and makeup and lingerie—and I would need heels in their size, maybe some accessories, too…  
 
    I posted ads everywhere—on every classified website and paper in every town within one hundred and fifty miles. I didn’t mind having to drive. And I was going to have to rent a hotel room anyway—I wasn’t going to host the photo-shoots at my own house.  
 
    If I did find myself a model, I was taking a big risk: with the cost of the outfits, the wig, the makeup, the shoes, the hotel, possibly the gas, and the model’s fee—I was probably getting close to a thousand bucks, which I didn’t even have. Thankfully I had a bit of room left on my credit card.  
 
    I even posted ads on university bulletins. It was two weeks before I finally got an e-mail in my inbox. “Hi, I found your ad and I’m interested. Can the shoot be discreet?”  
 
    I perked up and quickly typed a response. “Of course it can be. We will have the shoot in a hotel room—just the two of us, unless you want a friend or your wife to be with you, to make you more comfortable.” 
 
    “I don’t want anyone to know. What’s going to happen with the photos?” the person asked. 
 
    “It’s for a client’s private collection. I’ve been promised that the photos won’t be seen online.”  
 
    “Okay. Can we do it this weekend? I really need the money.”  
 
    “Absolutely. Just send me your phone number and I’ll text you the place and time. If you could just send me your sizes and maybe a photo of yourself so I have an idea of what we’re working with, that’s all I need to get started.”  
 
    It was a few hours before I got another reply, as if the guy was seriously deliberating over whether he wanted to subject himself to the humiliation. But he ended up sending me his sizes and a photo. He was a young blonde man—I’m not sure I can even say man. He looked sixteen, but he assured me he was eighteen. It didn’t technically matter, seeing as my client wasn’t looking for nude shots anyway.  
 
    But I felt nervous regardless of whether it was legal or not. I was about to meet up with a boy at a hotel to take sexy photos. When I decided that I wanted to be a professional photographer, this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.  
 
    The boy was blonde, so I started by buying a long blonde wig, to match his natural hair colour. And then I went to the mall to buy a cheap makeup kit. I had no idea what I was looking for. Everything was so expensive. I would have tried to find a deal online had I not been working on such short notice. I ended up buying the cheapest kit I could find: it was almost two hundred bucks.  
 
    I felt silly wandering into the lingerie store. I’d never bought lingerie before. I felt even sillier when I told the store clerk that I was buying for my girlfriend. The image of the young man popped into my head and a chill ran down my spine. I spent another four hundred bucks at the lingerie store, making sure I had a few different outfits I could rotate through. If this photo shoot was a success and I actually received three grand, then I could always reuse the outfits with new models.  
 
    The lingerie store also sold heels and accessories, so I didn’t have to make any more stops. I had everything I needed. So I checked to see how much credit I had left, and then I rented a hotel room just outside of downtown for the next day. And I sent my model the address. “Be there at 3:00 PM. It should only take a few hours.” 
 
    “Can I be paid in cash? I need to pay my rent tomorrow night,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” I said, so I went down to the bank and I emptied out my bank account. I only had $280 in my account, but thankfully I found a twenty in my nightstand at home. I was all-in. If this failed, I was going to have to pick up shifts at the clothing store for the next few months.  
 
    I hardly slept the night before the shoot. If this mystery man was real and he really was going to send the money, then my life would be changed forever. If not, then I was going to feel really stupid with a computer full of lingerie-clad photos of a young man.  
 
    I showed up at the hotel at 1:00 PM to start setting up. When 3:00 PM rolled around, I took a deep breath and made sure I had the cash in a neat stack on the dresser. When 3:30 PM rolled around, I started to feel very nervous. My heart was racing. I sent the young man a text message but he didn’t respond. “Goddamnit,” I muttered to myself. I really didn’t want to have to squeeze into that lingerie myself. I had a tripod and my camera had a timer—but the thought of sending a stranger sexy photos of myself in women’s clothing made me nauseous.  
 
    I looked at the clock. It was 4:00 PM. I looked back at the door just as there was a knock.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I opened the door slowly. It was the young man. “Sorry I’m late,” he said. His cheeks were red and the rest of his face was pale. He wasn’t looking forward to this shoot. Neither was I. But I needed him to feel at least a little bit comfortable if I was going to get him half naked on that hotel bed.  
 
    “No problem. We’ve got the room all night—as long as you don’t mind staying later.”  
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. My God, he looked so young. Another chill crawled up my spine. “How old are you?” I asked. “Are you sure you want to be doing this?” 
 
    “I’m eighteen—I turned eighteen last week. And I need to do it. My mom’s sick and my dad’s disabled. We’re two months behind on rent. Let’s just do it and get it over with. He looked around the room.” 
 
    “Your money is on the dresser there. We’ll start by getting you in this wig and some makeup,” I said. It dawned on me in that moment that I had no idea how to apply makeup, and he probably didn’t either. But I was a professional, and sometimes professionals have to bullshit their way through a job. So I told him to sit on the toilet seat and then I did his makeup for him.  
 
    I didn’t go too crazy with it. He already had a fairly feminine face, thanks in part to his youth. I just applied some eyeliner, a little bit of eye shadow, and some pink lipstick. I had a pretty good idea of what I was going for—I’d spent countless hours touching up boudoir photos, and a lot of that time was spent zoomed in on model’s faces. Sometimes I even had to fix makeup flaws in Photoshop.  
 
    “What’s your name, by the way?” I asked. 
 
    “Just call me John,” he said, as if that wasn’t his real name. And it probably wasn’t—but at least I had something to call him. 
 
    John didn’t look half-bad. In the future, I would probably think about hiring a professional makeup artist—maybe someone who knew how to make boys look like girls. I could still tell that John was a boy, but I could probably fix that to an extent on my computer—and my client never said anything about the boys having to look exactly like girls. I mean, he wanted boys specifically after all.  
 
    The wig looked surprisingly real, and thank God for that. I’d seen too many wigs that looked absolutely ridiculous before. I told John to shake his head, to make sure it was on secure. It was.  
 
    Finally, I showed him the different lingerie options. “I’m thinking this,” I said, holding up a sheer white lace two-piece. His face became pale at the sight of it, but I think he would have had the same reaction to all of my selections. “Take your time getting dressed. But maybe just shave your legs and armpits for me first. There’s a razor in the bathtub.” I gave him some privacy while he got shaved up. I could remove body hair in Photoshop, but it was just easier if he did it himself in the hotel.  
 
    I paced around the hotel room, my heart pounding. He was only in the bathroom shaving for fifteen minutes, but it felt like hours. The young man obviously didn’t want to be doing this—he was only doing it because he was completely desperate. And I was only doing it because I was desperate. So I understood his torment. Though I was happy in my position over his, so maybe I didn’t fully know the extent of his torment.  
 
    He finally emerged from the bathroom. His skin was smooth and his body was squeezed into that white lingerie. “You look good,” I said. 
 
    He blushed just a little bit—enough to make me think that he had looked in the mirror and agreed. He actually looked like a young, pretty woman, though there were a few obviously masculine traits about him—like his broader shoulders and the bulge that was hardly being held by his white lace bottoms. “Let’s just get this over with.”  
 
    So I started him by the window. He looked out and I got a few shots of his backside. He had a surprisingly feminine tush—perky with a bit of bounce. I told him to reach around and lift up his butt cheeks. It sounds silly, but it’s a very common boudoir pose that clients are always very happy with. I told him to lean his weight onto one leg and put his hands on his hips. “Great. That looks great,” I said.  
 
    He was a surprisingly natural model. Almost every shot I took looked good. He looked shy but cute. He looked back over his shoulder at me when I asked him a question. He was gently biting his bottom lip. I quickly snapped a shot, worried I would miss the moment.  
 
    We worked around the room, getting a few mirror shots (I love a good mirror shot), and then we changed outfits, into something a bit more provocative: a strappy one-piece with fishnet stockings and tall stiletto heels. It all fit him surprisingly well, as if it was made for his body. We started working on the bed. I had him go through the rotisserie chicken poses. He was starting to get more comfortable.  
 
    There was a pose that women always loved: the ‘is she masturbating?’ pose. The client reaches down between their legs and pretends like they’re masturbating. It forces their body into different naturally pleasing poses. So I asked John to reach down. He hesitated, but he did it. I stood up on the bed and shot down, getting lots of shots of him pretending to rub his pussy.  
 
    “Okay, now let’s stand up on your knees, facing the camera, hands in your hair,” I said. 
 
    He stood up on his knees, but his hands didn’t do in his hair. They stayed over his crotch.  
 
    “Don’t be shy. Remember that these are just for a private collection,” I said. 
 
    So he took a deep breath and lifted his hands to his hair, revealing his throbbing erection. It was hardly visible through the lacy one-piece, but it was visible nonetheless. His cheeks became dark red. He was embarrassed. My cheeks probably turned dark red, too. But I pretended not to notice. I kept snapping photos.  
 
    He remained erect. The photo shoot was turning him on. At one point his cock slipped out slightly and he didn’t notice—I didn’t notice either, until later, when I was editing the photos. He didn’t have a big cock, but it sure was rock-hard.  
 
    John said nothing after I told him we were finished. He went straight to the bathroom to clean himself up and then he left with his money. I felt bad for him—knowing he was in a tough position with his poor family. I told myself that I would send him a generous tip if my client actually came through.  
 
    I spent the whole next day editing the photos, trying to pick out the best of the lot. There were many great shots—some of the best shots I’d ever taken. Apparently I had a peculiar knack for sissy boy boudoir.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I sent off the photos as soon as they were finished. And then I waited for a reply. I waited all day, and then I waited for another day. I sent a follow-up e-mail. “You got the photos, right? I just want to make sure they sent successfully.” But he didn’t reply.  
 
    I was starting to worry that I’d been conned into exploiting some poor young man. Over the next few day, I reverse image searched for those photos, to make sure they weren’t being posted on some creepy website. But they weren’t anywhere on the Internet. If the man (at least I assumed the mystery e-mailer was a man) had received them, then he really was just keeping them for himself.  
 
     I sent yet another follow-up e-mail. “Hi again. I just want to make sure that you got the photos. Do they look okay? Please respond.” That afternoon, I got a letter in the mail. It was a plain white envelope with $3,000 cash inside. My heart skipped a beat and my lips parted. I counted every bill at least three times; to make sure it was all there. And then I looked closely at the bills to make sure they were real.  
 
    So the on-going contract was real: I really was going to be paid three grand per photo-shoot. “Holy shit,” I said aloud. I hardly made three grand each month, working at my crappy minimum wage job. And this cash was tax-free. I didn’t have to declare it (maybe I should have, but why would I?). Maybe sometimes things can be too good.  
 
    I told my model to come by my house to pick up a little tip. He swung by that afternoon and I handed him an extra three hundred bucks. He looked like he was going to cry when he took the money from me. “You have no idea what this means to me,” he said. Hell, he almost made me cry.  
 
    “I’m just glad I could help,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll do it again. You want to do another photo-shoot?” he asked. He looked eager. His eyes were wide and glowing. But I’d been told that I would only get paid if I worked with a new model each time.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but my client wants new models right now,” I said. He looked to the ground with disappointment on his face.  
 
    “I understand,” he said. 
 
    “Do you mind if I ask, how did you find out about this gig?”  
 
    He looked back up at me and shrugged his shoulders. “Some kids at school were looking at the ad and laughing at it. They were saying things like, ‘who is poor enough to do that?’ And, well, I was poor enough I guess.”  
 
    “School, huh?” I said.  
 
    “Yeah. Anyway. Thanks for the tip. I appreciate it.” He took off, leaving me with an idea that was terrible and great at the same time. I needed to set my targets on poorer people.  
 
    So I made up a new ad on my computer. I made sure that it said: ‘These photos are for a client’s private collection. They won’t be shared anywhere with anyone.’ I raised the price to $500. I printed off hundreds of these ads and then I tacked them up on posts around town. I made sure to tack them up near schools, where kids could pull them down to laugh at them and show their friends so they could all laugh together. Every group of friends has a poor friend who might laugh along until he’s by himself. 
 
    Was it amoral to go after poor young men? Maybe—probably, even. But I was also giving them an opportunity that they didn’t otherwise have. They needed money and I was giving it. Who else was going to pose for lingerie-clad photos?  
 
    Over the next few days I got a few e-mails from different young men—all seniors in high school trying to save up to go to college. They all said the same thing; “No one will ever see these shots, right?” And I got very good at persuading them into taking the gig.  
 
    The next week, I held two shoots. My first subject was Ryan. He was a brunette with a petite body and a very feminine face. He was a perfect candidate. I booked a room at a downtown hotel and I bought a few new pieces of lingerie. I even bought some rose petals, to give me a little bit more production value. He showed up an hour late, just like John—probably because he wasn’t so sure if he wanted to go through with the shoot.  
 
    It took another hour to get him ready. I gave him time to shave his legs, and then I applied his makeup for him. It was a bit easier, now that I had a bit of experience.  
 
    I dressed him up in a floral lace chemise. The wig I had for him was a bit darker than his natural hair, but it really brought out his big eyes. He had naturally thin eyebrows, so I had to use a bit of eyebrow filler, and I made sure to use lots of eyeliner. His eyes were his best feature and I wanted to highlight them.  
 
    I even asked him to paint his fingernails a teal colour for me, to contrast the rose petals I had around.  
 
    Once he was all dolled up and pretty, he asked, “Where do you want me now?” 
 
    I thought about getting him to stand by the window, but I was feeling a bit more adventurous. I decided to fill up the bathtub and start there. I sprinkled some of the rose petals on the water and asked him to get in, in his lingerie and heels. “Try to keep your hair dry, if possible,” I said. It was a bit awkward for him, getting into the tub, wearing heels for the first time in his life. But he managed. And I just stared him off by telling him to pretend like I wasn’t there. “Close your eyes and imagine you’re in a hot tub listening to your favourite song. Maybe there’s a girl in the tub with you.” He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. 
 
    He squirmed around a bit while he got comfortable. But eventually, a slight smile crossed his face. I snapped a few shots. “Run your hand through your hair,” I said. And he did that. “Pretend like your spreading lotion on your legs.” He did that, too.  
 
    We spent a good forty minutes in that bathtub. He looked super sexy when I had him cup his breasts and lean his head back, as if he was being eaten out. “Okay, let’s get out of the tub and move to the bed,” I said.  
 
    He stayed in the tub, his cheeks turning red. He waited until I was out of the bathroom before he got out. When he walked to the bed, he was covering his cock. I asked him to uncover, so we could get a few shots of him reaching out—striking more flattering poses. 
 
    “Don’t judge me,” he said, his cheeks redder than ever. 
 
    He uncovered slowly, and then I noticed his erection. Like John, he was aroused. Why were these young men so turned on? We finished the shoot on the bed, getting some fantastic shots with the glowing downtown core in the background.  
 
    Before my next session of the week, I got an e-mail from my mystery client. It was a simple message. “$5,000 if they show their cock.” He was offering an extra two thousand for nudity—but how could I ask any of these young men to bare everything for me?  
 
    My next model’s name was Tanner. Tanner was tall and slender—taller than me. I had to buy all new lingerie just for him. He looked good as a redhead, especially once his hair was braided. His features were a bit more rugged, but he still looked cute once I had him in a sheer black bodysuit with long lace sleeves. He said that he needed the money to buy textbooks, and he started out hesitant like the rest of them. But I couldn’t help but notice his cock hardening throughout the shoot, trying to break free from his tight lace holdings.  
 
    I got all of the shots that I needed, and then I said, “You know, uh, my client would really like some full nudity, if you’re comfortable with that. I can give you an extra four hundred—but no pressure. Only if you’re comfortable.” 
 
    His face became pale. “No one will see this, right?” he asked. I was getting surprisingly used to hearing people ask that same question. 
 
    “Not a soul—just my client,” I said. 
 
    So he slowly started to undress. I snapped photos as he carefully slipped out of the body suit. He was still erect. His cock was quite large, even for his already-tall size. There was a cold sweat on the back of my neck. “Why don’t you, uh, hold your cock,” I said, my voice cracking. It was uncomfortable for me—I can’t imagine how uncomfortable he was.  
 
    He held his cock and stood up on his knees. His legs looked good in black fishnets. My pants started to feel tight. Was I getting an erection? Thank God I was wearing a strong pair of jeans… 
 
    I shot a few more shots. He started to stroke his cock gently. He leaned back and I got in close. I had no idea what kind of shots my client was looking for, so I got whatever came to mind, including a close-up of his throbbing erection (I tried to keep it as artistic as possible, and not too pornographic).  
 
    “Oh fuck,” Tanner said with dark red cheeks. 
 
    “What is it? What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” he said. He had already stopped stroking, but apparently the work had already been done. His cock suddenly erupted: white streams shot into the air and onto his lap. I snapped a few shots with my shutter turned up high. I got one amazing shot, with a stream of white in the air and his adorable face biting his bottom lip.  
 
    My client sent me the five thousand. “More please,” was the note written in the envelope with the money. I had another six applicants in my inbox, all desperate for that $500 payout. “How many of these do you want?” I e-mailed to my client. 
 
    “As many as you can shoot,” he said. 
 
    So I called my work and told them I had to quit. I was making better money than I’d ever made in my life. I wasn’t about to waste the opportunity. I went to the camera store to buy myself some new lenses, a new lens bag, a new flash, and a few other goodies. And on my way home, I stopped at the lingerie store and bought over one thousand dollars worth of lingerie. I had my new gig and I was embracing it. Besides, many of the photos were truly amazing—magazine worth, even. It was almost a shame that I would never be able to share them with anyone. Some of them would have made excellent portfolio pieces.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The payments didn’t stop coming. One week I shot five different models and the next week, I received five separate payments, all for the full amount of sometimes three thousand dollars, sometimes five thousand. It was shocking how many young men were willing to strip down to be fully nude for a few hundred bucks. And strangely, they were always erect. And they always felt the need to apologize with dark red cheeks.  
 
    There was never a young man who wasn’t erect when it came to shedding the lingerie. And it was shocking how many of them came when I asked them to stroke their rods, so I could get a few lewd shots. My mystery client seemed to like the cock-stroking shots the most. Sometimes he would send bigger tips when I snapped shots of cum erupting for the young men’s cocks.  
 
    One day I decided to ask my mystery employer where he got all of his money. I received no response. I had no idea if I was dealing with some celebrity hiding behind an anonymous e-mail, or if I was dealing with a criminal. How did I know whether or not these photos were really just staying with him? Maybe they were being sold on the street in India or something—there was no way for me to know. I just had to trust that he was a reliable man—but how could I have faith in such a delusion? He was anonymously buying pictures of young men on the Internet—is that not a giant red flag right from the start? As far as I knew, he was paying me with stolen credit cards… At least he was paying with cash. 
 
    It was six weeks into my new ‘career’, if you can call it that, when I received a new e-mail from him. “Enough of these shoots. I want something more,” he wrote.  
 
    My heart stuttered at the sight of the e-mail. I’d managed to save a great deal of money already: almost thirty grand in cash, sitting in stacks in my closet. I’d taken some of it to the bank, but I didn’t want to deposit it all at once—if you deposit too much in your bank account at once, the bank is required to notify the IRS.  
 
    But I hadn’t considered the possibility that this gig could end at any moment. I mean—I knew deep in my heart that it would end eventually, but I thought I could wring at least a year out of it, and save enough to live for a few years so I could focus on my photography.  
 
    “What would you like, exactly?” I replied, and I had to wait a few nervous days for a response.  Those were long days—days in which I had nothing to do. I had no work to do. I wasn’t even sure I still had a job. And how could I go out and work on personal projects, knowing a career-changing e-mail would pop up in my inbox at any moment?  
 
    “I want two men together: one dressed up. The more you can give me, the better. And they must be straight men. If they aren’t straight, I’ll know.”  
 
    “What do you mean when you say, the more I can give, the better?” I asked, but he didn’t respond.  
 
    My job just got a whole lot harder. Now if I wanted to earn that three grand, I needed to find two men willing to pose sensually together. And they needed to be straight. Most of the guys I’d photographed over the past six weeks had hardly been comfortable with me seeing them dress up—how was I going to convince models to expose themselves to another person as well?  
 
    The cost per shoot was going to go up as well—now I needed to pay two models, and I would probably have to pay them more than five-hundred each, now that they would be giving me more. So I was looking at spending half of my earnings just on models, never mind sets and props and costumes. I would be lucky to walk away from each shoot with eight hundred bucks… Though that was still more than I was making at the clothing store. And if I could convince the men to get naked, then maybe that five thousand dollar offer was still on the table.  
 
    I had new ads made up and posted all over the city; two separate ads: one looking for male models and one looking for male models willing to dress up like ladies. I upped the rate on the sissy ad, but I didn’t mention that the men would be posing with other men. That was a detail I was saving for later—like a used car salesman, not mentioning the issues with the car until he’s made sure you want it.  
 
    I got plenty of hits on the male model ad. “Are you okay posing with another person?” I asked every submission. “Poses will possibly include some holding and maybe some kissing—that kind of thing.” Most men didn’t have any issues with it. Some asked, “With a chick, right?”  
 
    “Sort of,” I replied. After going over the full details with dozens of applicants, I got one man who was still willing to go through with the shoot. And it surprisingly wasn’t as hard to find a young man willing to dress up like a girl for seven hundred bucks.  
 
    My first shoot with two models took place at a hotel on the edge of downtown. It was an old heritage hotel with floral wallpaper and antique furniture. It was a great set. I set up all of my camera gear and got the models’ makeup and wardrobe all ready in the bathroom before my models showed up.  
 
    I asked my sissy model to show up an hour before my other model. He was thirty minutes late, which I wasn’t terribly impressed about. I started by telling him to shave up. His name was Ross. “I’m going to call you Rose, okay?” I said. His cheeks turned red. “And maybe try to speak in your best female voice for the shoot.”  
 
    He took a deep breath and looked down at the ground. I could tell that he was desperate for the money, and deeply embarrassed. “Does this sound okay?” he asked. He sounded surprisingly feminine. 
 
    “Sounds great. Now get shaved up and I’ll come do your makeup when you’re ready,” I said. He went into the bathroom and I paced the hotel room, waiting for my next model to arrive. 
 
    He showed up ten minutes early. His name was Erik. He was a big guy—six and a half feet, made almost entirely of muscle. The floor creaked wherever he walked. While Rose was shaving her legs, I powdered Erik up and made sure that he was only getting paid if he got through the whole shoot, “Even the uncomfortable poses.”  
 
    “Yeah, whatever,” he said. “Let’s just get it over with.”  
 
    “My other model was late, so you’ll have to be patient while she gets ready.” I couldn’t remember whether I told Erik that his modelling partner was actually a man. Based on his red-faced nervousness, I was pretty sure that I had told him.  
 
    Erik was wearing a black suit, just like I’d asked. I didn’t mind spending a hundred bucks or so on lingerie, but I wasn’t about to go out and spend a thousand bucks on a tailored suit. Most men already owned suits, so it worked out in my favour. 
 
    It took me thirty minutes to get Rose’s makeup just right. She didn’t say a word while I dolled her up. It wasn’t easy to cover the redness in her cheeks, and unfortunately there was no makeup to hide the tension in her shoulders.  
 
    When I brought her out to meet Erik, the room became completely silent. She looked good—pretty cute as far as I was concerned—but you could tell that there was a boy under that makeup. Erik looked at her for one second and then he looked around. Rose only looked at Erik for a second before she looked away as well. It was going to be a long and awkward shoot. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It started out slowly. I got Rose and Erik to pose side by side, just facing the camera at first. And then I got them to turn towards one another. I asked Erik to put his hands on her arms. He was slow to do it. I figured I would wait for them to get a bit more comfortable before I asked them to kiss and undress one another.   
 
    “What are you going to do with these photos?” Erik asked, after I asked him to put a hand on her cheek. His body was tense.  
 
    “They’re for a client’s private collection. No one will see them but him.” I was painfully used to repeating that same line.  
 
    Erik slowly turned to look back at Rose. He couldn’t look her in the eye, even when I asked him to, he just looked at her forehead.  
 
    I wasn’t getting great shots: just shots of two straight men looking terribly uncomfortable. “Should we have a few drinks maybe?” I said, walking over to the mini bar. The drinks were expensive—another expense to account for in my dwindling budget—but I wasn’t going to make any money if I couldn’t get these guys to loosen up. They had no qualms with having a drink. They were quick to rush towards the mini bar. Erik slammed two straight vodkas and then he took a deep breath. Rose slammed a vodka of her own. There was none left, so I called the front desk and asked them to send more up.  
 
    And then I had to call and ask again, twenty minutes later. I decided to just let my models drink whatever they wanted. It was helping. Erik was getting tipsy—stumbling slightly between shots. It didn’t take much to get Rose drunk. She only weighted 120 pounds, after all.  
 
    Once the liquor set in, I was able to get them to touch one another. I even got Erik to look into Rose’s eyes. “My client would really like a kissing shot. If you can hold a kiss for five seconds, that would be perfect. Then we can move on.” They were slow to go in for the kiss. I took plenty of lead up shots. Erik slipped his hands behind her head. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then he leaned in. They kissed. I snapped as many shots as I could, worried the moment would be so quick that I would miss it.  
 
    But it wasn’t quick. The kiss went on and on. I snapped multiple angles, but they kept kissing. And they weren’t just pressing their lips together—they were really kissing. When I got up close, I realized she had her tongue in his mouth. He had his hands on her sides, caressing up and down gently.  
 
    I didn’t break them up. “Rose, could you take off Erik’s suit jacket for me?” I said. They didn’t stop kissing while she wiggled off his suit jacket. “And now his tie?” I said, so she pulled off his tie, still without breaking the kiss. Her cheeks were dark red and her hands were trembling.  
 
    She was wearing a sheer black blouse over black lace lingerie. “Erik, could you remove her blouse, please?” I said. And that was the last order I had to give. He pulled off her blouse and then he cupped her breasts with his big, muscular hands. She let out a gentle moan. Then they continued progressing on their own. I just stood back and snapped photos.  
 
    I don’t know what had happened: the alcohol made something click in their brains. They were all over one another like lovers who had been apart for years. I was switching lenses and they were still kissing, still exploring each other’s body with their hands. I was about to go in for some face close-ups when I noticed Erik’s hand down between Rose’s legs. He had his fingers under her lingerie. He was massaging her throbbing erection.  
 
    Had I actually found two gay models, was this a consequence of the alcohol, or was this just what happens when a cute sissy boy and a hunk let go of their inhibitions? I was worried that there was too much passion between them. My mystery client told me he wanted straight models, and that he would know the difference. What if he thought Rose and Erik were gay? Would I still get paid?  
 
    They undressed one another. It was shocking to watch the scene unfold, but I wasn’t about to complain—nudity meant I made a couple extra grand.  
 
    Erik had Rose’s throbbing erection in his hand. He was stroking it. Rose had her hands on Erik’s bare chest. She was clutching at his rigid muscles. Her face was dark red. They stared into each other’s eyes. Rose bit her lip. “Oh God,” she moaned. Then she trembled all over. Erik aimed her cock right at his abdomen. She started to cum. She blasted his torso with her hot load, and I got it all on film.  
 
    I was about to call it a shoot, seeing as I had everything I needed to please my client, but they kept going. Erik pushed her down to her knees and she didn’t hesitate: she pulled his massive cock out from his dress pants and she started to suck it like I wasn’t even in the room. I snapped a few more shots. What she couldn’t fit in her mouth, she jerked with a clenched fist. She wanted his cum badly. And he wasn’t too far away from giving it to her. 
 
    I focussed all of my shots on her. I knew that my client liked sissy boys. He wasn’t looking for shots of some muscular man holding back an orgasm. So I got down on my knees and I took plenty of shots. I got a great shot of her stroking his rod and holding his bulbous tip to the tip of her tongue. I also got a great shot of his first blast of cum streaking across her eyelid.  
 
    The room became painfully silent after he was finished coming on her face. She quietly slipping into the bathroom and he wiped himself off using a handful of tissues. I gave him his money without saying anything and he left without uttering a word. When Ross came out from the bathroom, cleaned up and in his masculine clothes, he asked, “That’s it, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, handing him his stack of cash. He took the money and left. His cheeks were dark red, embarrassed and probably humiliated. Some stranger somewhere in the world was about to see pictures of him sucking a man’s cock.  
 
    My client loved the photos. He sent me six thousand dollars and a message that read, “More like that.” So I put out more ads and I picked out some more models.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    After a month, I had a good rhythm going. I was shooting a couple each week, which gave me lots of time to find models, get the lingerie, rent the sets, shoot the models, edit the photos, and deliver them to my client. And surprisingly, it wasn’t hard to get the models to expose themselves on camera. I never even had to ask—they just ended up doing it themselves.  
 
    I had more money in my bank account than I’d ever had before in my life. I went out and bought lenses that I’d wanted for years. I was even starting to look at houses with nice big unfinished basements that could be turned into photography studios. I never imagined myself as a homeowner before the age of thirty—but with the money I was making, why would I continue to rent?  
 
    It was all going perfectly until one afternoon, one hour before a photo shoot, when I got a text message from one of my models. “I changed my mind. I can’t do it. I’m sorry,” he said. I’d already gone out and spent four hundred dollars on his dirndl costume for the shoot, and a new three hundred dollar wig. And in one hour, my other model would show up, and I couldn’t just not pay him for his time.  
 
    I opened up my e-mail to see if there was a backup I could call in. I had one model who had been on the fence for a few weeks. I tried calling him, but he didn’t pick up the phone. I was becoming nervous—so much money wasted on a photo shoot. So I tried calling my original model, to see if I could convince him to do it. “I’ll give you a thousand dollars,” I said. I was desperate. But he just wouldn’t do it.  
 
    So I picked up my phone and I began to dial my male model. But I hated the idea of wasting that whole shoot. I’d even rented an expensive hotel room for the shoot: six hundred bucks, plus fees.  
 
    And then I got an idea. What if I put on the dirndl? What if I did my own makeup and set my camera up on a timer. I wouldn’t be the easiest shoot, having the model and set up the camera—but I could set the camera to auto-focus. It had an option to take a photo every five seconds. It’s not like I had to go full nude or anything—I could survive with just three thousand dollars for the week.  
 
    I looked at the clock. I still had thirty minutes before my model arrived. So I rushed into the bathroom and I got undressed. I shaved my legs and my crotch and my armpits. It felt strange, but a temporarily strange feeling was certainly worth three grand. I rubbed some moisturizer on my arms and legs to give myself a bit of shine, and then I checked the time. I still had twenty minutes.  
 
    I started to do my makeup. I went thick with the eyeliner and dark with the eye shadow. I would never have gone so extreme with one of my models, but I didn’t want to be recognized. If these photos did end up on some website, I needed to stay unrecognizable.  
 
    The long blonde braided wig helped hide my identity more than anything, covering my naturally dark hair. I first tried a dark red lipstick, but I thought it looked silly, so I cleaned it off and I tried a pink-ish lipstick. It looked much better.  
 
    I had to squeeze into the dirndl. It was a size smaller than my body, but I had to make it work—I didn’t bring any other options, even though I had plenty at home that would have probably much better. Slipping the panties on felt the strangest—I wasn’t used to having something so tight on my crotch. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. My heart jumped up in my chest. My hands were trembling and so were my legs. Was this how my models felt before a shoot? No wonder they were always so rigid… 
 
    I didn’t even have time to look at myself in the mirror. I had no idea if I looked good or like a complete idiot. What if I sent the photo set to my client and he said, ‘What the hell is this shit?’ I didn’t have time to reconsider. I took a deep breath and I looked through the peephole. It was my model: a tall, thick blonde man with a dark stubble beard. I opened the door. He was surprisingly overwhelming. His face became red as soon as he looked at me. “So you’re the other model?” he asked before clearing his throat. 
 
    “Yeah, and the photographer,” I said, and for some reason I said it in a feminine voice. I think I was afraid of having him hear me speak in my usual voice—worried it would scare him off or make him uncomfortable. My feminine voice wasn’t great. 
 
    He stepped into the room and looked around. It must have seemed so unprofessional, having me as the model and the photographer, but he was getting paid so it didn’t really matter to him. “I’ll just start by putting a bit of powder on your face,” I said. “If you don’t mind taking a seat.”  
 
    He looked into my eyes while I powdered his face. I felt a chill run down my spine. Was he staring at me and wondering why I looked so ridiculous? Was he considering backing out of the gig? He was only being paid a few hundred bucks—maybe he would realize it wasn’t worth putting himself through such unprofessional nonsense. “You look cute,” he said. The comment took me by surprise. My cheeks suddenly became hot and that trembling returned in my legs. 
 
    “What?” I said. I don’t know why I said it—it was such a stupid thing to say. 
 
    “You look cute—in that dress thing. It suits you,” he said. I was used to silent models—models who needed a few drinks before they could even look into each other’s eyes. But this guy was different. He seemed completely comfortable with me and the shoot. And then it dawned on me that I’d never told him that he would be posing with a man.  
 
    Some guys didn’t ask—they just assumed. And I let them assume until they saw their modeling partners. Usually by that point, they were more likely to stick around—they’d already convinced themselves that they were getting paid.  
 
    But instead of telling him that I was actually a man, I decided to just go with it. He was comfortable, and it would be easier to get the shots I needed if he was comfortable. I just had to force myself to be comfortable and the shoot would be done and over with in an hour at most.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said after a long, red-faced delay. I couldn’t tell if the compliment was genuine or just his way of getting me to loosen up a bit. I felt tense and I probably looked tense to. I had to keep reminding myself: it’s just for a few pictures. I only needed to give my client a few different poses—maybe a little bit of kissing. But how bad could that be? I just had to remember that it was for a lot of money. It’s not like it would mean anything.  
 
     He was wearing a nice suit—nicer than most of the suits that I’d photographed over the past few weeks. It certainly wasn’t a cheap suit, which made me think that he wasn’t desperate for cash. And that worried me—desperation was generally the only thing that kept guys in front of the camera for these shoots. Without it, they had no reason to stay. Once this man found out that I wasn’t really a woman, would a few hundred bucks really be enough to keep him around?  
 
    “What’s your name, by the way?” I asked. He’d told me in an e-mail, but I’d forgotten. The names of all the model applicants quickly got mixed up in my head. 
 
    “Daniel,” he said. “You can call me Dan if you’d prefer.”  
 
    “I’m Kylie,” I said, forcing a smile. I could feel a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I hoped that my face wouldn’t start sweating.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I had him stand up and I asked him to stand in different spots around the room, so I could find the spot with the best light and the best composition. There was an open space by the window that was perfect. I snapped a few shots of him, getting my exposure just right, and then I took a deep breath. I needed to get in front of the camera. I still hadn’t taken a second to look at myself in the mirror. But I wasn’t sure I wanted to look in the mirror. I had at least another hour I had to spend all dolled up—I didn’t need it to be a torturous hour knowing I looked totally ridiculous. At least if I didn’t look at myself, there was hope that these photos weren’t going to be a complete waste.  
 
    “So I’m setting a timer to go off every few seconds. We’ll run through a number of poses before I move the camera,” I said. 
 
    He smiled. “Sounds good,” he said.  
 
    I pressed the record button and I stepped towards him. “So I thought we could start by looking out the window,” I said. It was always the best shot to get a model comfortable: they don’t have to look at the camera and they don’t have to think too much about the way they look. But I wasn’t doing it for Dan—I was doing it for myself. We stood side by side and looked out the window. My head was spinning. I felt a slight draught teasing my bum and I wondered if the skirt of my dirndl was covering my whole ass. I pulled it down, but the draught persisted.  
 
    Dan reached down and held my hand. I became tense. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. It’s just photography—it’s just for a few photographs.  
 
    But my client wasn’t just looking for a few photographs of men in skirts. He wanted sensual shots. He wanted the kissing. He really wanted sex, but he wasn’t going to get it—not from me. Once I was more relaxed, I could give him some sexy, flirtatious poses and maybe a kiss or two, but that’s where I would draw the line. Every single photo shoot can’t be a winner.  
 
    “Okay, now let’s face one another. We’ll do a few looking at each other and a few looking away,” I said. My voice was shaken. I don’t know why I was so nervous. I knew the photos weren’t going anywhere. I knew that as soon as I pressed send tomorrow, I would never have to see or think about this moment again. So why was I so tense?  
 
    Dan leaned his head forward, pressing his forehead against mine. He looked into my eyes and smiled. He was good at posing—this wasn’t his first time. Hell, he might have been working towards being a professional model. Or he was just trying to give me my money’s worth. 
 
    He had a nice cologne. I didn’t realize how big his hands were until they were on my sides. He ran them up and down, slow enough so the shutter wouldn’t catch any blurring. He really did know what he was doing.   
 
    I put my hands on his sides. I wasn’t expecting them to be so hard, like chiselled stone. I had to admit that he was a handsome man—not that I was into men or anything. But it made it easier than taking photos with some greasy creep.  
 
    The camera continued snapping away. I knew that I couldn’t have every shot taken from the same angle or my client would know that something was up. So I asked Dan to wait while I repositioned the tripod. I wanted to place it so it wouldn’t see my face, but I knew that my client wanted to see me—not Dan. So I put the camera closer to me, and I told Dan the next pose. “I’ll stand with my back to you now,” I said. “And we’ll just run through a few poses—whatever feels natural.” So I turned my back to him and he was quick to put his hands back on my body. 
 
    He even got his chin on my shoulder. His scratchy stubble tickled my cheek. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My dirndl felt so tight and I felt like my makeup was starting to smudge. I probably looked so stupid—these photos were going to be such a waste.  
 
    But I bit my tongue and powered through. Surely I could save ten or so shots from the bunch—enough to satisfy my client enough that he would continue the contract. I would make up for it on the next shoot.  
 
    He wrapped his arms around me and pressed his lips to my neck. I wasn’t expecting it. My body became tense as his stubble continued to tickle my skin. It felt kind of nice, in a weird way. But I still wasn’t looking forward to going through that lot of photos.  
 
    “How sexy are these photos supposed to be?” he asked. 
 
    I had a lump in my throat. That cold sweat was starting to make its way to my forehead. “As sexy as we can make them,” I said coyly.  
 
    He bent me over, taking me by surprise. He ran his hands up my sides. “Do you mind if I put my hands on your breasts?” he asked. He really did think that I was a woman. Was I really that convincing? I couldn’t stand not knowing anymore. I looked across the room at the full-length mirror next to the bathroom door. And there I was, with my long blonde braids and my dark eye makeup. And hell, I really did look like a chick. I mean—my Adam’s apple was still apparent, and my shoulders were broader than a girl’s should be—but I was convincing. And my voice must have sounded more convincing aloud than it did in my head, because Dan was seriously buying it. 
 
    “Go ahead,” I said. It felt strange when he slipped his hands over my chest and squeezed. I was wearing a padded bra that was supposed to feel realistic—I had all of my models wear the same one (it wasn’t cheap). He squeezed gently, trying not to be too creepy, but he didn’t seem to notice that he was just squeezing silicone pads.  
 
    He crotch was rubbing up against my tush, which was probably fully exposed now that I was bent over. I could feel the bulge of his cock against my bum. It felt strange. I couldn’t tell if he was erect or just really, really big.  
 
    “What are you planning on doing with these photos exactly?” he asked, his hands still on my chest.  
 
    “They’re for a client’s private collection,” I said for the hundredth time in the past few months. “No one sees them but him.”  
 
    I turned around. I had a feeling we had some good shots already, but we needed more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    “I’m going to take your shirt off. Is that okay?” I asked. 
 
    He smiled. “Yeah, sure,” he said. So I slowly slipped his suit jacket off, letting it fall to the floor, and then I started to unbutton his dress shirt, slowly exposing his chiselled body. My heart started pounding. I kept catching myself looking over at the mirror, shocked at how feminine I looked. And I didn’t just look feminine—I looked good. I looked sexy. That dirndl fit me perfectly, even though it felt awfully tight. I suppose women’s clothing is generally tighter than men’s.  
 
    Once his shirt was off, and we’d taken a few shots of me running my fingers down his pecs and abs, I went to move the camera. And while I was moving the camera, I took a close look at myself in the mirror (pretending to check my makeup). I was so pretty. I couldn’t believe how pretty I looked with long blonde hair and some makeup. A strange warm buzzing filled my body. Feeling sexy was a nice feeling that I wasn’t used to.  
 
    And the fabrics all felt so nice. The dirndl was tight but it was soft, and the panties were amazingly soft, made from beautiful satin. Even the bra felt nice, though the straps were a bit annoying.  
 
    I got the camera positioned down low. I thought that I would get a few shots of me down on my knees in front of him, maybe a few shots of me pawing at his crotch as if I wanted his cock. But they were just supposed to be tease shots—something to make my client happy.  
 
    I didn’t expect Dan to start unzipping his fly while I was down on my knees. That tension re-entered my body. I took a deep breath and stared at the big bulge in his underwear. I could hear the camera snapping behind me now. I carefully reached through his fly, just to get a few shots that I knew my client would like. I could touch the bulge for a second, just to make sure I made my three thousand dollars. But that second turned into a few seconds.  
 
    Dan was looking down at me with lust burning in his eyes. That wasn’t just some modeling face—that lust was real. And no one had ever looked at me like that before. I could see now why so many guys surrendered so easily to becoming lewd on camera. Feeling incredibly sexy can do that to you, especially when you aren’t used to the feeling. 
 
    I found myself slipping my fingers down the waistband of his undies and wrapping my fingers around his warm girth. He took a deep breath in. His cock was strangely mesmerizing. It was throbbing and growing—getting harder. And it was getting harder for me. I wasn’t just a convincing girl—I was hot enough to make a man hard. And that felt really good, in very strange way. 
 
    I stroked his cock. It wasn’t so bad. It was just another part of his body—no different from rubbing my hands on his torso or his arms. Right?  
 
    He reached down and slipped his hands into my hair. My heart skipped a beat. If he wasn’t careful, he would pull my wig right off, even though I had it secured firmly with bobby pins. He pulled my head forward. I didn’t resist too much. I was kind of curious to taste his cock, to feel it sliding on my tongue. I’d watched so many men before me become completely submissive as soon as a cock touched their tongue—I wanted to feel that same submission. 
 
    His cock was almost too thick for my lips, but he managed to slip inside my mouth. I sucked, feeling his veins throbbing. He pulled me in tight, gagging me slightly, but I didn’t mind. I liked the feeling, and I loved the way he was looking at me, like I was all he wanted in the whole world.  
 
    I was definitely going to make my three thousand bucks. The question was, could I make five?  
 
    My client wanted nudity, but it wasn’t the male model’s cock he wanted to see. It was my cock. But my model thought that I was a woman, so how was I going to get my cock out without him seeing? 
 
    A squirt of pre-cum fired onto my tongue. It was sweet and tangy, but it wasn’t so bad. My heart was pounding. I was sucking off a man on camera. A few hours before, I thought that I was just going to be a simple photographer…  
 
    “I need to change the angle,” I said. I looked in the mirror. My face was dark red, and I had a smile that just wouldn’t go away. I tried biting my tongue in an attempt to pull myself back down into reality, but I continued swirling. I was having fun and I hated to admit it—but I just had to admit it. 
 
    When I walked back over to Dan, he didn’t waste a second. He spun me around and bent me over. He put his hands on my hips and ran them down my thighs. I found myself reaching back and pulling down my panties, just enough to expose my asshole. “Just in the ass,” I said. I couldn’t believe what I was doing and saying. I was willingly exposing my asshole for a man to fuck—and I was telling him to fuck it.  
 
    I’d watched so many other men succumb to their feminine personas, and I never understood why—until now. Now I understood it too well. Now, I couldn’t figure out how they hadn’t gone even further than just stroking each other with the occasional blowjob. How could they not bend over and take a thick, throbbing log in their ass?  
 
    Dan held me tight as he pushed in. The camera was pointing right at my face, right into my soul. But it only made my adrenaline pump harder. My cock was rock hard, begging to be let out from my panties. I was trembling all over. If Dan wasn’t holding me up, I might have fallen over. 
 
    He pushed in deep. I didn’t even clench to stop him. It felt too good. I couldn’t wait to see those pictures. I couldn’t wait to spend the next day or two editing each one and reminiscing about how amazing it felt and how sexy I looked. I couldn’t wait for Dan to start thrusting in and out of my body. 
 
    “You’re tight,” he said with a grin in his voice. 
 
    “You’re big,” I said. He started pumping me. It was everything I wanted and more. The tip of his cock was perfectly pressing against the warmest sweet spot. I didn’t want the moment to end. I wanted him to fuck me for the rest of the night. I wanted him to pump my ass until I was limp and weak on the floor.  
 
     And that’s basically what happened. He started thrusting in and out of me. I kept screaming, “Harder! Harder! Harder!” And he kept pumping me harder until he was grunting with each penetration and sinking his fingernails into the skin of my hips.  
 
    I looked over my shoulder. His eyes were closed as he tried to hold back his orgasm. It was my opportunity to pull out my cock for the camera. So that’s what I did. I pulled it out and let it bounce mercilessly for my auto-firing camera. I didn’t expect it to start coming as soon as it was out in the open. 
 
    I shuddered all over. Strands of white cum fell into a puddle on the hotel room floor. Once I was drained, I slipped my cock back into my panties, before Dan noticed anything. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” he groaned, and then I felt warm blasts filling me up deep. He was coming. In just a couple of minutes, I’d managed to make a male model come inside of me. I felt strangely happy, smiling like a fool. I felt like I looked so stupid—and then I looked at the photos that night. I didn’t look stupid at all. I looked hot. I was amazingly beautiful. I stared at those shots until late in the night, amazed at just how feminine I looked.  
 
    I got the full five grand for the photo shoot, plus an extra grand for a tip. “You look good,” my mystery client said. But how did he know it was me? How did he even know what I looked like as a man? It was a mystery that I would never figure out. I never did find out who was sending me money after every photo shoot, but it never stopped. Even to this day, he still sends me a bundle of cash for every shoot I send to him. He even pays me when I do the modeling myself—he doesn’t mind me reusing models when the model is me.  
 
    It was a month later when I decided to take a few of the shots of myself (ones I hadn’t sent to my client) and upload them onto The Trap Lounge. I wanted to see what other people thought. I knew my client liked them, but he was easy to please. 
 
    I got tons of likes—almost ten thousand on one picture where a strand of cum was connecting my cock with the floor. People really loved that shot. It ended up making its way around the Internet, but I didn’t mind—no one could really recognize me. 
 
    At least I thought no one would recognize me. I got a few personal messages on The Trap Lounge from users. “Finally got dolled up yourself, huh?” was one message. I recognized the trap that sent it from one of my photo shoots. It turned out, many of them were on the site—creating profiles just weeks after our photo shoot. It seemed like I wasn’t the only guy addicted after one little taste.  
 
    “How much do I have to pay you to shoot me now?” one of them asked. I did it for free, as a thank you for helping launch my new career. I asked if I could post a few of the shots on my website. And within a month, I had an inbox full of commission requests: hundreds of sissies wanting me to take their photos. I was so high in demand by the end of the year, I had traps across the world offering to fly me out for exotic photo shoots.  
 
    And I was always sure to get a few extra shots that were exclusively for my mystery client: the man who made my career a reality. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COSPLAY CUTIE 
 
    Cory hasn’t been a geek since he was mocked as a young teen for having a silly crush on a cute character from a Japanese cartoon. Since then, he’s made a point of distancing himself from all things geeky. So when he agrees to go to Portland for a big comic expo, it’s just for the slutty Cosplay girls and nothing else. 
 
    He doesn’t expect to find a pretty, young woman dressed as his old favourite character. He’s completely smitten, until he finds out that she’s not so much a Cosplayer as she is a Cross-player.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’d always had the biggest crush on Tifu—even though Tifu wasn’t a real person.  
 
    Tifu was a character from a cartoon called Mega Force—a cartoon I grew up watching. She wasn’t one of the main characters of the show. She wasn’t even in every episode. But when she was on the show, I was glued to the screen. She was an adorable white-haired princess—half human half alien. She had big, shining eyes and the most adorable voice you’ve ever heard in your life. But like I said, she wasn’t a real person. She was just a character on a kid’s television show.  
 
    I was fourteen when I discovered one of those cartoon sex websites—where artists waste their talents by animating famous cartoon characters having graphic sex. I curiously searched ‘Tifu’ on the website, and sure enough there was one video—and whoever made it was surprisingly talented. It was only a minute long, but I must have watched it two hundred times over the next year or so. It’s quite possible that my first masturbation session ever was with that cartoon sex video.  
 
    And then I grew up and moved on to more adult fair, with both television and pornography. For a while during high school, I hung out with the anime kids—the not-so-popular group of students who met up at lunch to discuss the latest episodes of their favourite anime shows and manga comics. I stopped hanging out with those guys when I realized the entire school was mocking us behind our backs (and sometimes right to our faces). My own brother convinced me to leave them for my own sake. So I distanced myself from those guys and started hanging out with the media kids, who liked to film crappy short films after school every day.  
 
    I didn’t exactly miss the anime guys though—we didn’t have a lot in common. I only sort of liked a few anime shows. None of the anime guys ever wanted to talk about Mega Force—they said it was a show for little kids, even though all the anime shows they were raving about were made for little kids. 
 
    I’d forgotten about Tifu and Mega Force completely until I was sixteen, and a re-run randomly played on television one night. It was the episode where the Mega Force calls for help from Tifu to fight the Mongrodians—a race of small fluffy aliens that want to destroy the whole universe to fulfil an ancient prophecy. I watched it out of curiosity, to see how absurd my favourite childhood show really was. It certainly was absurd, but Tifu was still a babe in my eyes, even if she was only in two-dimensions.  
 
    And she would always be my ‘celebrity crush’, even if she wasn’t technically a celebrity. We had that ‘who’s your celebrity crush’ conversation in my sophomore year of college. Tifu immediately came to mind. When I said her name, everyone looked at me like I was a Martian. They’d never heard of her. “What movies is she in?” they asked, and then I had to embarrassingly admit that she was a cartoon character. They looked her up on their phones and had a good laugh at my expense. So I tried to think of a backup celebrity crush. “Natalie Portman is pretty hot, too,” I said, even though I didn’t really like Natalie Portman all that much. 
 
    I was in my senior year of college when Robo Man came to theatres. It was wildly popular, particularly with college students because it was the first superhero movie that was a little bit smart and a little bit artsy—a perfect combination for self-indulgent college students. I just liked it because Robo Man would savagely pull people’s heads right off their bodies, and the filmmakers didn’t shy away from showing everything.  
 
    There was a big comic and entertainment expo happening a few hours away from our little town where the cast and crew of Robo Man would be signing shirts and posters, and my friends all wanted to go. Robbie even rented a minivan so we could all go together. Margo started working on her Gear Head costume that she planned on wearing at the expo—Gear Head was Robo Man’s sometimes sidekick.  
 
    I was just excited to see all of the girls dressed in slutty Cosplay costumes. I’d seen pictures from that comic and entertainment expo before—it was practically a three-day-long stripping expo. Some girls wore outfits that were so slutty, their whole butts were exposed, and most of their tits, too. What can I say? I’m a man of simple pleasures.  
 
    Another popular movie had come out earlier that year, called Kitty. It was a superhero action movie where a girl runs around in a tight black jumpsuit and fights bad guys. I couldn’t wait to see all of the Kitty impersonators in their black leather jumpsuits.  
 
    So I asked work for the expo week off, and I told my professors that I was going to be out of town for a wedding (they would have said no to a comic and entertainment expo). No one had any issues with my absence, so I went online and I ordered my tickets for the event.  
 
    I thought it was going to be a good time. I didn’t realize that my life was about to change completely.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was a long drive to Portland for the expo. It wouldn’t have been so long had our group not doubled in size since we originally planned the trip. Robbie told a few of his friends and Margot told a few of hers, and suddenly we had a group of twelve people all crammed into two rented mini vans with luggage and carefully packed and meticulously crafted Cosplay costumes.  
 
    Because I was smaller than the other guys, I ended up crammed in the middle seat between Robbie and Margot’s football player friend, Franco. Franco wasn’t interested in comics or cartoons or video games or anything that would be at the convention save for Margot. She really wanted a partner to dress up with her for her Robo Man Cosplay. So Franco would be one of hundreds of Robo Men at the convention. But luckily for him, Margot drunkenly admitted to me a few days before the event that she planned on fucking Franco if he ended up coming.  
 
    I was one of the only members of the group without a costume. I wasn’t interested in dressing up. I already felt like a big enough nerd going down to Portland to see other people dressed up.  
 
    I had my eye on one of Margot’s friends. Her name was Katie. She was sitting in the front seat, even though she was possibly than me and thus should have been crammed in that uncomfortable middle spot (though everyone seemed to think that we were the same size). But she was still finishing her Kitty costume. We had to drive slowly while she sewed, and we had to pull over frequently so she could try bits of the costume on, to see if any adjustments still needed to be made. She would have been thrown out of the car had she not been so pretty. She had big shining eyes, just like the Kitty character, and she had the big tits too.  
 
     I was so keen on sleeping with her that I stupidly agreed to let her use me as a mannequin that night at the hotel, while she finished up her costume. I felt pretty stupid standing in her hotel room in a leather Kitty costume, wearing Katie’s bra stuffed with socks and tissue paper.  Everyone else was out at a nearby bar, including Katie’s three roommates.  
 
    But it wasn’t a wasted effort. We had some drinks sent up to the room (charged to Katie’s dad’s credit card), and we ended up fucking once the costume was all finished. I’m not sure if it was a horny fuck for her, or just a gratitude fuck. It certainly didn’t last long, but that was my own fault. It had been a couple of months since I’d last been laid, and once I had my swelling cock in her tight pussy, I knew it wouldn’t be long no matter how slow I went. It didn’t help that she was wearing her black Kitty boots, and she was pretty good at doing the voice.  
 
    I found out that Katie was a squirter. And she didn’t hold back. When we were finished, we had to quickly call the front desk for some towels to clean up the mess we’d made. The floor was soaked with her warm pussy juice. We told everyone else that we’d spilled a jug of water.  
 
    Katie winked at me before I left, as if to tell me that wouldn’t be the last fuck of the week, so I left her hotel room with a big stupid smile on my face. 
 
    The Portland Comic and Entertainment Expo hadn’t even started yet but it was off to a great start as far as I was concerned.  
 
    Day one started the next morning, but it was a slow start for us. We all had hangovers. So instead of getting down to the convention first thing in the morning, we slept in and then we all went out for breakfast. I ordered the Belgian waffle and a big, steaming cup of coffee. Most of the rest of the group had no appetite to eat, or even look at food, but there was plenty of coffee consumed that morning.  
 
    Katie sat next to me. Apparently her interest in me the night before wasn’t just alcohol fuelled lust. Under the table, she slipped her hand onto my thigh, and then a minute later that hand was rubbing my crotch. We snuck into the breakfast joint’s bathroom and we fucked quickly in a stall. She squirted all over the floor again and I nearly slipped on it when we were on our way back to our group. Once we were back at the table, she started talking about how fish and birds get stuck in plastic rings in the ocean. She started shedding a tear and I started laughing, thinking she was just being overly dramatic for comic effect, but she scorned me.  
 
    It turns out, she was pretty serious about the whole environmentalism thing—it was apparently her major in school. Over the rest of that week, it was all she would talk about. There wouldn’t be many conversations that wouldn’t be ended by a not-so-fun fact about global warming or coral reef degradation.  
 
    But it didn’t matter. Katie was just a fling—a little bit of convenient sex. It’s not like I planned on dating her or even seeing her again once we were back home. I didn’t even plan on seeing much of her at the convention. As soon as we walked through those gran entrance doors, Robbie and I split away from the rest of the group. There’s nothing worse than being stuck with a giant group at a busy convention. We went straight towards the artist booths. They had a dozen different marginally famous comic artists drawing personal comics for paying fans. Mike Mignola was there, but his line was too long to wait in. So we admired him from afar for a couple of minutes before moving on.  
 
    It was a three-day-long convention, but the place was massive and packed with booths and special guests and panels and screening rooms and there was even a stage out back where semi-famous bands were playing. It would take the full three days to take in and appreciate everything—especially the slutty girls in their Cosplay costumes. 
 
    I didn’t know who half of the girls were dressed as: probably characters from anime cartoons and manga comics. I hadn’t been part of that world in many years—almost a whole decade. But there was one character that I recognized in the crowd: a petite white-haired beauty dressed as Tifu.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Robbie asked me what I was staring at. “Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daze. “Nothing. I guess I still have a bit of a hangover.” I forced a smile and then I looked back into the crowd. I couldn’t see her anymore—she must have slipped away. But she was beautiful. She was exactly what the character would look like in real life—the long white hair, the black and red dress, the red bow in the hair. Even her eyes were so big and stunning, just like the character’s eyes.  
 
    I didn’t realize anyone but me even knew who Tifu was anymore. That show hadn’t even had a rerun in almost eight years as far as I was aware. And I wasn’t seeing anyone else dressed as any Mega Force characters—so it was an incredible coincidence to think that someone else might dress up as that one obscure character that I’d always had a guilty crush on.  
 
    “I want to get some autographs. Where should we start?” Robbie asked. 
 
    I looked around. I was pretty sure that the beauty dressed as Tifu disappeared towards the building’s east wing, so that’s where I suggested we start. The east wing was completely devoted to cartoon creators and voice actors, so it made sense that Tifu would have gone that way.  
 
    Robbie wanted every autograph he could get, as long as it was cheap or free. The actually famous people at the event were all charging upwards of fifty dollars for a signature, and more if you wanted that signature personalized. But Robbie had an interesting theory: “Get their autographs now while they’re nobodies, and then sell them on eBay when their careers take off. It’s like buying penny stocks,” he said. And he was an economics major, so I suppose he knew what he was talking about.  
 
    So I waited in many line-ups with him as he got his free or five dollar autographs. Within an hour, he had a whole stack of them that he kept insisting that I hold while he went to get more—he thought it would be embarrassing to walk up to someone and ask for an autograph while holding a giant pile of autographs. “I don’t want them to think that I’m just getting every autograph I can get,” he said. 
 
    “But that’s exactly what you’re doing,” I said. 
 
    “But I don’t want them to know that!” So I kept waiting with him, and I kept looking around for that petite white-haired beauty.  
 
    I spotted her again an hour later, while we were in line to get the autograph of some small-time web comic artist. She was at the front of the line, a few booths over. She was getting some anime artist’s autograph. She leaned forward to shake the artist’s hand, making her little skirt rise up, nearly exposing her tush, but not quite. She had a big smile on her face. My God, that smile was adorable. She looked over at me for a brief moment. Our gazes connected. She still had that smile. I felt my cheeks become red hot. I hadn’t gotten so flustered over a girl in years—since I was a blossoming teenager.  
 
    “You okay, buddy?” Robbie asked as he tapped on my shoulder. I snapped out of my second daze of the day.  
 
    “Yep, totally fine,” I said, forcing a smile. My face was probably still dark red.  
 
    I looked back towards Tifu, but she was gone. And in that moment I decided I needed to go and talk to her. I didn’t know anything about her, but I knew I wanted to ask her out. I wanted to get to know her, I wanted to hear her voice (which I’m sure was just as beautiful as the rest of her). And of course, I wanted to plug her pussy with my cock.  
 
    But it wasn’t just because she was dressed up as my pre-teen fantasy. She could have been dressed up in a cardboard shipping box—her beauty was her own; it didn’t belong to the character she was portraying. Those big eyes were her eyes. Those smiling lips were her lips. That fantastic ass belonged to her and only her.  
 
    I knew that she would be around for the rest of the day, and probably for the rest of the convention. If she was serious enough to dress up, she was serious enough to stick with the convention to the bitter end.  
 
    I broke away from Robbie when he went to meet up with the rest of our group. I said that I was just going to use the bathroom, but I was really going to track that beauty down. I slowly trudged through crowds of geeky fans, stepping on my tippy toes to see over heads. It was a good twenty-minute hunt before I spotted her over by the food vendors. My heart started pounding as soon as I saw her. 
 
    Butterflies fluttered in my chest. A lump fluttered up into my throat. But I had to talk to her. So I took a deep breath and I started walking towards her.  
 
    In my years of experience with women, I’d leaned that no plan of action is the best plan of action. It’s when you start trying to plan your moves that you start to get into your own head and you start doubting yourself. I had no idea what I was going to say to the beauty, but I had to say something or I would lose my chance to say anything. Her back was to me when I approached her. 
 
    I tapped on her shoulder. “Excuse me,” I said, raising my voice so it would be heard over the crowds. She turned around and the sight of her face made my body become tense. She was even more stunning up close. I tried to swallow that thick lump that had formed in my throat. I couldn’t swallow it. My lack of plan turned into a complete lack of vocabulary. I just stared at her with terrified eyes—completely overwhelmed. What was a beauty like her doing at a big nerdy comic convention?  
 
    “Can I help you?” she asked. 
 
    It took me another moment to gather my senses. “I just wanted to say that I love your costume,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and tilted her head. “Oh yeah?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head slowly because it was the only response I could muster in my flustered state.  
 
    “Do you know who I’m supposed to be?” she asked with a big grin. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue. I was slightly embarrassed to admit that I knew. I hadn’t mentioned the show in almost a decade, since I was a kid—and even then I was mocked for knowing too much about it. “You’re Tifu, from Mega Force,” I said. I could feel my cheeks becoming redder and hotter.  
 
    Her grin turned into a big smile. “Wow!” she said. “You’re the first person to get that right.” And it was that little phrase that set off a flag in my brain. It wasn’t what she said or even how she said it—it was the voice she said it with. It wasn’t Tifu’s voice, and it wasn’t even a convincingly female voice. It took me another moment before I realized I was talking to a Cos-dresser: a Cosplay cross dresser.  
 
    My heart plunged deep into my gut.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I had to force a smile through the rest of our conversation. Her voice was usually quite convincing, but there were moments where it would slip slightly—just enough to ensure that I knew I was talking to a young man and not a woman at all. “So you like Mega Force, huh?” she asked. I still couldn’t get over how pretty she was—though I had to convince myself that it was mostly the makeup and the wig and I’m pretty sure she was wearing coloured contact lenses.  
 
    Beauty can be manufactured to an extent, can it not? But only to an extent… I had to admit that some of this cross-dressing Tifu’s beauty was her own.  
 
    “I liked it a lot when I was a kid,” I said. “But I just wanted to tell you that I liked your costume. I should be going to find my friends.”  
 
    “Okay, well it was nice talking to you,” she said—or I should say, he said. My heart was still racing. I’d just spent the past few hours fawning over a young man in a skimpy dress. I’d just worked up the courage to approach a man as if I was approaching a Victoria’s Secret model. I felt so embarrassed. I absolutely could not tell anyone about my embarrassing blunder.  
 
    When I found my friends, they were all ready to leave for the day. Their heads were still pounding from the night before, and they were still itching to go out again, so they wanted to get some napping in.  
 
    I went out with the whole group that night. We went down the street to one of the official sponsor bars. It was crammed shoulder-to-shoulder with dressed up comic fans. I counted three Spider-Mans and six Supermans, and I lot count of the Kitties and Robo Mans.  
 
    Robbie got drunk fast, as he always did. He came and found me in the bar and he threw his arm around my shoulders. “Hey Cory,” he said. “Did you end up talking to her?” He was slurring his words slightly. 
 
    “Talking to who?” I asked. My heart fluttered as that cross-dresser’s image came into my mind. 
 
    “That pretty little thing with the white hair—did you talk to her?” He looked at me with a big grin. “I know that you didn’t take off to use the bathroom. C’mon, just tell me. Did you talk to her?” 
 
    I forced a smile while my face became warm. “I don’t know who you’re talking about. Sorry.” Now I felt stupidly embarrassed. That cross-dresser was going to be at the rest of the convention, and Robbie was going to make a point of making a big deal out of this. When he was convinced of something, he suddenly had infinite resolve. And he was convinced of this.  
 
    “Don’t be shy, man. She was cute. If you didn’t talk to her, you should. I can be your wingman. Is she here with friends?”  
 
    “I really don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but I don’t know why I was bothering. I was only making my situation worse. Every time I denied his claim, he became more sure that I was just being shy and scared. And the more he thought I was shy and scared, the more he thought I needed his help. And the last thing I wanted was for him to approach that white-haired cross-dresser and discover for himself that she had some swinging meat between her thighs. Then it would be months of mocking humiliation—though he even said himself that she was cute. At least I wasn’t the only one who thought so.  
 
    “Okay, fine,” I said. “I found her and I talked to her, but she’s not my type.” It was a risky move on my part—it would hopefully stop Robbie from approaching her, but I was also admitting that I’d been infatuated with her and that I’d gone through the trouble of chatting her up. If he found out her secret (which wasn’t even much of a secret), then I was doomed. I’d given up my denial.  
 
    “Not your type, huh?” he said. “Well maybe she’ll be my type. What is her costume, anyway? Is she supposed to be like some Japanese monster or something?” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Not sure,” I lied. And then Robbie’s attention was stolen by a cute young woman in a Kitty costume.  
 
    “Look at the jugs on her,” he said, suddenly forgetting about our entire conversation. And that was for the best.  
 
    We were only at the bar for an hour when Katie came up to me and asked if I wanted to go back to the hotel with her. “I need help fixing my costume,” she said with a big grin. She was wearing the costume now, and there didn’t seem to be anything wrong with it. But of course I knew there was nothing wrong with it, without even looking at it.  
 
    So I slammed the rest of my beer and I accompanied her back to the hotel room. She was horny, so we skipped the foreplay. She bent over the bed and swayed her bum from side to side, making her long leather tail sway cutely. “Be careful pulling my leggings down—I don’t want to have to do anymore sewing this week,” she said.  
 
    I started pulling down her pants when her eyes lit up. “Do you want to have some fun?” he asked. I could tell that she was drunk because her pupils were different sizes.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Stick it in my butt. I want you to fuck me in the ass,” she said. “But be gentle. I’ve never been fucked in the ass before.” So I left her leather leggings pulled halfway down, only exposing her puckering butthole and nothing else. I could see the bulge of her pussy against the tight leather, and it looked a little bit like the bulge of a cock. She had a set of puffier-than-normal lips on her, not that I minded. But now, I couldn’t stop thinking about that Tifu impersonator.  
 
    I used a bit of spit to lubricate my cock before pressing it into her. Her hole was tight. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before, but it was about what I’d imagined: tight and a bit dry. But it was warm and when she clenched it felt awfully nice. She let me sink in halfway before she became tense and said, “That’s enough. Just go slow, please.” So I started to gently thrust in and out. She started moaning almost immediately.  
 
    And I couldn’t get the thought of that Tifu Cos-dresser out of my head. I couldn’t help but imagine my cock sliding in and out of his tight butthole as he looked back at me over his shoulder with his stunning bright eyes. I pushed the thoughts away and I kept my gaze glued to Katie’s body. From behind—while I couldn’t see her big tits—she had a sort of boyish body. So I pulled her leggings down slightly so I could see her plump pussy. It was a relieving sight. It was dripping wet. I reached down and I rubbed it a little bit, and it wasn’t long before she started leaking onto the bed as if she was peeing—the girl apparently had a lot of fluid in her. 
 
    But it wasn’t happening for me. It felt good and she was sexy, but I just couldn’t bring myself to orgasm. I tried pushing in deeper, even though it made her clench and say, “Ouch! Careful!” and I tried fucking her harder—and don’t get me wrong, it felt nice—but there was something missing. 
 
    “Hurry up and come. They’re going to be back soon,” she said. 
 
    So I closed my eyes and tried to focus. And then that Cos-dresser came back into my mind, in her slutty little black and red dress, with her flowing white hair. I imagined her bent over the bed with her little cock hanging out while I rammed her in the asshole. 
 
    And that did the trick. Suddenly, without even a warning to myself, I started filling Katie’s ass with my hot load. She perked up and gasped. “That feels so weird,” she said before I was even finished coming. When I pulled out, my cum started draining out of her. “Oh my God, I can’t stop it,” she said, hopping to her feet and running to the bathroom. She used her hand to stop it from falling all over the hotel room floor. I guess I stretched her bum hole out a little too wide.  
 
    And once she was in the bathroom, my face turned pale. I’d just fucked a girl while thinking about a biological man. It’s not like I imagined that Tifu Cos-dresser as a woman—I imagined the cock and everything. And that thought didn’t just help me come, it made me cum like a pornstar who hasn’t had sex in fifteen years.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    She was at the convention the next day, dressed in the same slutty outfit, her hair curled into the same perfect waterfall waves. I thought that it was a wig until I saw her running her fingers through her hair—it was her real hair. So maybe she wasn’t just a cross-dresser—maybe she was a transgender or transsexual (to be honest, I don’t know the difference). When Robbie wasn’t around, I took a good look at her, trying to see if I could spot the bulge of her Adam’s apple or the broadness of her shoulders. But she hardly had a lump on her throat and her shoulders were narrower than most of the girls there—but that didn’t mean anything, I suppose. 
 
    I watched her carefully out of curiosity, and I watched the men around her carefully in an attempt to make myself feel better. I watched as a number of guys checked out her butt discreetly—and sometimes not so discreetly.  
 
    I told myself to look away from her, to put my mind onto other things. There were tons of beautiful women at that event—and I wanted to have sex with at least one of them before I left Portland.  
 
    There was one cutie in a red leotard. She had long blonde hair that was shaved on one side. I wasn’t sure what character she was supposed to be, so I figured I would go up to her and ask. 
 
    “I’m Yuki from Yamamoto Beach,” she said, but I had no idea what Yamamoto Beach was. 
 
    “Is that anime?” I asked, and she gave me a funny look as if it was the stupidest question she’d ever heard. 
 
    Up close, she wasn’t quite as cute as she’d looked from afar. Her makeup was caked on thick, and it made her skin look uncomfortably dry. Her eyes were small and beady, and she wasn’t even a little bit interested in talking to me. I was trying to think of something else to say when someone tapped on my shoulder.  
 
    I turned around. It was Tifu. She was staring at me with her big, cute smile. “I wanted to congratulate you,” she said with a cute little hop, just like the character would do in the show. 
 
    “For what?” I asked. I looked around to make sure Robbie wasn’t standing nearby watching. It was bad enough that he knew I’d gone and talked to her once.  
 
    “For being the only person at this whole convention to figure out who I am,” she said.  
 
    “But your costume is great—you look just like her,” I said, and it was true: she was almost a spitting image. 
 
    “Well I guess you and I are the only ones who remember the show,” she said with that bit cute smile. But her voice slipped again, just slightly, just enough to send a chill down my spine making me realize the beautiful eyes I was staring into belonged to a man. So I looked away.  
 
    “Well it’s a good costume regardless,” I said. “You should be very proud.”  
 
    “Why didn’t you dress up?” she asked. I looked back at her, but only for a second. She still had that cute smile that made no sense—no man should be able to smile like that. It seemed strange and unnatural. Or maybe I was the strange and unnatural one for thinking it was so cute.  
 
    “I’m not much of a costume person,” I said. 
 
    “You would make a really good Awol,” she said. Awol was another character from Mega Force. He was a robot that worked for Tifu. He had no emotions, unless Tifu kissed him on the cheek—and then he would get flustered and shy. It was a running gag—at least while the show was still running, almost a decade before.  
 
    “Maybe next year,” I said with a smile.  
 
    “You kind of look like him—if you were a little bit taller, anyway.”  
 
    I smiled and nodded and I looked around again for Robbie. It was a big convention centre, but it had been a while since I’d last seen Robbie. I knew he was probably looking around for me.  
 
    “What’s your name?” she asked.  
 
    “Mine?” 
 
    She laughed. “Yeah, yours.” 
 
    “Cory,” I said. 
 
    “I’m Evelyn,” she said, sticking out her hand. I gently shook her hand. Her hand was small, like a woman’s. And it was soft like a woman’s, too. The skin all over her body looked incredibly soft. Maybe I was mistaken about her being a boy—maybe that was just in my head. Maybe her voice was just a little bit different than normal. “Do you want to grab a bite to eat with me?” 
 
    My heart started pounding without warning. I didn’t want to be rude and say no, but I really didn’t want Robbie catching me with her—if she was actually a boy under that hair and makeup. But her voice hadn’t slipped in a while—and maybe those slips were just in my mind. “Sure,” I said. If she wasn’t a boy, then I had nothing to lose and everything to gain. I came to get laid and she was the cutest girl I’d seen yet at the convention.  
 
    So I walked with her across the convention centre and we went to one of the food trucks that was parked outside. She got herself a foot long hotdog. I just got a standard American cheeseburger. We got lucky and found a spot at one of the few picnic tables nearby. “So where are you from, Evelyn?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled that same cute smile. “Twin Falls,” she said. 
 
    “No way, that’s where I’m from,” I said. Twin Falls was a small town—I was shocked that anyone else but my little group was from there.  
 
    “Get out. I go to Idaho State University.” 
 
    “Same,” I said. Now I was really shocked. There were only a couple thousand people at Idaho State University, and I’d never seen her around campus before.  
 
    “I’m a freshman,” she said, but even still, the school year was six months in and six months is more than enough time to see everyone—unless I had seen her many times without her long hair and makeup. But the hair was real—maybe she usually kept it tied in a bun… Man buns were still in style, after all. 
 
    A nervous chill crawled up my spine. “What’s your major?” I asked. 
 
    “Economics,” she said. And another chill ran down my spine. Robbie was an economics major—this chick was probably in some of his classes. But seeing as Robbie didn’t seem to recognize her, I began to wonder if I was correct before about her being a young man.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but I have to ask… I don’t know how to say this, and I don’t mean it in an offensive kind of way…” I couldn’t figure out the best way to say it, but I had to know for sure. Thankfully, she didn’t make me say it. 
 
    She laughed. She had a cute laugh. “Yes, I’m not really a girl. Just on weekends and special occasions like this.” She winked. My heart sizzled down in my gut. So I really was talking to a boy. I was getting lunch with a biological man. I was on a date with a transgender.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I cut the date off short, before Robbie came out and saw me—or anyone else in our little group for that matter. If any one of them exchanged even a simple conversation with Evelyn, I could have an embarrassing situation on my hands.  
 
    When I met up with Robbie later, he asked me what I’d been up to. He’d been waiting in line to get an autograph from one of the Ewoks in Star Wars—a line that was over two hours long. I couldn’t understand why he would subject himself to such a line, but I’d never been a fan of Star Wars. I guess people who like Star Wars are willing to wait in a two-hour line to get a glorified extra’s signature. Robbie was still in that line when I met up with him. 
 
    “Can you save my spot for me while I run to the bathroom?” he asked, so I stood in line for him while he disappeared for nearly ten minutes. When he came back, we were nearly at the front of the line. “So you’ve just been wandering around?” he asked, as if he didn’t believe me. 
 
    “Just checking out all of the vendors and whatnot,” I said with a shrug. I tried to remain as casual as possible, but I could tell that he could sense otherwise.  
 
    “You didn’t, you know, meet up with anyone?” he asked with a grin. 
 
    My heart stuttered. Did he see me? Had he not been standing in a line-up on the other side of the convention centre for the past few hours?  
 
    I shrugged my shoulder and maintained my best poker face. “No,” I said.  
 
    “Because I saw that girl this morning—she’s here again, you know,” he said. “And she’s still a cutie. Don’t miss out on your chance.” 
 
    “I told you that I’m not interested,” I said.  
 
    “Whatever. Suit yourself.”  
 
    Robbie got his signature and then we called it a day. It was nearly dinnertime and we still had another night of drinking ahead of us. We all got food at a cheap burger joint and then we went down to one of the sponsor bars for a drink. Everyone with a convention pass got 10% off drinks at any of the sponsor bars. We were poor college students who needed everything we could get.  
 
    Even with our discount, we all still ordered the cheapest beer they had on tap. After a few beers, I decided to switch to whiskey. I asked what the cheapest whiskey they had was. “A two-year old bottle called Mr. Fidgets. It’s liquorice flavoured,” the waitress told me. So I got the second cheapest they had.  
 
    I was four drinks deep when I saw her walk into the bar: Evelyn, still in her Tifu costume, still looking cute and innocent and completely deceiving. I looked away quickly, before Robbie made notice of my notice. But I wasn’t quick enough for Evelyn not to notice me. For that brief second I was looking her way, she smiled at me. My heart was suddenly racing. I didn’t want her to come over. I didn’t want Robbie to hear her speak—even though it was loud in the bar and it was getting louder by the minute.  
 
    If he heard her speak, I would never hear the end of it: ‘Remember that time Cory had a big crush on that boy at the comic convention?’ I could already hear his mocking voice echoing in my head.  
 
    Thankfully, Robbie was a few drinks ahead of me, and he was wildly distracted by a group of Kitties that had walked in a few minutes earlier. They’d taken some liberties with their costumes—liberties that wouldn’t be appropriate for most film audiences. But they were very appropriate for Robbie, who was practically drooling on his lap. “Should I buy them all a drink or just one of them? Which one do you think is hotter? If I take one home, will you take one home?” He had many questions but I don’t believe he actually cared to hear my answers.  
 
    Whenever gazes were elsewhere, I tried to spot Evelyn in the bar. She was there alone, sipping a martini, mingling with random people and admiring their costumes. Somehow she always knew when I was looking her way. She would look at me and smile. I’m pretty sure she even winked at me at one point.  
 
    So I tried to distract myself. I tried to interest myself in the same group of slutty girls that Robbie was obsessing over. But they weren’t doing it for me. Their big tits looked plastic and unappealing. Their bodies seemed unnatural and desperate. I could tell that none of them had any more personality than a cardboard box. I scanned the bar for other girls—real girls who might be interested in a little fling. There were some cuties in the bar—there was one girl dressed like Supergirl who had stunning blonde hair and amazing legs. There were already plenty of guys around her—guys with patchy neck beards and more chins than fingers on their hands—so I knew that I could probably make my way through to her with a little bit of effort.  
 
    But there was something uninteresting about her. She just seemed so basic and plain. She was cute but that was it. There was no substance to her. 
 
    So my gaze found its way back to Evelyn. And the liquor was starting to set into my veins.  
 
    Robbie was outside having a smoke with one of the slutty Kitties when Evelyn looked at me and waved. I could tell from across the bar that she was a bit tipsy herself. She turned around and looked over her shoulder at me. Then she motioned for me to follow her. So I did.  
 
    I moved carefully through the bar, looking around constantly to ensure my fellow group members weren’t watching me. I was about to do something that I knew was wrong—that even drunk, I knew was a stupid idea. But I couldn’t stop myself. I was strangely curious and strangely excited. 
 
    I caught up to her near the bathrooms. “You promise not to judge me right?” she asked. “I swear I’m not usually like this.” She was looking into my eyes. My God, her eyes were stunning.  
 
    There were no male and female bathrooms in that bar—just a line of six or seven small rooms with toilets inside of each. The sink and mirror was out in the hallway. 
 
    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “I won’t judge you if you don’t judge me,” I said.  
 
    “I won’t judge you too hard,” she said. And then she smiled big and led me into one of the many bathrooms.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    My heart was pounding mercilessly. I tried to take a deep breath in an attempt to gather my composure, but it was a failed attempt. What the hell was I doing? Why was I locked in a little bathroom with a transgender chick? Was she even a transgender chick? She said herself that she was only a chick on weekends and special occasions—so what was she on other days? A man, of course… 
 
    But I had to admit that she was a pretty man. Her face was adorable and her body was unquestionably feminine. She put her hands on my sides. “I don’t know why I like you so much,” she said. And then her cheeks turned red when she realized how her comment could be taken the wrong way. “I didn’t mean to say that there’s any reason I shouldn’t like you. I just don’t know why… I mean…” 
 
    I laughed. Her nervousness was making me feel peculiarly at ease. “I don’t know why I like you so much,” I said. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.”  
 
    She bit her bottom lip and her eyes became hazy. I had the sudden urge to kiss her, so I did. Her lips felt soft like a woman’s. She let out a cute little whimper that no man should be able to make. Her fingers clutched my sides and she held on tight and I forgot for a moment that she was a man. But I remembered quickly when my heart started pounding once again.  
 
    I looked into her eyes and I tried to convince myself that it was all a big joke—maybe some sort of test she administered, to see who was truly interested in her. Surely such a beautiful woman couldn’t actually be a man. She could say that she was a man all she wanted, but there was really only one way to find out—even feeling her flat chest didn’t necessarily mean anything; plenty of women have flat chests.  
 
    But I wasn’t about to reach down between her legs—because in my heart I knew that she wasn’t lying to me or testing me. In my heart, I knew she was a man. And that’s why I was so tormented—because it was my heart that was yearning after her, like some cruel torture.  
 
    But her hands felt so nice as they explored my body. Her lips felt so amazing pressed against mine. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and moved around gracefully, intertwining with my own tongue. I ran my fingers from her chest to her chin. Her skin was all so soft, but it meant nothing. 
 
    She stopped for a moment and looked into my eyes. Her cheeks were red and her eyes were glowing. “Do you really not mind that I’m actually a boy?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure I believe you, to be honest,” I said. 
 
    “And what if I’m telling the truth? Would you care or not?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.”  
 
    She stared at me for a moment longer. I watched her eyes glow before she crushed all of my hopes. She reached down, shimmied down her panties, and lifted up her skirt. And there it was: a semi-erect cock, curved to one side, throbbing with a reddened tip. She hid it after a couple of seconds, but I’d seen everything I needed to see. “Well?” she said. “What now?”  
 
    My hands were trembling but I hid them well. “I don’t know. You tell me,” I said.  
 
    There was a moment of silence and then she dropped down to her knees. She gently placed her hands on my hip for a moment before moving them to my belt buckle. She looked up at me, as if for approval. And I just stared down into her eyes. I was scared stiff, but I was still terribly curious. So I let her carry on. I let her unzip my fly and reach her gentle fingers through. I let her slip those warm fingers around my cock and I let her pull me out into the open.  
 
    My face must have been so red—and she surely noticed my legs trembling. I’d fucked many girls in my lifetime but I’d never been this nervous—not even when I lost my virginity when I was sixteen.  
 
    She stroked nicely. She was gentle and she knew just how much to pull, and where to push. I let out a deep sigh of relief when she slipped my cock into her warm mouth and began to suck. I slipped my fingers into her hair. It really was her real hair. And it was soft. I carefully massaged her scalp. I looked down at her again as she looked up at me with those glowing eyes. I still couldn’t figure out how a man could possibly be so beautiful. 
 
    Maybe she wasn’t a man. Maybe she was born with a cock and a Y-chromosome, but maybe that didn’t make her a man. I don’t know—maybe that sounds ludicrous. Maybe I sound like someone who just stumbled out of a Grateful Dead concert. But maybe it was true… Or maybe I was just trying to justify my degenerate actions.  
 
    She sucked nicely. She had me hard in seconds, throbbing powerfully against the inside of her cheek. I looked down again, noticing the detail in her perfect costume. In a way, I was living out a teenaged fantasy: I was fucking Tifu from Mega Force. But she could have been wearing a Barney costume and it wouldn’t have made a difference. My heart would still be racing and my head would still be spinning. I was obsessed with her—not her costume.  
 
    And I wanted to see more of her. “Lift up your skirt again,” I said. My heart managed to pound faster and harder.  
 
    She gently pulled up her skirt.  
 
    “And pull down your panties,” I said. 
 
    So she pulled down her panties, revealing her throbbing erection.  
 
    “Now jerk yourself off while you suck,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. And she followed my command. I watched—I couldn’t take my eyes away. I was mesmerized. It was strangely hot. She was undeniably hot.  
 
    But why was I liking this? It was unnatural, was it not? Did this make me gay? Surely not—I wouldn’t have felt the same way if she had a manly face, no makeup, big shoulders, and Morgan Freeman’s voice. Yet there I was, staring at her cock, watching her squirm as she pumped it. I watched her tip redden. I watched her lips part as she let out a cute little whimper. And then I watched as white streams of cum blasted out the tip of her member, onto the bathroom floor.  
 
    And that was all I needed—I came in her mouth. She became tense but she didn’t back away. She took my whole load in her mouth and then she swallowed with one big gulp. She looked up at me with a devilishly cute smile.  
 
    “I should probably get back to my friends before they start to wonder where I went,” I said.  
 
    And she looked slightly disappointed, almost as if she was hoping for an invite to come hang out. As far as I could tell, she’d come to that convention by herself. Maybe she didn’t have many friends that shared her same interests. Or maybe she was hoping that our little fling could be something more than it was. But it couldn’t be anything more—it was already bad enough as it was. If anyone found out about it and it somehow got back to my friends—that would be the end of me and the little bit of pride I still had left.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    The final day of the convention started out like the others: everyone groggy from the night before. I was especially groggy, seeing as I hadn’t gotten any sleep—maybe an hour or two at the very most. How could I sleep, after I’d just received a blowjob from a biological man?  
 
    I kept reminding myself that I was drunk, but it didn’t seem to help much. I couldn’t for the life of me figure out how I’d justified it in the moment. Maybe I hadn’t justified it at all—maybe I’d just succumbed to temptation. But why was I having those temptations? Was that not a sign of a bigger problem? And what exactly was that problem?  
 
    Robbie had a conflict of his own. The actor who played Robo Man showed up to do a one-day-only signing and he was charging nothing per signature—but limiting signatures to one per person. Robbie wanted one more than anything, but by the time we showed up at the convention, the line was four hours long. “You have to wait with me. Don’t make me wait alone,” he said to me. And I shuddered at the thought of waiting in a line-up for four hours to get a scribble on a piece of a paper.  
 
    “You aren’t serious, are you?” I asked. I was too tired to stand in one place for that long. The thought alone was giving me a headache.  
 
    “If you’re a good friend, you’ll wait with me,” he said.  
 
    “Can I at least get a coffee first?” I asked. 
 
    “Fine, but then come and find me in the line. I don’t want it to get any longer.” He ran off to get into the line where we would be spending half of our day. It’s not like I had anything better to do. I’d already hit up all of the vendors I was even remotely interested in, and there was no sense in wandering around checking out exhibits that didn’t interest me. If Robbie wanted someone to keep him company, then so be it.  
 
    So I went across the street and bought a couple of coffees—extra large, extra strong—and I brought them back to the convention center. I had to wait in line for a few minutes to get back in. The place was starting to fill up and that line had gotten much longer.  
 
    I walked down until I found Robbie. I handed him one of the coffees. “You owe me,” I said. 
 
    “For the coffee?” he asked. 
 
    “For the next four hours.”  
 
    “I’ll repay you with my friendship,” he said with a big smile, and then he gave me a firm pat on the shoulder, which almost knocked me off of my feet. He wasn’t a particularly strong man, but I wasn’t feeling my strongest with no sleep and a tingling hangover.  
 
    We stood in line for a minute. I must have checked my watch five times during that minute. The line was hardly moving. Why did Robbie need this silly signature so badly? 
 
    He gave me a nudge and nodded his head towards the girl standing in front of us. She was wearing a black tank top and a pair of tiny jean shorts that hardly covered her bum. She had her white hair tied into a messy bun. She was pretty cute, and she reminded me a bit of Evelyn. Not just a bit, but a lot. It was a moment before I realized that it was Evelyn and my heart started to throb. And as that realization happened, she turned around and noticed me. Her face lit up and mine became pale.  
 
    “Hey Cory!” she said. I felt the strength drain from my legs. I wanted to collapse but somehow I managed to hold myself up. I tried to think of an out—some way to signal her to keep her mouth shut, but the damage was already done.  
 
    “Hey,” I said, forcing a smile. It wasn’t an easy smile to force. I knew this could only end badly. She wasn’t dolled up like the previous days. Her body was being hidden under a poofy dress. Now she was wearing tight clothes. She didn’t even have a padded bra under her tank top—yet somehow it still looked feminine, and thank God for that. Even with just a touch of makeup and her hair pulled back, she still looked like a chick—but how long would it be before Robbie realized the truth? 
 
    How long was it before I realized the truth? It wasn’t long—after the first voice slip.  
 
    “Uh, Evelyn, this is Robbie. Robbie, this is Evelyn,” I said. I had no idea what my plan was. Robbie’s smirk let me know that he remembered me telling him that I wasn’t interested. He knew now that that was a lie. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach.  
 
    “Evelyn. It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Robbie said, taking her hand and kissing the back of it.   
 
    “You’re too sweet,” she said.  
 
    “Cory’s told me lots about you. He won’t stop talking about you, in fact,” he said, still with that evil grin on his face.  
 
    Four hours in a line was a lot of time to learn a lot about a person. How long before Robbie learned that Evelyn was taking the same major as him at the same school? How long before Robbie heard one of those voice slips? How long before Evelyn eluded to our previous night together?  
 
    “Hopefully it’s all good,” Evelyn said.  
 
    My face was burning hot. “He’s just kidding,” I said.  
 
    “Kidding? Why would I kid? The boy’s smitten with you.”  
 
    I felt my face become even redder. I couldn’t imagine a worse humiliation. We were surrounded by people—thousands of people. At least twenty people were within earshot and were about to find out that I’d been fawning over a ladyboy—and she wasn’t even technically a ladyboy. At least ladyboys have breast implants and occasionally shaved-down Adam’s apples. But Evelyn was just a boy in women’s clothing and a girly haircut.  
 
    “Big fan, by the way,” Robbie said to Evelyn. The comment took me by surprise. What was he talking about? Who did he think he was talking to? Did he not realize that he was talking to the same girl he’d been bugging me about throughout the rest of the convention?  
 
    “Oh, thanks! That means a lot,” Evelyn said, as if the comment actually made a lick of sense to her. 
 
    I just kept my mouth shut, hoping the conversation would die off and Robbie would get bored of the line. I could tell that he was already getting antsy, unable to stand in the same position for more than thirty seconds before he squirmed into a new one.  
 
    “You look familiar,” Evelyn said. I felt cold dread seep into my spine. It was over. It was all over. “Aren’t you in my Econ 201 class?” 
 
    Robbie smiled. “Yeah—you got to Idaho State? Get out.”  
 
    I was ready to run away, but I knew if I ran, I wouldn’t find out how much Robbie would discover. And if I didn’t find out, I would always imagine the worst.”  
 
    “Yeah. I sit up front during Professor Edson’s lectures.” 
 
    Robbie stared closely at Evelyn. It was amazing he hadn’t figured it out yet. “Wow, I wouldn’t have guessed.” They started talking more about their economics classes. They discovered they even had a lab together—a lab with only twenty-three other students. How was Robbie not clueing in yet? Was he just being polite? It was torture listening to them, waiting for that big grin that would accompany Robbie’s revelation. But it never came.  
 
    “Well I have to say, you transform well,” he said.  
 
    “You’re too kind.” 
 
    And it dawned one me: Robbie knew.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    He’d known all along. He knew from the moment he saw me looking at her from across the convention. Later that night I would build up the courage to confront him about it. “At first I thought it would be funny to let you go ahead. She’s got a pretty big following on Instagram, you know. But then I saw her and realized she’s actually pretty cute and there wasn’t really anything funny about it.” I underestimated Robbie’s ability to act like an adult. “Even I have to admit, she was the cutest one at the convention, even in her weird monster costume.” 
 
    “It was a Tifu costume,” I said. 
 
    “Whatever that is…”  
 
    But he was right—she was the cutest at the convention, and she was also the nicest, happiest, and most interesting. Her life didn’t revolve around her looks, even though she was pretty enough that it could have. She was a beautiful person, not just a beautiful girl. And she made one hell of a convincing chick—even more convincing than most of the real women at the convention. 
 
    So I had to ask myself: what’s even the difference? Who cares what her DNA says? Who cares what kind of genitals she has tucked into her panties? 
 
    Once Robbie got his autograph, I asked him if it was okay if I slipped away for a while. “Sure. I’ll go find the others,” he said, and then he winked at me. Maybe he thought it was a little bit funny that I had a massive crush on a cross dresser, but even I had to admit that it was a little bit funny. I’d travelled a long way to a convention full of pretty women just to fall for a man in ladies’ clothing. We’re allowed to laugh at ourselves from time to time. 
 
    I went back to Evelyn’s hotel. She had her bags packed to go home—she was leaving later that afternoon. “Did you get to do everything you wanted to do while you were here?” I asked. 
 
    “Mostly. There’s just one more thing,” she said, and then we kissed. And this time my heart was only pounding with excitement and happiness. I wasn’t nervous or scared or guilty or ashamed. We continued kissing as we made our way to the bed. We fell onto the bed and she laughed playfully. “Just be gentle. I’m a virgin,” she said. I didn’t even notice her voice slips anymore. I didn’t even notice the slight bulge of her Adam’s apple. But I did notice the bulge of her erection—but I wanted to notice that. 
 
    I took it and stroked it, feeling its radiating warmth. I pressed it against mine and I stroked them together. Hers was slightly bigger, but I didn’t mind. We kissed some more and then I laid her down. “I can’t promise that I’ll be gentle, but I can promise that you’ll like it,” I said with a grin. 
 
    She smiled, her cheeks turning red.  
 
    Maybe it was fate. It was something so silly and obscure that brought us together—a cartoon character from my childhood. She told me later that it was Tifu that originally inspired her to become a woman. She would dress up like Tifu when her parents were out of the house. She even made her own costume as a child—she showed me a picture. She was a cute kid. 
 
    And I probably would have never noticed her had she just been wearing a Kitty costume, or a Gear Head costume. And surely her obscure choice in costume wasn’t winning her any points with the Cosplay community—so it must have been fate, right? 
 
    I flipped her over and I pulled down her panties, exposing her tight, puckering bum hole. I ran my fingers over it. It was warm and ready for me. I gave her butt a slap and watched it jiggle. She laughed. “I’m not kidding about being a virgin,” she said. “I don’t want it to hurt.”  
 
    “I’ll do my best,” I said. I pressed my throbbing tip to her tight hole and I began to push in. She tensed up and then a moment later she relaxed. I could feel her hole puckering along the length of my cock. I sunk in deep—all the way. She bit down on her pillow at first. “Does it hurt?” I asked. 
 
    “No, it feels good. It feels so good,” she said, and she bit her pillow harder. I realized she wasn’t biting the pillow to quell the pain. She was biting it to stop herself from moaning in complete ecstasy. So I started to thrust myself in and out of her. 
 
    And the pillow stopped working after just a few penetrations. She started moaning and clutching the bed sheets with both hands. “Oh God, right there,” she said. I dug my hand under her body for her cock. She was rock-hard and throbbing. I stroked her firmly, feeling her warm pulsing veins. I’d had sex many times in my life, but no sex was nearly as good as this.  
 
    Unfortunately, I didn’t last long. Once I felt her cock unloading, I couldn’t hold back. I filled her butt with my gooey substance. Fortunately, we only waited fifteen minutes before going at it again.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SPECIAL DELIVERY 
 
    Stanley is starting to become bitter with his pizza delivery job. His tips are hardly covering the cost of gas and he’s got a deposit due for his college tuition. Meanwhile his sister is working half as much and making twice the money, just because she’s a pretty girl who can bat her eyelashes.  
 
    But maybe Stanley can be a pretty girl too—just for a few days, until he’s got enough for that tuition deposit. The other option is delaying college for a year, so what does he really have to lose? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a late July night and I had a Catch-22 on my hands: I needed a new car for work but I couldn’t afford a new car for work because I wasn’t being paid enough at work. “No one’s tipping me,” I said to my boss, who seemed convinced that I just wasn’t being friendly enough—I was being very friendly. I was often complimented on how friendly I was.  
 
    “Well maybe you need to work on your appearance,” he said, as if I was some slob driving around town in dirty rags and greasy hair. I took offence to his suggestion. I looked fine. My clothes weren’t more than a year old and I always showered before every shift.  
 
    “What the hell is wrong with my appearance?” I asked, and I was just about ready to quit. Had there been any other jobs available to me, I just might have quit. But I needed that job. I needed the minimum wage I was making each night, even if it hardly covered the cost of gas.  
 
    “Well for starters, that car of yours is looking rough. Maybe customers don’t trust you, driving that thing around.” I drove a 1987 Pontiac Fiero—with almost 300,000 KM logged and about a square inch of rust per kilometre. It was a miracle the thing still ran. It made a horrendous grinding noise when I fired it up, but once it got going, it was usually fine. It was sometimes nice because it would alert homeowners that I’d arrived before I could even ring their doorbells.  
 
    “So give me a raise and I’ll buy a new car,” I said. 
 
    “I can’t give you a raise. Just make better tips,” he said, as if it was just so simple. He reached over the counter and grabbed a stack of pizza boxes. “These are ready to go out.” He handed them to me. 
 
    It was a large stack—one hundred bucks worth of pizza, probably for a house party or some event. If the purchaser of the pizzas were to press the ‘Tip 15%’ button on the credit terminal, I would be thrilled. But I knew they wouldn’t. I knew they would be pressing the ‘Skip tip’ button on the terminal and then they would subsequently hand me a handful of change—maybe four bucks if I was lucky. 
 
    And that’s exactly what happened. I showed up at the house. It was a house party but the partiers were older and dressed nicely. The man who answered the door was in a sharp black suit. He looked at me and then he looked at my car and then he looked back at me. He paid, handed me his spare change (the change he’d probably gotten when he bought his seven dollar coffee that morning), and he took his stack of pizzas.  
 
    My car was out of gas, so I stopped to fill up on the way back to the shop. I had to embarrassingly pay in small change. The gas clerk wasn’t going to allow it at first, but I’d already filled up and I didn’t have any other way to pay. I spent almost every dollar I’d made that night on stupid gas.  
 
    It was a long and unsurprising eight-hour shift. I’d been working that job for six months in a futile attempt to save up for college. A girl I’d gone to high school with worked a part-time pizza delivery job when we were in the twelfth grade, and she managed to buy a slightly used BMW by the end of the year—and plenty of new clothes from expensive designer outlets throughout the year. She worked at Dominoes. Surely people who buy Panago can’t tip that much worse—can they? 
 
    I was convinced that my boss was right, to an extent. It was a matter of appearance, but not any appearance that I could control. People liked young, pretty girls. People didn’t want to see scrawny young men at their doors.  
 
    My twin sister (fraternal, not identical), got a job at the same time as me, to save up for tuition, just like me. She got a job through my dad’s office, as a courier. She got paid a few more bucks per hour than me, but I figured with tips, I would come out ahead. But I was mistaken.  
 
    For whatever reason, she would come home with money to spare. After just three months, she had enough for tuition, and she was already well on her way to being able to afford a new car of her own. “I don’t get it. Are they paying you bonuses or something?” I asked. 
 
    “No. Some people just tip really well,” she said. 
 
    “They tip a courier? Are you supposed to tip a courier?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders with a big grin on her face—a grin that made me very angry. She was so smug, as if she somehow deserved those tips she was getting. She wasn’t working for them—she wasn’t utilizing any special skills or putting in any special effort. She was just being rewarded for having a pretty face. Hell, that money should have gone to my parents—they were the ones that gave her the pretty face when they gave birth to her.  
 
    And no offense to my sister, but she was only slightly more attractive than the average girl—a seven out of ten on a good day—at least according to my friends. I would have put her somewhere around five, but I had my biases.  
 
    When I came home from work on that late July night, Judy, my sister, was already home from her shift. It wasn’t unusual that she was home before me, even though her shift started hours after mine—but it always frustrated me just the same. And on that night, I was particularly frustrated—enough that I didn’t want to even look at her. “What’s the matter with you?” she asked from the living room couch. She was mucking around on a brand new iPhone she must have recently purchased.  
 
    I wasn’t going to say anything, but then I changed my mind. “Look at you,” I said. “You think you deserve that phone but you don’t. You’re just lucky.”  
 
    “Cool your jets, Bennie,” she said. She loved to use that same line with everyone—she thought she was pretty clever. “Just because you aren’t making as much as you think you should be, doesn’t mean everyone else should suffer too.” And maybe she had a point. It wasn’t her fault that people threw their money at her. But it wasn’t my fault that people kept pressing ‘Skip tip’ on the credit terminal either. I wasn’t angry with my sister—I was angry at the whole damn system.  
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “Cool phone.” I dragged my feet up to my room and hoped to find something uplifting on the Internet. But of course the Internet only made things worse. Everyone on Facebook was posting articles about women-this and women-that. ‘We need more women in the workplace!’ ‘Women should be paid just as much as men!’ ‘Women should be paid more than men!’ ‘Women need more roles in movies!’ ‘Let’s work together to end male privilege!’ ‘Let’s celebrate women—it’s International Women’s Day!’ When was International Men’s day?  
 
    Look, I’m not saying that women don’t have their problems, but I was still waiting to get my male privilege cheque in the mail. Back when I was applying for jobs, I was literally turned away from a great opportunity because the company was supposedly looking to ‘diversify the gender makeup of the office,’ whatever the hell that even meant.  
 
    I would have gone straight to bed, but I could never sleep when I had hot frustration clogging up my veins. So I went down the street to the little bar. I wouldn’t have gone had I known there was going to be a ten-dollar cover charge. “What for?” I said. It was a Wednesday night. 
 
    “It’s Ladies Night. It’s ten dollars for men to get in,” the bouncer said. And my eyes rolled without surprise. When was Men’s night? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I was pretty good at my job. After working for Panago for six months, I’d learned my way around town. I knew all of the little shortcuts. I knew which streets got gummed up at which times. And I knew the light synchronization of major roads, so I knew just how hard I needed to push on the pedal to reach all of the green lights. I always delivered at least ten minutes before the expected arrival time. But it didn’t seem to matter how fast I was. Even when people said, “Wow, that was so fast. I feel like I just ordered ten minutes ago!” they still left shit for tips. 
 
    I thought that if I got even better, the good tips would come. I started recognizing regulars. I would ask them questions pertaining to my previous visits. “Hey Mrs. Caruthers. How’s the cat? She all recovered from her ankle sprain last month?” People loved the extra personalization, but they still left shit for tips.  
 
    “I just don’t know what to do anymore,” I said to Tony, one of the other drivers. 
 
    “There’s nothing you can do. People don’t care if their pizzas are on time or not, and they don’t care how nice you are at the door. They’ve already decided their tip before they even press the order button online.” Tony really was proof that it didn’t matter if the pizza was on time or not. Sometimes he was half an hour late delivering a pizza, and he still made just as much as me—some days he even made more.  
 
    He worked as an Uber driver on the side. Sometimes he would get called for an Uber job while he was delivering a pizza, and he would literally turn his car around with the pizza cooling in the back. Occasionally there were complaints called in. “My pizza is ice cold,” and that kind of thing. But Tony never got more than a stern talking to. “Quit taking Uber jobs when you’re delivering,” our boss told him. 
 
    “Pay me more,” Tony said. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then I’m going to keep taking the Uber jobs.” 
 
    “Fine. I don’t even care.” So Tony kept taking the Uber jobs. They paid better. I would have done the same thing, but I had too much anxiety to leave a pizza cooling in the back of my car while I taxied someone around town. I already hated the looks I got when the kitchen accidentally put mushrooms on a no-mushroom pizza order. I couldn’t image the looks I would get if I showed up thirty minutes late with a cold pizza.  
 
       So I just stuck to my pizza delivery job, hoping something would change and everything would get better. It’s not like I wasn’t saving any money—I was saving a little bit: maybe five or ten bucks a night. But then the weekend would come around and I would get a call from one of my friends. “Come to this party. Bring beer.” And I would have to make a decision: I stashed away about forty bucks in a week, and a case of beer was thirty. I wasn’t going to afford college with ten bucks a week, but I wasn’t going to maintain my sanity without a little bit of entertainment on the side… 
 
     I don’t know why I thought things might get better. I hoped that people would start recognizing me after time. And if they recognized me, maybe they would start tipping better. Because maybe they would be afraid that I was going to spit on their pizzas as soon as I saw their name on the receipt. But it didn’t happen. People just didn’t care. They withheld tips with reckless abandon. And I suppose it was their money to do what they wanted with. Tipping is optional, after all. Courteous—but optional. 
 
    It was a slow night when Tony and I arrived at the same house. We pulled up at the same time, even though he’d left the shop an hour before me. “What are you doing here?” he asked. 
 
    “Delivering pizzas. What does it look like?” I said. 
 
    “This is the address on my receipt,” he said, showing me his receipt. And he wasn’t wrong: we had the same address. But after a moment, I knew what had happened. The homeowner ordered a pizza and when it wasn’t there on the expected delivery time, he called the store and complained. The store remade his order and sent me out to deliver it. It didn’t originally arrive on time because Tony picked up an Uber passenger and drove him to the airport on the other side of town.  
 
    “Now what?” Tony said. 
 
    “Now I deliver the fresh pizza and you can do whatever the hell you want with that old, cold crap,” I said. 
 
    “Sure. And we’ll just split the tip?” he said. 
 
    “What? Hell no we won’t split the tip. Are you insane? I’ll be lucky if I even get a tip thanks to you.”  
 
    “It was my job first—I should get at least half the tip.”  
 
    “You’ll get nothing.” We stared at each other. I could see in his eyes that he was determined to earn whatever pennies he could. So I started running towards the door. He started running after me. Thankfully he tripped up the homeowner’s steps and dropped his pizza on the ground. The box opened and the pie flew out and splattered in the grass. That didn’t stop him from trying to scoop it up and place it back in the box. But he was too late. The homeowner was already at the door and I was already handing him his pizza. 
 
    The homeowner looked at me and then he looked at Tony. “What’s going on there?” he asked. 
 
    I looked back and then I shrugged my shoulders. “Beats me,” I said. The man handed me the money—exact change. No tip. Our plight was useless. But of course Tony still said, “What did he give you? Let’s split it. C’mon.”  
 
    “How’s about we split whatever you got paid for that Uber ride,” I said. “Because it just cost me my tip. He gave me nothing—not even a dime. It was probably four bucks worth of gas to get here—and that comes out of my own pocket. Goddamnit, I hate you so much right now.” I had to take a deep breath in order to stop myself from socking Tony right in the middle of his dumb face. My college dreams were beginning to fade away. I was going to have to face my sister empty-handed once again, feeling like a complete loser. 
 
    Tony laughed. “Do you honestly think that guy would have tipped had you been on time?” he asked. 
 
    “I was on time, jackass. You were late—not me.”  
 
    “I’ve told you before—people decide what they’re going to tip before they even press order online—unless you’re a smokin’ hot babe. That’s just the way it is and always has been and always will be. The sooner you accept that, the better.”  
 
    “But I need the money,” I said. “I can’t just accept that—I’m trying to save up for tuition.”  
 
    “Well then you’d better grow a pair of tits or find a new job,” he said, as if finding a new job was so simple.  
 
    But as I watched him walk back towards his car, an idea occurred to me: what if I did the other thing? I knew I couldn’t find a new job—not a better one, anyway—but what if I grew a pair of tits? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I had a week before my tuition deposit was due: I needed to pay 10% of the total cost or I wasn’t getting in. So I needed five hundred bucks.  
 
    I checked my online banking. I had two hundred in total, and I still had to pay for my car insurance and my phone bill. Thankfully I didn’t have to pay rent, seeing as I still lived with my parents.  I couldn’t even begin to imagine trying to live independently off of a pizza delivery job. My parents planned on retiring soon and moving to a condo in Kelowna, so I was going to have to come up with some sort of solution. 
 
    But first, I needed that tuition deposit. I needed a few hundred bucks, and I only had three shifts left before that due date was upon me. My first of those three shifts was coming up that night.  
 
    And I still had that stupid idea lingering in the back of my head: what if I pretended to be a woman for my shift? Could I even look like a convincing woman? And if I did make for a convincing woman, would I really get more tips? What if I was wrong about that—and I just ended up making the same shit for tips? Then I had a serious embarrassment on my hands. Because I still had to check into work. I still had to show up and pick up the pizzas that needed delivered, which meant showing my dolled up face to the guys in the kitchen, and to my boss. And I’m sure they would never forget such a sight—I know I sure wouldn’t.  
 
    But what other option did I have? I tried begging my parents for money (which I’d done dozens of times over the past year), and they just gave me the same response. “Keep saving up and start college next year if you can’t afford it this year.” But I’d already waited an extra year. All of my friends were already going into their sophomore years, and soon I would be left behind completely. I couldn’t even tell everyone that I took time off to travel… 
 
    Judy was at an arcade with some friends, and my parents were both at work—so I had the house to myself, and it was rare that I had the house to myself. So I figured I would at least see whether I could become a convincing woman or not—if for no other reason than to put the silly idea to rest in my mind. I went to the basement and retrieved an old wig. My sister went through a fashion designer phase in her teens and she’d successfully convinced my parents to buy her a couple of mannequins, a sewing machine, tons of supplies, and a couple of different wigs. Judy said that the wigs were for the mannequins, so she could see how her outfits looked complete. “Hair is part of an ensemble,” she said. But she never finished a single piece of clothing, and those mannequins remained naked, save for the hair on their heads.  
 
    There was a blonde shorthaired option and a longhaired brunette option. I went with the brunette option. The hair felt heavy on my head. It smelled dusty. But customers weren’t going to be smelling me. 
 
    I went into Judy’s room and I nabbed a few makeup supplies: eyeliner, an eye shadow pallet, lipstick, brow filler, and some blush. I had no idea what the other thousand supplies she had were, so I left them and kept it simple. I stood in front of the mirror with no idea what to do next. So I Googled it on my phone. I found a fairly basic step-by-step tutorial on how to apply makeup. The website was bright pink and covered in crayon-style rainbows, as if it was made for children. But I had just as much knowledge on the subject as the average ten-year-old girl—maybe even less.  
 
     I went thick with the eyeliner, because I wanted to make sure that I wasn’t recognizable, and the eyeliner seemed to make the biggest difference in that department. I went heavy with the eye shadow for the same reason.  
 
    Applying makeup turned out to be a lot harder than I’d imagined. It took a good hour before I was satisfied with the results—and I really was satisfied. I kind of looked like a chick, especially when my long brown hair was covering half of my face.  
 
    I even felt somewhat unrecognizable, but I knew that my boss would still recognize me. There was no getting around that one—if I was really going to go through with this absurd idea, then I was going to have to face my boss.  
 
    I dug through my sister’s closet, trying to find anything that could hide the fact that I wasn’t actually a woman. I had a slender build already, but I had no curves. At least I thought I didn’t have any curves until I was wearing a pair of my sister’s booty sorts and a white crop top. I looked in the mirror and surprised myself—maybe my body was more feminine than I thought.  
 
    “Oh my God. What are you doing?” said Judy’s voice. I froze without turning to look back.  
 
    She was home early from her day out with her friends. My joints were rigid. I wasn’t even breathing. I’d been caught by my sister of all people. I felt the colour flush from my face. “I can explain,” I said as my heart plunged deep into my stomach.  
 
    “Go ahead,” she said with the biggest smile on her face. And then I heard the footsteps: she wasn’t alone. I wanted to run and hide by my muscles were locked in place. I tried to take a deep breath, but my lungs were suddenly made of iron. So I just stood there while more girls appeared in the doorway: Judy’s friends, girls I went to high school with.  
 
    I don’t know how I didn’t pass out from sheer humiliation.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I watched as one girl, Martha (who I’d had a crush on in junior high school) slapped her hand to her lips to stop herself from bursting into a fit of laughter. And then I watched as another one didn’t hold back. She grabbed her sides and started laughing hysterically. I’m surprised she didn’t fall to the ground and pass out from lack of oxygen.  
 
    Judy’s eyes were glowing. She couldn’t have been happier.  
 
    So I tried my best to explain myself. They stared at me with wide eyes while I spoke. And when I was finished explaining myself, I expected someone to acknowledge whether or not it was a valid excuse for putting on my sister’s clothes and makeup. Instead, Martha said, “She talks like a boy,” and they all started laughing all over again. Explaining myself was pointless. They wanted their laughs and they were determined to get them. So I was just stuck being their punching bag. 
 
    And thank God we weren’t in high school anymore. Thank God I didn’t have to face that horrible next day at school—watching everyone whisper to one another about what had happened, finding out that the story had become more and more exaggerated as students told it to one another.  
 
    “I get it—it was a stupid idea,” I said. “I just really need money right now and no one’s giving it to me. Laugh all you want. You’ll never know what it’s like to be a guy.” I pulled off the stupid wig and threw it onto my sister’s bed.  
 
    “Don’t get undressed!” one of the girls said. “You look so pretty!”  
 
    “Screw off,” I said. 
 
    “No, seriously,” my sister said. “You really are quite beautiful.” She said it with a big grin, as if she was just getting in on the fun. “You should do it.” 
 
    “Don’t you have some undeserved tips to collect?” I said. 
 
    “Don’t be an asshole. I think we can help you. Right now you look like a girl—but with a little bit of help, you could look like a stunning girl, just like your sister.” She winked at me. My stomach turned. 
 
    “Seriously, Judy. I get it. It was a dumb idea. Please just drop it.”  
 
    But they wouldn’t let me drop it. They were going to get what they wanted: more entertainment. And I had no other choice but to let them have their fun. They had dirt on me now. They were friends with my friends. Martha’s brother, Dale, was one of my best friends. I really didn’t want this news getting out to everyone I knew—but I had a feeling that was inevitable regardless.  
 
    Martha quickly started digging through the closet. “Do you have a dress code at work?” she asked. 
 
    “No—but I told you. I’m not doing this. I decided against it, okay?” 
 
    She pulled out a dress that was very tiny and very tight. “Wear this. You’ll get tons of tips in this.” It was a dark red colour and I had a hard time believing my body would be able to fit into it. She handed it to me.  
 
    “Hell no,” I said. 
 
    “Hell yes—unless you want me to tell my brother about this…” She raised her eyebrows and grinned. I had a good feeling Dale was already going to be told, regardless.  
 
    I looked over and noticed my sister holding my phone. She was typing something. “What are you doing? Give me that,” I said. She pulled the phone away from my snatch.  
 
    “I’m just letting your boss know that you’re going to be trying something different tonight. And… sent.” She handed me my phone with a big smile. She wasn’t kidding: she sent my boss a text message, telling him I would be dressing as a girl to get better tips. Before I could even type out a message explaining that it was a joke, he responded. “Sure, I don’t care what you do. Just be on time and don’t fuck up like Tony.” 
 
    My heart stuttered. I didn’t know what to say. If he really didn’t care, then what did I have to lose? If being dressed up like a little thot got me better tips, then why not try? If it was the difference between spending the next year delivering pizzas and spending the next year in college—why not go all in? I’d already come this far. I couldn’t be more humiliated than this… 
 
    So I let the girls dress me up like I was their toy doll. I let them put different dresses and skirts on me, and I let them cake on the makeup. I bit my tongue and managed to let go of my cares. I was just counting down the seconds in my head until it was all over.  
 
    They squished my feet into a pair of heels. The heels were tight and painful, so they squished my feet into another pair, which were less tight and painful. They made me walk around the room. “I can’t deliver pizza in heels. I’ll die,” I said.  
 
    “If you want good tips, you need good shoes,” Judy said with a big smile. One of the girls emerged from the bathroom with a razor and some shaving cream. She started shaving my legs while the other girls experimented with makeup on my face.  
 
    “I just want everyone to know that I hate my life right now,” I said. “And if you tell anyone about this, I’ll burn your houses down and I’ll kill your family dogs.”  
 
    The girls laughed, but I wasn’t even sure if I was joking or not. I was over it. I was ready to snap and throw off the girly clothes and wash off the makeup and yell, ‘Screw it! I’m not going to college anymore!’ And as I was just about to snap, they finished. “I think she’s ready,” Martha said with glowing eyes. They pulled me to my feet and walked me over to the mirror.  
 
    And I couldn’t believe what I was seeing: I was looking at a woman. I looked like one of them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    When I pulled up to the pizza shop, I felt like a complete fool. I thought about turning around and going home and calling in sick for work, but Judy had already told my boss about my feminization, so I reminded myself that I had nothing to lose. But it still wasn’t easy to get out of the car.  
 
    It was a busy night. There was a group of young men hanging out outside of the pizza shop, and there was a small line of people inside ordering pizzas. The kitchen was busy, with five cooks on staff. And I could see my manager through the window—and I could see the orders piling up: orders I needed to deliver if I was going to have a shot at making my tuition deposit.  
 
    I took a deep breath and I pinched myself on the leg. “Just do it,” I said to myself, and then I got out of the car. The young men turned to look at me as I stood upright on my heels. One of the young men nudged another and they whispered something to one another. Could they tell that I was actually a man? They were smirking—was it funny to them? Did I look like a complete psychopath to them?  
 
    I thought I looked great, but that meant nothing. I went to high school with a trans chick who thought she looked great, and would always complain endlessly when someone referred to her as a man. No offense to her, but she looked more manly than half of the football team and the whole volleyball team. Her thighs were like tree trunks and her face looked a bit like Sylvester Stallone’s.  
 
    I walked the long way around the parking lot, to avoid an up-close confrontation with the men. If I could keep my human interactions to a minimum, that would be ideal. I walked in through the back door and cut through the kitchen. I got a few looks from the chefs, but I tried not to make eye contact. I was desperate. I needed the money and I didn’t care what they had to say about it. They didn’t get paid minimum wage like me.  
 
    “Lady, you can’t walk through here,” my boss said as I approached the delivery counter.  
 
    I wanted to reply to him, but I didn’t want anyone else to hear me speak. If he really thought that I was a lady, then that meant other people probably thought the same thing—and I wanted to keep it that way.  
 
    “Lady, I’m serious. You can use the main entrance like everyone else,” he said. He was looking at me—looking right into my eyes. And he still wasn’t clueing in. A warm buzzing jolted in my chest. So the transformation really was successful—I really looked like a chick. I was truly unrecognizable.  
 
    “It’s me, asshole,” I said quietly once I was just a few feet away.  
 
    He stared at me with a confused look for a moment, and then his eyes widened. “Jesus Christ, you’re kidding me. Stanley?”  
 
    “Yeah. Get over it. I need the tips. Just give me an order,” I said. 
 
    But he couldn’t stop staring at me. His cheeks were suddenly red and he had a strangely guilty look on his face. “Um, okay, yeah. Here—take this one.” He slid a stack of boxes towards me and then he found himself staring at me again. 
 
    “What? See something you like?” I said.  
 
    “Are you going to talk to the customers with that… voice?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t plan on talking at all,” I said. And that really was my plan: hand them the credit terminal and then hand them the stack of pizzas. I was working once when I had strep throat and I managed to go three shifts without saying a word. People knew the drill. Everyone in the Western Hemisphere knew how to pay for a pizza. So I figured I would do the same in my sister’s dress and heels.  
 
    I took my first stack of pizzas back to my car. Those young men were still standing there, still staring at me. I forced a smile as I put on my sunglasses (the sun was still setting over the horizon). Then I watched as their faces became red and I realized they really thought that I was a chick too. My God, my sister and her friends really made me into a woman. It was exactly what I wanted and it was everything I didn’t want. 
 
    No man wants to be able to look like a completely convincing woman.  
 
    One of the young men was walking up to my car. He motioned for me to roll down my window. I considered ignoring him, but I decided I was slightly interested in hearing what he had to say. So I rolled down my window. 
 
    “Had I known you would be delivering, I wouldn’t have to come to pick up,” he said with a big grin.  
 
    I took a deep breath and forced a smile. I was being hit on. For the first time in my life, someone was hitting on me… And again I felt conflicted. A part of me wanted to grab the young man by the collar and scream in his face, but the more sensible part of me forced a smile. I pulled away to deliver the pizza.  
 
    It wasn’t far away—about ten blocks: two stop signs and two lights. The home was up a long set of stairs. The porch light was turned off, which was usually a bad sign. When the porch light was off, that generally meant that the homeowner didn’t give a flying shit about their pizza delivery person. A porch light helps a delivery driver locate the correct house, and it also helps them walk up a long flight of poorly lit and uneven stairs.  
 
    I nearly tripped carrying the big stack of boxes. The receipt was for ninety dollars—about thirteen bucks if the homeowner pressed that 15% tip option on the terminal. But I didn’t have high hopes. When I was closer to the house, I noticed the paint peeling off the siding, and then I noticed the weeds overtaking the sidewalk.  
 
    It was a man who answered the door: an ordinary looking guy with messy hair and clothes that looked like they could use a wash. I realized that I’d delivered to the man before, though I couldn’t remember whether he’d tipped or not. He looked at the pizza boxes and then he looked up at my face. And then his face lit up and he perked upright. 
 
    “How’s your night going?” he asked. The question took me by surprise. It was rare that anyone asked me any questions. My plan of keeping my mouth shut was suddenly ruined. 
 
    I took a deep breath. What was I supposed to do? Just whisper? Pretend to be mute? Try to fake a last-second feminine voice? I went with the latter option. “Good, and yours?” I said. I said it so quietly that he made me repeat myself. So I did.  
 
    “My night’s going okay. Long day at work. Are you new?” 
 
    I nodded my head and smiled. I was just happy that my voice didn’t ruin everything.  
 
    “What’s a girl like you delivering pizzas? You should be out modelling or acting or something. You do any modelling?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “No,” I said.  
 
    “Well you should,” he said. He handed me the credit terminal back. “Anyway, I hope you have a good night. Careful walking down the stairs in those heels.”  
 
    I smiled and nodded and I started back towards my car. I couldn’t multi-task in those heels, so I waited until I was back in my car before I checked my copy of the receipt. And I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. He didn’t pick the 15% option—he didn’t even pick the percentage option. He just tipped me twenty bucks. It doesn’t sound like much, but it was the biggest tip I’d ever received. I was ecstatic. I wanted to run up the stairs and hug the man. Some nights I didn’t even go home with twenty bucks.  
 
    Maybe this whole feminine disguise thing wasn’t such a stupid idea after all.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    My second and third deliveries of the night were to women, and surprisingly I still got a better tip than usual. I still wasn’t convinced that it wasn’t just a big coincidence—but it was becoming harder and harder to deny. I’d only been at work for an hour and I already had fifty bucks in my pocket. If this was going to be the new norm as long as I was wearing some makeup and a wig, then making that tuition deposit was going to be a breeze.  
 
    But if it was true, and I was getting more money because of my disguise, did that mean I would have to dress up every day from now on? Or would I just settle for my shitty tips once I had enough for my tuition deposit? Why wouldn’t I keep dressing up if it meant more money? 
 
    I recognized the address of my fourth delivery: it was one of my regulars. My heart skipped a beat but I did my best to remain calm. If my boss couldn’t recognize me until I spoke, then my regular definitely wouldn’t recognize me—at least that’s how I was justifying it.  
 
    I got to his house quickly with his usual large pepperoni pizza. But I was slow to go up to the door. I knew he was a wealthy guy. He kept his Audi parked out on the street and his house was impressive.  He had those in-ground sprinklers that went off at the same time every evening. They’d gone off on me three times before. He ordered pizza two or three times a week, which always surprised me because if he had good money, why would he want to eat cheap pizza all the time? To each his own, I guess… But like most people, he’d never been much of a tipper. 
 
    But maybe that would change with a woman at his doorstep instead of a man. 
 
    I rang the bell. My heart was pounding, but that was nothing new—at least not that evening. My heart pounded every time I approached someone’s door. So far everyone seemed to think that I was a real woman, but that wasn’t guaranteed to be the case with every customer. I still had an Adam’s apple. I still had a man’s voice—my feminine voice wasn’t too convincing, at least I didn’t think so. And I realized at the last house I was at: my name was on every receipt I handed out, in small print at the bottom. Stanley G.  
 
    Come to think of it, I’m pretty sure I’d heard the customer of the house I was at now say my name before. “Take it easy, Stanley G!” he once called out as I was walking back to my car.  
 
    My stomach turned. I reminded myself that no one had been able to tell so far, including people who knew me.  
 
    The door opened and there stood my regular. He hesitated for a moment with a strange look on his face. He stared into my eyes. And then a big grin crossed his face. I held out the credit terminal without saying a word. He could probably hear my heart tolling against my ribcage. Why wasn’t he taking the credit terminal? Why was he staring at me? Surely he couldn’t tell, could he? 
 
    “Are you new?” he asked. 
 
    I smiled and nodded.  
 
    Then, he looked over my shoulder, towards the street where my car was idling. Did he recognize my car? It was the same car I always drove: the same rusty Pontiac Fiero. There weren’t too many rusty Fieros cruising around town. 
 
    He looked back at me and then down at the terminal. “I’ll pay cash,” he said with a sly smile—and he didn’t usually smile. He was usually fast. He would open the door, grab the terminal, punch in his small tip, tap his card, grab his boxes, and say, “Take it easy, Stanley G.” But tonight he was taking his time. He kept looking at me and he kept grinning. “Beautiful night, huh?” he said as he carefully opened up his wallet and started thumbing through bills. 
 
    He never paid cash, so why was he paying now? He had a lot of money in his wallet—the thing could hardly close, it was jammed with hundreds. “Do you have change for a hundred?” he asked, still with that smile. 
 
    It almost seemed like he was trying to show off his money. And that’s when it dawned on me that he was doing exactly that: showing off. He was leaning against his doorframe like James Dean. He suddenly had a swagger about him. He was making a point of maintaining that handsome smile.  
 
    “We can’t take hundreds,” I said quietly, terrified he would recognize my voice, even though I was straining to keep it feminine. But if computers could detect fake voices, then maybe people could too. My parents had one of those Alexa devices—they recognize the voice of whoever is taking, even if that person is putting on a funny voice… 
 
    “I have some fifties inside. Can I pay with one of those?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said. 
 
    “Come on in. I’ll go grab a fifty,” he said. He turned and walked away, leaving his door open. We weren’t supposed to go into people’s homes, but I didn’t want to offend him or make him think that I thought he was a creep. I still wanted a good tip. So I stepped into his house and looked around.  
 
    The place looked even bigger from the inside. He had a massive television on his wall, playing a hockey game. On the other side of the room was a long bar, and a series of cabinets that were full of different liquors. He probably had more liquor than an actual bar. He probably threw a lot of parties.  
 
    He came back with a fifty in hand. “Here we go,” he said. “A crisp fifty dollar bill.” He stopped a few feet short of me and then he stared into my eyes. He didn’t hand me the bill right away. There was a strange silence. I could almost hear him grinning.  
 
    “So what made you want to deliver pizzas?” he asked, still withholding that bill. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I need money for college,” I said softly, still worried he would recognize me or my voice at any second.  
 
    “You know, there are easier ways to make money—if it’s just money that you need,” he said, and he continued staring into my eyes. I didn’t like the way he was staring into my eyes. I didn’t like the way his lips were curved into that grin that just wouldn’t go away. 
 
    I just forced a smile and looked down at that bill. I wanted to get back to the pizza shop. I wanted to get my next delivery going.  
 
    So he handed me the bill. “If you ever want to make some actual money, just swing on by here,” he said. “My name is Roger, by the way.”  
 
    I reached into my pocket to make change for his fifty. His pizza only cost twelve bucks.  
 
    “Keep it,” he said. “Use it for college, and just know that there’s a lot more where it came from.” He winked and my stomach turned.  
 
    I smiled and nodded and I got the hell out of there.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I went home with just over two hundred bucks in my pocket that evening. I ended up working an hour of voluntary overtime because I didn’t want my good luck to end—though I wasn’t sure if it was luck or if I’d really just proven something I’d always known to be true: people would rather give money to women than men.  
 
    I didn’t need much more—not for my tuition deposit, anyway. Even if my next two shifts were only half as effective as this one, I would still have more than enough to pay for the deposit, to secure my spot at college. I returned home with a big smile on my face.  
 
    I snuck in through the back door, in case anyone was awake. It was late—past midnight—and I was still dolled up. Still in a dress and wig and makeup. I’d taken my heels off on the grass outside, so that I wouldn’t be clunking my way through the house. But everyone was asleep and the house was quiet and dark. 
 
    Two hundred dollars, just in tips—it was more money than I’d ever made in my life. I also made about sixty bucks in wages. I’m not even sure if my parents made that much at their jobs. Hell, I’m not even sure if Judy made that much in tips as a courier. I knew she was going to be jealous when I told her—she might even want a piece of the action, seeing as she was providing the clothes and the makeup (and technically the wig, too). But I had to tell her that I was making good money, or she would assume that I was just a wannabe trap when I got dressed up again for my next shift. 
 
    But she was asleep now, her door closed and her lights out. So I could tell her in the morning. 
 
    I went to the bathroom to get myself cleaned up. I was tired and ready for bed. But I found myself staring into the mirror, into my own eyes. I’d been dolled up for nearly twelve hours already and I still couldn’t believe how feminine I looked. I wanted to examine my face—I was going to be on my own tomorrow. I couldn’t ask Judy and her friends to spend the afternoon dolling me up again. So I carefully inspected my eyeliner, so I could mimic it for my next shift. I looked at where my eye shadow started and ended. I made note of the shape of my lipstick. It was all so meticulous, but so pretty. 
 
    They’d truly made me look so pretty. Or maybe I was just naturally pretty. Maybe I made for a beautiful woman and I just never knew it before. Why would I know it?  
 
     But it wasn’t just my face. It was my body, too. I had curves that I’d never noticed before. The clothes fit me perfectly. When my sister wore the same dress, it sagged a bit around her waist, and it was too tight around her hips. But on me, everything fit immaculately. Even the panties they made me wear fit snug and comfortable.  
 
    I spun around to look at my backside. I had a great ass. Who knew? I lifted up the skirt of y dress to admire how round and perky it was. I gave my bum a firm shake to watch it jiggle. And then my heart started beating fast. I really had a great body.  
 
    I don’t know why I did it, but I was suddenly overwhelmed by a peculiar urge. I reached into one of the bathroom drawers and I pulled out a long curling wand. It was thin with a rounded dull end. I carefully reached the tool around my back and I slid it up between my butt cheeks. And then I teased my asshole with that dull end. I took a deep breath in, my heart pounding even faster. And then I started to push the wand into my butt.  
 
    I really don’t know why I did it. I wasn’t as curious to feel it in my ass as I was to see it. I wanted to watch my legs tremble and I watched to watch my cheeks turn red. I started to gently thrust the curling wand in and out of my butt. And I didn’t take my eyes off of the mirror. My legs really did start to tremble and my cheeks really did turn red. My lips parted and I let out a cute little whimper. It felt good—really good—but it looked even better.  
 
    I was watching a woman fucking herself in the ass with a curling wand—what’s not to like?  
 
    A moment later, I was watching a trap fucking herself in the ass with a curling wand. My cock started to harden, lifting up the skirt of my dress like a rogue tent pole. Within seconds I was rock-hard and throbbing intensely. I kept plunging the wand in and out of my puckering hole. Each penetration felt better than the last and I wanted to know just how good it could feel.   
 
    My legs were shaking now, about to buckle. I had to grab the edge of the vanity to hold myself up. I would have fallen to my knees, but I wanted to be able to see myself in the mirror: that was the whole fun.  
 
    I couldn’t take my eyes off of myself. I was beautiful. I was sexy. I felt better than I’d ever felt in my life. 
 
    And then I watched as a dark spot started to form around my crotch. I was coming and my cum was soaking through the thin fabric of the dress. I groaned and let go of the wand so I could grab the edge of the vanity with both hands. It took a moment for my asshole to unclench and push the wand out.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror again. Now my face was flushed. Did I really just do that? Did I really like being a chick that much?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I found out the next morning that my sister wasn’t asleep in her room that night. She was out with her friends at a party, and they all ended up crashing at Martha’s house. I sent Judy a text message, asking her when she would be home. “Not until later tonight. Why? What do you need?” she replied.  
 
    “Nothing. Just wondering,” I said. A part of me was happy that I wouldn’t have to explain to my sister why I was dressing up again. I didn’t exactly want to tell her about my experiences as a pizza delivery girl. But another part of me wished she was there to help get me dolled up. I hadn’t been paying very close attention he day before when her friends were all taking turns perfecting my face.  
 
    So I was on my own, and I don’t think I did such a terrible job. I managed to get the eyeliner pretty close to what the girls had the day before. Eye shadow was a bit trickier, so I went more minimal with it. It still looked good. I still had no idea what half of the stuff on Judy’s desk was, so I spent a good deal of that day looking up guides on the Internet. In the end, I looked pretty good—not too far off what the girls managed the day before.  
 
    My parents were home downstairs, so I had to crawl out my bedroom window and scale down the side of the house to get to my car. It was bad enough that my sister had caught me—I really didn’t want to explain everything to my parents. I realized once I was at my car that I left my phone in my bedroom, but it didn’t matter—I didn’t need it. At least I didn’t think I needed it. 
 
    It was still too early to go to work, so I decided to kill some time at a little café. I ordered a vanilla latte and I took a little spot by the window. I felt strangely comfortable. I didn’t feel like people were staring at me. And when they were staring at me, I knew that it was because I was pretty, and not because they suspected that I might be a man under my makeup.  
 
    It was a strangely serene hour that flew by too quickly. I felt good every time someone smiled at me. I didn’t feel like I was just blending into the shadows. I couldn’t help but think: maybe this is how I’m supposed to feel. Maybe everyone should feel like this. 
 
    But I knew in my gut that it was unnatural. I wasn’t really a woman. I was deceiving everything—every man who looked my way with a smile was being deceived. And I should have felt guilty. I should have felt bad for myself: no man should be able to make such a convincing woman. No man should be so effeminate that he can simply walk into a well-lit café as a woman and no one can tell the difference. 
 
    I had twenty minutes before my shift started, so I finished my coffee and I started towards work. The streets were busy, but I still made it on time. But the lights were all turned off and the parking lot was empty. I went to the front door, but it was locked. So I walked around the building. My boss was heading from the back door to his car, which was parking in the alley. “Hey!” I called out. “What’s going on?” 
 
    It took him a moment to recognize me. “Didn’t you get my text message? We’re closed for the rest of the week—maybe next week, too. One of the ovens blew up overnight—someone left it on.” 
 
    “But I need to work—I need the money,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face.  
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you, kid. We need to fix the over before we can open again, and it’s a custom unit. Why don’t you sell something on eBay?” He turned around and continued towards his car. I wanted to beg him to stop and to open up the shop, but I knew it was hopeless and pointless. So I turned around and started back towards my car. 
 
    I was so close to having my tuition deposit, but I had no way of making any money… Except for one: Roger.  
 
    I could still hear his voice and see his grin. “If you ever want to make some actual money, just swing on by here,” he had said to me.  
 
    I had no idea what he was referring to… Well, I shouldn’t say I had no idea. I had an idea, but I didn’t like it. But surely he wasn’t suggesting that… Surely he wasn’t insinuating that I come over and whore myself out for money—was he? Maybe he was a famous photographer or something, and he just wanted to take my picture. Or maybe he wanted a pretty girl to clean around his house. I’d heard of rich people doing weird stuff like that before.  
 
    Or maybe he just wanted to pay me to let him fuck me. But there was no harm in going over to find out. So I fired up my rusty Pontiac Fiero and I started towards Roger’s house. It wasn’t far, but I drove slowly. I purposely hit every red light, to give myself time to come to my senses. But I wasn’t coming to my senses. My conundrum was simple: get money from Roger or delay college by another year. The thought of the latter made me cringe. There wasn’t any harm in seeing was Roger had in mind, right? 
 
    As I drove, I practiced my voice out loud. I wasn’t just dropping off a pizza. I was going to have to interact with him, at least a little bit. My voice was starting to sound better—at least I thought so. I kept looking at my rear-view mirror, which I had turned towards me. I looked good. I had to keep reminding myself that I looked good. I had to keep reminding myself that I didn’t have to go through with whatever Roger had in store for me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Roger look surprised to see me at first, but that surprise quickly turned into glowing excitement. “I didn’t order a pizza, so I assume you’re here for the other thing,” he said, showing some teeth as he grinned.  
 
    My lips parted to reply, but I wasn’t able to push any words out. I was suddenly frozen and terrified. But he didn’t need a response. He just stepped aside and said, “Come on in. Come on in.” He walked into his house and headed straight towards the bar. “You picked the perfect time to come.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to follow him or simply stand by the door. I liked being by the door—I knew I could easily open it and run out if I suddenly felt like I wanted to. I wanted to, but I wasn’t able to.  
 
    “Can I get you a drink? Something to help you relax?” he asked.  
 
    “I’m okay,” I said, my voice hardly a whimper.  
 
    “I guess you’d like to just get right to it then,” he said, that grin getting bigger. I felt dizzy and faint. I didn’t like what I was getting myself into. I didn’t like that I wasn’t leaving. How badly did I want to go to college that year? How bad would another year of delivering pizzas really be? Now that I knew how to earn more money delivering, I could probably squeeze in some travelling, maybe move out and rent my own place… Or I could just go through with whatever Roger had in mind. “Before we start, I want you to know that you can leave at any time, and everything you do here is all voluntary.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said after a moment of hesitation.  
 
    “Come with me,” he said. And he started walking up his long staircase. I stood by the door for one last moment. I knew I could leave, but I knew I wasn’t going to. So I followed Roger up the stairs. His upstairs was just as impressive as his downstairs was. There was a series of long hallways with big, bright rooms everywhere. The wainscoting on the walls looked hand carved and recently stained. The hardwood was shining and intricate. Roger walked all the way down the hall to a closed door. “In here,” he said.  
 
    He opened the door, revealing a large, round bed. The walls were painted red and there were white sheers draped overhead. I stopped. “What exactly do you want me to do?” I asked.  
 
    He looked at me strangely. “What do you mean? I want to have sex with you. I thought that was clear—was it not?”  
 
    My heart stuttered. “Oh,” I said. My head was spinning. I didn’t want to have sex with him—he was a man and I hardly knew him. I liked women. I was a virgin. And I didn’t have the hole that he was expecting between my legs.  
 
    “I think you’ll like my offer though: three hundred for a blowjob, another three hundred for penetration. If you’re willing to get a bit experimental, I can go all the way to one thousand.”  
 
    I felt sick. He was offering me all the money I needed for my deposit, and I wouldn’t even have to reveal what I had between my legs. But I couldn’t suck a man off—could I? I don’t think I could look at a cock without gagging, never mind suck it until orgasm. But what if I could? Was it worth skipping a year of pizza delivery?  
 
    One five-minute blowjob or one year of delivering pizzas… Maybe I could do it. I’d already come this far. I’d already spent a day dolled up delivering pizzas. I’d already embarrassed myself in front of my boss and I’d humiliated myself in front of my sister and all of her friends. So what was five more minutes of embarrassment? Why waste all of this work for nothing? 
 
    “I’ll give you a blowjob,” I said softly.  
 
    “Okay, great,” he said, and he started undoing his belt. “If you decide you want more, just let me know.” He started tugging down his pants without any abandon. I could see the bulge of his thick cock in his boxers.  
 
    I took a deep breath and approached. I sunk down to my knees. He left his boxers on so that I could be the one to make the big reveal. It all seemed to happen so quickly: one moment I was on my way to work, and the next, I was on my knees in a stranger’s house, about to suck a thick, throbbing cock. 
 
    I hesitated. I could still back out. But I knew I wasn’t going to. I had to do it. I could do it. It wouldn’t be so bad. I just had to bite my tongue and— 
 
    I pulled down his boxers. His cock was bigger than I expected. It was massive—nearly as long as my forearm. And it was throbbing, half-erect, and ready to be sucked. It looked heavy, but I was too afraid to touch it and find out for sure.  
 
    But I had to. I wanted to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I carefully lifted the throbbing cock up. I was right—it was heavy. And it was warm—radiating heat. I was slow to wrap my fingers around it. I tried not to stare directly at it, instead keeping my gaze down at the floor. But I could see it through my peripheral vision and it scared me.  
 
    “Go ahead,” he said with a grin in his voice. I didn’t look up at him. I didn’t want to look upwards and expose my Adam’s apple. So I started stroking, gently at first. But I couldn’t remain gentle forever. The sooner he came, the sooner I got my money, and the sooner this was all over with. Once he was a bit harder, I started pumping him.  
 
    “It’s not a race, beautiful,” he said with a little laugh. “And remember: I’m paying for a blowjob, not a handjob.” I knew sucking him off was inevitable. So I bit my tongue and closed my eyes and I did it: I sunk his cock through my lips and I sucked. I still pumped—I did everything I could to bring him closer to orgasm. I could feel him hardening on my tongue. I could feel his veins pumping harder and harder.  
 
    I had to stand up higher on my knees as his member rose up. It wouldn’t bend downwards so easily—it was too hard for that now.  
 
    It really wasn’t so bad. It didn’t taste gross or feel weird. It even felt strangely natural.  
 
    “Look at yourself,” he said. I looked up and saw that he was pointing at a nearby mirror. So I looked over and there I was, on my knees sucking off a man. And I have to say—I didn’t look too shabby. I was sexy, like when I watched my reflection as I fucked myself in the ass. So I kept my eyes on the mirror while I sucked. “Oh yeah, just like that,” he groaned. I pumped with long strokes and I sucked with my whole tongue slurping around his member. He liked it and I liked it.  
 
    I wasn’t expecting to enjoy myself, though it was something that I’d been afraid of. Most of my original hesitation came from my fear of enjoying myself. Because now I had a real predicament on my hands: now I knew that I liked dressing up like a woman and I knew that I liked making men squirm and moan. Don’t get me wrong: I liked the idea of making women squirm and moan, but there was something terribly exciting about being with a man, being dominated, being used like a glorified sex toy. I liked it—I liked it a lot.  
 
    He held the sides of my head and he started thrusting his long cock in and out of my throat. I gagged at first and then I managed to get a hold of myself. I let him throat fuck me. I looked up at him with my eyes. He was grinning big.  
 
    “If I say two-thousand, will you let me fuck you?” he asked. And I wanted to say yes, but I didn’t have the hole he was looking for. 
 
    So I shook my head.  
 
    “Three thousand,” he said. 
 
    I still had to say no. He could have offered a billion dollars, and there was nothing I could do. I didn’t have a wet pussy that he could ravage.  
 
    “Four thousand. Please. It’s been a long-time dream to fuck a tight little trap in the ass,” he said. And then my heart stopped for a moment. He knew that I was a man? How long had he known? I felt the colour drain from my face.  
 
    He was staring into my eyes. “Just bend over my bed and take it and I’ll give you four thousand dollars. That should cover your college, no?”  
 
    I slowly rose to my feet. I looked around the room. I was dizzy and confused and scared and horny as hell. I walked over to his bed and I belt over. I looked back at him. “Fuck me hard and don’t come before me,” I said. Now my face was red hot. I wasn’t sure if I was embarrassed or just unbearably horny.  
 
    I looked forward and waited impatiently to be stuffed by his thick throbber. And he didn’t waste much time. He put his sweaty palms on my hips and he started to stuff my ass with his cock. It felt good—so much better than that plastic curling wand.  
 
    I could feel his veins throbbing inside of me. I could feel the dull edge of his tip sliding in deep. I was already trembling before he was even in all the way. “Fuck me. Please just fuck me,” I begged. So he followed my command. He held me tight and pumped me ruthlessly. I loved it. I didn’t want it to end. My cock was rock-hard within seconds, and within minutes, my cock was draining cum into my panties.  
 
    Roger groaned and slammed down hard, slapping his pelvis against my ass. He didn’t last much longer than me. His hands started to tremble and then I felt his hot goo rushing into my body. I gasped and bit down on my tongue. I’d never felt so full before in my life. And when he pulled out, I’d never felt so empty.  
 
    I was sad that it was over but I was happy that it had happened. He left me limp on his bed, cum oozing out of my puckering, stretched-out hole, while he went to fetch four thousand dollars in cash. He handed it to me with a big smile on his face. 
 
    But honestly, I would have done it for free. I’d been fantasizing about it for the past twenty hours or so—since I stuck that curling wand up my ass. I couldn’t deny it anymore: I loved being a slutty sissy. I loved people thinking that I was a woman, and I loved looking at myself in the mirror. 
 
    And what’s so wrong about that? Some men like being men, and that’s fine for them. But I liked being a lady. I was already looking forward to the pizza parlour reopening, so I could get dolled up again. I couldn’t wait to have an excuse to put on that wig and makeup. But after a few days, I realized that I didn’t need an excuse. I didn’t care what anyone had to say. Cruel people will find a reason to mock regardless. I didn’t need a reason to be happy.  
 
    So the next morning, I got out of bed and I went straight to my sister’s room. She was asleep in her bed. I tried not to wake her up, but she was a light sleeper. “What are you doing?” she asked as I slipped into a pair of her panties. 
 
    “I’m going to the mall to get some of my own stuff,” I said.  
 
    “You mean women’s clothes?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “For work?” 
 
    “For everything,” I said. And I was ready for her to make fun of me. But she didn’t. 
 
    “Can I come?” she asked. Because it’s really not a big deal. If it doesn’t affect anyone but yourself, then it’s your decision to make—not anyone else’s. It just matters that you’re happy. 
 
    And I’d never been happier. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TRANS BOUND 
 
    Dr. Peter Greer’s career has been full of controversy, particularly after he releases the results of a study which claims to have found a treatment for gender dysphoria, which Dr. Greer refuses to call ‘transgenderism’.  
 
    He finds himself as one of the most infamous living scientists, until his car swerves off of a dark, mountain highway. Now the world thinks he’s dead—no one knows that he was saved by a young woman who brings Dr. Greer to her little cabin so she can nurse him back to health. Dr. Greer is grateful for the young woman, though he doesn’t know about her long, thick secret.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I don’t know how I managed to crash my car on that December evening. I don’t think it was the black ice that slicked the curvy mountain highway—I was always very careful when driving in the winter. Though I’m sure when they found the twisted metal heap that was my car, they assumed the ice to be the culprit, and I suppose that’s probably for the best.  
 
    And when they found the car to be empty, I’m sure they assumed my body was pulled out and dragged off by wild animals. It’s not like anyone could possibly survive such a sight. The car was practically bent in half, flattened from rolling down the steep mountain cliff, and blackened from the oil fire that started shortly after the car hit the hard forest floor. My family was probably slightly consoled by the thought that my death was instant, because how could it not be? Even the airbag didn’t go off. A tree branch vaulted right through the driver side window and out the passenger window.  
 
    But that branch didn’t hit me somehow. Had my airbag gone off, it certainly would have, but I must have been lurching forward when the branch penetrated on my way down. I do remember the ringing pair of hitting the back of my head on that thick piece of tree—I think that’s what knocked me out. I was only out for a minute, which is almost long enough for permanent brain damage but not quite. My left leg hurt like a sonofabitch and I couldn’t even feel or move my left arm, so it wasn’t easy crawling through that shattered window that was already half-filled by a thick tree branch.  
 
    The fire started when I was half out of the car. It only caught my leg for a few seconds before I was free and on the snow and able to roll the fire out. It still hurt like hell though. I tried to stand up, but I was too weak and sore. I didn’t want to get too far from the burning car because it was -25 C and I was nearly one hundred kilometres from the nearest town. The warmth from that fire was likely what kept me alive for the next hour as I lay in the snow and stared up at the emerging stars, wondering what the hell had happened.  
 
    I was being careful. I took the corners slowly. I’d driven that same highway one thousand times before, though I’d never driven it with so much on my mind. But it did feel like there was something wrong with my car. The steering wheel felt stiffer than usual, as if my power steering was malfunctioning. Or perhaps it was just a matter of distraction. I had, as a matter of fact, just come up with the topic of my next paper just a few hours before. I was already starting to consider evidence ideas. It would be a follow-up to my previous paper, which turned out to be surprisingly controversial—surprising to me, at least. It was so controversial that people flew in from all over the country just to tell me that they wanted me dead. Well, it was looking like they were going to get exactly what they wanted.  
 
    I didn’t have the energy to crawl more than ten feet, and the fire was already starting to die down. It was dark and snow was beginning to fall. Last I heard they were expecting a heavy dump of snow—heavy enough to bury me and my smouldering vehicle for the rest of the winter.  
 
    I had an okay run though. I was never married and I never had kids, but I never wanted kids. I wouldn’t have minded being married, but no woman had ever kept me mentally stimulated for more than fifteen minutes—never mind for a lifetime. There were studies I’d dreamed of conducting, and I’d gotten around to a few of them—that’s better than nothing. I’d crossed half off of the list of my life ambitions, which was better than most people. Right?  
 
    Though I hated knowing that I was about to die as a villain: as one of the most hated people in the country, and maybe even the world. In fact, the front page of the Vancouver Star that very morning said ‘Evil Comes To Town’, in reference to my arrival to speak at the Vancouver Science and Medicine Convention. But it was an unfair title, assigned to me by a small group of people who were afraid to face the reality that they were lying to themselves and to their bodies.  
 
     They didn’t like a study I’d recently conducted, contrasting the differences between the brains of biological females and the brains of males who self-identify as females. In my study, I felt as though I proved definitively that male and female brains are different, regardless of how people identify. There is no such thing as ‘being born in the wrong body’. Gender dysphoria is a mental illness, just as we suspected before the (in my opinion) fraudulent studies that suggested otherwise. Those studies, by the way, were carried out by facilities with a political agenda, and the science behind them is unreliable.  
 
    But my study was reliable. It took me three years to carry out all of the tests, another year to organize my data, and another year to publish my paper. Many medical professionals praised my paper and immediately stopped treating patients with gender dysphoria by prescribing hormones and hormone blockers. Instead, patients were starting to be treated properly: with mild anti-psychotics and plenty of therapy.  
 
    And it wasn’t long before the angry mobs starting forming outside of my office and every convention that I spoke at. They would show up with their large rainbow flags and signs that read, ‘Dr. Greer is a Transphobic Monster!’ There were only groups devoted to tracking me around the country, so that more angry mobs could organize. When I went to speak in Seattle, I had a rock thrown at my head and I needed four stitches. They never caught the asshole who threw the rock. When I spoke in Winnipeg, someone slashed all of my tires. When I spoke in Montreal, my speech was cancelled because some loser called the police and said that had bombs set up that they would detonate once I was on the stage. The whole event was subsequently cancelled and the police spent the next six hours searching the building for explosive devices. There weren’t any.  
 
    The angry group grew larger and larger as my reputation caught on. After just a few months, the media started to side with the angered. Every city I showed up in, my face would be on every newspaper. ‘The Face of Evil’ was a headline I saw more than once.  
 
    I truly though that I was going to be killed by one of the lunatics—some asshole thinking he was doing the world a favour when in reality he was just setting the world even further back than it had already been set over the past decade. I never thought that I would just die from driving off a cliff in the middle of the mountains.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I’d never been much of a religious person before, though I wished I had been as I lay hopeless on that snowy forest floor, next to the twisted carnage that once was my car. Growing up, my parents always made me go to church with them, but I always had a hard time believing in any of the fantastic stories—especially once my parents admitted to me that Santa Claus wasn’t real. If I was tricked into believing one lie, how was I supposed to believe in anything fantastic?  
 
    Though just as the fire was dying out and I was beginning to drift away, I questioned my religious philosophy. A pair of hands slipped under my arms and began to pull me away from the wreckage. My first thought was that they were the hands of an angel; the timing was just too perfect. The only question on my mind was, were those hands pulling me to safety, or were they pulling me up to heaven? Was this going to be the end of my life, or the beginning of a new life?  
 
    I didn’t have the energy to turn my head around to see the face of my angelic saviour. Or maybe my neck was just too stiff from the whiplash. I could only keep my head forward, my gaze on the wreckage and the streak of blood that I was leaving behind. I was losing a lot of blood. I hadn’t even realized that I was bleeding.  
 
    My eyes were heavy. I was suddenly tired. I strained to keep my eyes open, knowing there was a good chance I would never open them again. But my exhaustion won the battle. Everything became black and I passed out.  
 
    And instead of finding myself in heaven, I had nightmares—though I’m not sure you can truly call them nightmares. They were more like flashbacks.  
 
    Just that afternoon, when I showed up to speak at that Vancouver Science and Medicine Conference, I had a crazed man run up to me. He had a knife in his hand and he most certainly intended to stab me. “Fuck you, bigot!” he screamed. Thankfully the police grabbed him, wrestled him to the ground, and then tased him. The crowd booed the police, as if the majority of them actually agreed with the idea of stabbing me to death in broad daylight. They wanted to see me dead. One person even screamed, “I hope you die you piece of shit! My doctor stopped prescribing me hormones because of you!”  
 
    And I felt the need to shout back. “Now you can get real help for your mental disorder and you can live a proper, happy life.” This got the crowd stirred. A police officer took me by the arm and hurried me into the convention center, where the angry crowd wasn’t allowed. And I had to stuff my hands into my pockets, so that no one would see them shaking. It was the first attempt on my life, and it was the first time people literally called for my death—publically, anyway. Online, people had been wishing for my death for months.  
 
    So I stuck with my police escorts everywhere I went. I had them walk me to my car after my speech, and once I was on the road, I drove as quickly as I could to get as far away as I could.  
 
    I remembered the whole thing vividly while I was blacked out.  
 
     I also remembered the day I realized transgenderism was actually just the mental disorder that had previously been known as gender dysphoria. We’d given two hundred patients a 2mg dose of pimozide—a medication used to treat patients with Tourette’s syndrome. We brought the patients in one month later for assessment. In 85% of the cases, the patients no longer had any desire to become the opposite sex. In fact, most of them were even embarrassed by the reminder that they once wanted to become a member of the opposite sex.  
 
    My team and I celebrated that night. We bought four bottles of champagne (for the eight of us) and we drank until our smiles were permanently fixed on our faces.                                                                  We’d discovered a treatment for transgenderism—and it truly was a treatment, even though the pimozide had to taken constantly or the symptoms would return. Suicidal thoughts were almost completely gone in our patients, and it was the suicidal thoughts that we were hoping to obliterate. None of us cared if men wanted to dress up like women, or vice-versa. None of us cared if women wanted us to refer to them as men. We just wanted to help people—and we wanted to help a group of people who happened to have a 45% suicide rate.  
 
    We thought people would be happy—they could live normal lives and their families didn’t have to constantly worry about them committing suicide. We thought people would be lining up for pimozide prescriptions. We didn’t understand why everyone was refusing pimozide treatment.  
 
    We were especially confused when people started to become angry with us for our discovery.  
 
    “Are you awake?” a voice said. It was a female voice—and a soothing one. I couldn’t decide whether I was awake or not. I felt awake, but I couldn’t seem to open my eyes—I didn’t have the energy to open my eyes. “Peter,” the voice said. “If you’re awake, squeeze my hand.” How did the woman know my name? Was I in a hospital? Or was I in my bed at home, and this whole thing had just been a big nightmare?  
 
    I felt a set of warm fingers slip over the palm of my hand. So I gave a light squeeze. “You were in a bad accident,” the voice said. “But you’re okay. I don’t know how you’re okay, but you’re okay.”  
 
    I strained to open my eyes, and I was able to see for just a few seconds. There was a cute little strawberry blonde woman standing above me, looking down into my eyes. Above her was a wood panelled ceiling. She was wearing a thin white housecoat and her hair was tied up into a messy bun. Was she the angel that saved me?  
 
    “Don’t strain so hard. Just rest. You’ll feel better in the morning,” she said.  
 
    And suddenly I was asleep again, back in the company of my nightmares.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was bright when I woke up again—so bright that the light was hurting my eyes.  
 
    I was in a bed, which was surprisingly comfortable. The room I was in was small and completely wood panelled. The door was closed. I tried to sit up, but my body was too sore. So I remained stiff on my back. And after a minute, all of my injuries decided to catch up with me. My leg was suddenly screaming with pain and my arm was suddenly throbbing. I winced and squirmed but the pain wouldn’t go away. The back of my head started to sting as if on cue.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to stop the pain, but it was a useless attempt. I wanted to moan out but I knew that I was lucky to be alive, and I didn’t want to wake up the person who went through the trouble of saving my life. The least I could was let them rest.  
 
    But time moves slowly when you’re stuck on a bed, trapped on your back, staring up at a boring ceiling as bright light presses dully against your eyeballs. I tried turning my head from side to side, hoping to stretch some of the soreness out. That’s when I noticed a big bottle of T3s on the bedside table. Four or five of those would have helped tremendously. So I reached out with my good arm, but the pill bottle was out of reach. I strained but only made my pains worse. I couldn’t reach the damned bottle. So I gave up trying. I just had to wait for my saviour to come to my aid. 
 
    And who was my saviour? Why was she there to save me? I’d driven dozens of miles without seeing another car. It was dark and late and snowy, and my tire treads were probably invisible to anyone who drove past. So how did she know that I was down there?  
 
    It was at least a painful hour before I heard her moving in the house. I heard a distant door open and close and then I heard the footsteps creak past my bedroom. I wanted to call out to her, to bed her to come in and pass me those pills. But I held back. I already felt like a nuisance. She was already being kind and giving. So I bit my tongue and waited, listening as she moved through the house. She was trying to be quiet but the walls were thin and the doors were creaky. I could hear her manoeuvring the kitchen, and I only knew it was the kitchen because I recognized the clicking of her gas stove as she fired it up.  
 
    She must have thought that I was asleep because she was making a point of tiptoeing past my room. I couldn’t hear her footsteps but I could hear the old floorboards groaning under the weight of her small body. And maybe I should have been sleeping. Studies have shown consistently that sleeping is the best way to recover from an injury. The body recovers more than twice as fast when asleep.  
 
    But the pain in my leg especially wouldn’t allow me to sleep. I was pretty sure the leg was broken—and in case that wasn’t bad enough, I was pretty sure I had some gnarly burns around my calf and shin from the oil fire.  
 
    I was staring up at the ceiling and counting arbitrary numbers in my head when the door to my room opened slowly. I turned my head suddenly to look at the entrant. But I looked too fast. A sharp pain overtook my neck and I let out a sudden groan. “Easy,” she said. “Just relax. It’s going to be a while before you can move comfortably.”  
 
    I had a hard time believing that I was looking at the woman who saved my life. She was small—hardly five and a half feet tall, and hardly one hundred and ten pounds soaking wet. She looked so delicate, with a thin neck and thin arms. I weighed close to two hundred pounds bone dry—how could she have pulled me away from that wreck? “You saved me?” I asked. 
 
    She placed a tray of food down next to my bed. Then she picked up a fork, scooped up some scrambled eggs, and brought them to my lips. So I ate. “I guess you could say that,” she said.  
 
    “How did you find me?” I asked, chewing the food.  
 
    “Right place at the right time,” she said. “Your car didn’t land too far away from my house.” She fed me another bite. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until that first bite settled in my stomach. The eggs were good, and I didn’t even like eggs. The toast was a bit burnt, but it still tasted like the best damn toast I ever ate. And the orange juice was just from a standard carton, but it somehow tasted like pure ecstasy. I think my enhanced taste buds were a side effect of my near-death experience. Patients who suffer near-death experiences generally find things to be more beautiful for a few weeks afterwards, until they realize again that most things are actually rather bland and boring.  
 
    “We’re still in the mountains?” I asked. 
 
    “About half a mile from your car,” she said. “I would have taken you to the hospital, but I wasn’t sure it was a great idea to brave the blizzard.”  
 
    “Well I owe you everything. Tell me what I can give you. Do you need money? I’d be happy to give you money.”  
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry about that. Just rest and get better.”  
 
    “Can I use your phone? I was supposed to have a meeting today in Calgary. They’re probably wondering where I am.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, but I don’t get phone service out here.”  
 
    I had to strain to remember roughly where we were—somewhere between Golden and Revelstoke. There wasn’t much there—no gas stations, no food stops, no bathrooms… So why was such a pretty, young woman living in the middle of nowhere? I stared into her eyes. I felt like she wasn’t telling me the whole story, but I had no reason not to trust her. She did save my life, after all.  
 
    “So you heard the crash?” I asked. 
 
    “I saw the fire,” she said, “when I was pulling up to my house last night. Now you should get some rest so that you’ll get better. It might be a few days before we can get you to a hospital. This snowstorm isn’t letting up anytime soon.”  
 
    “Well surely I can give you something for your time. In my wallet there’s cash—there should be five or six hundred bucks in there.”  
 
    “I don’t think your wallet made it out of the car, I’m afraid. But it’s fine—you don’t owe me anything.” She smiled and started towards the door.  
 
    “Wait,” I said. There was something strange about the woman’s demeanour. She looked at me strangely, as if there was something very odd about me. Was my face mangled from the car accident? “If you don’t have my wallet, how did you know my name?” I asked. 
 
    She stared at me. “What do you mean?” she asked. 
 
    “Last night, you asked if I was awake. You called me Peter. How did you know my name was Peter?”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe it was just a hunch,” she said, and then she left the room and closed the door behind her, leaving me alone and confused.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Her name was Helga, and that was pretty much all I was able to find out about her. I asked her what she did for a living. “I used to be a nurse,” she told me. 
 
    “And what are you now?” I asked. 
 
    And she just shrugged her shoulders. “Between jobs,” she said with a strange smirk, as if her answer amused her. I asked why she was living way out in the middle of nowhere and she said, “Don’t you like my house?” 
 
    “Sure, but why here and not in or near a town?” 
 
    “Why in or near a town when I can be here?” she said. And there was that smirk again. She never stayed in my room to chat, and I never asked her to stay to chat. I constantly felt guilty for wasting the young woman’s time, even though she was hardly wasting more than thirty minutes per day on me, keeping me fed and medicated and clean.  
 
    She was a strange woman with lots on her mind. One night she came into my room while I was reading one of the books she gave me. She had a glass of red wine in her hand and she was wearing nothing but a satin kimono that hardly covered her crotch. She stared into my eyes, one eye more open than the other as she was slightly drunk. She said nothing until I asked her what she needed. “Just came to check on you,” she said. “It’s still snowing out. Quite the storm, huh?” And then she left.  
 
    She was quite beautiful, though I wasn’t sure whether that was a reality or just a symptom of my near-death experience. There is a phenomenon known as Cupid Syndrome, where females who survive life-threatening accidents have a tendency to fall in love with their doctors. It’s mostly common in women, but perhaps men are susceptible as well… Not that I was falling in love with Helga.  
 
    “Are you married?” I asked one morning. 
 
    She got a kick out of the question. She smiled big and then she laughed. “No,” she said. “Why? Are you interested?”  
 
    She seemed to think that I was a wildly entertaining person. She found everything I said to be funny, even though I was never one to make jokes. She was a mystery that I just couldn’t figure out, even though I had all the time in the world to figure her out.  
 
    On my fourth day in her care, I tried to stand up, despite her telling me not to. She was in the kitchen preparing lunch when I slipped my legs off the bed and tried to pull myself to my feet. I ended up down on the floor in stinging agony. My leg was badly broken—worse than I thought. And my good leg wasn’t in great condition either. She came in and helped me back up to my bed. “It’s going to be a few weeks before you can walk again,” she said. “So get used to this bed.”  
 
    “But the snow is starting to lighten up. Surely we can get me to a hospital soon—right?” 
 
    She shook her head and laughed. “We’re snowed in, sweetie. Almost four feet of snow fell in the past four days, and ploughs don’t come around here. Sorry.”  
 
    My stomach turned. I wasn’t too worried about my body—I knew that I would recover. There was no internal damage and Helga seemed to have a handle on my injuries. But I was worried about my family and friends and co-workers back home. Surely they were starting to wonder if I was alive, and soon they would accept that I was dead. My wrecked car was certainly buried for the winter. How long before they held a funeral service? How many nights of sleep would my mother lose thinking that her only son was dead and gone?  
 
    It was late December, close to Christmas. It would be three or four months still before the snow outside melted. I had a feeling Helga didn’t plan on clearing the snow herself. “Don’t worry. We have plenty of food,” she said. “I’m here every winter. It’s actually quite peaceful when cars aren’t exploding in your backyard.” She laughed and left me alone. But I knew that I wouldn’t be trapped there all winter. I just needed to get healthy enough to hike back up to the highway, and then I could hitch a ride. She said that my car was only about a kilometre away, which meant the highway was only about a kilometre away—plus a careful hike up a steep cliff.  
 
    But I could worry about that later. Now, I just needed to focus on getting better. So I took a couple of sleeping pills and a couple of T3s, and I dozed off.  
 
    My first week was heavily medicated with antibiotics, painkillers, and sleeping pills. The sleeping pills were supposed to help me sleep through the pain, but I ended up taking them mostly out of boredom. I’d never been big into fiction, and the only thing to do in that cabin was read books—and the only books she had were romance novels and a few Hemingway books. Sadly, I read through the few Hemingway books within a couple of days, leaving me only with the romance novels.  
 
    I asked her if she had a notebook and a pen I could steal. She found a legal pad and a pencil, which was fine. I started jotting down notes for my next paper—ideas of what I was going to study. I already had my main idea figured out: I wanted to study the psychotic behaviour of patients with untreated gender dysphoria. I wasn’t sure how I was going to perform the study just yet, but I knew it was a fascinating subject. Many of these people who had attacked me, tried to kill me, or just screamed at the top of their lungs at me, were disgruntled patients who refused pimozide treatment from their doctors. I’d never heard of any other mental disorder where the patients felt the need to attack and hard the scientists and doctors behind the treatment.  
 
    But how could I convince these people to allow me to study them? With our gender dysphoria studies, we had to be careful with what information we gave to our patients. We simply told them we were studying the brains of transgender individuals—and we got a number of volunteers, but that was before our team had an unfavourable reputation in the transgender community. Now, we were going to have to find a new angle.  
 
    I woke up late one night, feeling a presence with me in the bedroom. I opened my eyes and looked around. Helga was standing there with a glass of red wine, again dressed in that satin kimono. She was smirking. “I came to check on you,” she said. And that smirk grew bigger. She was a little bit drunk.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    She stared at me for a while before she said, “Not to be rude, but I can smell you from the hallway. You could probably use a bath.”  
 
    I felt my cheeks turn red. I knew that cleaning myself wasn’t something I could physically do, but I was embarrassed nonetheless. I knew that I was starting to smell unfavourably, but I couldn’t smell myself thanks to olfactory fatigue.  
 
    “Do you mind if I clean you?” she asked, swirling her wine in her glass. 
 
    “I suppose not. As long as you don’t mind,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. “Not even a little bit.” She left for a few minutes and then returned with a large bowl of soapy water and a sponge. She placed the bowl down next to my bed and then she started to undress me. She pulled my shirt gently over my head, revealing more wounds than I knew that I had. She wet her sponge and then she started to wipe it over my body. She smelled nice, as if she’d gone and put on some perfume. She had her hair tied up neatly in a styled bun, and I was pretty sure she was wearing some eyeliner and a bit of lip gloss—but it was hard to tell in the dim light of the cabin bedroom.  
 
     She carefully raised my arm to clean my armpits. Her hands were soft and warm. “It’s probably best that I clean everything, wouldn’t you agree?” she said with that cute smirk.  
 
    “Sure,” I said. So I looked up at the ceiling while she carefully pulled down my pants. I felt a cool draught tease my cock and I knew that I was naked. But I didn’t look down. I was too embarrassed to look down. She started to sponge my legs and my feet. I have to admit, if felt nice to be cleaned. It also felt nice to be touched. It had been a long time since I’d felt the touch of a woman. I’d been in that cabin for a week already, and before that it had been months since I’d been intimate. I had no time for women with my work.  
 
    I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d jerked off. My God, it had been at least a couple of weeks. And I was starting to feel the repercussions of waiting now. As she gently lifted up my cock to clean around my balls, I felt my blood pressure beginning to rise. And I felt my member beginning to throb. I tried to bite my tongue, to distract myself. I tried not to think of what was happening: a beautiful woman handling my manhood. She cleaned me slowly and carefully. She rubbed in sensual circles that made my heart pound hard. My face was dark red. I was becoming erect and there was nothing I could do about it but hope that she finishes before she notices. 
 
    But that wasn’t the case. “Are you enjoying this cleaning?” she asked with a little chuckle. 
 
    “I’m sorry, it’s just been a long time,” I said, my voice cracking slightly like a shy teenager’s.  
 
    “I can imagine. You’ve been here a week already.”  
 
    “Even before that,” I said, and I don’t know why I said—as if I needed an excuse for springing an erection. She was a nurse. Surely nurses have to deal with that sort of thing all of the time—no? I didn’t want to give her the wrong idea, though she was quite beautiful. I was tempted to tell her that it meant nothing, but I also didn’t want to offend her. I had an actor friend who did a sex scene in a movie. I asked him how he managed to not get a boner during the take. He said, “I did get a boner. It would have been rude not to.” And maybe that was the case now. Maybe it was a sort of compliment.  
 
    “She ran her sponge up the length of my throbbing cock. She was taking a lot longer with my genitals than the rest of my body, but I was too afraid to point that out. After a few strokes with the sponge, I realized that she was doing more than just cleaning me. I tried to sit up. “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m trying to make you comfortable. You can’t just lay here all winter building up,” she said. “Just relax.”  
 
    My heart was pounding. I couldn’t tell if she was joking—but how could she be joking? She was stroking me off. She’d placed the sponge down on my thigh and she was bare-handing my cock. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I felt horribly embarrassed for not trying to stop her. But I was horny and I didn’t even realize it until that moment. I wasn’t just a little bit horny—I was throbbing, rock-hard horny. Her hand felt amazing. I opened my eyes and she was staring right at my face. She had a cute face.  
 
    “You really don’t have to do this,” I said.  
 
    “You really need it,” she said. She was using both hands now, pumping and twisting slightly. My God, she knew how to work a rod. She knew how to make a man feel like a god. And she knew how to make it quick. It wasn’t long before I could feel my climax coming. “I’m going to come,” I said. And I was shocked when she wasn’t preparing herself. “Any second,” I said, straining to hold back. She was aiming my cock directly up into the air, massaging my tip with her thumb and pointer finger. It felt amazing—too amazing. I was about to make a mess and she didn’t even seem to care.  
 
    It turns out, you can store up a lot of cum in two weeks without coming. I erupted like a volcano, all over my own abdomen and legs. She giggled while I came, but she never let go of my cock. She stared at it with wonder in her eyes the way a child might stare at Disneyland for the first time in her life. She eyes sparkled as she took a deep breath in.  
 
    She grabbed a tissue and wiped me off before running the sponge over my body again. “All clean,” she said with a smile, as if nothing had happened. I slept naked that night while she washed my clothes—though I didn’t get much sleep, even after I popped a couple of sleeping pills. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what had just happened. Helga just jerked me off for seemingly no reason at all. She said she wanted me to be comfortable, but that look in her eyes suggested that she just wanted to watch white streamers erupt from a throbbing cock.  
 
    I wasn’t complaining, but I was confused. Was she attracted to me or was she just drunk and horny? Were we really snowed in or was she just keeping me there as her little pet project? Did she really not have any cell service? I had a lot of questions that were suddenly unanswered, but I wasn’t sure how to figure out the answers.  
 
    I still didn’t really even know where I was. My window was mostly buried with snow, so I knew she wasn’t lying about the snowstorm. I hadn’t seen into the hallway before, except for what I could see from my bed. I had no idea if I was in some mansion cabin or some tiny cottage. 
 
    I didn’t mention the handjob the next morning when she came in to check on me and feed me breakfast. She didn’t mention it either, as if she didn’t even remember doing it. Maybe she didn’t. Maybe she was drunker than she looked. But I certainly didn’t look at her the same.  
 
    I was starting to think that I liked her as more than just my saviour. Was it Stockholm syndrome? She really was quite beautiful and she was kind—and I admired her spunk and light-hearted nature. But I was still convinced she was lying to me about something. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    She was in my bedroom when I woke up the next morning, sitting next to my bed while reading one of her romance novels. She looked over the pages of her book and into my eyes, as if she somehow knew I was awake, even though I hadn’t moved a muscle. “Well good morning,” she said with that cute smile.  
 
    “Good morning. What is it?” I said. 
 
    “What is what?” she asked. 
 
    “Why are you sitting here?” 
 
    “It’s my house, I can sit where I want. No?” 
 
    “Yes, of course you can. I’m just wondering—I mean—you haven’t sat here to read any other morning.”  
 
    She smiled and narrowed her eyes. “May I ask you a question?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure, I suppose.” I tried to sit up but the pains in my body were still very real and very sharp. I managed to prop myself up slightly, but I wasn’t any more comfortable.  
 
    She stared at me for a moment with that cute, conniving smile before asking, “What do you have against trans people?”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. How did she know who I was? She didn’t just know my name but she knew about my reputation? I managed to calm myself down slightly after reminding myself that just about everybody in the country knew who I was. My studies were rather famous thanks to their outrageous controversy. “I’m afraid you—like many others—have mistaken my studies.”  
 
    “But your studies made it so that many trans people can’t get the treatment they want,” she said. She planted her elbow on the back of the chair and leaned her head into her hand. She stared into my eyes and awaited my response. And she had a look in her eyes as if she’d stumped me—as if she’d pointed something out that I’d never considered before. But I’d heard that same statement many, many times before.  
 
    “We shouldn’t give them the treatment that they want—We should give them the treatment that they need,” I said. “You wouldn’t give a schizophrenic the treatment that he or she wants either—you give them a mild dose of Clozapine to normalize their brain activity.” Now I was staring at her awaiting her response, even though I already knew what she would say—the same thing everyone says. Something along the lines of, ‘How dare you suggest that trans people are mentally ill!’ or another emotionally charged statement that completely ignores reality.  
 
    But she just stared at me. “But people are happier once they transition,” she said. “Doesn’t that matter?” 
 
    “It would matter if it was true, but there are literally no legitimate studies suggesting an increase in quality of life post-transition. In fact, the suicide rates remain around 45% before and after transition, and over 85% of transition patients regret their decision within five years. People have taken my research all wrong. I’m just trying to help a group of people who have a tendency to harm themselves. And my research has helped them. Patients who take pimozide daily live normal, happy lives with very low risk of suicide. In fact, there isn’t one suicide case that I’m aware of with a dysphoric patient on pimozide.”  
 
    “But maybe the suicide rate has nothing to do with their mental condition. Maybe it has to do with society.”  
 
    “Bullying?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, I suppose you could call it bullying. People can be very cruel.” 
 
    “People have been very cruel to me—including a recent attempt on my life—and you don’t see me killing myself. But I suppose that’s anecdotal.”  
 
    She looked down at the ground. Suddenly she looked upset, as if I’d just taken a rude jab at her. I tried to think back at what I’d said, but I couldn’t pick out anything awry.  
 
    “There are men and there are women and there’s nothing in-between. It’s just biology. You wouldn’t classify any other animal with more than just male and female based on their reproductive organs. It’s the same with humans. And let’s be honest with one another—have you seen these men who call themselves women? They aren’t fooling anyone. Even if we agree to call them women, we all know deep inside that it’s not true. When you look at them, at best, you think: there’s a transgender. You don’t think: there’s a lady. We shouldn’t deny reality.”  
 
    Now she was smirking, as if I’d said something very funny.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked.  
 
    “Don’t you believe in freewill, Peter?” she asked. 
 
    “Freewill? I’m not sure what freewill has to do with anything.” 
 
    “People should be free to do whatever they want, as long as they aren’t harming others. No?”  
 
    “Sure. But should we allow mentally unstable people to do whatever they want if that includes harming themselves?”  
 
    “I guess that depends on what you mean by harming themselves,” she says.  
 
    “I would say that subjecting yourself to a 45% suicide rate is harming yourself,” I said bluntly. “And if it was my son, I would be worried sick every single day.” 
 
    Her smile was gone. Now she was looking down at the floor again, her cheeks red. She didn’t have a rebuttal to that one. She thought she had me, but she didn’t realize that I had these same conversations every single day. At least she was considering what I was saying. Most people became terribly defensive as soon as they weren’t able to respond with logic. Conversations would quickly turn into, ‘But you’re hurting my feelings, therefore you’re wrong!’ and logic would go the way of the woolly mammoth.  
 
    “And this pimozide stuff… Is it safe?” she asked. “I mean—what are the side effects?”  
 
    “It’s as safe as an anti-depressant. Some patients get a bit of constipation at first, and some patients experience drowsiness. Almost all patients see a cessation of cross-dressing and sexual reassignment urges. Mentally, with a small doze of pimozide—about 2mg daily—they become a well-adjusted, normal person.”  
 
    “But are they happy?” she asked. And she was looking at me with sad, glowing eyes. 
 
    “They’re alive and healthy. It’s impossible to know if they are more or less happy, because most gender dysphoria patients already suffer from some level of depression to begin with. We generally suggest doctors prescribe pimozide with an anti-depressant.”  
 
    She stood up and placed her book down on my bedside table. “I suppose you’re probably getting hungry for breakfast. Are eggs okay?” 
 
    “Eggs are fine, thank you,” I said. She said nothing else as she left the room. She was defeated; there was no question about it. But now I felt guilty, as if I’d overextended my welcome in her home. Maybe I should have let her win, just as a courtesy. But I couldn’t figure out why she cared so much.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was a few nights later when a strange pain overwhelmed my insides. It was sharp and clenching and it came in waves, nearly paralyzing me in agony one moment and then subsiding the next. I had no idea what was happening. I tried to ignore it at first, keeping my mouth shut as Helga was already in bed and asleep.  
 
    But after two hours, the pain was getting worse. Sweat began to cover my forehead like cold slime. The pain was spreading and growing. I had to call for Helga. She came in a moment later and her face became pale as soon as she saw me. She rushed to my side, wiped my forehead and then she checked my heart rate. “Oh no,” she said. 
 
    “What is it? What’s happening?” I asked. 
 
    “Just relax. You’ll be okay. Just—Just relax. I’ll get you some water.” She rushed to the kitchen. I blacked out momentarily and came back to her slapping me on the cheek. “Stay with me, Peter. You’re going to be alright,” she said. And then she tried to pour some water into my mouth. “Your throat is dry. You need to drink,” she said. 
 
    So I tried to drink. But the pain was unbearable. And it wasn’t going in waves anymore. It was just hitting me hard.  
 
    She grabbed my hand and squeezed. “Just hang on,” she said. There must have been some internal damage that remained dormant until that night. And based on her expression, I probably didn’t look like I had much hope. I squeezed her hand.  
 
    She stared into my eyes. There was nothing she could do. Even if she was a trained doctor, she didn’t have the tools she needed to fix whatever the problem was. So all we could do was hope. I stared into her eyes and strangely, the only thought I had was how beautiful she was. I was happy she was by my side, comforting me while I was most likely dying. No one had been that nice to me in ages. Hell, even my mother had never been so nice to me—to take care of me for weeks with so much tenderness and compassion.  
 
    Maybe I was falling in love with her. Maybe I was already in love with her.  
 
    I blacked out and was sure that I was dead.  
 
    But somehow I survived. I would find out later that I had a small heart attack and a temporarily failing liver. My liver must have suffered a serious trauma in the car accident, which would explain the dull pain I’d had in my side since waking up in Helga’s mountain cottage.  
 
    Helga was asleep in the chair next to my bed when I woke up. It was bright, as if it was already late in the day. I wondered how long I’d been out, and I wondered how long she had been by my side, tending to me. There was a bowl of water and a pile of cloths—probably from her wiping the sweat from my forehead, trying to keep me cool. The sheets over me were clean and so were the pillows under my head.  
 
    I would not have lived had she not been there that night. I don’t know how I know that, or even what she did to save me exactly, but I knew deep in my heart that she’d saved me. Maybe it was just her company—her aura. I’d always believed in that sort of thing, even though there was very little evidence suggesting it was real.  
 
    I tried to prop myself up. There was still a pain in my side, which made me wince. My wincing woke Helga up. She sprung to her feet. “Don’t try to sit up. Just stay still and relax. Are you hungry? I’ll make you some food. Or are you thirsty? There’s water here, but it might not be so cold anymore.” She thrust a glass of water towards me. Her face was glowing. Her eyes were stunning. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine, thank you. I’m sorry I had to put you through that.” My voice was weaker than I expected. My whole body was weak. My sleep likely wasn’t so restful.  
 
    “I’ll go make you some breakfast—plain toast and butter. I know it doesn’t sound so appetizing, but it’s probably for the best.” Just stay still and relax. I’ll be right back.  
 
    She stayed close by my side over the next few days, monitoring me carefully. There wasn’t much she could do if things went awry, but she could give me comfort and company, which was more valuable than anything. Thankfully, nothing went awry. I started to feel better over the next few days. I was able to prop myself up without any pain. And by the end of the week, I was able to stand and walk slowly with some crutches she made with some scrap wood. They weren’t terribly comfortable against my armpits, but I was able to walk, and I was able to see her little cottage for the first time. 
 
    It wasn’t big. It was actually quite small. I was put up in the only bedroom. She’d been sleeping on the living room couch. The living room and the kitchen were the same, and there was no bathroom—just an outhouse outside. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I had no idea that you’ve been sleeping on the couch.” 
 
    “I don’t mind,” she said. “I used to sleep on the couch all the time when I was a kid.”  
 
    “But surely you’d prefer the bed.” 
 
    “I just want you to be comfortable,” she said.  
 
    I got to go outside for the first time in weeks. It was very cold, even with a thick blanket wrapped around me. Her view was spectacular: great snowy mountains all around us. It was still snowing lightly. Her truck was invisible, under a giant lump of snow. We really were snowed in. “So you just live here year-round?” I asked. 
 
    “I rent an apartment in the city every summer and I pick up shifts at a nursing home,” she said. “Just so I can afford food and supplies for the rest of the year. I try to keep my city time to a minimum though.”  
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    It took her a moment to respond. “Because I don’t fit in very well,” she said with a forced smile.  
 
    I looked around. “Where do you bathe?” I asked. 
 
    She pointed to a large clearing. “In the lake, when it’s not frozen. When it’s frozen, I clean myself the same way I clean you—with a sponge and a bucket.”  
 
    I couldn’t understand why anyone would volunteer to live such an isolated life—never mind a young, pretty woman. But people like different things, I suppose. Just because I like the comforts of a big city doesn’t mean everyone else does too. Besides, I had to admit that it was surprisingly relaxing at Helga’s little mountain cottage. Days were slow and simple, and there was hardly ever anything to worry about. I could see the appeal.  
 
    “Speaking of which, I think you could probably use a cleaning,” she said with a little giggle. The last time she’d bathed me was when I was blacked out. Before that was the handjob. So naturally, my heart stuttered at the suggestion of a cleaning.  
 
    “Am I that bad?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ve been better,” she said.  
 
    So we went inside and I carefully climbed back onto the bed, which I now knew was the only bed in the cottage. She went to retrieve a pail of warm soapy water. I rested back and took a deep breath. I hadn’t gotten off since the last time she got me off, and I knew the couple weeks of celibacy were about to catch up with me. She wasn’t drunk this time, so if I sprung an erection, she might not accept it so playfully. So I bit my tongue when she started undressing me, and I tried to keep my focus up on the ceiling.  
 
    This time, she made sure I was completely naked before she started sponging my body. She started with my chest and armpits before propping me up slightly to get my back. It felt nice being cleaned. I loved the feeling of her touching me. I loved her warm, gentle hands. 
 
    She did my feet and legs next, saving my genitals for last. My heart was racing faster and faster as the moment approached. I was still biting my tongue, nearly making myself bleed. I didn’t want to get an erection. Or would be rude not to? No, no, of course it wouldn’t be rude not to… I just couldn’t let it happen.  
 
    She lifted up my package to clean under my ball sack. I wished she wasn’t so soft and gentle. Her touch was so sensual. I tried to fight back the arousal, but it was hopeless. I started throbbing. She was slow as she cleaned my balls and then my cock. She pulled back my foreskin to make sure it was properly clean. She looked into my eyes while she was holding my throbbing rod. “You didn’t strike me as the naughty type.”  
 
    “It’s just from the stimulation,” I said. “I’m really terribly sorry and very embarrassed.”  
 
    “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s flattering,” she said. 
 
    “It doesn’t help that you’re very beautiful,” I said. I felt my cheeks burning red.  
 
    She took her drying cloth and ran it gently up my cock, which was now fully erect. I couldn’t help but let a little pleasurable sigh slip. “I’m very sorry again,” I said. 
 
    “Would you like to have sex?” she asked. And the question took me by surprise. I suddenly had a lump in my throat. I tried to swallow it, but it remained.  
 
    “I’m sorry?” I said. 
 
    “If you’d like, I could climb up and you are welcome to penetrate me. But only if you’d like.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. My head was spinning. “I—well—um—I would like that, yes. I suppose that would be nice.” I could feel my whole face turning dark crimson. 
 
    “Would you still be okay with it if you knew that I was transgender?” she asked. And she looked into my eyes. I thought she was kidding, or screwing with me—trying to test me to prove that I really was a bigot, as so many people loved to put it.  
 
    “As in, you’re actually a man? Would I be okay with it? Well, I can clearly see that you’re not a man,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. “You can’t see what’s under my skirt, can you? So how can you really be so sure?” 
 
    “I suppose I can’t be so sure. But you’re a woman,” I said. My heart was racing now. “I’ve known you long enough to know with certainty that you’re a female.” 
 
    “I like to think so, but I don’t think I am based on your definition,” she said. “But my offer still stands. If you’d like to penetrate me, I promise I’ll be very careful.”  
 
    I still couldn’t figure out what kind of game she was playing. Was this a big bluff? Was she just trying to embarrass me? Or was she serious—did she really want to fuck? I was horny enough to call her bluff. “Go ahead,” I said. 
 
    So she climbed up onto the bed carefully and straddled me slowly. She hiked up her skirt, revealing her tight white panties. Then she pulled her panties aside, revealing her long, flaccid cock. And my heart stopped beating momentarily before sinking into my gut. She really wasn’t kidding—she was a transgender. But how was it possible? She was so feminine. She was so gentle and compassionate and loving. How could a man be so loving? How could a man touch me the way that she touched me?  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay with this, Dr. Greer?” she asked with a smirk. She had her panties pulled away from her butthole and she was ready to sink down.  
 
    And I nodded my head. I don’t know why I nodded my head—I wasn’t gay. I didn’t believe in taking advantage of a mentally ill person—but I didn’t feel like she was a man, and I didn’t feel as though she was mentally ill. She had no signs of mental illness, aside from her gender dysphoria.  
 
    She reached down and grabbed my throbbing cock, lining it up with her puckering hole. She slowly started to sink down. Her rubbery hole pressed against my tip. It took a moment before I was able to penetrate her. But once I was inside, the rest was easy. She slid down quickly and I slid in deep. She pressed her bum on my thighs and her ball sack on my abdomen. A chill crawled up my spine. Her ball sack was warm and certainly real. I was really having sex with a biological man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It went against everything I stood for—at least I thought it did. But what exactly did I stand for? What was so wrong about fucking a trans girl? To deny her because of her biological gender was technically against what I stood for. If I did that, then would I not be the bigot everyone said I was? And if I denied her for having what I believed to be a mental illness—would that not be wrong as well? Do people with mental illnesses not deserve to experience intimacy?  
 
    So I couldn’t figure out what was technically wrong about what we were doing, but my gut continued to turn. I tried to keep my eyes up on her beautiful face. Once she pulled her shirt off to reveal her small, bouncing tits, I was able to distract myself even more efficiently. But I could still feel that warm slapping of her ball sack against my abdomen as she bounced on my cock. 
 
    It felt good. It felt really damned good. I hated how good it felt but I couldn’t deny it without blatantly lying to myself. It felt good and no one was getting hurt—so what was the big deal? I put a hand on her side and felt her skin as she bounced. She was so soft and delicate, just like a woman. Surely that was a side effect of the hormone therapy, but nonetheless, that softness was real. Those small breasts were real and not implants—also from the hormone therapy. Her beautiful face was biological. I could see no signs of surgery, and hormones do next to nothing for bone structure and facial features. It almost seemed like she really was a woman born in a man’s body—or maybe I should say a woman born with a man’s genitals, seeing as her body was undeniably feminine.  
 
    I found myself looking down at her cock. I just couldn’t help it. There was something mesmerizing about the way it flopped and bounced from side to side. It started throbbing and growing after a couple of minutes. She began moaning—closing her eyes and letting her head tilt backwards. She reached up and slipped her hands into her hair. Her chest was heaving. She was gorgeous. 
 
    And now her cock was rock-hard, throbbing with a red tip. I was profoundly curious to know what it felt like—if it felt as feminine as the rest of her body, if such a thing was even possible. So I reached out and slipped my fingers around it. I could feel it throbbing. It was so warm and strangely soft, despite being rock-hard. I only massaged it for a moment before white streaks of cum were blasting out of it, up into the air and onto my chest.  
 
    And I didn’t hold on for long after that. I groaned and strained and came hard inside of her asshole. It felt great—absolutely incredible. I filled her full of two week’s worth of cum and then she stood up, letting it all fall out. She smiled and laughed with that adorable laugh of hers. “I guess I should probably clean you up now,” she said. I was covered in both of our cum. But I didn’t mind. I was still revelling in the waning pleasure of my orgasm. 
 
    She went to get a clean pail of warm, soapy water, and a new cloth. She started wiping the jizz off of my body. I watched her closely. “What are the odds?” I said. 
 
    “The odds of what?” she asked. 
 
    “That you’re a transgender, and you were the one who found me—me of all people.”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Well, I guess the odds were pretty good, seeing as I left the convention at the same time as you. And I’ll admit that I followed you on the highway for a while.” 
 
    “You were at the convention?” I asked. 
 
    “I was outside of it. They wouldn’t let me in.” 
 
    “You were one of the protesters?” My heart skipped a beat and that turning returned to my gut.  
 
    “It’s not often I drive to the city,” she said. “But when I heard that you would be there, I didn’t want to miss the opportunity. A friend of mine asked me to come, though I didn’t know that my friend was going to try to hurt you.”  
 
    “Your friend was the man with the knife?” I asked.  
 
    “No. My friend was the man who messed with your car,” she said. “He cut your power steering. I begged him not to do it, but he was convinced that you needed to be taken out. They hate you very much, Dr. Greer.”  
 
    “I’m aware,” I said. And I remembered my steering wheel feeling rather stiff after I left that convention. I didn’t think it was a big problem though, until I was taking those sharp corners through the mountains, on the ice.  
 
    “I was waiting for you to stop at a gas station or something, so I could tell you that they’d messed with your car, but you just kept driving,” she said. “And then, about a kilometer before we passed my house, I watched your car go over the ridge.”  
 
    “Your friends are sick people. I hope you understand that I plan on pressing charges,” I said. “And I will find a way to use them as evidence in my next paper.”  
 
    “But you need to understand that we aren’t all like that,” Helga said, her eyes beginning to water with guilt. “Some of us tried to stop them, and they scorned us and called us traitors.” And I knew that she was right. I knew that I couldn’t simply clump a whole demographic into a single category. A group of trans people tried to have me killed, but I was alive and well thanks to the kindness of another trans person.  
 
    And it’s the same with all people—all colours and nationalities and orientations. With every group there are assholes and there are saints. And perhaps not all trans people suffer from gender dysphoria. Maybe it’s possible that some people suffer from gender dysphoria while others are legitimately happier and better adjusted as members of the opposite sex. Helga was a woman—my own logic couldn’t deny that. The man who tried to stab me at the convention in Vancouver was just an angry, mentally unstable man.  
 
    A light went off in my head. For the past decade, the political arena had been divided over the issue of trans recognition—even within the LGBT community, there was a great deal of strife and disagreement. But perhaps it could all be cleared up with a new distinction. Maybe it wasn’t a matter of transgender or gender dysphoria. Maybe it was a matter of transgender and gender dysphoria. After all, pimozide only worked in 85% of patients. The other 15% remained unaffected. And in that 15%, we couldn’t help but notice an almost non-existent attempted suicide rate.  
 
    I looked into Helga’s eyes—her beautiful, feminine eyes. “Believe it or not,” I said. “I want your friends to get help. I believe they’re sick and they’re struggling. But as for you—I wouldn’t recommend any treatment different from the treatment you’re currently receiving.” 
 
    I watched a smile cross her face. “You don’t think I should take pimozide?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t think it would do anything,” I said. “Though I would be interested in seeing the results. If 2mg of daily pimozide doesn’t affect your will to be a woman, then I would say that you don’t have gender dysphoria.”  
 
    “So then you would call me a transgender?” she asked. 
 
    “I would call you a woman,” I said.  
 
    And her smile grew even larger and her cheeks turned dark red, as if it was the greatest compliment she’d ever received. 
 
    I learned more over the next three months than I had in eight years of college and ten years studying brain functions. I learned that some men really can be women, and I could only imagine that the reverse was true. And I learned that there was a better way to treat patients—by acknowledging the possibility that they truly were born with the wrong sexual organs.  
 
    And maybe they weren’t born with the wrong organs. Maybe a girl can just have a cock, and there’s nothing wrong with that. I certainly had nothing against Helga’s downstairs business, and she certainly loved it when I played with it and made her come. 
 
    However, I would certainly not recommend to any patient that they undergo the full sexual reassignment surgery. It’s irreversible, and 85% of those who undergo the operation regret it within five years. I believe the patient is better off embracing their cock. Besides, the vagina that they are able to create in sexual reassignment is not able to feel pleasure the same way a real vagina or a real cock can. And what’s the fun without the pleasure?  
 
    My next paper was still wildly controversial. Angry mobs continued to form outside of every convention center I spoke at. They continued to throw objects at me and vandalize my car whenever possible. None of them actually bothered to read any of my studies. None of them cared to acknowledge that I was just trying to help them, or that I’d conceded and was now agreeing that some men really can be women and vice-versa.  
 
    But some people were paying attention, and many people got the help that they needed. Within two years, we saw the suicide rate in gender dysphoric individuals drop from 45% to 42%, which was a small victory in my opinion. We still had a long way to go.  
 
    What got people listening more than anything was Helga—when people discovered that I, of all people, was dating a trans woman. They mocked me at first, calling me a hypocrite, but soon enough they all became interested in hearing what I had to say. And for once, I was interested in hearing what they had to say too. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BIG HARD REUNION 
 
    It takes a lot of courage for Doug to ask his long-time crush, Karen, out to prom. He’s shocked and excited when she says yes. And the night is going great until she reveals to him that she’s actually a transgender. He tries to see the rest of the night through, but he ends up running away when she proves it.  
 
    Over the next decade, he can’t stop thinking about her and what could have been. Maybe he would have liked it. He finds himself comparing every sexual encounter to his Karen fantasy. And after a few years, he realizes that running out on Karen was the biggest mistake of his life. 
 
    But with his ten-year-reunion coming up, he’s determined to make things right, and he’s anxious to see the woman his precious crush has turned into.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’d had a big crush on Karen DeNicio since the start of the tenth grade—pretty much since the first day I saw her. She was exactly my type: tiny, blonde, bubbly—everything I was too afraid to talk to. 
 
    And it took a long time before I built up the courage to talk to her. It was the day before the winter break in the eleventh grade when I finally got my opportunity. We were randomly assigned to the same group for a chemistry project. “I’m Doug,” I said to her, and I could already feel that my face was bright red.  
 
    She laughed. “I know,” she said. “We’ve been in all the same classes for the past three semesters.”  
 
    “Oh yeah, right,” I said, and I’m not sure why those exact words were the ones that decided to come out of my mouth. She laughed, and I was too shy to say much else. It would be a few more months before I built up the courage to talk to her again.  
 
    I was more than just a virgin. I still hadn’t experienced my first kiss. I still hadn’t experienced my first date. I could count every conversation I’d ever had with a woman on one hand. I would wake up every morning and say, “This is the morning. I will ask her if she wants to see a movie with me today.” And then the moment I saw her in the school halls, I would freeze up. “Maybe tomorrow,” I would tell myself. I needed more time to build up my confidence—and maybe I could pick a day when my skin would be clearer. And maybe it would be best to wait until after I got a haircut. But not this haircut—this haircut didn’t turn out so well. Perhaps I’ll wait until after my next haircut. Hell, maybe I’ll wait until next year—maybe I’ll have grown another inch and put on a few extra pounds… 
 
    I always had excuses, until I didn’t have any excuses left.  
 
    It was the last week of the twelfth grade and prom was coming up. Of course I didn’t have a date, like many of my friends. But Karen didn’t have a date either. In fact, she was one of very few girls in the school without one. And I saw it as a sign from God, even though I wasn’t religious. How could one of the cutest girls in the school not have a date just a few days before prom? It was Karen and eight or nine other girls—the chess club girls, the band geek girls, the Dungeons & Dragons girls, and Karen.  
 
    I was at my locker on one of those final afternoons when I saw a group of guys looking her way. They were whispering to one another, surely discussing which one of them would get first dibs on the blonde cutie. My heart began to throb hard. They had better chances than me; they were all on the basketball team, which had just won the state championship. Their grades were better than me. They were all on their way to better colleges than me. They were taller than me, and let’s face it: they were more handsome than me.  
 
    And had one of them made a move, I would be going to prom alone, destined to stand in the back of the gymnasium with one hand holding a drink and one hand buried in my pocket, watching as one of those basketball jocks got ready to stick it to my long-time crush. Because who doesn’t have sex on prom night, besides dateless losers like me? If you can get a girl to agree to go to prom with you, you’re essentially getting her to agree to fuck you as well. At least that’s the assumption most guys have as prom approaches.  
 
    One of the basketball jocks patted his friends on their shoulders and then he turned and started slowly towards Karen. I’m not sure what happened in that moment—if it was courage, desperation, or just plain stupidity—but I made my move. I hopped into action and sped over towards Karen. I got there just a few seconds before the basketball jock. “Hey Karen,” I said, throwing my body weight against the locker next to her.  
 
    “Hey Doug,” she said with that cute smile that had rendered me speechless so many times before. And it rendered me speechless now, until I saw that basketball jock out of the corner of my eye. He was watching me closely, probably wondering what the hell I was doing, and waiting for his chance to make a move. If I couldn’t come up with something to say quickly enough, he surely would have made his move. But what could I say? What did she want to hear? I couldn’t think of anything romantic or charming. I wanted to compliment something about her, but I didn’t want to be too upfront. I’d always been told to compliment a woman’s personality before complimenting her appearance, but what if she took that the wrong way? What if she thought that was me telling her, ‘Well at least you have a good personality.’? And even if I did want to compliment her— 
 
    The basketball jock took a step forward. He was fed up waiting for me to speak. So I just blurted out, “Will you go to prom with me?”  
 
    The basketball jock stopped in his tracks and his eyes widened. He looked at Karen in anticipation of her response. I also stared at Karen, but only for a second before my anxiety got the better of me and I had to look away. I was terrified of her answer. Was I too scrawny for her? Was I too short for her? Was I not smart enough for her? Should I have asked on a day when my skin was clearer, or my hair was better? Should I have asked— 
 
    “Absolutely,” she said with a big, cute smile. “That sounds like a lot of fun.” 
 
    My face must have been bone white. “O—Okay, great,” I said. My hands were trembling so I hid them behind my back. “I’ll pick you up then.”  
 
    She scribbled her address on a sheet of paper and handed it to me. “See you on Friday,” she said, and then she took off. And for the rest of that day, I had the biggest, dumbest smile stuck on my face. I was going to prom with a date—not just any date, but with Karen DeNicio, my long-time blonde cutie crush.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    The night started out well. I borrowed my mom’s car and drove it down to Karen’s house. She lived in a small house in a poor neighbourhood, which took me by surprise. I don’t know why, but I’d always imagined her living in a grand house with a big manicured front lawn on a nice, quiet street. I rang the doorbell and waited a minute. I was dressed in a rented tan suit because I didn’t own a suit of my own, except for a black suit my parents bought me for a funeral a few years before, which was now far too small on my body.  
 
    A brown man answered the door and he looked at me strangely. “What?” he said. 
 
    “I’m looking for Karen,” I said. My heart began pounding. Did she give me a fake address as a joke? Was she just screwing with me as some prom night prank? 
 
    “Karen lives downstairs. Go around back,” he said, and then he closed the door in my face. So I walked around the house and knocked on the back door. A moment later, a tall white woman answered. She looked at me and her face lit up. She was a few years older than me. She was dressed like a nurse, as if she was about to head out to start a shift at the hospital. “You must be Doug,” she said. “Come on in.”  
 
    The woman was Karen’s sister, Megan. Karen and Megan lived alone together in a one-bedroom basement suite. Karen slept on the couch. Her bedding was neatly stacked next to the couch and her clothes were kept in a series of suitcases that sat on the other side of the couch. The place was small and dark, as there was only a single window next to the door.  
 
    “Karen is just getting ready,” Megan said. She told me I could sit at the kitchen table, which was pretty much in the living room. It was all one big room with two doors: one to the bedroom and one to the bathroom. So I sat down and I waited. My heart was pounding. It was my first ever date. I had no idea what I would say to her. Do I compliment her? Of course I should compliment her, but what’s appropriate? If I compliment her dress, will she think there’s something wrong with her? If I compliment her, will she think I’m ignoring her dress? 
 
    The bedroom door opened and my heart tumbled into my gut. I sat upright and took a deep breath in. Then she stepped out. She was wearing a cute blue dress that sparkled in the dimly lit room. She had her makeup done nicely and her hair styled up cutely. She smiled when she saw me. I sprung to my feet. I had a small bouquet of flowers which I quickly thrust towards her. “These are for you,” I said.  
 
    She stepped up and took them. “They’re beautiful,” she said. 
 
    “Your legs look great in that dress,” I said, and I instantly felt stupid for saying it. It made more sense in my head: compliment her body and her outfit at the same time. But it came out sounding awkward and kind of creepy.  
 
    But she just laughed. “You really think so?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah. I mean—you look great. You and the outfit. And your hair too.” I felt my face becoming redder.  
 
    “You look pretty good yourself,” she said. “Shall we go?” 
 
    Megan watched us with a big smile on her face. She shook her head—probably at how stupid I was being. But in retrospect, it was probably endearing.  
 
    We got into my mom’s minivan and we started towards the school. Karen was wearing a beautiful perfume. She had her fingernails freshly painted to match her blue dress. “I like your fingers,” I said. “I mean your nails.”  
 
    She giggled. I loved that giggle. “Thank you,” she said.  
 
    We pulled up to the school and I couldn’t wait to show her off to all of my friends. I couldn’t wait for the whole school to see us together and realize that I wasn’t such a loser after all. The night was already going perfectly and there was still so much left! But the perfection all came to a screeching halt when I turned off the engine of the car.  
 
    “There’s something you should know about me,” she said. 
 
    I looked at her expectantly. I was expecting her to say something about why she was living with her sister—maybe some sad story about her parents passing away or something. I could have handled that. But instead she said, “I’m trans. I started transitioning five years ago.”  
 
    Her fun fact pinged around my brain a few times before it truly registered. I laughed, thinking she was kidding. “Yeah?” I said. “Good one.”  
 
    “I’m not kidding,” she said. “If that ruins things for you, I’ll understand.” And then I saw the sadness in her face and knew that she really wasn’t kidding. I was going to prom with a transgender.  
 
    “Does anyone know?” I asked. My hands were trembling and so were my legs.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Some people know,” she said. So I was about to walk into a crowded gymnasium with a transgender, and people would be looking at me and snickering to themselves. But what could I do? I couldn’t just dump her now—not without breaking her heart and looking like a complete asshole. I needed to go through with it, so that’s what I did. I forced a smile and said, “Oh, well that’s interesting.”  
 
    But I could tell that she knew I wasn’t happy to hear the news. Her smile was gone and now her cheeks were red with humiliation. I walked with her towards the school. I’d originally planned on holding her hand as we entered, but now I thought it would be best to keep a bit of distance. We walked into the gym in complete silence.  
 
    “Well here we are. Prom,” I said.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said quietly.  
 
    I looked around to see if people were staring at us. There were a few people looking our way—did they know? Were they going to go to their friends and gossip and laugh at me?   
 
    People were already dancing. The music was already turned up loud. But I wasn’t in the mood to dance. I didn’t want to be seen dancing with a trans chick. So I found myself standing quietly at her side. She was staring down at her feet. I was ruining her prom experience—her one and only prom experience.  
 
    And I was filled with guilt. That guilt just grew stronger and stronger. I wished she would see some of her friends and break away from me for the night, but all of her friends were busy with their own dates. All of my friends were standing by the back wall looking, telling jokes and laughing at the terrible dancers. I wanted to join them, but I knew that would just shatter Karen’s heart. But did I really care about Karen’s feelings anymore? I mean—she wasn’t even a woman.  I wasn’t hurting a girl’s feelings—I was hurting a boy’s feelings. And is that really such a big deal? 
 
    I looked over at her. But I just couldn’t see a boy. Her hair was perfect and it looked like it took a lot of time to get right. Her makeup looked tedious, as if it took all day to apply. She’d surely gone out and bought that dress just for this night. So how could I not feel horribly guilty? “Do you want to dance?” I asked. 
 
    And then I watched her face light up. “Yes,” she said with a smile. It was a pained smile but at least it was a smile. At least it took a bit of guilt off of my plate. I reached down and took her hand, making that smile grow just a little bit more, and I led her towards the dance floor.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I figured: what difference does it make if she’s transgender? So what if people laugh at me? In one week, I would never see any of these people again. All of my friends would remain oblivious because they never heard any of the gossip. And everyone else was going off to colleges all over the country. So what difference did it really make? Worst case scenario, I get bullied for a few days… I could handle a little bit of bullying, seeing as I’d handled a solid decade of bullying already.  
 
    So we danced. And as her smile grew bigger, I started to relax. I wasn’t ruining her night. I was giving her a dream prom. And I was having fun too. She was a good dancer—much better than me. I did my best to keep up, and I don’t think I did too badly. We ended up dancing through most of the night. When we weren’t dancing, we were chatting. She told me a bit of her life story—her parents kicked her out when she told them she wanted to transition. Her sister took her in. She was hoping to be a model one day, but she knew it would be an uphill battle given her special circumstances. 
 
    “I think you’d make a great model,” I said.  
 
    She smiled and blushed and then I got my first ever kiss. It only lasted five seconds, but it was probably the best five seconds of my life up until that point. My face burned hot. I knew I’d just lost my first kiss to a man, but strangely it didn’t seem to matter in that moment. We were having fun and she was beautiful—I knew that’s what I would remember, and not the fact that she was actually a biological man. At least I thought that that’s what I would remember.  
 
    A slow song came on so we made our way back to the dance floor. I slipped my arms around her and we swayed to the music. Before the end of the song, we kissed again. This one lasted at least a minute. Her body was rubbing up against mine, arousing me. I started to get an erection. I tried to reach down subtly to hide it in my waistband, but she noticed. My heart plunged into my stomach. But she just smirked. “You know that they leave the drama room unlocked every night?” she said. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. Want to go?”  
 
    So we ran out of the gymnasium and down the hall to the drama room—and she was right: it was unlocked. We slipped inside and locked the door, and we continued our kiss in complete privacy. It wasn’t long before she reached down to rub my throbbing erection. I cupped her breasts and squeezed. She had small tits but they felt nice. They were the first tits I ever squeezed.  
 
    She sunk to her knees and tugged down my pants. My erection sprung loose. She grabbed it with her warm, soft fingers, and she led it to her lips. She began to suck. It felt amazing. I slipped my fingers into her soft hair and I massaged her scalp.  
 
    My brain kept reminding me that she was a man. I tried to push those reminders away, but they just kept coming. I was able to hold them back as long as my eyes were open and my gaze was glued to her. She looked like a chick—and as far as my eyes were concerned, she was a chick. She looked up at me with smiling eyes. She had my whole cock in her mouth. She nearly gagged on it, but she managed to keep her composure.  
 
    “I’m a virgin,” I said, and I don’t know why I said it. In my head, it seemed like the right thing to say. Aloud, it just sounded strange and pathetic.  
 
    “Me too,” she said.  
 
    “I’m nervous,” I said. 
 
    “Me too,” she said. And then she stood up. “But I want to lose it to you.” She slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders and then gave it a tug. It fell to the ground, leaving her in just her bra and tight panties. But I could see a large bulge in those panties. She reached around her back and unclipped her bra, letting her tits loose, but it was hard to focus on her beautiful breasts with that bulge before me. It was especially hard to focus once she bent over and pulled her panties down, showing off her long, thick cock.  
 
    It was bigger than mine—much bigger. It was curved slightly to her left and it was almost as thick as my wrist. My heart stuttered. And for the first time that night, I truly realized that I was on a date with a transgender. But in that moment, she didn’t seem like a transgender. She was just a man with a big cock and some makeup. My stomach turned and I felt dizzy. “What’s wrong?” she asked. She suddenly covered up her cock. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I just can’t do this,” I said. My lips parted as if I had more to say, but I couldn’t say anything. I just turned around and left. I went straight for the back exit and I ran to my car. I didn’t even give Karen a ride home like I said I would. And sure, I felt guilty, but I also felt like I’d just dodged a massive bullet. I nearly lost my virginity to a man. It was bad enough that I’d lost my first slow dance to a man, my first kiss to a man, and my first blowjob to a man—but I saved my virginity. And I was happy for that. 
 
    At least I thought I was happy for that. But after a couple of years, I started to wonder if that night really did end the way it should have ended.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It had been just over nine years since that night and I still thought about it all the time. I thought about her all of the time. The last time I saw her was in that empty drama room, as she stood naked and devastated with her long cock out. I could remember that face in vivid detail: the horror as she watched me turn to leave without warning.  
 
    It was a couple of years after that horrible moment when I lost my virginity to a real woman. It was at a college party. Her name was Susan and she was cute enough. She was a philosophy major who didn’t give a damn about philosophy. She gave a damn about partying and getting porked. And that night, I was the last guy left standing and sober enough to do the job.  
 
    It wasn’t the greatest sex—even I knew that having never slept with a woman before. She sucked my cock sloppily before falling onto her back and spreading her legs to reveal her warm, wet hole. It was already agape as if she’d been fucked by a thick cock earlier that night. I stuck my cock in her and began to pump her quickly, without much or any build-up whatsoever. She didn’t want build-up. She didn’t even want foreplay. Drinking was her foreplay—that was all she needed to get nice and wet.  
 
    She really was a sweet girl… when she wasn’t hammered.  
 
    She was a fine first fuck. I got what I needed to get out of my system. But sadly, the most memorable part of the night I lost my virginity was when she pulled off her shirt and revealed her small, perky tits. They looked just like Karen’s tits. They even felt just like Karen’s tits. When I was fucking her, I couldn’t take my eyes off of those tits to save my life. I loved the way that they bounced. I couldn’t stop thinking about Karen. After a few minutes, Susan started moaning and grabbing handfuls of bed sheets. She pulled a pillow over her face to scream into, and then she left it there as she moaned. With her face covered, I suddenly pictured Karen in her place. 
 
    And once I was imagining myself plugging Karen’s hole, I came almost instantly. And once my cock had drained deep inside of her, my heart started pounding. I may not have lost my virginity to Karen, but I lost my virginity thinking about Karen—and was that really so much better? I comforted myself with the reminder that I pictured Karen’s face and chest and not her throbbing, curved cock.  
 
    And I comforted myself with that reminder until I fucked my second chick: Laura Stanley, my sophomore year girlfriend. Laura was a cute, petite blonde who looked a hell of a lot like Karen, even though I never admitted that to myself at the time (at least I tried not to). She even had a similar voice and similar mannerisms, though the similarities ended there. She came from a nice, rich family. She was very much into sports and she hated dancing. The day I asked her out, she was wearing a tiny yellow dress that looked very much like a tiny yellow dress that Karen used to wear back in high school.  
 
    We dated for a month before we fucked. We were in her dorm room and her roommate was out for the weekend. The whole thing was planned in advance: two weeks in advance, to be specific. She was a virgin and we’d come close a few times. “I just want my first time to be special,” she always said before we went too far. So she decided to plan her special time herself. “We’ll do it on Friday, in my dorm room,” she said. And then she spent the week picking up everything she needed. She rented a record player and bought her favourite album on vinyl. She bought over one hundred dollars worth of candles and red satin sheets that matched the cover of her favourite romance novel. And with all of her hard, meticulous work, the moment ended up being the complete opposite of special. It felt staged and cliché. She kept asking me to “be more charming” and then she kept jumping up from the bed to relight candles that went out. She had her hair and makeup professionally done for the night, and she begged me not to ruin her hair or makeup. 
 
    “Kiss my neck,” she said, so I kissed her neck. Then she asked me to stand back while she undressed, so I did. She undressed slowly as if she was in a movie. She had nice tits and a nice body. And I have to admit: I was a little bit disappointed when she revealed her clean-shaven pussy. And then when I realized I was disappointed, my heart sunk down and my face became pale. Had I really been secretly wishing that she were a male under that dress?  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked, her face bone white as she stared into my eyes. Her perfect moment was ruined by my not-so-perfect reaction.  
 
    “Wrong? Huh? Nothing’s wrong,” I said. But my gut was turning. I was insane—I wasn’t just going insane, I was officially insane.  
 
    Her cheeks were red and she was covering her chest with her arm. I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her and gave her what she wanted: cheesy, fake romance. I kissed her neck and then I slowly penetrated her. She didn’t want me to ravage her. She wanted nice, slow thrusts—and she reminded me not to ruin her makeup, as if there would be photos afterwards.  
 
    After fifteen minutes of slowly penetrating her, I wasn’t any closer to coming. She wasn’t coming either, too preoccupied trying to make sure she wasn’t posing awkwardly or making funny faces. I ended up surrendering to my mind—I closed my eyes and imagined Karen. But this time I didn’t just imagine her tits and her pretty face: I imagined everything. I imagined my cock slipping into her asshole. I imagined her holding her throbbing member and pumping it. And then I imagined her coming all over her own chest and abdomen. 
 
    And then I pulled out and came all over Laura. She thought my cum was pretty gross. It was the first cum she’d ever felt. She kept her hands away from it, refusing to touch it, and then she begged me to grab some tissues to wipe it off. She didn’t move a muscle, afraid it would dribble onto more of her skin. It was the first and last time we had sex.  
 
    The third time I had sex was even more concerning. The girl I was with was a total knockout, though I didn’t even know her name. It was the last day before the summer break and we were at a bar. There was a wet t-shirt contest and somehow I was picked to be the guy who got to pour the water on the women. When I was pouring water on this particular young lady, she looked into my eyes with a look that was begging for sex. She didn’t win the contest, but she won me without much effort. She came to my table with a couple of shots. We took them together and then she ordered a few more. The night slipped away from me slightly and the next thing I knew, I was in her bedroom. She kept shushing me because her parents were asleep upstairs. 
 
    Her room was painted bright pink, with brighter pink hearts on every wall. Her bed sheets were pink, too. I threw her down on her bed and I jumped on top of her. I pulled off her shirt, which was still damp from the contest, and I sucked her nipples. And then I pulled down her little booty shorts, and once again found myself strangely disappointed that there wasn’t a cock there. But had there been a cock, I don’t even know what I would have done. Hell, I probably would have jumped up and ran away like I did with Karen. So I’m not sure why I was disappointed. “Are you okay?” she asked with a whisper. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine,” I said.  
 
    We made out for a bit while she blindly got me naked. She loved playing with my cock, and I loved the feeling of her fingers stroking my rod. She got me hard quickly, and once she spread her legs, she was already dripping.  
 
    I pressed my cock into her. Her pussy was tight. I pumped her hard for a few minutes, and in those few minutes she came a few times. She came easily and bountifully. She had big tits that bounced in every direction with glee. She liked it when I put my hand around her throat and pressed down. She really liked it when I slapped her on the face (which I only did because she begged me). She kept telling me to be quiet, but she wasn’t being quiet at all. In fact, I think she wanted her parents to wake up and hear us.  
 
    But I wasn’t coming. I wasn’t even coming close to coming. She was hot and fun and her pussy felt good, but something was missing. I couldn’t stop thinking about Karen. I found myself staring at her body, wishing I would have fucked Karen, just so that I could know what it was like. Every night I thought about what it would have been like and what could have been, even though I knew that it was better that nothing had happened save for a bit of kissing and a quick blowjob.  
 
    “Come in me already,” my fling begged. “Please just fucking come in me.” She came again, but I could tell that she was running out of steam. But I wasn’t any closer to coming, even when I closed my eyes and imagined Karen. I hated that I thought I could come by imagining Karen. I wished Karen would erase herself from my mind. 
 
    But I had another idea. I flipped my fling over and I pressed the tip of my cock up to her puckering butthole. “What are you doing?” she asked.  
 
    “Shh,” I said, and I held her down by pressing the palm of my hand against her mid-back. I started to push into her asshole. It was a bit dry and very, very tight. She squirmed and said, “Ouch! It hurts!” But I knew it was what I needed. Once I was in deep, I started thrusting. 
 
    And she liked it. After a minute, she started moaning a deep, unflattering moan. “Oh my God that feels so good,” she said, her voice shaking with her body. And I came quickly, but my orgasm was accompanied by a bad feeling in my gut. I just came in a woman’s ass while imagining she was a transgender.  
 
    Things didn’t get better after that. Every time I had sex, Karen was on my mind. I was starting to realize that I had a serious problem that I needed to address—and I had an idea of how to address it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was five years after the last time I’d seen Karen when I found myself in a motel room with a trans prostitute. It wasn’t something I was particularly proud of, but it was something I needed to experience. I wanted the experience to be horrible. I wanted to hate every second with her and I wanted to be grossed out by everything about her so that I could stop feeling like I’d missed out on some sort of opportunity.  
 
    My date’s name was Karlee and she was shy to a fault. She didn’t move much. When I showed up she was already in her tight white lingerie. She stood in the middle of the room with her arms wrapped around herself and her gaze on the floor. “Is everything alright?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah. I just can’t wait to suck your dick,” she said, but her voice lacked conviction, as if she was reading from a cue car glued to the wall behind me.  
 
    I put my hands on her hips and she became stiff. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head and forced a smile. She was pretty cute, though her boyish looks were obvious. She had a petite body, much like Karen’s, but her nose and jawline weren’t so feminine. Her makeup job wasn’t great either. But she smelled nice. I bent over to kiss her, my heart racing. It took her a second to kiss back. But she remained stiff. “Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Can I tell you something?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    “I’m a virgin. I—I’ve never been with anyone before. I just really need the money,” she said.  
 
    My heart stuttered. I felt guilty, as if I was stealing something from the poor trans girl. But maybe it was better she lose her virginity to me than some creep. So I was gentle. I kissed her softly and I held her tenderly. I placed her down on the bed and then I started kissing down her body. My heart was still racing. Now I wasn’t just doing something I found to be morally wrong—I was doing something legally wrong as well.  
 
    If a cop burst through that motel door, I could end up on a sexual offenders list, unable to ever get a proper job again in my life. I took a deep breath and continued to kiss down her body. She was fit—fitter than most women. Her abs were hard, which was a bit off-putting. I gently pulled down her white thong, revealing her shy, flaccid cock. It was the moment I’d been secretly waiting for and simultaneously dreading for years. I was finally with a woman who had a cock.  
 
    I was still for a moment, staring at it, wondering if I was about to make some big, stupid mistake. “You can touch it, if you want,” she said with her coy voice.  
 
    So I slipped my fingers around it and gently pulled back her foreskin. She had a small cock, and that was probably for the best. I still remembered how intimidating Karen’s cock was: hard and throbbing and nearly the size of my forearm. This was more manageable. I gave it a few stroked before I could feel it beginning to grown and harden. “You can suck it if you want,” she said. So I took a deep breath and bent forward, hoping to hate every second that cock was in my mouth. 
 
    But I didn’t hate every second of it. Instead, I felt completely indifferent. It seemed no different than sucking on one of her fingers. I managed to get her rock-hard, but even still, I didn’t feel one way or the other about it.  
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you or do you want to fuck me?” she asked.  
 
    Suddenly my heart was pounding against my ribcage as I wondered what would have happened with Karen. Would she have wanted to take a turn on top? Would I have liked it? Over the past five years, I’d had dreams of Karen mounting me—though sometimes they were more like nightmares than dreams. Her big cock probably wouldn’t have fit into my ass without stretching me painfully wide. But my little escort fling was small and seemingly harmless. “I suppose you could fuck me,” I said. 
 
    So I bent over the bed and she stepped up behind me. I felt her press her warm, wet tip up to my asshole. I took a deep breath as she began to push in. It felt strange: very, very strange. I felt suddenly full. She wasn’t thick enough to stretch me out too much, but it still felt like my tight hole was being stretched wide. My legs began to tremble when she started to pump me from behind. She put her hands on my hips. She had a strong grip and her hands weren’t nearly as small and feminine as Karen’s. But I tried not to think about that.  
 
    She was almost pressing against my sweet spot. She would hit it occasionally, sending jolts of pleasure pulsing through my body. But she wasn’t quite there. And she didn’t last long. “Oh fuck,” she groaned in a slightly masculine voice, and then I felt her coming. She was wearing a condom, but I could feel the tip of that condom expanding with warm fluid. She pulled out quickly, leaving me feeling suddenly empty.  
 
    It wasn’t a terribly positive experience. But I left with a smile on my face, thinking that I’d finally put a long-overdue nail into an old coffin. But it wasn’t long before I started to think: it would have been different with Karen… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was a late May afternoon when I received that burgundy envelope in the mail. My name was quickly handwritten on the front of the envelope. The sender’s address was in my town, but I didn’t recognize his or her name: Sandy Merkle.  
 
    I opened up the envelope. It was an invitation to my ten year high-school reunion, happening in just one month at my old school. Had it already been ten years? My God, I was getting old and I was getting old fast. What had I accomplished in those ten years? I got a degree that I wasn’t even using. I had a job that I didn’t even like. I had no wife or kids or even a dog. I couldn’t help but cringe at the thought of showing up to my high-school reunion as a single, achievementless loser. I mean—don’t get me wrong: I didn’t see myself as a loser. I just knew that the real losers wouldn’t show up to the reunion: the college dropouts who ended up spending the past ten years partying, quickly becoming older and older than the kids they were partying with. And the successful guys—they would surely be showing up, looking for an opportunity to prove that they were the best.  
 
    So in contrast, I would be a loser. And it’s not like I wanted to see any of my old friends, especially considering I knew for a fact that one of them was a lead engineer with a massive company, making hundreds of thousands of dollars each year. Another one was a big time computer programmer, and another one was working some confusing job with NASA.  
 
    And what was I doing? I was doing nothing. I was working some dead-end job for an insurance company and sleeping with as many women as I could in an attempt to quell my regret from ten years ago… 
 
    Suddenly, I realized that Karen might be at the reunion.  
 
    Was it possibly my chance at redemption? Was this my chance to kill that regret that had been festering inside of me for ten years? Maybe I just needed to see her with experienced eyes—to see that she wasn’t really the mythical being that my mind had invented. I always remembered her through my virgin teenager goggles: glowing and cute and beautiful and kind… But that probably wasn’t really the case. Besides, she was ten years older now and nearing thirty. I can’t imagine a biological man ages quite as gracefully in a dress as a biological woman.  
 
    So I slipped my RSVP into the mail, with a check marked next to the ‘will be attending’ box, and an X marked on the ‘how many guests will you be bringing?’ box. I would go alone, eat the cheap provided dinner, listen to the lame speech from our class valedictorian, and catch a glimpse of Karen to ease my long-time guilt.  
 
    But what if I saw her and she was as beautiful as I remembered? What if I saw her and my regret only grew? Maybe she would still be single. Maybe I could convince her to join me back in that drama room to pick things up where they left off… 
 
    Or maybe I could try to find some way to slap some sense into myself. I couldn’t understand why my brain wouldn’t accept the simple fact that she was not a woman: she was a man. She was incapable of having kids. She had to take hormone blockers every day so that her beard wouldn’t grow in. There was no pussy between her legs. There was nothing there for me except some silly idea of ‘the girl who got away’. She was a fantasy and nothing more—a fantasy that needed to expire so I could move on with my life.  
 
    A couple weeks later I took my suit to the drycleaners. I wanted to make sure everything was perfect for the big night, even though my plan was essentially to dine and dash. I even bought a new cologne for the night. It was a bit out of my price range, but it seemed worth it. I wanted to make an impression, though I’m not sure why—or maybe I was sure why and I just didn’t want to admit it to myself… 
 
    I wanted Karen to be beautiful. I wanted her to see me and throw herself at me as if she’d waited ten years for that very moment. I wanted her to run off with me to that drama room again like we did when we were teenagers, and I wanted her to bend over for me. I wanted to fuck her in the ass while I jerked off that big, thick cock of hers. And I wanted to watch her come— 
 
    “Get a hold of yourself, man,” I said to myself before giving myself a slap on the cheek.  
 
    Ten years ago, Karen planted a seed inside of me that had grown into a horrible creature. If it weren’t for her, maybe I would be showing up at my ten-year reunion as a married man. Maybe I would have kids and achievements to boast. But instead, I just had a conflicted mind. I couldn’t hold down a relationship because I couldn’t stop thinking about Karen whenever I got a girl into the bedroom. I thought about seeking counselling or therapy, but it was just too embarrassing to admit that I wished I had a time machine so I could go back in time and fuck a well-hung trans chick. I wanted to believe that my life was truly better off because I didn’t go through with the act that night, but it was harder and harder to believe with every girl I slept with. 
 
    A week before the reunion, I tried to creep Karen’s Facebook profile. But her account was set to private, as it had been since high school. I could only see her profile picture: her silhouette against an ocean sunset. I could have added her—at any point in the past ten years I could have added her—but I was afraid to. I don’t know why I was afraid to, but I was. I’d Googled her many times over the past ten years, hoping to see how she was doing. But nothing ever showed up. If she had any working achievements, they weren’t being publically published.  
 
    And there was a good chance that she wouldn’t even show up at the reunion. I asked a few of my old friends if they were going and they all laughed. “Why would I do that? I don’t want to see the people who bullied me as a child,” I was told. “But if you want to meet up for a beer, why don’t we just go to a bar?”  
 
     I think most people skip out on their high-school reunion. Karen had an especially good reason to skip out on the reunion: to avoid the man who ran away from her after she made herself completely vulnerable. She had never been terribly popular. She only had a few friends. So why would she show up… Unless she wanted to see me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I felt quite stupid as I walked up to my old high school. There was a line of couples waiting to get in, past the check-in desk that was set up by the door. I must have been the only single attendee in sight. Chad Johnson was handing out programs and signing people in. Chad was a drama geek. He never missed an after-school drama class and he even convinced the school to let him take the same drama class twice in place of a second elective. He looked at me as I walked up to the desk. “It’s Doug, right?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. I looked around and felt even stupider. Everyone looked so damper and put together. The man behind me had a sparkling golden watch on his wrist that was probably worth more than twelve months of my rent.  
 
    “And your date’s name?” he asked, looking down his list. 
 
    “No date,” I said.  
 
    He looked at me with red cheeks. “Oh, I’m sorry. You’re right, it does say ‘no date’ next to your name.” He forced a smile. “I think you’re the first person I’ve checked in without a date.” And then his face became dark red. “Not that that’s a bad thing. I’m sure your misses just couldn’t make it tonight.” He was digging himself further into a hole. 
 
    I grabbed one of the programs. “Thanks,” I said, and then I went inside before I had to face any more humiliation.  
 
    Our seats were assigned for us. I was placed in the far back corner at an empty table that stayed mostly empty as people started to filter in.  
 
    I recognized many of them: my old classmates. I decided to stand up and try to mingle so that I wouldn’t look completely pathetic sitting at the back of the gymnasium by myself. I found myself standing in the middle of the large space—the exact spot where Karen and I had our slow dance and our first kiss. I looked around—she was nowhere to be seen now, and maybe that was for the best.  
 
    “Doug?” a man said behind me. I turned around. It was Larry Kent, the alternate quarterback for our school’s football team. He was still tall and built. And I was still afraid that he was going to punch me in the gut like he used to whenever I wouldn’t give him my lunch money, back in elementary school. “Long time no see, buddy,” he said, as if we’d ever been buddies. He reached his hand out to shake mine. 
 
    My parents always told me not to worry about the bullies and the jocks. “They’re peaking now. You have your whole future,” my mom would say whenever I came home with a black eye or a chipped tooth. But she was wrong. Larry Kent had an expensive watch on his wrist, an expensive pair of shoes on his feet, an expensive suit on his body, and a beautiful wife standing next to him. She was vaguely familiar but I couldn’t seem to figure out why. 
 
    “This is Marina,” he said. “She’s an international model. Maybe you’ve seen her in an ad before.” She reached out gently and took my hand. She couldn’t have weighed more than ninety pounds. It occurred to me that Larry was just there to show off. And then it occurred to me that everyone was there to show off. The only people who showed up were the people making more than 150K each year. The only people who showed up were the ones with supermodel wives. Everyone was just trying to prove that they should have won the title of ‘most likely to succeed’ in our yearbook. I had no idea who actually won that title.  
 
    So I slowly migrated back over to my table and I took a seat and waited for dinner to be served so I could make my escape before enduring too much more embarrassment. And then she took a seat across from me: Karen DeNicio.  
 
    It took me a second before I recognized her. She wasn’t the cutesy petite girl anymore. She’d grown nearly a foot, but she was still slender. Her breasts had grown as well, and she didn’t keep them too hidden with her low-cut dress that fit tight to her body.  
 
    She didn’t recognize me right away. Instead, she was looking through her purse for something. That something ended up being a tube of lipstick. She looked around while she applied it, still not noticing me. To be fair, I didn’t look like the same scrawny teenager. I was still a smaller guy, but I’d put on a bit of muscle. I’d grown a small beard and I no longer dressed in baggy hoodies and cargo pants.  
 
    I stared at her for a moment, trying to see her flaws, but she had none. She was beautiful. She was even more beautiful than the night of our prom. She’d grown into a gorgeous woman, and now my regret was even greater than ever—no matter how many times I reminded myself that she wasn’t even technically a woman.  
 
    She looked at me, right into my eyes, and then I looked away, suddenly overwhelmed and intimidated. But I knew I couldn’t look away forever. I knew that I’d just made myself look weak and I needed to save a bit of face. So I looked back. She was still looking at me. “Doug?” she said.  
 
    “Hi,” I said, forcing a smile. “It’s Karen, right?” I said, as if I didn’t know. I sounded like a complete idiot.  
 
    She laughed. She still had that cute laugh. “How have you been? It’s been so long.”  
 
    “Oh, you know. It’s going well. How about you? What have you been up to?”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Just living,” she said.  
 
    “I hear you,” I said, and then there was a long, awkward silence. I was remembering that moment in that drama room and I’m sure she was remembering the same exact moment. I looked down at the empty table and she looked around the gymnasium. “Are you here with your husband?” I asked in an attempt to kill the silence. 
 
    She smiled. “No—no husband.”  
 
    There was another long silence. “Couldn’t convince him to come out tonight?” I asked. 
 
    “I couldn’t convince him to exist,” she said, and then she laughed. I laughed as well.  
 
    “I hear you,” I said, and then there was another long silence. And there would be silence after silence until we addressed that horrible elephant in the room. It was all I could think about and I’m sure it was the same for her. “I’m—uh—sorry about what happened. You know—at prom, or whatever,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, but this smile was painfully forced. “It’s okay,” she said.  
 
    “I was young and stupid and I really didn’t know what I was doing,” I said. 
 
    “Me neither. I don’t blame you for running off.”  
 
    “I wish I hadn’t run off,” I said. “I hope you believe me what I say that.” 
 
    She smiled and nodded, as if she didn’t really believe me but she wanted the conversation to end along with the memory of that embarrassing night. It was embarrassing for me, but I couldn’t even imagine how embarrassing it was for her. She was the one who pulled her cock out and was left standing there vulnerable and alone.  
 
    The next silence was particularly long and horribly awkward. I tried to think of something to say—a new subject of conversation or even just a stupid joke to ease the tension, but I came up with nothing. Thankfully, someone stepped up onto the stage and tapped on the microphone. “If everyone could make their way to their seats, dinner will be served momentarily.” I was excited for more people to come and sit at our table, so that there would be someone to talk to and ease the tension.  
 
    Unfortunately, there was only one couple that came to sit at our table: Barry Goring and his wife. Barry was always quiet back in high school, but now he had a lot to say—to his wife. They were fighting from the moment they sat down to the moment they got up and left, before food was even served. Barry’s wife was convinced that Barry was hitting on some girl, and Barry was convinced that his wife was hitting on Larry Kent.  
 
    “Well that was interesting,” Karen said once they were gone. And once again, we were alone at the table together, with nothing to talk about but plenty to think about.  
 
    And after another long silence, I said, “I really am sorry you know.” 
 
    “Can we just not talk about it?” she asked. 
 
    “But it’s bothering me and it’s been bothering me for ten years. I just need to get it off of my chest.”  
 
    “What exactly do you want to get off your chest?” she asked, staring into my eyes with an unimpressed look.  
 
    “I just want you to know that I’m sorry.”  
 
    “You say you’re sorry, but what are you sorry about?” 
 
    “Leaving.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” she said. “But it’s fine. I’ve gotten over it.”  
 
    “Why don’t you believe me?” I asked. 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a moment before saying, “Because I know that you would just do it again if we were in the same position.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t,” I said. “And for the past ten years, I’ve wished I would have stayed.”  
 
    Now she was silent, staring into my eyes, trying to decide whether or not I was bluffing. But I wasn’t bluffing. I really wished I could go back and see that night through—even though I knew that leaving was the rational, logical thing to do.  
 
    “Prove it,” she said. 
 
    A waiter placed a plate of unappetizing food down in front of Karen, and then he placed an identical plate down in front of me. It looked like a freezer meal plopped onto a paper plate, with a bit of parsley to look fancy.  
 
    My hands were trembling. What did she mean when she said, ‘prove it’? “I’d be happy to.” 
 
    “Fine. Let’s go,” she said. She stood up and grabbed her purse. So I stood up as well. My heart was pounding. Was this really happening?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It didn’t take me long to realize she was leading me towards that old drama room. She wasn’t holding my hand like she was ten years before, and we weren’t running like a couple of excited teenagers. We were simply walking, side-by-side, saying nothing. I wondered if she was actually planning on going through with this, or if she was just trying to catch me bluffing.  
 
    I’d slept with many girls since that night—and I’d slept with a few trans chicks as well. But this was different. This was the moment I’d been waiting for all decade, but I had no idea if I could actually go through with it.  
 
    She was a different woman than the Karen I went to prom with. She wasn’t a cute, shy little teen anymore. She was a woman. She was tall and strong and confident.  
 
    She reached for the door handle of the drama room. It was unlocked, just like it always used to be. My heart skipped a beat. What if we have sex and it isn’t everything I’d always dreamed that it would be? What did that mean? Did that mean I’d wasted the last ten years fantasizing over something that wasn’t worth fantasizing over? Did that mean I’d let a stupid obsession wrongfully dictate my whole life?  
 
    The drama room was dark, even once she flicked the light switch. Half of the bulbs were burnt out, as if the room was never used anymore, and maybe it wasn’t. “Take off your pants,” she said. Then she stepped into the middle of the room and started to undress. With her back to me, she slipped out from her dress and let the little outfit fall to the ground. She was wearing a black lacy bra that matched her panties. She had a nice, firm ass and succulent curves.  
 
    I reached down for my belt buckle but hesitated. My heart was still pounding. I knew something was awry but I didn’t know what. I couldn’t understand why she was giving me this second chance. “Why are you doing this?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me over her shoulder. “You aren’t the only person who’s run away from me,” she said. “But you were the first.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure what she meant by that. I watched her as she continued to undress. She unclipped her bra and tossed it aside. Then she bent over and started to shimmy down her panties. Her thighs pressed together, so I couldn’t see that massive cock that once scared me away. And maybe it wasn’t actually so massive—maybe that was just another side effect of my virgin-goggles. I took a deep breath and took off my pants.  
 
    “Are your pants off?” she asked without looking back. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. I felt silly with my cock hanging out.  
 
    “When I turn around, we’ll be exactly how we left off ten years ago,” she said. My heart skipped another beat. And it occurred to me that if I could go through with it, then it would be redemption for her as well. My leaving had probably left a terrible mark on her life, the way that her naked reveal had left a huge mark on my life. So I took another deep breath. 
 
    She turned around.  
 
    Karen had grown in more ways than one. She was nearly a foot taller but she’d grown in other places too. Her cock was massive—even bigger than I remembered. Flaccid, it was easily eight or nine inches, swaying from side to side like a heavy pendulum. I felt the colour rush from my face.  
 
    I’d been with a few transgenders before, but nothing like her. The trans girls I’d been with had all been small and soft—petite and feminine. Karen was mostly feminine, but there was nothing feminine about that cock. My heart stuttered and fell into my stomach. I must have been bone pale. “Well?” she said as she stood there vulnerably for the second time in ten years.  
 
    “You look good,” I said.  
 
    “I’m still waiting for you to prove that you regret leaving me,” she said. She crossed her arms shyly and her gaze fell to the floor. 
 
    I cautiously stepped forward. I couldn’t believe the size of that cock. I gently placed my hands on her hips and I leaned forward for a kiss. She dodged the kiss. “If we’re picking up where we left off, I think we’ve already done enough kissing—wouldn’t you agree?” Before I ran off ten years before, she’d just finished sucking my cock. And I had a feeling that she was now expecting me to return the long overdue favour.  
 
    So I sunk down to my knees slowly and found myself staring right at the thick, curved beast. I gently reached up and slipped my fingers around it. It was heavy. My God, it must have weighed a whole pound, maybe more. It was warm and I could feel it throbbing. She was staring down at me with an expectant and shy look, as if she was waiting for me to run away screaming. But I had to see it through. That cock had tormented my fantasies for too long. I gently began to stroke her member and then I pushed her tip through my lips.  
 
    Her body became tense. It wasn’t what she was expecting. I sunk as much of her into my mouth as I could fit and what I couldn’t fit I continued to stroke with a clenched fist. After a minute, she started to relax. She gently grabbed my head with both of her hands and she began to guide me forward and back. I’d never sucked a cock before, but I was glad hers was my first.  
 
    I could feel her getting harder and bigger and thicker and warmer. Her veins were throbbing. I had to stand up on my knees as her cock rose up. I got a taste of her sweet pre-cum. “So maybe you weren’t lying,” she said with rosy cheeks. She bit the corner of her bottom lip. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting for this for ten years,” I said, taking a short break from her cock before plunging her back into my mouth. I continued to suck.  
 
    “Lay on your back,” she said, so I followed her command. She planted her knees next to my shoulders and she hung her erect monster cock over my face. Then she started lowering that cock down towards my lips. I opened wide. I couldn’t move so I just let her thrust her cock in and out of my mouth. I liked it. It’s exactly what I wanted for so long. She made me gag when she started to push down my throat, and she nearly made me vomit, but I managed to hold myself together.  
 
    “Maybe I was wrong about you,” she said with that big cute smirk that I’d always had such a big crush on.  
 
    “You were,” I said. “But it was my fault.”  
 
    She stood up and walked over to the little stage that wasn’t quite three-feet tall. She grabbed the edge of the stage and bent over. “Go ahead,” she said, swaying that perfect bum of hers in the air. I didn’t waste too much time. I jumped to my feet and I rushed over to her, sliding my throbbing erection up between her firm butt cheeks. Her tight hole was puckering, ready for me. I ran my hands up and down her soft sides.  
 
    And then I began to penetrate her. “Oh fuck,” she moaned. She clutched the edge of that stage tightly. I sunk in as deep as I could and I was impressed with her ability to take it. “You don’t have to be gentle. I’m not a virgin anymore.” She looked back at me and smiled.  
 
    “I’m not interested in being gentle,” I said, and then I started to thrust myself in and out of her without restraint. I slipped my hands around her throat to hold her in place. She pushed her bum back with every penetration to make the most of it.  
 
    “Fuck, that feels so good,” she said. Her asshole was amazingly tight. I had to bite my tongue not to come right out of the gate.  
 
    I took one hand off of her throat and I reached around to grab her cock. I loved how warm it was. I loved the way it throbbed in the palm of my hand. I stroked it and rubbed her swollen tip. “You like my cock, huh?” she said between heavy moans. 
 
    “I love it,” I said. 
 
    “Then why don’t we switch places?” 
 
    “Why don’t we?” 
 
    I pulled out and quickly bent over the stage. She walked around me and slapped her cock between my butt cheeks, reminding me of how endowed she was. She slid it up and down a few times before lining her tip up with my hole. I took a deep breath. “This will probably hurt,” she said. 
 
    “I know,” I said, but I was ready for it. I wanted it. I’d spent ten years dreaming about it.  
 
    She began to press in. My body became tense and I clenched hard. I took in a sharp breath of air. She was sinking in deep—deeper than I knew possible. I swear I could feel her up near my lungs, pressing past my sternum. Hell, at one point it felt like she was in my throat. “How does that feel?” she asked. 
 
    “Amazing,” I said. 
 
    And she started to thrust in and out of me. And for the first time in my life, I was having sex without trying to imagine someone else. I didn’t need to imagine anyone else—I had exactly what I wanted. Hell, I was trying to imagine other things just so that I could last longer. And I caught myself grinning like a complete fool.  
 
    She pumped me hard and deep, making my body shake and tremble. I don’t know if a cock is supposed to be so deep in someone’s body, but I loved it. My own cock was throbbing so hard. My whole body was quivering. Her member was pressing hard against my sweet spot and it wasn’t long before I was a moaning mess.  
 
    “You promise to never run away from me again?” she said.  
 
    “Never,” I said.  
 
    “Good boy,” she said, patting me on the back. She started thrusting harder and faster. My knees became weak and I nearly fell to the floor. My cock was throbbing harder than ever. There was a euphoria swirling inside of my groin— 
 
    And then I came. I blasted the side of that stage with my hot cum. And she didn’t finish too long after. She filled me deep with her hot load, her entire foot long cock pressed deep into my body. “Oh God,” I groaned as my knees trembled and my head swayed from side to side.  
 
    When she pulled out, it took a few minutes for her cum to dribble down to my asshole. I was too stretched out to stop it from pouring out.  
 
    “How was that?” she asked.  
 
    “It was the best ten minutes of my life,” I said. I looked into her eyes.  
 
    “You aren’t going to regret it?”  
 
    “Never,” I said, and then we kissed for the first time in ten years. Her lips were still soft and plump and amazing.  
 
    I realized that night that I didn’t regret leaving that night of the prom. I regretted the way I left—like a foolish coward—but I didn’t regret not having sex with her. I learned so much about myself over the past ten years: who I was and what I wanted. And I wouldn’t have been able to learn anything had I careless had sex with her that night, without appreciating what she had to offer. If we’d had sex, I’m sure it would have become a regret. We were both immature and clueless. I would have tried to avoid touching or even seeing her cock, and I certainly wouldn’t have let her penetrate me. But with some maturity and wisdom—for both of us—the sex turned out to be amazing and unforgettable in the best way possible.  
 
    And our relationship didn’t end at sex. When we returned to that ten-year reunion after cleaning ourselves up, we returned as a new couple. It wasn’t official yet, but we both knew in our hearts that it would last.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    MYSTERY MEAT 
 
    Cody knows a secret that most men don’t know: where horny girls go to find quick hook-ups. He doesn’t go to bars, or parties, or clubs. He goes to butcher shops at a very specific hour of the evening. And his secret never fails him. 
 
    One evening, he meets the girl of his dreams: a short, cute, flirtatious blonde. She’s down to pleasure him orally, but she goes no further and she leaves without even giving her name. Over the next few weeks, Cody can’t stop thinking about her. He thinks he’s the luckiest man in the world when he finds her wallet in his house. But that luck is short lived when he sees that the owner of the wallet is a man named Dennis—a man who looks a lot like the blonde girl from his fantasies.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a May evening and I was horny so I went looking for a hook-up.  
 
    I’d tried Tinder before without much success. Tinder girls love saying that they’re just looking for a fling, but they’re really just trying to trick men into romancing them and taking them out on dates. I’d fallen for their traps too many times before. So I stayed clear of Tinder.  
 
    But the other websites weren’t much better. A woman doesn’t need to put that kind of effort into getting laid: taking photos, setting up a profile, messaging men, setting up dates… If a woman wants sex, she’ll go out and get sex.  
 
    Bars weren’t the place to find these girls, unless you’re lucky and willing to settle on some overweight fifty-something squished into a tube dress. Bars still come with their share of hard work. You still need to buy the girl at least a few drinks and you still need to converse with her and convince her that you’re going to be her guy for the night. And even with bar girls, they’re still secretly looking for husbands, even if they tell you that they’re recently single and just looking to be single for a while. I’m not sure if it’s a lie or a delusion… 
 
    College parties were usually a bust: the girls usually didn’t have the confidence to throw themselves naked into bed with a man they’d only known for an hour or two—if not less. In my experience, college girls usually went to a party with a man in mind—either a man they wanted to fuck or a man they wanted to make very, very jealous (and I wouldn’t suggest targeting the latter).  
 
    Jazz clubs are okay if you don’t mind a woman with a bit of body odour who will talk your ears off about some existential crisis or another once the act is through. Jazz girls seem to be rather free with their bodies, but in my experience, the sex is lousy (not much better than staying home with a tube of lube and a high-speed Internet connection). On that late May evening I wasn’t looking for lousy sex. So I skipped the jazz clubs.  
 
    I wanted a fun girl. I wanted a wild ride for the night, but it was already late. I didn’t have time to woo some chick. In a couple of hours, the meat shops would be closed and my chance would be gone.  
 
    Yes, you read correctly: the meat shops, the delis, the butchers. Most of them closed at 8:00 PM.  
 
    Don’t ask me why because I don’t know why—but the girls who go out shopping for meat between the hours of 7:00 PM and 8:00 PM are the horniest girls you’ll ever meet in your life. They’re always single, though I’m not sure why exactly. I suppose it’s just a strange to think of a married woman shopping for meet in the evening. There’s no time left in the day to cook the meat, unless you plan on having dinner close to midnight. So why are they buying meat at such a strange hour?  
 
    You may be chuckling to yourself at the thought of a busy butcher shop after the sun has set and the sky is dark—but it’s a real phenomenon. Just go down to your local butcher shop and linger for twenty minutes or so. You’ll see at least five or six different women, dressed as if they’re on their way to a bar. They never buy much, if anything at all. Sometimes they’re just browsing. But a part of me thinks that there is some sort of meet-up group; somewhere, someone has written an unwritten rulebook for single, horny women, and in that rulebook it says to convene at your local butcher between the hours of 7:00 PM and 8:00 PM, or later if your butcher is open unusually late.  
 
    I thought it was a joke too when my friend Marvin told me about it. Marvin was a butcher’s assistant. He only took the job because it was the only job that would call him in for an interview. I always found it strange, seeing as Marvin was a vegetarian. I’ll never forget the day he came over to my place and said, “You wouldn’t believe this…” And I didn’t believe him, until I went down to his place of work and saw it for myself.  
 
    The girls just saunter in, all dolled up, pretending to browse around the shop as they eye up every man who walks in or walks by. It’s a strange sight to behold to say the least. The girls aren’t looking to hear much in the way of compliments or even casual conversation. I learned very quickly that they just want a man to come up and say, “My place or yours?”  
 
    It was usually my place, not theirs. I’m not sure why—maybe they were all married and that’s where they went to cheat. I never got a girl’s phone number afterwards—they weren’t even remotely interested in relationships, and I had no issues with that. But I did always find it strange, even after four or five months of meandering down to the butcher shop between the hours of 7:00 PM and 8:00 PM.  
 
    After thinking about it for some time, I decided that it’s not that crazy. I mean—gay men figured out gas station bathrooms without ever making any announcements or writing any rulebooks. Who knows how that got started… but it did, and every gay man I’ve ever met knows about it. And why should a gas station bathroom be any less strange than a butcher shop?  
 
    So whenever I was feeling particularly horny, I would head on down to one of the few butcher shops in my town, wearing a nice dress shirt and a nice pair of slacks, and I would take home the first girl who eyed me up. I wasn’t picky, thought I always hoped for a cute, petite blonde with big tits.   
 
    It was on that late May evening when I spotted a little blonde who was exactly my type.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She was exactly what I was looking for: cute, young, petite, with waterfall curls running over her shoulders. She was a step above the usual girls that came through that butcher shop. She wasn’t dressed desperately like many of the others. She was wearing a black sweater that was so long, I was uncertain if she was wearing any shorts or even a pair of panties underneath. But she had great legs—it would have been a shame to hide those legs in a pair of leggings or jeans.  
 
    She didn’t look at me right away, but she didn’t seem shy. She moved calmly through the store, looking down at the display of meats that were about to be put away for the night. She bent over slightly, showing off that perfect tush of hers for just a moment before heading further down to check out the assortment of deli meats. I kept my eye on her. There was another man in the shop who had his eye on her—another guy who had been let in on the amazing secret of the horny butcher shop girls.  
 
    He started to make his move towards her so I had to act quickly. I knew a better option wouldn’t be coming through that night, or maybe even that month. So from across the butcher shop I said, “I highly recommend the ham.”  
 
    The man stopped his approach and looked back at me, partially confused and partially frustrated. But I didn’t care about him. I wasn’t about to miss my chance with her. She looked back at me with a smile on her face. “I’m not much of a ham girl,” she said. She had an interesting voice—a little bit deep but very smooth, like she should be reading poems over progressive jazz music.  
 
    I walked towards her as the other man backed off. “So what kind of girl are you?” I asked. It wasn’t a line I would have ever gone with had I not been very experienced with those butcher shop engagements. But the trick was to get right to the point with a little bit of innuendo—as if you were reading from a cheesy porno script.  
 
    “I’m just looking for something to taste,” she said. “Maybe sausage.” She winked.  
 
    “I’ve got one you might like back at my place,” I said. My heart started pounding. It always did, no matter how many times I’d had the same conversation. There was always something exciting about it. I mean—she was still a stranger, after all. I was still about to bring a complete stranger into my house for a night of filthy sex and nothing else. Sometimes I would have a couple of drinks before heading down to the butcher shop, to take the edge off. But it was rare that the girls ever had anything to drink, for whatever reason. Maybe they wanted to be completely sober for the act, so they would feel and remember everything in vivid detail.  
 
    I always had the same worried run through my head: What if I disappoint? What if I don’t last long enough? What if she was hoping for someone bigger? I wasn’t small, but of course I knew there were bigger guys in town.  
 
    She looked me up and down slowly, still with that smirk on her face. “That sounds fine,” she said. I’d never seen her around before. After just a month of frequenting those butcher shops, I recognized most of the girls that came through. There were always new girls, but she was special, and she acted as though she had tons of experience. She didn’t become small when I approached her. She didn’t keep her voice low and her gaze didn’t shy away from mine. She knew what she wanted and she was there to get it.  
 
    And I had no problem giving it to her. “I’ll follow you,” she said, so I pointed out my white truck to her and she followed me back to my house, which was only a few blocks away.  
 
    I tried to control my breathing on my way back to my place. I managed to gather my composure but I lost it as soon as she pulled up behind me and I saw her again in all her glory. She was quite beautiful—too beautiful to be looking for quick sex at a meat shop. Her hair had the perfect bounce to it. Her tits were immaculately perky. Her lips looked soft and her tush was to die for. I realized very quickly that I’d hit the jackpot.  
 
    “Nice place,” she said with that same cute smirk that had been on her face since the moment she looked me in the eyes in that butcher shop.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. I led her inside and I went straight to the bar. “Something to drink?” I asked, and I wasn’t surprised when she said, “No thank you.”  
 
      She walked up to me and put her hands gently on my sides. “I hope you don’t mind, but I’m really only looking to suck your cock.” My heart skipped a beat. There may have been a quick moment of disappointment, knowing that I wouldn’t be getting any pussy that night—if that moment was there, it was short-lived—gone as soon as she was down on her knees, unzipping my fly and reaching her fingers into my pants.  
 
    I couldn’t complain—I was getting my cock sucked by a beautiful stranger after speaking fewer than two dozen words. There were many girls that weren’t looking for sex—sometimes they were just looking to suck cock or they were looking to get eaten out. I didn’t mind. It was a small price to pay for admission to one of the greatest secrets imaginable. I once took one girl home who just wanted to make out—and that was okay, too. It was nice to spend a night with a warm tongue pressing into my mouth. She let me squeeze her tits, so I couldn’t complain.  
 
    “What’s your name, by the way?” I asked, looking down at my blonde fling as she fished my cock out from my pants. 
 
    She just let out a little chuckle and ignored the question. I didn’t prod. If all she wanted was to suck a dick, then suck away. I wasn’t about to stop her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She didn’t suck my cock the same way other girls before her had. She started by stroking me until I was hard, and she stroked elegantly. She seemed to know just how tight to clench her fist, and she knew to spend most of her time near the tip, where it felt the absolute best. Once I was hard, she leaned her head forward and tickled my tip with the tip of her tongue, still stroking with perfect, elegant strokes. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling.  
 
    She had experience—there was no question about it. She didn’t just have experience, but it seemed like she had some training, too. The way she stroked was impossibly tantalizing, bringing me exponentially closer to orgasm with each passing second. She waited until I was throbbing mercilessly before she plunged my cock into her mouth. Then she pulled her hand down to my ball sack. She massaged with the perfect gentleness. Most girls had a tendency to squeeze the ball sack the way a man might squeeze a pair of tits. But this little blonde beauty understood that the balls were sensitive and needed a certain level of carefulness.  
 
    I almost wished she wasn’t so good at sucking cock because I was already clenching back my orgasm and it hadn’t even been three minutes. And it seemed like she could tell. She looked up into my eyes with a big grin and then she started to beat off the tip of my cock, giving me no chance at all. I took a deep breath and a vicious trembling overtook my body. I came on her face. The first blast got her on the cheek, and then she opened her mouth for the rest. She waited until I was empty before she swallowed. She wiped the rogue blast from her cheek into her mouth and swallowed that too before licking her lips clean.  
 
    “That was fun,” she said, bringing herself to her feet. She was smiling with a look of complete satisfaction. She got what she came for and now she was leaving.  
 
    My head was spinning and my heart was pounding. “Yeah,” I said. My voice cracked embarrassingly, so I cleared my throat.  
 
    “See you around,” she said, heading for my front door. It was a quick engagement—certainly the quickest I’d ever had. But I don’t think it was the quickest she’d ever had.  
 
    “You don’t want me to eat you out or finger you or anything?” I asked, my cheeks turning dark red.  
 
    “You already did enough. See you!” And she was gone; leaving me with a glow that wouldn’t fade for days.  
 
    I didn’t stop thinking about that little blonde all week, which was much longer than I usually spent thinking about a girl. When I lay in bed at night, I swear I could still feel her slick tongue sliding gracefully up the length of my shaft. She was the perfect fling, even though we didn’t have sex. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way she looked into my eyes while she teased her lips around the tip of my cock. I nearly came again just thinking about her.  
 
    I found myself back in that same butcher shop a week later, secretly hoping she would return with more than just a quick blowjob on her mind. But she wasn’t there. Instead, I took a little brunette home.  
 
    She was a little bit drunk when I met her in the butcher shop, and she was considerably more drunk when she walked into my house. I’m not sure if she’d been drinking in her car on the ride over or if she’d just managed to hold herself together during our quick initial interaction. She was a small girl—just like I liked—and she had small tits and almost no ass. I didn’t mind.  
 
    I pulled off her clothes and she pulled off mine. She was staggering a bit, so I had to hold her in place while we kissed, and then I continued to hold her in place while I sucked her nipples. While I was sucking, I suddenly tasted something sweet. I pulled back and wiped my lips, wiping off a strange white substance. “Sorry, I just had a baby a couple months ago,” she said. I couldn’t decide if I was turned off completely or turned on.  
 
    To prove that she wasn’t kidding, she cupped her breasts and squeezed, making thin lines of milk spray out towards me. “See?” she said with a cute giggle. She staggered again.  
 
    So I walked her over to my bedroom, laid her down, and I spread her legs. I went down on her for a couple of minutes as a gentlemanly gesture. She clamped my head with her thighs and didn’t waste a second before she started moaning. She got very wet very fast.  
 
    And I lasted a long time with her. Her pussy wasn’t very tight and it was incredibly wet. We put down two towels and she managed to soak through both, but I didn’t mind. My sheets were due for a wash anyway. She squirmed and moaned as she came over and over—and I have to admit, it was pretty hot. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the mysterious blonde from the week before. I wished we would have fucked. I wished I could have looked down at her naked body while she squirmed and moaned. But don’t get me wrong—I wasn’t complaining. 
 
    I still came deep inside of the little brunette without a condom. And I still watched her pussy with glowing eyes as my load billowed out of her tight snatch. She was still moaning and limp as I sat and watched.  
 
    She left a few minutes later, once she had the energy to bring herself to her feet. I waved her goodbye and then I waited a few minutes before heading back to that butcher shop.  
 
    I just wanted to see that little blonde again. I just wanted another chance at her—a chance to get into her panties… But she wasn’t there.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I went back to that butcher shop a few nights later. And then I went the night after that, and the night after that. And instead of bringing women home, I found myself sitting off to the side, waiting for her to come in. One woman, who was actually quite beautiful, asked me if I would be willing to go home with her, and I turned her down. I was afraid I would miss the second coming of that beautiful blonde. So I just kept sitting until they closed the shop and kicked me out.  
 
    I asked Marvin to keep an eye out for me. “She’s blonde and small and she’s got big, beautiful tits,” I said. 
 
    “We get lots of those,” he said. 
 
    And I didn’t know how else to describe her. The only descriptive term that came to mind was ‘stunning’, but that didn’t help identify her. So I just kept returning, day after day, becoming progressively obsessed.  
 
    I thought that maybe she was married, and she just decided to cheat on her husband one night. Maybe they were fighting or maybe he was out of town. And when would he be out of town again? I had to stop lingering around the butcher shop, turning down horny women like a complete lunatic. 
 
    I decided to stay home one night, worried the women at the meat store would begin to think that I really was a lunatic. So I forced myself not to leave the house. I occupied my mind by cleaning up. It had been a while since I’d properly tidied the place up.  
 
    While I was cleaning, I found something that didn’t belong to me next to the couch. I picked it up. It was a thin leather wallet. I opened it up and looked inside. Inside there was twenty bucks, a credit card, and a driver’s license. The wallet belonged to a man: Dennis Calving. He was a young man in his driver’s license picture, which was almost expired. He had messy blonde hair and a boyish face. He was born in 1999. When was a nineteen-year-old man in my house?  
 
    I went to my computer and looked him up, hoping to find a Facebook profile or something, so I could let him know that I had his wallet. But I couldn’t find a Dennis Calving in my state on Facebook or Twitter or Instagram or any of the other social media websites—though I did find a couple of Calvings in my town and I figured one of them might know Dennis.  
 
    I was still scratching my head, trying to figure out how his wallet ended up in my house. I looked around to make sure nothing was stolen—thinking some young thief broke in and dropped his wallet. But everything was where I’d left it. So where the hell did the wallet come from?  
 
    I scrolled through the few Calvings on Facebook, trying to decide who looked the most like Dennis. I found a chick named Diane Calving. Her profile picture was of the back of her head as she stared out at an ocean. I picked her because her hair was the same colour as Dennis’s. And it was the same colour as that blonde beauty that sucked my dick a few weeks before. 
 
    And then, as I clicked through her photos, I realized that it was the chick that sucked my cock a few weeks before. Diane Calving was the girl I’d been looking for. She must have dropped her brother’s wallet in my house. But why would she be carrying around her brother’s wallet? 
 
    And it wasn’t just her brother—it was her twin brother. The birthdate on the licence was the same as the birthdate on her profile.  
 
    I hovered my mouse over the ‘Add Friend’ button, but then I hesitated. I didn’t want her to think that I was some creepy stalker or anything like that. So instead of adding her as a friend, I simply went to send her a message. “Hey Diane. You left your brother’s wallet here the other day if you want to come pick it up.” But I didn’t hit send. Instead, I found myself looking through her pictures, going back through her life, watching her get younger and younger with each click of the mouse. And then I got to the first picture she ever uploaded to her Facebook profile: a picture in which her hair was short and messy, and she wasn’t wearing much makeup.  
 
    And as I stared at that picture, my heart skipped a beat. She looked a hell of a lot like her twin brother. And there was no mention of any twin brother anywhere on her profile. In fact, a comment she wrote on one of her pictures in response to one of her friends read, “I guess that’s what I get for being an only child.” Why would she call herself an only child if she had a twin brother? 
 
    Unless she was the twin brother… 
 
    My heart plunged into my gut as soon as I considered the harrowing possibility. Diane was Dennis. Diane had only been Diane for a few years. I’d allowed a biological man to suck the cum out of my cock, and I’d been obsessed over him for weeks. I felt sick. I felt like I was about to throw up. Thankfully, I hadn’t eaten dinner yet, so I had nothing inside of me to throw up.  
 
    I desperately clicked through Diane’s profile again, hoping to find some evidence that there actually was a twin brother, but there was nothing—just pictures of the boy dressed up like a girl who I’d been fantasizing about endlessly for three straight weeks.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I ended up sending Diane a message after searching tediously through her Facebook profile (and other online profiles) for the evidence I needed so badly. I didn’t end up finding what I wanted, which was proof that she actually had a twin brother. But why would she have his wallet, even if she did have a twin brother? It’s not like she could use his ID to buy beer—her ID would have the same birthdate on it. But maybe she just borrowed his coat, and his wallet was in the coat… But she wasn’t wearing a coat that day. She was just wearing that tight black sweater.  
 
    “Do you have a brother named Dennis?” I asked, and I found myself staring at my computer screen in eager anticipation after I pressed send. It was an hour before she started typing a message back. But she didn’t reply right away, probably trying to think of some sort of excuse to avoid confrontation while also getting her wallet back.  
 
    But instead of sending a message back, she just sent a winky face back. 
 
    “What does that mean? Yes or no?” I asked. My hands were trembling. She was teasing me and she knew it.  
 
    “I have no brothers,” she said. “I take it you’re the one who has my wallet?”  
 
    “I have it at my house. But I just want to know who Dennis is,” I said. 
 
    And then she sent another winky face. “Can I come and get it?” she asked after a minute.  
 
    “I suppose so,” I said. And then my heart started racing. “When can you come by?” I asked, but she didn’t reply. She didn’t even read the message. She just left me sitting there, staring at the screen, wondering if I’d truly had my dick sucked by a transgender.   
 
    And I stared at that screen until there was a knock at my door. I jumped to my feet and took a sharp breath in. I was wearing sweat pants and an old t-shirt—I was hardly ready to face a beautiful woman—if she really was a beautiful woman. Though she may not have been a woman, was she still beautiful? Did that part change with her sex? I thought about running to get changed, but she was already knocking for a second time. I had to answer the door.  
 
    I opened the door slowly and peeked out. It was her, dressed in that same black sweater, still wearing nothing underneath as far as I could tell. “Hi,” I said cautiously. I looked at her closely, trying to see if there were any signs of ‘Dennis’ on her face. Her throat seemed smooth—no Adam’s apple as far as I could tell, but she wasn’t looking up, and her sweater covered most of her neck. Her shoulders weren’t broad, but neither were Dennis’s in his driver’s licence photo. I wanted to look down to spot a bulge between her legs, but I was too afraid.  
 
    “Can I come in or not?” she asked with that smirk that I thought was so cute before. And I thought it was cute now—but it filled me with a cold, tingling dread. It might have been a man’s smirk. I stepped aside and let her in. I looked down at her legs, which were impossibly feminine. No man could own those legs… or was I wrong? Her bum was great, but why couldn’t a man have that same bum? Her tits could have easily just been socks stuffed into a bra. “So you have my wallet, right?” she said, looking around. 
 
    “Um, yeah, I said. I reached and grabbed the wallet from the bookshelf. I handed it to her. “But did you just say it was your wallet?” 
 
    She looked at it and then she looked back at me. She still had those stunning, glowing eyes. “Looks like mine,” she said. 
 
    “But the licence in the wallet… It says Dennis,” I said.  
 
    “It’s old,” she said.  
 
    I tried to swallow the lump that was quickly forming in my throat. “So—So you’re Dennis?” I asked. 
 
    “No, I’m Diane,” she said.  
 
    “Then who’s Dennis?” I asked. I could feel a cold sweat forming on the back of my neck like slime.  
 
    “No one anymore,” she said with her smirk getting bigger. It was the response I was looking for, but I was still desperate for it to be wrong. I was still desperate for her to be Diane and just Diane—the woman who was and always had been Diane. But I knew I was wrong. 
 
    “But I let you… I mean—you didn’t say anything,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I thought you could tell.” 
 
    “I couldn’t,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. 
 
    She smiled. “Aw. That’s so sweet.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    “I think so,” she said. “Do you want me to do it again?” 
 
    That lump in my throat became thick instantly. “No—I’m not gay!” I proclaimed with certainly.  
 
    She laughed. “Why would I think you’re gay?” 
 
    “I like women,” I said.  
 
    “Am I not woman enough for you?” she asked. She put her hand on my side and looked into my eyes. And my God, she sure looked like a woman. Even though I now knew her truth, I still couldn’t help but see a beautiful, petite blonde: a woman who was exactly my type.  
 
    “You’re just not a woman—I mean—you aren’t biologically a woman. I have no problem with trans people—I’m just not interested.” 
 
    “You were pretty interested a few weeks ago,” she said. 
 
    “Before I knew.” 
 
    “So just pretend like you don’t know.” She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. I became stiff—a frozen statue of reinforced steel. “Besides, are you really so sure?” 
 
    And I really wasn’t so sure. It was too hard to believe. I’d seen trans chicks before. I went to high school with one—Melinda. Melinda’s name in junior-high school was Matt, and Melinda looked more like a Matt as Melinda than she did when she was Matt. I’d driven past the gay bay in the West Village before, and I’d seen the trannies that stood out smoking on the street—and from three blocks away, I could tell that they were trannies.  
 
    But I was standing inches from Diane now and I had absolutely no idea, even after she explicitly told me. I still wasn’t convinced it wasn’t a joke. I was still too afraid to look down to confirm whether there was a bulge—and maybe I was mostly afraid that there would be no bulge, leaving the mystery unsolved.  
 
    She sunk slowly to her knees and I didn’t stop her. She gently pulled down my sweatpants, and I still didn’t stop her. She pulled out my cock and began stroking it with the expert precision that only the owner of a cock could possibly have. But I didn’t stop her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    My heart was pounding out of control. My legs were becoming weak and my knees were starting to buckle. I held on to one of the shelves of the nearby bookshelf for support. She got me hard fast, which I wasn’t proud of. I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that I was letting a man stroke and suck my cock—so why was I throbbing so aggressively? I’m not sure my cock had ever been harder before.  
 
    I took a deep breath as she plunged my dick towards the back of her throat. I bit my tongue when she started massaging my ball sack with an elegant gentleness. It felt good—too good. She knew just where to tickle with the tip of her tongue. I knew that my face was dark red. I stared into her eyes every time she looked up at me, and then I looked away quickly whenever I came to my senses. But I never truly came to my senses. If I’d truly come to my senses, she wouldn’t have continued to suck me off.  
 
    “Are you going to warn me this time?” she asked.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    “Do you care where I make you come?” she asked. She had her hand down between her legs, under her long black sweater. Was she jerking off? Or was she rubbing the pussy she didn’t want me to know about? Why wouldn’t she want me to know about it?  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I wasn’t sure what she meant with the question. “No,” I said nervously.  
 
    She smirked and then returned her attention to my member, which was already close to climax. I tried to clench and bite my tongue in an attempt to delay the inevitable. I took a series of deep breaths and I even tried closing my eyes. But even the constant reminder that she was most likely a man didn’t stop my orgasm from coming. “It’s happening,” I said with a deep exhale.  
 
    She stood up quickly, my cock still in her hand. She stepped forward towards me and slipped my cock under her black sweater. Suddenly I could feel my cock pressed up against something warm and hard and phallic, and I knew what it was. But I couldn’t hold back any longer. I started coming. She was making me come on her cock. I looked down for a second, but the action was hidden under that black sweater. But I could feel everything. I looked into her eyes. Her face was red and she was gasping sharply. I felt warm goo billowing down my rod and I knew it didn’t belong to me. She was coming on me, too.  
 
    She wiped her load up and down the length of my rod and then she released me. She had that smirk on her face again. “We should do that again some time,” she said. She straightened her sweater. I looked down and could see the bulge of her big erection, and a wet spot where our cum was soaking through. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe what had just happened.  
 
    And more than anything, I couldn’t believe how free she was with herself. She pranced around with abandon. What if I was angry? What if I was so angry that I wanted to hurt her? She was in my house with nobody but me around—was she not afraid? Was she so sure that I was okay with what had just transpired?  
 
    I looked down at my cock. There was thick white cream oozing down—cream that didn’t belong to me. I watched as it dripped off in heavy globs.  
 
    So it was true—she was actually a biological man. And I hadn’t just let her suck me off; I’d let her come on me. And what did that mean? Did it mean that I was gay? Did it mean that some repressed truth about myself was finally coming out? I still couldn’t stand the thought of a man—the thought of muscles and rugged faces made me quiver with nausea. But I found myself thinking about Diane naked, with her long, erect cock swaying from side to side. I imagined my warm cum dripping off her bulbous tip. And that thought didn’t evoke any nausea. In fact, that thought made my cock rock hard all over again.  
 
    So I knew that I had a very big problem on my hands.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    My mind couldn’t escape her. For days, I kept dreading my own memories, which insisted on presenting themselves over and over. I received not one, but two blowjobs from a biological man, and my brain wasn’t about to let me forget. I could still feel her warm throbbing cock as it bulged and spewed cum all over mine. Thank God I didn’t see it because I knew that that would be all I would be imagining now—though I was still managing to imagine it quite vividly.  
 
    I lost some sleep, but sleep wasn’t any salvation. My dreams insisted on reminding me of what I’d done as well. She was always there with her teasing smirk and her glowing eyes. In one dream I was down on my knees sucking her cock—that dream was disturbing vivid.  
 
    I found myself back on Facebook looking through her photos, trying to assure myself that I wasn’t completely crazy. She really did look like a woman—didn’t she? It’s not like I was struggling with the memory of being sucked off by a man. I saved one of Diane’s pictures and I sent it to a friend. “What do you think of this chick?” I asked, and then I found myself trying to control my breathing as I awaited a response, worried he would say something along the lines of, ‘I don’t think that’s a chick, bro.’ 
 
    “She’s cute,” he replied, and I felt a strange sense of relief wash over me. Because Diane was cute and it wasn’t insane to think so—it was just a fact. I guess some men have the ability to look like cute women. And what’s the big deal? 
 
    What’s the big deal? Well how’s about the fact that she isn’t actually a woman. She doesn’t have a menstrual cycle. She doesn’t have the ability to become pregnant or breastfeed. She didn’t grow up as a girl so she didn’t live a true female experience… and there’s the fact that she has a cock. That’s a big one… 
 
    But at least I wasn’t crazy in thinking she was cute. I thought about asking my friend, ‘If she offered to suck your dick, would you let her?’ But I didn’t want him to think that I’d lost my mind. So I just accepted my small victory and I went back to tormenting myself over what I’d done. 
 
    And it occurred to me that only time would help my conundrum—time and maybe sex with a true woman. If I could experience the warm, wet tightness of a nice pussy, then I could let go of any notions that a man could possibly be the same as a woman. So I took a long shower, put on a bit of cologne, put on my nice clothes, and I went down to the butcher shop.  
 
    It was almost eight when I got there, so I knew I wouldn’t have much time. But my plan was to just grab the first option that came through. It didn’t matter if she was gorgeous or painfully average—as long as she had a wet hole that needed a good stuffing. When I walked into the butcher shop, the place was empty, save for the butcher slicing meat in the back room. I sauntered carefully into the space and then I headed for the little waiting area off to the side. I looked up at the clock. I had ten minutes before the place closed.  
 
    I tapped my fingers nervously on my lap. I needed to get laid. I needed something to distract me from my own torment. The front door suddenly opened and I perked up, ready to accept whoever was coming to me. But my heart sunk back down when I realized who was walking into that butcher shop: Diane Calving.  
 
    A sharp chill ran down my spine. I had the urge to look away swiftly but the muscles in my neck were rigid. I just stared at her until her gaze landed on me. And then I watched as her trademark smirk crossed her face. “Well look who it is,” she said with a little laugh. How was it possible? Was this another one of my dreams? I’d had this same dream, you know—where she walks into that butcher shop and then we fuck right there on the cold tile floor. But that dream came to me before I knew her truth—before I knew what was between her thick thighs.  
 
    “Hey,” I said, and then my lips remained parted, foolishly.  
 
    “Fancy seeing you here,” she said as she walked towards me.  
 
    I forced a smile. Once she was closer I could smell her perfume. It was a nice perfume that instantly brought the feeling of her lips sucking my rod to mind. It wasn’t fair that man should be able to wear a perfume like that; it’s bound to confuse the brain. I wanted to respond in some way but I could think of nothing to say.  
 
    “So?” she said. 
 
    “So?” I parroted. I stared into her eyes but only for a second. It seemed impossible. I’d spent weeks trying to hunt her down—waiting in that very butcher shop for many hours, hoping she would walk in. And now that she was the last person I wanted to see—here she was, standing right before me, staring down at me with a cute smirk as if she wanted to suck the cum right out of my cock—and that’s probably exactly what she wanted to do.  
 
    “My place or yours?” she said.  
 
    “Oh, I’m, uh—I’m actually just here for some meat,” I said. I knew it sounded stupid and desperate but it was all I could think to say.  
 
    “Some meat, huh? We’ll I’ve got that,” she said with a wink. I felt my cheeks turning red as my hands began to tremble.  
 
    “I mean like actual meat,” I said. I forced another smile and I knew she knew I was lying.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” she said, tilting her head slightly to one side. “It’s not going to bite you, you know. You’ll like it.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. That was exactly what I was afraid of—that I would like it. I didn’t want to like it. I wanted to hate it. I wanted to feel completely disgusted by it. I wanted to want nothing to do with it—and I hated that I was curious, even now. I hated that she was so cute. I hated that I was actually trying t justify a night together in my head. I didn’t have to touch her cock—I could simply slip my cock into her asshole and then come on her back. I never even had to see her cock. And what was the real difference between her asshole and a real female’s asshole? Physiologically: nothing. And I would fuck a real woman in the ass, would I not?  
 
    “Well? What’s it going to be?” she asked. She leaned her weight onto one leg and crossed her arms. As she stood above me, I could almost see up her skirt. I could almost see her panties where her big bulge was hiding. And all I could think was: could I do it? Would it really be so bad?  
 
    It was exactly what I went to that butcher shop to avoid. But I couldn’t deny fate. Because it really was starting to feel like a fateful encounter. She didn’t come around those butcher shops very often. In fact, this was only the second time that I was aware of. And what were the chances? I’d been at that very butcher shop nearly one hundred times—maybe more that one hundred times. I’d seen hundreds, maybe even thousands of women, coming and going in those cosy meat shops. And I would have taken any one of those many women, but instead I got Diane.  
 
    I found myself rising to my feet. I found myself smiling as my heart began to throb mercilessly. “My place?” I heard myself say. I wasn’t sure if I was having an out-of-body experience or if I was slipping further away from my sanity. I walked out of that butcher shop with Diane. We parted ways as we went to our cars. She knew where I lived—I was only a couple of minutes away. And in a couple of minutes, I would be alone behind closed doors with a well-hung transgender chick. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I beat her back to my place thanks to a couple of lucky green lights. Once I was inside, I went straight to my powder room, to splash some cool water on my face. It didn’t help. When I emerged from the bathroom, she was in my house, standing by the couch. She was placing down her purse. “I hope you don’t mind, I just let myself in.” She smiled.  
 
    “No, that’s fine,” I said. I needed a drink, so I went over to my bar and I poured myself something strong. I drank it quickly and instantly felt it doing God’s work in my brain—but I knew I couldn’t hide from reality. I knew that no matter how drunk I got or how expertly I justified this to myself, I would wake up with regret that would grow stronger and stronger. But still, I poured myself another strong one. “Did you want a drink?” I asked. 
 
    “No, thank you,” she said, and then she walked up behind me. She slipped her arms around me and pressed her body against my back. She had to stand up on her tippy toes to plant her chin on my shoulder. “Nervous?” she asked. 
 
    I forced a smile. “No,” I lied, but it was a painfully obvious lie.  
 
    “What about now?” she said with a grin in her voice as she grinded her crotch up against my butt. I could feel her big bulge through the thin fabric of her skirt. My heart skipped a beat and stuttered.  
 
    I tried to swallow the lump that was forming in my throat. “Are you sure you don’t want a drink?” I asked after finishing my second.  
 
    “I’m not much of a drinker,” she said. “But you do what you’ve got to do.” She rubbed her hands up and down my sides, which actually felt quite nice. She had a nice, gentle touch. I looked down at those hands. They were small, like a woman’s, and her fingernails were painted a pale shade of pink. She slowly wrapped those hands around my front, so she was caressing my pecs and abs. And then those hands started moving downwards slowly, towards my cock. “You’re very tense,” she said. 
 
    “Am I?” I asked, and I could hear my voice shaking. 
 
    She just laughed and continued to caress my body.  
 
    “I’ve never been with a… you know…” I said.   
 
    She gently leaned forward and playfully nibbled my earlobe. “I don’t know,” she said, but I knew that she knew.  
 
    “I’m straight,” I said. 
 
    “I think you’ve already told me that,” she said. “And I’m a woman, so what’s the big deal?”  
 
    “But you’re not really a woman. I mean—no offense or anything, but you don’t have a… you know…” 
 
    “A pussy?” she said, and she finally reached my cock. She slipped her fingers over my bulge and she squeezed gently.  
 
    “Yeah—that,” I said.  
 
    “I’ve got a boy-pussy though, which I think you’ll like even more,” she said, and I assumed she was referring to her asshole. “If you go down on me first, and use a lot of tongue, it will even be wet, just like a pussy.” 
 
    And my body shuddered at the thought of sticking my tongue into a biological man’s asshole. But my God, she didn’t smell like a man. She didn’t feel like a man. Those hands did not move like a man’s hands. And her lips, which were still playing with my earlobe, didn’t feel like a man’s lips. I turned to look at her, to remind myself that she really didn’t look like a man—and she really didn’t. She looked like more of a woman than most of the girls I’d dated in my life. I only stared into her eyes for a second before she kissed me. She sure as hell didn’t kiss like a man—at least not like what I thought a man kissed like, seeing as I’d never kissed a man before. 
 
    I let her slip a bit of tongue into my mouth. I found myself caressing her body. I reached up her shirt and my hands found themselves on her tits—which was a mistake. Her tits were non-existent: a bra padded with what felt like tissue paper. So I slid my hands down and kept them against her ribs. I didn’t need any more reminders that I was about to have voluntary sex with a biological man.  
 
    But she was determined to remind me. She took my hand and pulled it down to her crotch. I could feel her whole bulge, warm and throbbing. I only lasted a second before I pulled my hand away. “What are you doing?” I snapped.  
 
    She giggled. “Oh, just admit that you like it,” she said. 
 
    “I really don’t, and I’d prefer to keep thing… away from your business.” 
 
    “My business?” she asked. 
 
    “You know what I mean,” I said. 
 
    “I want to hear you say it.” 
 
    “Say what?”  
 
    “My cock. I want to hear you call it a cock.” She stopped and pulled her hands off of me and refused to resume until I said her silly word.  
 
    “I don’t want to say it,” I said. 
 
    “Well you aren’t getting any until you call it what it is,” she said. And she stared into my eyes with a devilish grin. And my heart skipped a beat. I should have been happy for the chance to dodge having sex with Diane, but I wasn’t happy. I secretly hated the thought that things would end before we went any further. I secretly couldn’t want to stick my cock deep into her asshole, and feel her tight anal walls puckering along my hard length. I couldn’t wait to make her into my own glorified sex toy. So I had to say her stupid word. 
 
    “Your cock,” I said. 
 
    “My cock, what?” she asked with that same devilish grin. 
 
    “You have a cock,” I said.  
 
    “Good start,” she said. She reached down and unzipped my fly. Then, she stuck her hand through the opening and she slipped her fingers around my bare cock. “Now if you want me to pump, tell me that you like my cock.” 
 
    I felt the colour beginning to drain from my face. “You want me to say what?” I said. 
 
    “I want you to tell me that you like my cock,” she said. 
 
    “I’ve never even seen your cock,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. My heart was racing. I felt faint. I had to take a deep breath so that I wouldn’t pass out.  
 
    She reached down and flipped up her skirt. Then, she fished her long, curved cock out from her panties. It was already half-hard and throbbing. There was a dark vein running through it, and the tip seemed abnormally large, like the clenched fist of a baby’s arm. “Well?” she said. She still had her hand on my cock, ready to pump. And I wanted her to pump, so I had to say what she wanted me to say. 
 
    “I like your cock,” I said. 
 
    “Say it like you mean it,” she said. 
 
    I took another deep breath. “I like your cock,” I said, forcing a smile. My heart skipped yet another beat. I was probably on the verge of cardiac arrest.  
 
    “Keep looking at it,” she said. “Don’t look away. You need to get used to it. Like I said, it’s not going to bite.” She was stroking my cock now and it felt amazing. And I didn’t want her to stop, so I stared down at her cock and watched it as it throbbed and got bigger and harder. She was aroused. She loved touching my member. I couldn’t believe how big she was getting—once she was fully erect, her tip was touching her sternum. And it was still throbbing powerfully. “Still like it?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Say it again,” she said. 
 
    “I really like your cock,” I said. And I wasn’t sure if I was just entertaining her or if I really meant it. It really wasn’t so bad. It was just a cock—just a part of her body, like any other part. Even though it was a cock, and even though it was big and hard, it seemed strangely feminine. There was nothing masculine about it. I felt the strange urge to reach down and touch it, but the mere thought of doing so made my heart pound so hard I thought I was going to drop dead.  
 
    “Do you want to fuck me in my boy pussy?” she asked with a little laugh. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Then you’re going to have to suck my cock first.” And there was that big smirk again. My heart throbbed down into my gut because I was actually considering it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    She was looking into my eyes, waiting for me to make the next move. I looked back at her cock, which was bigger and harder than ever. And it was beautiful. I wanted to stroke it. I wanted to suck it. I wanted to watch it erupt and spew white goo all over my living room. But I knew it was wrong—at least I thought it was wrong, but I was starting to think otherwise. But surely that was just the liquor working its way into my system—right? Surely I wasn’t actually starting to think that sucking a cock wasn’t such a terrible idea… 
 
    I wanted to get into her asshole. I wanted to drain my load deep in her body. And the only way that was going to happen was by sucking her cock first. But would I regret it for the rest of my life, the way I regretted letting her suck my cock?  
 
    Or was I regretting letting her suck my cock? I didn’t know what I was and wasn’t regretting anymore.  
 
    “Well?” she said, motioning towards her beautiful, throbbing member.  
 
    So I found myself sinking down, reaching carefully out with my hand, which was shaking terribly. I took a deep breath before slipping my fingers around it. And it really wasn’t so bad. It really was just like any other part of her body—except warmer. I stroked it gently. I found it hard to pull air into my lungs, as if my lungs were full of water. Or maybe they were full of sweat, seeing as the rest of my body was sweating embarrassingly. But I was horribly nervous. I kept taking deep, sharp breaths, which didn’t help at all.  
 
    I watched as my fist pulled her foreskin over her tip before revealing it again. It really wasn’t so bad. I couldn’t figure out what I was so nervous about. It was just a piece of her body. I leaned forward and opened my mouth. I closed my eyes just before her warm tip slid along my lips. I could feel her throbbing in my mouth. I could feel her veins pulsing against my tongue. But I didn’t mind. I actually kind of liked it. 
 
    It was exactly what I was afraid of: enjoying Diane’s masculine side. But now that I was enjoying it, I couldn’t figure out why I was so afraid. What was so wrong about enjoying it? Was I getting hurt? Was she getting hurt? Was anyone getting hurt? Whose business was it, besides my own and Diane’s?  
 
    I found myself cupping her balls, massaging gently. She let out a soft moan. Hell, I was enjoying myself more with my head between her legs than I had been enjoying myself with her stroking my cock. There was something incredibly satisfying about making her moan like that—knowing that I was pleasuring her immensely. I looked up into her eyes, expecting to see that same big grin. But instead, her face was white and her eyes were wet. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled but I could tell that it was a forced smile. “Nothing,” she said. 
 
    “No—something’s wrong. Does it not feel good?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “No, it feels amazing. It’s just… I’ve never actually gotten this far with anyone before.” As she said it, her cheeks turned a dark, bright red colour. I couldn’t believe what she’d just said. She’d never been this far with anybody? But she was so flirty and promiscuous! How was it possible? “When guys find out about my… you know—they go running.”  
 
    “But you aren’t exactly private about it,” I said, still deeply confused.  
 
    “Why do you say that?” she asked. 
 
    “You weren’t private about it with me,” I said. 
 
    “No. Not once you found out.” She was staring into my eyes now, her face still pale and her eyes still nervous. “It’s not like I left my wallet here on purpose, you know.”  
 
    And it was true—she didn’t become overtly open about it until I’d already learned about her truth. Before that, she kept it secret. After she finished sucking my cock, she left quickly, giving me no chance to try and take our romp one step further. Maybe she wasn’t the horny little slut that she pretended to be. Maybe she was just trying to find someone who could accept her for what she was, and she thought that person was me. 
 
    And was that person me? Could I accept her for what she was? I looked down at her cock again, which was still throbbing hard. It was beautiful. Every part of her was beautiful, but was I ready to accept that? Or had I already accepted it?  
 
    I sunk back down and slipped her cock back into my mouth. 
 
    For once in my life, I felt a sense of satisfaction. I didn’t feel like I was just living from one-night-stand to one-night-stand. For weeks after she first sucked my cock, I didn’t feel the need to go out and find another girl to fuck. There was something about Diane that left me strangely content. And now, with my lips around her throbbing girth, I could feel that contentment. I knew that as long as I had her close by, I didn’t need ditsy flings from the butcher shop.  
 
    And as for her cock, I kind of liked it. It was growing on me quickly, and it was growing in me even faster. It wasn’t long before she was rock-hard. I sat up, put my hands on her hips, and I laid her down on my floor. Her wet cock slapped against her abdomen. I lifted and spread her legs so I could see her puckering asshole beneath her swelling ball sack. “I like you,” I said. “I like you a lot.” 
 
    “Really?” she asked, her eyes glowing.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “But there are some things that might take me a bit longer.”  
 
    “I understand,” she said.  
 
    “But I want to make it work,” I said. 
 
    She smiled. “Make what work?” And I realized that I was getting far ahead of myself. A few minutes before, we were just playing with each other’s cocks for fun. Now I was eluding to a relationship. But I could see in her glowing eyes that she had the same thought running through her head.  
 
    “Let’s start with this,” I said, running my fingers over her puckering, rubbery hole. I sunk down and licked her out for a minute before scooting forward and pressing the tip of my cock up to her asshole. “Ready?” I asked. 
 
    “Are you?” she asked with that adorable grin that I couldn’t wait to stare at for the rest of my life.  
 
    I pushed in. She was so tight—so much tighter than any pussy. I loved the way her tight hole puckered along my girth as I sunk deep. I loved the way her head tilted back and her lips parted as she let out a soft moan. She was beautiful. And she felt amazing.  
 
    I thrusted myself in and out of her, stretching her wide. I split my attention between her orgasmic face and her throbbing cock. I watched that cock throb harder and harder with each penetration, and then I watched as it unloaded white goo all over her abdomen. And suffice to say, I didn’t last long. What sane person could last long after witnessing such a sight? I filled her tight hole with my warm cum and then I fell on top of her, pressing my body against her sticky substance. “That was amazing,” I said.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. She was looking into my eyes with joy and wonder.  
 
    “Want to stay the night?” I asked. I’d never asked any girl to stay the night before. 
 
    “I’d love to,” she said. So we cuddled on that floor for a few more minutes before migrating to the bedroom. And it wasn’t long before we were at it again—this time with her big member inside of my tush. It hurt a bit at first, but I got used to it. Like I said, there were some things that were going to take me a bit longer—but I knew I would get there eventually.  
 
    THE END 
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