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    TRYING IT OUT 
 
    After a series of dating failures, Randall decides to finally give in and try out online dating, based on his female co-worker’s suggestion. Honestly, he’ll try anything at this point. But unfortunately, he isn’t any more successful online. Meanwhile, his co-worker is practically drowning in messages. Randall begins to wonder if being a woman in the dating world is just easier. 
 
    But is it? There’s only one way to know for sure, and Randall can’t help himself. With help from his absent female roommate’s closet, Randall creates Terri, his new online persona.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    For men, dating is hard. And don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying it’s easy for women either—it’s a whole different set of obstacles. But for men, just finding a date can be like solving a Rubik’s Cube, blindfolded, with one hand tied behind your back. It’s just not the same for women. I know because I’ve tried it out both ways. 
 
    First, as a man, you need to find someone you think will compliment your personality—for me, that meant finding someone who was at least somewhat attractive, kind, with a good sense of humour. I wasn’t picky. Given my criteria, there should have been plenty of options.  
 
    Then, once you’ve picked someone out, you have to ask them out on a date. This is where things get complicated. In order to ask someone out on a date, you need to build up a hell of a lot of confidence. I can tell you without any hesitation that asking a woman out on a date is the single hardest thing to do. If, by some miracle, you’re able to build up enough courage to confront your chosen lady and ask her out, chances are good she’ll say no. Some say no more nicely than others. Some flat out say, “No way in hell would I go on a date with you.” Occasionally, you’ll find a girl who will reluctantly give you a pity date or two and then she’ll call it quits when you try to make a move. 
 
    Or maybe it was just me. Maybe I was the problem. Walking home from work every evening, I couldn’t help but notice the seemingly endless stream of couples walking hand in hand, kissing on the street corners, smiling and laughing as if they were having the greatest time of their lives. It was like I was missing something—like I had some horrendous deformation that I was totally unaware of.  
 
    I had been told before that I was “too paranoid about everything,” and that wasn’t exactly a false accusation. I made my entire career off of my acute paranoia (I worked in insurance, risk management to be specific). One time, a girl asked me to take her to a nightclub, and I said no because nightclub safety is poorly regulated. Did you know that nightclub fires notoriously kill hundreds of people every year? Suffice to say, I never heard from her again. 
 
    My luck wasn’t totally terribly while I was living with Sandra, my roommate of many years. Sandra would give me tips and advice, she helped me pick out clothes, and she would even feed me some good ice-breakers. But one day, Sandra booked a plane ticket to visit India, and she never ended up coming back. Last I heard, she ended up living at a Buddhist monastery. She never even sent for any of her furniture, her clothes, nothing. I’d lost my wingman. Without Sandra around, dating became much harder.  
 
    And it only got worse with age. By the time I was thirty years old, even the pity dates had come to an abrupt halt. “Sorry, I’m already in a relationship,” was the phrase I heard over and over and over again. All of my old high school classmates were married with kids, and I was still just some desperate shmuck wandering the streets, looking for love in apparently all of the wrong places. 
 
    I tried the bar thing for a while, and I got a few drunken hook-ups out of it, but nothing substantial. Nothing ever materialized into the slightest semblance of a relationship. I almost appreciated the girls who were more blunt, who didn’t tiptoe around the elephant in the room. “You’re just not tall enough for me,” one girl told me after our first date, as I was going in for the kiss. Ouch. At least if she’d said I wasn’t fit enough, or she didn’t like the clothes I wore, or my haircut, I could fix the issue. But my height? I couldn’t grow any taller—I was stuck being a short, thin guy. 
 
    “Why don’t you try online dating?” a female co-worker of mine eventually asked, after I showed up to the staff Christmas party dateless—I was the only person at the entire party without a date. How sad is that? 
 
    I hated the idea of online dating. There was just something so desperate about it, so awkward, creating a profile for anyone to see, in which you are essentially admitting you’ve failed at the dating game. But I had failed at the dating game, and I was starting to feel like a desperate loser. So I finally caved and figured, why not give it a shot?  
 
    That night I went home and created myself a profile. It took me far too long to figure out how to get things set up (I was a technological failure as well), but after some trial and error, my page was up and running. I had my best picture set as my profile image, and I was ready to see what kind of crowd I would pull. According to the website, thirty-thousand people were currently online, many of which were within just a few kilometres of me. How could I fail? 
 
    I woke up the next morning to zero messages. And then the morning after that, another zero messages onto the pile. After a week, I’d gotten one message from a spam profile trying to sell erectile dysfunction medicine. It was another failure for the books. 
 
    “You can’t just wait for people to message you. You need to be the one to reach out and get the conversations started,” a friend, who had met his wife on the same website, told me. I took his advice and fired off a few messages to a few different women. None of them messaged back, so I went back to my friend and said, “Okay, what am I doing wrong now?” I showed him the messages and I showed him my profile and he was silent for a minute, pressing his lips thin as if he knew the problem but just didn’t want to tell me. “Tell me,” I said, and he continued to hesitate. 
 
    “You might consider taking your height and your weight off of your profile,” he said awkwardly. It turns out, the online world isn’t much different than the real world. The players are just as shallow. Even online, no one wants to get involved with a short, thin guy. Everyone wants the macho man, everyone wants the superhero-lookalike.  
 
    Worst of all, I wasn’t even that short. I was 5’6”. It wasn’t like I was a midget or anything. I was just as tall as the average woman. “Women like to wear heels, but they don’t want to be taller than their man,” my friend told me, biting his lip and keeping his distance from me in case I snapped into a fit of rage. So I took my height and my weight off of my profile, but that was only a slight boost in my online success.  
 
    Now I was getting some conversations going, which always ended with, “So how tall are you?” Why do women care so much about height? What difference does it make? Do they all have giant cupboards where they can’t reach anything and they need a guy around who can? That’s what a stepping-stool is for, ladies. 
 
    I was at work one afternoon when I noticed a familiar sight on my female co-worker’s computer screen: the very same dating website I was registered on. I got up to get a fresh coffee and made a point of walking past her cubicle. On the top of her screen was a little red envelope icon with the number ‘62’ next to it. Sixty-two new messages? Holy hell. She wasn’t even the prettiest girl in the office (no offence to her or anything). Minutes later, as I was coming back with my fresh coffee, walking past her cubicle again, that number had gone up to ‘68’. She’d gotten six new messages in the time it took me to walk to the staff room, pour a coffee, and walk back. 
 
    When I got home from work, I ended up finding her profile after a couple hours of searching. I wanted to compare her profile to mine, to see if she was doing anything special that might get her some more attention. But there was nothing special about her profile. As far as I could tell, she was only getting more profile views because of the fact she was a woman. I couldn’t believe it—literally, I couldn’t believe it. I figured there was something I was missing. Simply having tits and a vagina couldn’t possibly be enough to get dozens of messages from men every single day. Surely I was missing something. But how could I ever know for sure? 
 
    There was one way I could think of: by making a fake female profile and seeing for myself.  
 
    I found a picture on the internet of a nice-looking—but not too nice-looking—woman. I made her about my height, about my weight, and gave her the same interests as me. I figured my fictional girl should be on about the same playing field as myself. 
 
    But as I went to submit the profile, a little window popped up: “By pressing submit, as required by the terms and conditions, you are confirming that you are in fact the person featured in your photo. Impersonating someone else is a federal offence.” My paranoia kicked in and I found myself in a panic.  
 
    What if whoever owned the photo I was submitting found my profile? All they would have to do is run an image search of their own photo and my profile would pop up. It was too risky, I couldn’t go through with it. I pressed ‘cancel’ and it brought me back to the ‘edit profile’ page, with a message at the top: “This page is not currently public.” I stared at the screen for a few minutes, trying to think of what I could do. 
 
    There was still a way to make the profile within the legal guidelines of the site. I still had all of Sandra’s old clothes, her old makeup, and even her old hair extensions, all stored away in her old bedroom. Sandra and I were pretty much the same size. My heart started racing as I stepped into her room. I hesitated for a moment, trying to remember what the hell I was doing. Why was I about to dig through Sandra’s old clothes? Why was I about to put on her makeup? Why was I going to go and shave my legs? Had I lost my mind?  
 
    That red envelope with the number ‘68’ next to it popped into my mind. I was being driven by an overwhelming curiosity—was it really so simple or was I really missing something so plain and obvious? I had to know. I couldn’t go on with my life with the thought that there might be something wrong with me as a person. At least if I knew the only problem with my online profile was that I was a man, I could accept the fact and move on. But what if it was something else? I would never know unless I went ahead with my ridiculous new plan. 
 
    I found a little black dress among Sandra’s old clothes that felt nice to the touch and looked as though it would cover up my non-existent cleavage. It came down all the way to my knees and wasn’t too revealing. I didn’t want to come across as an easy lay and ruin my experiment with an influx of messages from horny men.  
 
    The little black dress fit perfectly, though it looked totally silly with no bust. I put on one of Sandra’s padded bras, but the tightness of the dress just squished it down and it looked even sillier. So I spent the next little while getting the stuffing just right, using handfuls of toilet paper, constantly tweaking and nudging until it looked like I had a nice pair of tits. I shuddered when I looked in the mirror. My five-o’clock shadow was coming in, and my hairy arms didn’t help much either. I looked like a second-rate drag queen. 
 
    I was starting to feel awfully stupid about the whole experiment, tempted to shove the clothes back into the closet and pretend like I never ventured into Sandra’s old room. But something inside of me was determined to make the experiment work. So I found myself in the bathroom with a razor and a lot of shaving cream. After an hour of that, I started with Sandra’s makeup kit. There were so many little tubes and pencils and things I’d never seen before. It took a good deal of experimenting before I got the look right. 
 
    Finally, it was around midnight when I took a few steps back and looked at my whole self in the mirror. I didn’t look bad, though with my short hair I looked kind of like a lesbian. I was most impressed with my body, how feminine it really did look in that dress. When I stood profile and propped myself up onto my toes, my butt popped out like it belonged in a Playboy Magazine spread. It was no wonder women were always criticizing my body—it was better than most of theirs! 
 
    It took a bit of practising to get the poses right. That was one thing I took for granted: to look good as a lady, you really need to be mindful of your posture. If you’re even a bit tense in your shoulders, you look boxy. If you let your body slouch even just a little bit, you look frumpy. Makeup looks great when you’re smiling, but when you let your face rest, or if you frown, you suddenly look like a sad clown. High heels really help with the posture, forcing you to stand up straight and keep your butt out nicely, but damn, are they uncomfortably. I didn’t envy my co-workers who wore heels every single day to work. 
 
    I’d gotten so carried away admiring my physique in the mirror, that I’d forgotten the whole reason I was dressing up like a lady in the first place: my online profile. It was the dinging of my e-mail (unfortunately just annoying spam) that reminded me to get back to business. I took my phone and snapped a few selfies. Some were more flattering than others. It took me a few minutes to upload them to my profile, and then I found myself faced with that familiar message: “By pressing submit, as required by the terms and conditions, you are confirming that you are in fact the person featured in your photo. Impersonating someone else is a federal offence.” 
 
    This time, there was nothing to worry about, but my heart was still racing. I was about to upload photos of myself in drag to the internet, for the whole world to see. What if, somehow, someone recognized me? I looked again at my selection of pictures. There was no way anyone would recognize me. I hardly recognized myself. After taking a few deep breaths, I submitted the profile. ‘Terri’ was officially live and open for business. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Within minutes, the messages were pouring in. I’d never received so many compliments in my entire life. I had to wonder how many were genuine and how many were just template messages guys sent to girls to increase their odds of landing dates. Most shocking of all, it was nearly two in the morning. What were all these guys doing up on a weekday, messaging ladies online? Didn’t they have jobs they needed to be up for in the morning? 
 
    I messaged a few of them back with a simple “thank you”, and within minutes, there would be another slew of messages in my inbox. “You really are very beautiful. I meant it.” I could just imagine the messages I’d been sending women getting lost in the avalanche of messages girls got. I started to wonder if ladies even saw my profile or if I’d just been lost in a sea of guys’ profiles.  
 
    The next day at work, when there was no one lingering over my shoulder and the office was quiet, I found myself logging into my secret little profile and checking some of the many messages I’d received. Some of the guys messaging me looked like male models. Some had topless photos showing off their rippling muscles. I even had messages from guys who claimed to be big shot CEOs of major companies.  
 
    “Hey Randall,” someone said behind me and I clicked away from my profile window as quickly as humanly possible. I turned around. My boss, Brent, was walking towards me with a file in his hand. “Good job with the Patterson file. I’ve got to say, it’s nice to finally clear this one from my desk.” 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Janice staring at Brent. All of the women in the office swooned over Brent. Unlike me, he was tall and he had thick muscles and a chiselled jawline and a handsome smile. Him being around didn’t help my case at all. There’s nothing like standing next to a big hunk to be reminded of how petite you are. “Keep up the good work,” he said, and then he continued across the office floor. I watched as all the women in the office leaned back into their chairs to watch him walking from behind. 
 
    After my heart calmed down and the coast was once again clear, I returned to my dating profile. It was amazing what people were saying about me, calling me beautiful, sexy, telling me I sounded like an incredibly interesting, fun person. I’d nearly forgotten that I’d used pictures of myself in drag. People were actually saying these things about me, not about some random girl’s picture that I’d lifted off the internet, but about me. 
 
    And then, as I scrolled through my many messages, I saw a familiar face: Brent’s. I clicked on the profile in a snap, determined to prove myself wrong, to prove that it wasn’t Brent but a fellow that just so happened to look a lot like Brent. But it was Brent. Brent had sent me a flirtation online. “Hey, beautiful. I have to say that you look absolutely stunning in your profile picture. Cheers! Brent.”  
 
    I’d never seen Brent with his shirt off until that day. He was topless in his profile picture, and by the looks of it, he never missed a day at the gym. He looked like a goddamned movie star. What was he doing working in insurance? It was almost a shame that he had to wear clothes to work every day. 
 
    I could see Brent approaching my desk out of the corner of my eye, so I closed the dating site. He smiled and nodded at me and then continued on his way to his office.  
 
    Now, I wasn’t so sure what my experiment had proved. I set out to prove that women get more attention online than men, and I might have accomplished that goal, but I also might have proven that I make a more sought-after woman than I did a man. Never in my life had I received a fraction of the validity I’d received in less than twenty-four hours on the internet. Was it just horny men mass messaging every woman online, or was there something truly special about my female persona? 
 
    There was only really one way to know for sure—by bringing my female persona out into the real world.  
 
    The mere thought of even stepping out into my apartment hallway made my heart rate accelerate drastically, never mind out into the real world, never mind opening my mouth and speaking with someone. And at this point, what difference did it make? Even if the compliments were all genuine and I truly did make for a fantastic woman, I was still a man and I always would be a man. Unless, of course, I took on the persona full-time. 
 
    A cold shiver ran up my spine and I pushed the thought out of my head. This little experiment of mine had already gone too far, and now I was considering taking it exponentially further. While I didn’t like constantly failing with relationships, I liked being a man. I liked having a penis and I enjoyed having sex with women. I didn’t want to give those things up just because it was more convenient. Though, it would have been much, much more convenient. 
 
    But my curious little persona didn’t seem to care about what I thought or how I felt. When I got home, I couldn’t help but find myself back in Sandra’s room, digging through her clothes, wondering how I would look in different outfits, what kind of compliments I could generate. My only profile picture was a crappy cell-phone selfie. I had a nice camera and a tripod in my closet somewhere. I figured, why not see just how far I could go with my persona—just online, of course. After all, my male dating account (which was still getting no hits) had much nicer photos than a collection fuzzy selfies. If I was to really compare the success of the two accounts, I figured that I might as well do it properly. Or maybe I was just justifying a hidden desire to put on more of Sandra’s clothes?  
 
    Sandra had this oversized white sweater that I’d always really liked, and it looked really cute with this short purple skirt of hers. I found a pair of knee-high white socks, and then I found myself once again in front of the mirror, doing my makeup, styling my hair. This time, I let my hair roll down my shoulders in loose waves. And then, once again, I found myself in utter disbelief of what I was capable of looking like. I didn’t just look good. I looked fantastic. I looked sexy. I took the photos and uploaded them to my page. 
 
    And sure enough, the compliments started to roll in. Each and every one of them made me question everything, made me consider that crazy idea of taking my persona out into the world. 
 
    One of the messages I read said, “Hey, what are you up to tonight? Want to grab a drink?” The man who sent the message was handsome, tall, with a trimmed beard. He was the kind of guy I imagined the girls were passing me up for. 
 
    With a recording app on my phone, I recorded a few sentences, trying out different inflections with my voice. After a little bit of practice (and a few YouTube tutorial videos) I didn’t sound half-bad. I started chatting with the handsome fellow. “Seriously, come meet me at Anthony’s on 4th,” he said. Anthony’s was a bar, just a couple of blocks from my apartment. My fingers were trembling as I typed back. “Sure—I’ll be there in an hour.” I couldn’t believe myself when I actually pressed ‘send’. 
 
    What was I doing? Had I officially lost my mind? 
 
    The way I was justifying it: maybe I could learn something about this whole dating game. I could try and figure out what I was doing wrong as a man. I could see what the pros were doing right. I looked my date up on Facebook. He had some topless photos which I had to take a closer look at, to make sure they weren’t shopped. He looked like the Hulk with his shirt off. All of his photos had nearly a hundred likes, all from pretty girls. All of those girls wished they could be going on a date with him—but instead, I was the one going on a date with him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I could hardly breathe as I walked into the bar and scanned around for my date. Every ounce and my body was begging for me to turn around and go home before it was too late, but there was some strange force making me go through with it.  
 
    My heart stopped momentarily when my eyes met with my date’s. He was sitting at the bar, waving me over with a big, handsome smile. It was officially too late. I was locked in. After a moment of reluctance, I went to him, stepped slowly through the bar, listening to my own heart pounding like a bass drum.  
 
    “You must be Terri,” he said, standing up and taking my hand. “Howard.” Howard looked to be a few years older than his profile picture, but not in a bad way. Either that or he edited the few grey hairs he had out from his photos, and cleaned up some of the lines around his eyes. It was almost a shame, really, because those grey hairs and those lines around his eyes actually made him look more distinguished and sexy in a George Clooney kind of way. “Have a seat,” he said, motioning towards a seat. 
 
    He bought me a drink and made it into a double without even asking me. I didn’t mind. I needed something to take the edge off after all. The first drink didn’t do the trick, but the second drink he ordered me did. “Thirsty?” he asked after watching me take back another two shots of vodka. 
 
    I half-expected Howard to be the kind of guy who did nothing but talk about himself and his gym routine and his bros and how great his life was. Surprisingly, he was more interested in me. He asked about my job, my hobbies, my family, and he seemed genuinely interested in all of my answers. He was charming, laughing at all of my crappy jokes, ordering me drinks and making sure I was drinking enough water between each one (seeing as I would have been totally wasted otherwise). He even ordered me a coffee when I was getting noticeably drunk. Though it didn’t do much to kill my buzz. 
 
    Every time the bartender placed a drink down in front of me, I was worried it would be the one to blow my cover, it would be the one that makes me slip out from my feminine voice. But amazingly, it had the opposite effect. The more booze I consumed, the more my feminine persona became me. Terri’s voice was becoming second-nature, becoming my voice. Little mannerisms were starting to seep out of me, small hand gestures, cute little giggles. I was becoming more of a woman than I’d set out to become. 
 
    Howard did his best to remain a gentleman and keep me on my feet, but even he wasn’t immune to the effects of the alcohol. Eventually, after a good half-dozen drinks, he had his hands all over my body. It wasn’t his fault. From what I can remember of the drunken blur, I incited it for the most part. He got up to go and use the bathroom, and I said, “I think I need to use the washroom myself.” We walked together towards the bathrooms, and once we were in the hallway, he spun me around and kissed me. Completely expecting the move, I kissed back.  
 
    One thing led to another and we ended up in the ladies room with the door locked behind us. He got me sitting up on the bathroom sink and he reached up my skirt to start shimmying down my panties. In my drunken stupidity, I didn’t stop him. It wasn’t until his face was white and he was frozen that I realized why this was all a very, very bad idea. “I—I’m sorry,” I managed to say. There was a lump the size of my fist in my throat and suddenly, I didn’t feel drunk anymore. At least if I had been blackout drunk, I wouldn’t have remembered the humiliating incident. 
 
    “That—that’s a cock,” he said. 
 
    “I should have told you,” I said. 
 
    He looked up at me with a perplexed look on his face—a look that said, I don’t understand—you’re too pretty to be a man. He looked back at my cock, which I’d now covered up with my skirt. “You’re a man?” he said. 
 
    I wanted to say yes, but there was something stopping me. In a weird way, in that moment, I didn’t believe it. I didn’t actually believe that I was a man. From the moment I left my apartment, I was a woman. I felt like a woman. My thoughts had all been feminine. But biologically, I was a man. Maybe the booze was making my state of panic into a state of confusion. Or maybe I really had started to believe I may have been a woman trapped in a man’s body, as cliché as that sounds. So instead of responding, I just looked away, totally humiliated, half expecting him to beat my ass up before leaving the bathroom in a rage. 
 
    But he didn’t beat me up. Instead, after a painfully long, silent moment, he took my skirt and flipped it up. He took my cock in his hand and he started to stroke it. When his fingers first wrapped around my girth, I was almost expecting him to do something violent, like rip it off my body or crush it in his fist, but he was being gentle. I looked down. He was staring at my cock with a certain curiosity. “Don’t you dare tell anyone about this,” he said without looking up at me.  
 
    Of course I wouldn’t tell anyone. Who would I tell and for what reason? I was just happy he was letting me live. He leaned forward and sunk my cock into his mouth. It wasn’t exactly the most competent blowjob I’d ever gotten. It was almost definitely his first time. But still, it felt nice—his warm, wet tongue wrapping around my manhood as it sunk down his throat. It was strange though, looking down and seeing a man where I’d only ever seen a woman before (and even more strange seeing a skirt flipped up onto my belly). 
 
    “I’m going to come,” I warned him as I could feel the warm swelling of cum getting ready to burst. “Howard,” I said as he continued to suck my cock with an increasing intensity. I sunk my fingers into his hair and tried to hold back. 
 
    But holding back was hopeless. I ended up coming deep in his throat. He gagged but impressively, he didn’t pull back. He took the whole load and then swallowed on top of it. He helped me down from the sink, he rinsed out his mouth, and we started towards the locked door. I thought it was all over, but I was wrong. As I reached for the lock, he bent me over without warning. I had to plant the palms of my hands against the door so I wouldn’t fall over. I knew immediately what was coming next.  
 
    I wanted to stop him, to tell him I didn’t want his cock in my ass. I’d never been fucked in the ass and I really wasn’t sure I ever wanted that. But I was conflicted. He’d just given me a blowjob and he wasn’t killing me for lying about my real gender. In a way, I felt like I owed him. He pulled my panties down again. When I looked back, he already had his cock out, rock-hard, in his hand. He marched it forward and snuggled it in between my soft butt cheeks. He was taking deep breaths, and I probably was too at that point, trying to calm my nerves.  
 
    It hurt when he pressed in, but again, I didn’t want to make a stink after what he’d already done for me. I let him fuck me in the ass. And I think he used the opportunity to get a bit of his rage out—rage from my gender deception. I’ll admit that it probably doesn’t feel great getting tricked into buying half a dozen drinks for a man in a skirt. He probably felt rather foolish. 
 
    Instead of starting out slowly and building up speed and intensity, he went straight into full-penetration, swift thrusts, jamming his whole fat cock deep into my body, slamming his pelvis against my butt with each entry. It took a good ten deep penetrations before the pain started to go away, and another ten or so before it actually started to feel kind of nice. I’d always heard that the male version of the clit is somewhere in the ass. I couldn’t tell you where in the ass, but maybe Howard could, because he found it.  
 
    All of a sudden, I found myself trembling at the knees, overwhelmed by a powerful euphoria swirling through my body. Had he not held me up with his hands ,tightly grasping my sides, I might have fallen onto the floor in a full-blown convulsion. “You’re fucking asshole is so tight,” he said with a grunt. “I’m going to fucking come in your ass, baby.” 
 
    “Come in my ass,” I heard myself say back. “Please come in my ass.” 
 
    Somehow, his thrusts became harder and harder. The pain started to come back but it was totally overwhelmed by the intense euphoria that was now in complete control of my body. I ended up screaming out loud, biting down on my tongue, scratching my nails against the bathroom door. He came deep in my asshole—a strange sensation, I have to say. It was suddenly very warm and very full and… yeah, that’s what it feels like. But somehow, it feels really incredible, like you don’t want it to end, like you want more guys to shove their dicks in your ass and come and fill you up until you explode.  
 
    I never heard from Howard again after that night, but I’ve never forgotten that moment, despite the haze of drunken uncertainty. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My persona had spiralled out of my control. I ended up cancelling my weekend plans to go out camping with some friends, and instead, I hit up the malls, in full female-guise. I wanted to own clothes of my own and makeup of my own. My entire life, I’d hated the mere idea of shopping. As a woman, it was one of the most fun things I’d ever done. A mall is like a playground for women. Everything there is for you. As a man, there’s next to nothing—a single shoe rack at the very back of the store. I even met a couple of friends on my shopping excursion. 
 
    On Saturday night we went out to the clubs together, my new friends and I. I had a few drinks and ended up on the dance floor, grinding my ass against some sexy hunk. I got him so hard, I could feel his warm, pulsing erection pushing against my butt. He begged me to stick around, but later in the night, we moved onto a new club and I got to do it all over again. 
 
    Just like the shopping malls, I’d always hated clubs. I’d always found them to be too loud and too crowded with horny dudes, but as a woman, it was a wonderland of compliments and free drinks and it didn’t matter how stupid you looked when you danced, everyone thought you were as sexy as hell. As a man, you can look very stupid dancing, and it’s not a good thing. 
 
    It was Sunday afternoon that I started to worry about myself and just how carried away I was getting. I found myself on a surgeon’s website, looking into the cost of gender reassignment surgery. On the site was a warning: “Are you absolutely sure you want to undergo male-to-female gender reassignment surgery? It is not a reversible operation, and statistics show that 40% of people who undergo the surgery regret doing so later in life.” It was a wakeup call, a reminder that I’d only been a women for a few days. It’s like a guy picking up a basketball for the first time one day and then deciding he’s going to play in the NBA the next—ludicrous. I clicked away from the site. 
 
    But I couldn’t just go back to being man—how could I? Now that I knew how fun life could be, how convenient it could be, how good it felt to be complimented constantly, I couldn’t just go back to my boring old life as Randall. The more I thought about my little conundrum, the more it was starting to seem like it was time to pack things in—return the clothes I’d bought, delete the online profile, finally get around to throwing all of Sandra’s old stuff out, and pretend like none of it ever happened—go on with my life, my real life. 
 
    Terri was like a drug. At first you tell yourself you can stop anytime, but the more and more you do it, the more dependent you become, the more you lose touch with reality. The drug becomes your reality. Terri was quickly becoming my reality. I logged back onto my dating profile with the intention of deleting it, wiping it off the face of the internet. But, like a drug addict, I couldn’t help myself, I had to read the new barrage of messages, all charming compliments from handsome men. Was I really going to leave this high-life behind? 
 
    Then I noticed that face again: Brent’s face. He’d sent me another message. “I apologize for being so persistent, but I can hardly help myself. You really are very beautiful and I would love the chance to get to know you,” his message read. I agreed to meet up with him, that night, at a lounge in a ritzy hotel. 
 
    There was no longer any sense in what I was doing. The experimentation was now gone. I wasn’t setting out to learn anything about myself or about dating or about other men. Now I was just acting on alien impulses, some foreign entity or spirit inside of my body, as if I’d been possessed by the ghost of a woman. Maybe it was something that had always been dormant inside of me. 
 
    My heart was pounding the moment the lounge came into sight, despite the fact my feminine persona had become second-nature, despite the fact I knew I was unrecognizable as Terri. Brent was already sitting at a small table in the back corner when I entered. He didn’t look up at me or wave me over but I could tell he knew I was there. He was letting me make the first move. He was playing it cool. After a deep breath, I made my approach. “Brent?” I said and he looked up slowly with a cool smile on his face. 
 
    “Terri, I’m so glad you came,” he said, standing up. He took my hand and gave it a gentle kiss. It was a strangely charming, strangely hypnotic move. I took a seat across from him and then we sat in silence as he took a long sip from his brandy. It wasn’t the Brent I knew. It was a whole different side of him, cool, collected, sexy. When the server came by, he ordered me a drink without asking me what I wanted—a dirty vodka martini, “and make it a double,” he said with an aura of confidence.  
 
    After a few drinks, he said, “I have a room upstairs, if you’d like to continue talking somewhere a bit more private.” He didn’t hesitate even a little bit in his offer to take me to his room, and it was completely obvious what he was getting at. He didn’t bother waiting until I was drunk or until I was completely comfortable. Because, to be honest, I wasn’t completely comfortable. Something about the whole encounter seemed off. Maybe it was the way he was acting—differently than normal. Or maybe it was just because I knew the way he normally was: outgoing and funny. 
 
    I took him up on his offer to go up to his room, but I knew I was going to have to find a way out of the sex that was eminent, that he clearly wanted. If he found out I had a cock and that my tits weren’t real, I was doomed. From there, it was only another small step to realize my real identity, and I’d be out of a job, out of a career. 
 
    His room was on the top floor, the penthouse suite. Windows encircled the entire open space, and the bed was right in the centre. “Make yourself comfortable,” he said as he went to the phone to order up a bottle of wine. He walked over to the window and looked out silently as he waited for the bottle to find its way up to our room. Feeling uncomfortable with the whole thing, I remained totally silent, sitting still on the couch, thinking of an out, trying to figure out why I’d come in the first place. After the bottle came and the room service fellow left, Brent turned to me. “What would you say if I told you I knew who you really were?” 
 
    I swear my heart stopped beating and I became faint. He knew who I was? Was this all just a big set up? Was this some weird way of outing me? “Huh?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat became too overwhelming.  
 
    “Your name isn’t Terri and you aren’t a woman. You’re name is Randall and you work for me in the risk management department.” He stared at me with a blank face, waiting for me to respond as if such a thing was possible. I was on the brink of passing out, my head swirling with anxiety. I watched him through hazy eyes as he walked over to the door and turned the deadbolt. What was he going to do? Was he going to murder me?  
 
    “You’ve got two options: One, I tell everyone about your little game and I make sure you lose your job and I make sure no one ever hires you again.” He stared at me blankly and let the first option sink in for a moment before getting to the second. “Or two, you do whatever I tell you, you let me do whatever I want to you in this room, and you tell no one ever about this.” 
 
    The choice was easy. He wasn’t really giving me a choice at all—more like blackmailing me. But what did he want? Did he want to torture me?  
 
    “Okay,” I managed to say. 
 
    “Okay what?” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll do it. I’ll do the second option.” My hands were shaking and my knees were trembling.  
 
    “Okay good,” he said. “Then come suck my cock.” 
 
    My heart could not have been beating any faster. It took me a moment to realize he wasn’t fucking around. Why did he want me to suck his cock if he knew I was really a man? Was he actually gay? Was this some sort of weird way to live out his homosexual fantasies? He started to undo his belt. What choice did I have? 
 
    I walked up, dropped to my knees, and with shaking hands, I pulled down his pants. His cock was enormous with thick veins running through it, throbbing, growing long and wide. I took it gently in my hand. It was heavy, quickly becoming heavier. I lifted it up and hesitated, taking a deep breath, before sinking it into my mouth. I could hear him letting out a deep sigh of relief.  
 
    I sucked him off until he was as solid as a steel beam, his cock nearly a full foot long. I didn’t know cocks could be so big, so thick. If he was hoping to stick that giant rod in my asshole, it wasn’t going to happen. Even my lips were being stretched out by his impressive girth. I practically had to unhinge my jaw just to accommodate his bulbous, throbbing tip. It couldn’t possibly fit. He let me suck him off for a little while longer before pushing my head back. “You see that bag over there?” he said, pointing to a green duffle bag. “Go and open it.” 
 
    I did as commanded, as per the deal. In the bag was a number of dildos, ranging in different sizes. “You see the black one?” he asked, and I did—though I wish I didn’t. It was enormous—bigger than real life, even bigger than his own massive cock. It had a suction-cup on the back end of it. I picked it up. It was heavy and solid. “Stick it onto the ground, over here. And grab that bottle of lube, too.”   
 
    I knew what was coming and my mind was screaming at me to tell him no, to turn around and say ‘go ahead and fire me,’ but I didn’t. I couldn’t even imagine having everyone find out about my little feminine secret. Not only would my career be ruined, but my whole life would be ruined. I had co-workers who knew members of my family. I couldn’t possibly risk letting news that I dressed like and pretended to be a woman reach my family. So I fastened the giant dildo onto the ground. “Pour the lube on it,” he said, so I did. I poured on a lot—I was going to need it. “Now mount it, you slut.” 
 
    A wave of nausea came over me. I nearly fell to the ground, dizzy and lightheaded. He wasn’t in the mood to be patient. He walked over to me, reached up my skirt and yanked down my panties. “On the dildo. Now.” I sunk down onto my knees and lined the massive thing up with my tight little asshole. I took one last look at it and took a deep breath. It just wasn’t possible. “Now,” he said again, so I started to push my butt down. I bit down on my tongue. It wasn’t going in, as expected. It was a lost cause. No human could fit such a thing in their ass. 
 
    But he was determined to see it happen. He sunk down, grabbed the giant rubber cock in one hand and put his other hand on my lap. He started to push me down. As far as he was concerned, it was going to happen, one way or the other. “Relax,” he demanded, and I did my best, but it turns out relaxing is hard when someone is trying to push a monster-sized dildo into your backdoor.  
 
    And sure enough, after a good deal of pushing, it penetrated and started to sink in deep, stretching me wide. “Fuck!” I screamed out loud, biting down on my tongue, shutting my eyes tight. I became paralyzed. It wasn’t enough for him. He kept pushing me down further and further until my body physically couldn’t take any more. Then, he started to lift me up and down. It was no wonder his arms were so big and muscular if he was doing this kind of workout all the time. He didn’t care that my legs were trembling or that I was wincing, on the verge of tears. “Take it,” he started to say over and over. “You’re a dirty slut.” 
 
    Just like my time with Howard, after a while, the pain went away and was replaced by a curious euphoric sensation. Maybe I’d just gone numb—some sort of bodily defence mechanism. It was still mind-blowing that the humongous rubber cock fit into my asshole.  
 
    Once he got me into a rhythm, he stepped back. He dropped his pants to the ground. His cock was still as hard as a steel beam. “That’s right. Just like that,” he said, watching me bounce on the big dildo. He began to stroke his big cock. A moment later, he was down on the ground, his head between my thighs, lips around my cock. And sure enough, he was getting me hard. Unlike Howard, Brent sucked like a pro, like he’d sucked many cocks before mine. He knew how to do amazing things with his tongue that made pleasure blast through my body.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” he told me. I could feel the giant dildo pushing up against my sternum, practically choking me. 
 
    Next thing I knew, he was on my lap, my cock in his hand, lining it up with his asshole. He was getting ready for a ride, bareback, his own giant cock pushing up against my chest. He sunk down with a long, slow, smooth motion, taking the entirety of my dick in a single move. Then he put his hands on my shoulders and let me fuck him while I fucked the giant dildo. “Jerk me off, slut,” he said, looking into my eyes with an intimidating intensity. I managed to grab his cock despite the intense trembling of my hand. “Shit,” he said as he let his head fall back. His eyes closed and his lips parted.  
 
    Riding a giant dildo is a strange feeling. Riding a giant dildo while your boss rides you is an even stranger feeling. “I’m going to come,” I said, my voice shaken. 
 
    “Come in me,” he said, so I did. I came deep in his muscular ass, squeezing his cock tight in my hand as I did. His nails dug into my shoulder and then I felt a blast of warmth hit my chin—he was coming, too, all over me, a giant, sticky load. 
 
    When I stood up from the huge dildo, I felt suddenly empty, like a giant part of me was missing. It’s funny how quickly your body can get used to something—even something as insane as a foot-long rubber dildo. 
 
    I’d never seen Brent smile the way he did as he fell back, cum dribbling out from his asshole. It was, quite possibly, the greatest moment of his life. And I have to say, it was up there for me, too. I really didn’t expect to end up in such a state of intense pleasure, unlike anything I’d ever felt. Who knew a giant rubber cock could feel so great? Who knew it felt so incredible to have your cock hugged tightly by a powerful man’s muscular butt cheeks. 
 
    “I’m firing you, Randall,” he said, and my heart sunk down into my gut. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He was firing me? Even though I’d done everything he said? “And Terri will start work on Monday.”  
 
    A smirked swept across his face, and then one swept across my face. He was giving me my ticket—the answer to my whole conundrum. I was free to be a woman, free to start bringing Terri into my real life. 
 
    THE END 
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