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UNDERCOVER

Paul Preston is a professional misogynist. He got a lot of heat after releasing his second best-selling book: Women: Do We Even Need Them? He backs all of his claims with statistics, but he’s criticized for his lack of ‘real world evidence’, whatever that means. But it’s his third best seller that gets him into serious trouble: Men Going Their Own Way, in which he raises the question: should we take the female opinion seriously? Overnight, he finds himself without a publisher and on the verge of a financial disaster.

He needs to write another bestseller quickly, before his home and everything he owns is repossessed. And he’s got an idea that will finally shut up even his biggest critics: he’s going to get that ‘real world evidence’ they all want so badly by going undercover with a wig, some makeup, and a cute little dress.


CHAPTER I

Women are Evil.

That was the title of my first book, and it was an international best seller. I didn’t make a ton of money off of it—the publishers took most of it because I didn’t have an agent to make a half-decent deal—but it thrust me into the limelight. I must have done five hundred interviews that year, travelling to half of the countries in the world. My second book, ‘Women: Do We Even Need Them?’ was where I made all of my money.

It was another international bestseller, sending me all over the world for another year of high-profile interviews. It was a blast. I got invited to major celebrity parties; I was recognized on the streets. My mailbox was constantly full of fan mail. Those were some of the best years of my life. At least I thought they were…

None of my books were well received by critics, because literary critics are generally female. They drilled into my work, calling it sexist, pointing out the tiniest wording problems, questionable typos, anything they could point out in their efforts to ruin my career. Ironically, they were just proving that everything I talked about in my books was correct—women were inherently jealous and spiteful. It was kind of fun reading their reviews as they exemplified every trait I said they would exemplify.

In fact, it was those negative reviews that inspired my third book: Men Going Their Own Way. It was a book about disregarding the female opinion. It was a controversial release and it got me into a lot of trouble. My publisher was hesitant to release it. My agent was hesitant to represent me. A week after the book came out, I was dropped. The book was pulled from the shelves. And I was sent a bill for eight hundred thousand dollars. They also sent me two semi-trucks full of books. Apparently there was a clause in my contract stating that they could sell unsold product back to me if I broke the terms of the contract, which I apparently did with the content of my book.

It wasn’t the bill that pissed me off—I had tons of money. It was the fact that they didn’t have the balls to just let the book stand on its own, to let people make their own decisions. I mean, it did sell record amounts of copies in the one week that it was out. Surely numbers speak louder than a bunch of pissed off feminists.

It didn’t matter. I made my own website and sold the books by myself. I hired a little Mexican guy to handle the packaging and shipping. Within four months, I managed to sell off the entire stock that had been dropped off at my house, and stored in my six-car garage. I even ordered another fifty thousand copies, straight to my house. I didn’t need those publishers. I probably sold more books than all of their other publications combined.

Hell, I even scheduled my own press tour. I mass e-mailed all of the TV and radio stations that’d had me on before, and I waited for their replies. I didn’t need a publicist or a PR team—an army of idiots suckling off the payroll that my books created. I was a man—I could do anything by myself.

My solo career interviews didn’t go quite as well as my interviews before publishing Men Going Their Own Way. I learned quickly that my PR team had been providing interviewers with specific questions without telling me. And now, without those specially tailored questions, I found myself walking into live shooting galleries. One of the most embarrassing interviews was on Vancouver Breakfast Television. Of course, the interviewer was a woman.

The interview was live. As I sat in the little chair they provided me, I looked towards the crew. The camera operator was a woman—so was the sound mixer, the boom operator, all of the grips and electrics, the director, and the producers. They all looked at me like I was a well-known terrorist.

The interviewer was throwing punches right out of the gate. She grilled me about statistics. She asked me, “What evidence do you even have for any of your outlandish claims?”

“Evidence?” I said with a laugh. “Plenty of personal experience, this interview included.”

“So you think all women are mean?”

“Mean? I mean, that’s an over-simplification. Did you even read the book?” I asked.

“I read the book, and to me, it sounds like women just don’t like you. It sounds like you’re blaming women for your own nasty disposition. You’re a nasty, sick person, Paul Preston.”

“Well, you can try telling that to the million-plus people who have purchased and loved my books. Look, sweetheart, there’s nothing wrong with being part of an inferior sex.” I watched as her face turned white, and then I watched as the lips of the silent crewmembers parted. “It’s just a reality. Men are physically stronger. Studies have proven that men are smarter, on average. Ninety-nine of the world’s achievements are entirely thanks to men. We just keep women around to make babies, and I think we should celebrate that, rather than lying to ourselves about it. Sure, you can sit here and host this morning show, but you and I both know that a man could probably do a better job. They only have you here to meet their silly diversity criteria.”

She was silent. The whole set was silent. I’m not sure I really meant everything that I’d said. But she was pushing my buttons, and I wanted to push back. I knew exactly how to push her buttons, just by looking at her. I’d met hundreds of women just like her before.

But in my defence, the studies were real, sort of. I kind of exaggerated for the sake of getting under her skin. The average woman is smarter than the average man, but there are more men with genius-level IQs than women—likewise, there are more men with borderline deficiency IQs than women. But my physical strength remark was undeniable. And also, studies have shown that women are happier in the home, raising children, than they are in the workplace. So sue me for pointing out a few facts.

The interviewer turned to the camera and forced a smile. “You heard it from the man himself. You can get his book on his website: Paul Preston dot-com, all one word.” The feed cut to commercial and the interviewer stood up and walked away without saying anything.

“What’s the matter with you?” I called out. “Can’t pretend to be a professional for a five minute interview?”

She turned to me with a smirk and a dark glare. “I try not to waste any energy on idiots who do nothing but spew out nonsense,” she said.

“Nonsense? You’re welcome to look at the studies and tell me where I’m wrong.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Your cherry-picked studies? Even if they do back up what you’re saying, they aren’t based in reality. Get off of your computer and get out into the real world and you’ll see that you’re wrong. You can’t just make wild generalizations about women because of a couple of studies, probably conducted by losers like yourself.”

“Oh, sweeties, did I hurt your feelings?” I said with a grin.

She walked back onto the set, towards the little table where my book was propped up to face the camera. “You’re an embarrassment to the human race. If you had even the slightest idea of what it’s like being a woman in this world, you wouldn’t publish this tripe.” She picked up the book and threw it at me, proving the point I make in chapter eleven: women are emotionally unstable and unpredictable.


CHAPTER II

That Vancouver Breakfast Television interview was just the first of many. After the my third humiliating appearance, I decided to come up with a list of allowable questions and conversation topics. I would give those lists to the producers before I went on air, but the lists were usually ignored entirely. I had no legal team with me, no powerful publishing firm behind me, and all of these TV shows just wanted viral content to throw up on the Internet. So I found myself being attacked repeatedly.

The only reason I kept going with the stupid interviews was because they were translating into sales. There were still people with some common sense watching at home, who could see through the determined rage of the TV show hosts.

It was a few months after the release of my third book when the worst possible thing happened: one of the girls from my past, an old girlfriend, who I talked a lot about in all of my books (using a pseudonym) came out with her own book. Her book was an overnight success. She ended up on all the same TV shows as me, but her ratings were way better. It was only one month before things started to avalanche downhill.

In her book, she claimed that I lied about a number of things—I won’t bore you with the details, but she basically called me a giant liar and misogynist. It wasn’t anything I hadn’t been called before, but it actually held some weight coming from her. My book sales seemed to halt overnight. My stock became stagnant in my garage. My average rating on Amazon dropped from a 4.4 to a 2.1 within a few weeks. I started getting bills in the mail from the shows I’d appeared on. Apparently that wasn’t free—apparently I’d been agreeing to pay the stations thousands of dollars when I signed those contracts they have me before going on air. How was I supposed to know? The publishers usually dealt with that shit for me.

I watched my bank account shrink. It was okay until I got the real bill, from my old publisher. Their legal team had looked into my contract and discovered that I didn’t technically have the right to sell my own book, even after they ended my deal. They still owned 50% of the rights to my books, which meant I owed them 50% of everything I’d made. After expenses, that left me with next-to-nothing. My life was crumbling quickly. I would wake up in the middle of the night to eggs splatting against my windows. When I went out to get my paper, I would be greeted by flapping strands of toilet paper in my trees.

And bills just kept arriving in my mailbox. It wasn’t long before I started getting notices from collections agencies. It was bad, and it became especially embarrassing when the media caught on to my looming bankruptcy.

“Professional misogynist struggles to stay afloat,” one headline read. And of course, it included the most unflattering photo of my face. I couldn’t understand what had gone wrong. It’s not like I’d been lying in any of my books. In fact, I even included links to my sources. Every study I referenced was legitimate. Did people just not care for facts? Did facts hurt their feelings?

Every review that came out said the same thing: my arguments weren’t based in reality. “One has to wonder if Paul Preston even knows any women in real life,” one popular reviewer said. I laughed, but it was a nervous laugh. I didn’t know what I was going to do. It didn’t matter whether I was right or wrong—being right didn’t make people buy my books.

I decided to make a blog post, to try and shed some light on the point I was trying to make. The people who actually read my books got it—they all realized that I was making statements based on statistical facts. The people eating into me were the ones who either didn’t read my books at all, or they read the first few pages and then threw the book down in outrage. So maybe a blog posting was more their speed.

It started out as a concise conclusion of all my statements, from all of my books. But as I wrote it out, I started to feel angrier and angrier with the women who were trying to burn down my career. My blog post quickly turned into a rant. I concluded it by saying, “Women don’t know how easy they have it. They think that they’re oppressed, that they have fewer rights than men, when in fact they have more rights and more freedoms.”

I went to sleep after pressing publish. And boy, did I regret that blog post in the morning. My website was inundated with angry responders: butt-hurt feminists who wanted to rub my dying career in my face. I wondered if they even read the post. They sure as hell didn’t read any of my books. They all just kept telling me, “If you knew what it was like to be a woman…” The same old bullshit they always said. But now they in power. Now, they were my only audience: an audience that only stuck around to watch the carnage of the train wreck.

I unplugged my computer and left it that way. I couldn’t read anymore. I wanted to write another book, to rant about how wrong and ironic and clueless women were, using all their stupid comments as my evidence. But I knew that would get me nowhere. I knew it wouldn’t sell, given the current state of my career. I needed to find a new angle. Hell, I probably needed a new pen name to write under. Even if I went and wrote some harmless science-fiction book, the vengeful feminists would have torn it to shreds.

For the next few weeks, I lingered around my house, ignoring bills, trying to think of something to write so I could make a few bucks to pay off those looming invoices. My computer stayed off. I couldn’t face those comments—they were only setting me back.

I went out one afternoon to get a coffee from the café down the street. While I was in line, I heard a scoff behind me. I turned around and there was an angry-looking woman staring at me. She obviously knew who I was. “What’s your problem, lady?” I said.

She laughed. “You’re just so clueless.”

“How so?” I said.

“You have no idea what it’s like being a woman in this world.”

I rolled my eyes—nothing I hadn’t heard before. There were other women in the café staring at me. I wanted to laugh at all of them, remind them that they knew who I was and I had no fucking idea who any of them were. But I decided to keep my mouth shut. Instead, I took my coffee and I went home. And when I walked in my door, I got an idea.

If that was their only excuse: that I didn’t know what it was like to be a woman, then that would be my next book. I would prove to them all that I did know what it was like to be a woman. I would prove that women have it easier than men. I would prove that men are the truly oppressed sex, not women.

I ran to my computer with a smile on my face. It was perfect. It would be a guaranteed best seller. And all I needed was a disguise.


CHAPTER III

I ordered ten different tops from an online women’s clothing store. I ordered a few dresses, a few skirts, a few pairs of heels, a few pairs of flats, and another two thousand dollars worth of accessories and underwear and whatnot. If I was going to spend a whole month as a woman, I needed to dress the part. And women are always wearing different outfits—never the same thing twice.

After nearly maxing out one of my credit cards, I had my first chapter: the backwards priorities of women. I’d spent more money on a month’s worth of women’s clothes than I’d spent on a lifetime of male clothes. And I’d hardly even shopped for brand-name items. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how much money is burned on useless logos. It’s no wonder women are always complaining that they don’t make enough money.

I ordered an expensive makeup kit online as well. They were all expensive. There were some that cost thousands of dollars. I couldn’t believe someone would spend that much for the sake of vanity. I found myself shaking my head as I scrolled through those online storefronts, reading those prices, wondering if those zeroes were meant to be after the periods.

Most importantly, I ordered an expensive kit from a professional cross-dressing website. The kit came with a wig made from human hair, a bra padded with the same material they use for breast implants, and a bag of razors, so I could shave away all of my body hair.

Back when I was writing articles for Vice Magazine, I covered a story about a group of wealthy cross-dressers. It was one of my first big articles; it went viral and scored nearly ten million hits online. When I asked those cross-dressing weirdoes how they were able to make such convincing women, they told me that the secret was money. “It has nothing to do with your body or your face. It’s just how much money you’re willing to spend, like most hobbies.” For that article, I went down to a bar with the cross-dressers, and watched as they were hit on by man after man, while real, biological women sat lonely at the bar and watched. I ended up using that story in one of my books, in a chapter called: Men are better at being women than women. I also used Katelyn Jenner as an example—a man can even beat out women to win Woman of the Year.

And if it was true—that money was the key to becoming a convincing woman—then that was no problem. I had plenty of money—at least until the collections agencies really came looking for me. Plus, it was all tax-deductible: business expenses. Not to mention, it was the key to creating the next great best seller and the final proof I needed to make those feminists eat their words.

I ordered express delivery on everything. And while I waited for it to show up at my door, I sat in front of my computer, watching voice lesson after voice lesson, recording myself, trying to get my voice to a convincing point. I even paid a premium for some advanced video tutorials, which I found especially helpful. It turns out, money can get you further. But you still have to put in some work. Money alone can’t get you walking down any red carpets.

I tested my voice in online chartrooms, with a fake name and a fake profile picture, talking to strangers. At first, people would say, “Are you really a chick? You sound funny.” But with more and more practice, I was getting hit on by creeps on the Internet. One guy even begged me to be his ‘waifu’. I still don’t know what that means.

My makeup kit was the first thing to arrive in the mail. I spent two full days practicing. It was exhausting, but I was motivated by the bills that were piling up in my mailbox. I needed this book to be a success. And it wouldn’t be a success if I went out looking like a dude in drag. I needed people to really think I was a woman if was going to write about being treated like a woman.

So I tirelessly watched video tutorial after video tutorial, just to get the tiniest details absolutely perfect. It turns out, getting your makeup perfect isn’t easy. Getting it to look even a little bit nice isn’t easy. One little slip, and you end up looking like a clown mascot. One shade too dark around the eyes and you look like a cheap prostitute. I’ll give that one to the ladies—makeup is hard work. It’s probably the hardest work they have to do in a day.

At least that’s what I thought, until I got my wig. The wig fit perfectly, the hair felt real. But getting it styled was a whole new nightmare. I thought I would try curling it, because I always liked the way girls looked with loose curls. I used my expensive, new curling iron, and I failed miserably, time after time. My curls turned out uneven, too loose, too tight, and clumpy… I spent a whole afternoon trying to get the perfect ratios in my hair. Between styling hair and doing makeup, a person could spend an entire day in front of the mirror.

So I’ll give that one to the ladies as well: getting your hair just perfect is an art. But that doesn’t mean that women’s lives are hard. It’s not like men are forcing them to do their makeup and hair all nice. There’s nothing stopping them from just tying up their hair and leaving their faces clear before work. I mean, I had to do my hair and makeup because I needed to be convincing. But my circumstances were special.

When I woke up the morning my clothes arrived, my voice was sore. I’d made a point of strictly using my female voice while I practiced my gender bending. The constant straining was tiresome, but it was becoming more and more natural as I worked those throat muscles.

At least getting dressed was easy. Some of the dresses were tough to squeeze into, and tougher to zip up, but it wasn’t nearly as mentally draining as trying to perfect my makeup or my curls. It was just a matter of matching the right things together, and getting my cock to stay in my panties.

My bra was perfect. The silicone inserts were impressively realistic. When I hopped, they would bounce and jiggle for a moment before they settled, just like real tits. They even had little nipple bumps that teased my tops, giving me just a little bit of extra realism.

It was that night when I looked at myself in a full-length mirror, in a dress, a pair of heels, with my hair nicely styled, and my makeup perfected. I did a few poses, looking at myself from different angles. I even got a little mirror out so I could see what I looked like from behind. I actually looked like a chick. Those cross-dressers were right—it’s mostly just a matter of what you’re willing to spend, which is probably why celebrities always look so hot.

It wasn’t just money though—it was also time. Even accounting for the fact that I got ready slowly because I was still learning, getting properly dolled up took a lot of time. So I figured that would be the perfect next chapter for my book: How women waste so much valuable time. In the time it took me to get dolled up that day, I could have written half of a chapter. Even if I perfected my routine and managed to get ready in forty-five minutes, that was still forty-five minutes a woman could be at work. It’s a proven fact that men bank more hours at work than women—it’s one of the reasons they out earn women. And you can bet that at least forty-five minutes of that differential is because of vanity—makeup and hair and matching dresses with heels. And what does looking good have to do with selling staplers?

Feeling tired, I was about to call it a night. And then I checked my e-mail. It was full of messages from lawyers and collections agencies. They were coming after me. They wanted my money. I had less time than I thought. I needed to get that new book written so I had a source of income. I didn’t have time to waste.

So I found myself standing by my front door, trying to will myself to go outside, to start this whole crazy experiment right away. Besides, it was Friday night and I did want to include a chapter about how nightlife is significantly better for women. But even though I knew I needed to do it—I’d already spent thousands of dollars and invested nearly one hundred hours of my time—I was terrified. I never really stopped to consider the possibility that I would be recognized, revealed in front of everyone. I could still remember how pathetic I thought those cross-dressers were, back when I was writing for Vice. Would people look at me the same way?

I looked over at the pile of bills on the little table by the door. I didn’t have a choice. I had to do it, regardless of what kind of humiliation might be awaiting me out in the real world.

I looked at myself in the mirror and I wondered, could I actually pull this off? Was I really doing this?


CHAPTER IV

I took a cab to the club. I picked the darkest, noisiest club that I knew about. If I was going to dip my toe in the water, I wanted to pick the warmest, cosiest water possible. I thought my voice was pretty good, and so did the Internet weirdoes, but that didn’t mean people would buy it in real life. And I thought I looked pretty good, but I literally had no other opinions to base that assumption off of. I couldn’t send my pictures to any friends to critique, or even online, in case someone did recognize me—if my experiment went public, it would all be a waste of time.

The cab driver was my first test, but he didn’t even look at me. He just pulled up to my house, kept his eyes on the road, and asked, “Where to?” I told him the name of the club, and that was the extent of my first test. Not much—but enough to get my heart pounding.

My second test was the long line of men and women waiting to get into the club. It was also my first opportunity to prove the point that I was setting out to prove: that women have it easier than men. Every club line-up I’d ever been in, I’d watched girls walk right up to the front to flirt with the bouncer so they could skip the line. Some people don’t know this, but most clubs have to let in a certain number of girls—some as high as two for every one man. If that’s not gender inequality, I don’t know what is.

So that’s what I planned on doing—I planned to march right up to the front to give the bouncer my cutest wink. But as I walked up to that line, I froze up. I looked at the bouncer as he was letting in a couple of cute blondes and I considered something I’d never considered before: what if I get rejected? What if I walk up to the front of that line, in front of all those people, and I get turned around? The shame would be horrendous. I would have to walk all the way back in front of all those people. I would know that every little snicker was at my expense. My stomach turned at the thought of it.

I knew that feeling as a man, asking girls out on dates. I always thought women had it so easy, because they weren’t the ones who had to make themselves vulnerable. But this seemed so much worse, like asking a chick out in front of an audience. At least a guy can ask a girl out in private—even with a text message if he really wants. I couldn’t send that bouncer a text message.

But what was my other option? To stand in line with the other girls who had either been rejected or were too scared of rejection to take the chance? Not only was that embarrassing, but it was damn cold out. And there we all were, standing in little skirts, shivering our asses off.

I had to do it. I had to take my chances with the bouncer—if not for my own pride, then for my book. If he let me in, I could tote about it in my book: girls don’t have to stand out in the cold. Isn’t that convenient?

I slipped out from the line and started walking towards the bouncer. My heart was pounding. People in the line turned to look at me, to watch the impending carnage. I bit down on my tongue. Talk about throwing the baby in the pool…

The bouncer was a big, intimidating guy. He looked down at me with narrowed eyes but said nothing. “Hi,” I said sheepishly, forcing a little smile. I was cold and terrified.

He didn’t respond. He just kept staring at me.

“Uh, is there any way a girl like me could get inside? I’ve got some friends waiting for me.” I knew I had to give him more than that. I knew I had to put myself out there even more—make myself even more vulnerable. With hesitation, I reached out and felt his arm. “Wow, do you work out?” I said. And then I looked into his eyes and winked. God, I felt so stupid. I must have looked like such a fool. The people behind me were going to break into a fit of laughter as soon as he turned me around. It turns out, flirting isn’t as easy as you’d think. Try being sexy while your heart is pounding in your throat…

But to my shock, he moved aside, lifting the red rope. “Go ahead,” he said, looking me up and down.

I did it—I skipped the line. My heart fluttered. My cheeks turned red. Holy hell, it felt good, being put on the same level as the hotties that also got into the bar. And as I walked in, no one yelled or booed me. I looked back and the guys were all just smiling at me.

I was invigorated, but I felt conflicted about it. It wasn’t the handout that I thought it would be. I didn’t feel like I just got in because I was a girl. I actually felt like I earned it, in a weird way. I’d spent all day doing my hair and my makeup, picking out the perfect outfit. And on top of that, I took the gamble of walking up to the bouncer. I put in the effort, put myself on the line, and it paid off. So if it was just as easy as being born with a pussy, then why were there dozens of girls shivering their tits off in that line while I was walking into one of the most popular clubs in the city?

I felt like the little victory was ultimately a failure, seeing as I wouldn’t be able to put it into my book without writing how I really felt about it. Sure, I could lie and say that it was nothing, that anyone could have done it, but that’s not what I wanted. I wanted to really prove that women had it way easier than men.

My next big experiment ultimately failed, too. I thought that I could just linger by the bar and have drinks bought for me by the dozens. I tried—but got nothing. I stood there and waited, feeling dumber and dumber. I watched closely as other girls had drinks purchased for them. Were they just hotter than me? Were guys just not interested in me?

I started noticing that there was more going on than I originally noticed. A pretty blonde stepped up next to me. She scanned around the bar for a minute and eventually made eye contact with a guy. She smiled, checking the guy out. It was a minute before the guy came over. And he didn’t buy her a drink right away. She had to work him a bit, chatting him up, gently touching his arm, making him think that he had a chance. It was almost like a mating call, like a subtle art that I had never really noticed before.

I knew that I had to give it a try myself. But it wasn’t as easy as she made it look. As soon as I would make eye contact with a guy, I found myself looking away quickly. It took a hell of a lot of confidence to hold eye contact with a stranger who probably wanted to fuck my brains out. Eventually, after a few failed attempts, I was able to keep my eyes locked with a guy’s for long enough to lure him towards me. And once he was on his way over, my heart started throbbing. I instantly regretted calling him over to me. I didn’t know what to say, what to do. I’d gotten used to standing alone at the bar, having no one staring right at my face, constantly on the verge of realizing I was actually a man.

“Hey!” he said once he was at the bar. “You look familiar. Do we know each other?”

My heart stuttered. Did he recognize me? My face was on the back of all my books—all international best sellers. Most of the people in that club had probably seen my face before. And even with makeup on, it was still the same face. It was just makeup—not a mask. “I don’t think so,” I said.

He squinted and looked closer. “No, I know you,” he said. “What high-school did you go to?”

My heart was pounding. “King George Academy,” I said, inventing a school name out of thin air. I couldn’t say the actual school I went to, afraid that he really did recognize me.

“No way, me too!” he said. “Which year did you graduate?”

“2008,” I said.

“Me too! That’s how I know you.” That’s when I realized it was just a clever pickup attempt—an easy conversation starter and a good reason for me to continue talking to the guy. I don’t know if I should really call it clever—I’d used the exact same strategy before—but it took me by surprise, and had I not made a school up, I wouldn’t have known any better. “I’m trying to remember your name. It’s been so long,” he said.

“It’s Jennie,” I said.

“Right! Jennie! Man, long time no see! You’re looking great.”

I entertained the conversation, hoping to get him to buy me a drink, so I could tote about it in my book. But it wasn’t so easy. I kept trying to hint him towards buying me a drink. At one point I even said, “Hey, is that girl drinking a vodka martini? I bet that’s good.” But he was too oblivious to take the hint. It was twenty minutes of conversation before he finally said, “Hey, can I buy you a drink?”

Of course I let him, but that just made things even more complicated. Once I had the drink in my hand, I was stuck with him. I couldn’t just walk away without pissing him off and making myself feel guilty. I had to continue entertaining his conversation. I had to endure his flirtations. He got touchier and touchier as the night went on. He even tried to convince me to go home with him, so he could show me his new apartment that he was apparently quite proud of. And it turns out, rejecting someone is harder than being rejected—especially after they’ve bought you a couple of drinks.

So it turns out, it’s more or less a myth that girls get free drinks whenever they go. There’s a price tag that comes with those drinks and that price isn’t in dollars. Hell, I would have gladly paid the four bucks just to avoid the hour of tedious conversation.

I would have paid forty bucks to be able to use the men’s bathroom at the club. The line into the women’s bathroom was another twenty minutes of waiting.

After I finished in the bathroom, I decided to head home. The night wasn’t going in the direction I wanted it to. I needed to go home and regroup. But even that wasn’t easy. My male friend tried to convince me to let him ride home with me, so I had to reject him again. And then, while I was waiting for a cab, a drunk guy slapped me on the ass. “Looking good, beautiful,” he said with a laugh.

I never understood why girls got so offended by unwanted compliments like that—until that night. While I stood with that stinging in my butt, I completely understood why girls hated it. I felt so weak, so helpless, and so vulnerable. I could feel the gazes of all the drunken men around me. It’s a hard feeling to describe: a dirty feeling—like all you want to do is get home and get into the shower. It was yet another notch in the loss column.


CHAPTER V

The next morning, I found myself staring at my computer screen. I wanted my book to be a sort of diary. I wanted to write out my gender bending stories as they were fresh in my mind, so my readers felt like they were being swept away on this journey with me. But more importantly, I wanted them to understand the point I was trying to make—the point I’d been trying to make for the last ten years of my writing career. Unfortunately, I just couldn’t think of a way to spin my night at the club to fit my narrative.

But I had an idea: to start the book out as a sort of counter-argument, why being a woman isn’t so easy. I thought it would be a good way to hook the readers from the start. Everyone was expecting me to just jump into the cold hard facts, like I always did. No one would be expecting me to sympathize with women. Pull them one direction so I could pull them hard in the other direction. Genius.

So I spent the day writing out my accounts from the night before. As I was writing, I decided it might be more poignant to get dolled up and write as a woman—to truly feel like the character I was writing about, to make my work as natural as possible. So I took a good hour off in the middle of my day to get dressed up. I decided to go with a skirt and cardigan combination that was especially cute. With some nice thick eyeliner around my eyes, I had a kind-of schoolgirl look that I was particularly fond of.

Now that I was getting better at doing my makeup, I found myself having more fun. There were so many different styles to play around with—subtleties that I’d never noticed before. The simplest little flick of eyeliner can completely change the way a face looks. I found that with a bit of contouring, I could make my facial structure look way more feminine—and not just that, but I could make myself unrecognizable.

And once I was back at my desk, in my little getup, the writing flowed so naturally. I was pounding out more than a thousand words every hour. Writing had never come so naturally to me. I was even reading my work aloud as I wrote, in my female voice. There was only one problem, and I didn’t even notice it until the end of the day when I was reading over what I’d written: my account of that night at the club was written a bit too… enthusiastically. The way I reminisced, it was as if I was recounting the best night of my life, not because it was so easy but because it was so gratifying.

I decided to stop writing for the day. I wasn’t sure I would use any of the writing I’d done. It just wasn’t going in the right direction.

Instead, I decided I would try out a different experiment, to prove my point in more real-life situations. My next idea was to get a job as a woman.

I made up a fake resume with my fake name: Jennie Addison. I made sure to make the resume as lousy as possible, without looking like a complete parody. For working experience, I put in a couple of clothing stores, saying that I only worked at each for a month. For education, I only put that I had a high-school diploma. For references, I just made up a few names, including a fictional father. There’s nothing worse than seeing someone’s father on an adult’s resume.

I also incorporated a few typos and formatting errors. It was perfect. I sent it off to a few big corporations and I waited. I wasn’t just gunning for a job at a McDonalds or as a receptionist. I was applying to ads that asked for university degrees and prior experience. I knew so many men who claimed that they’d lost jobs to women with zero education and experience—either because the employers were horny losers, or because the companies had diversity requirements, and could only hire so many men before they had to hire a certain number of women—and the women were always way under qualified.

Sure enough, I got a few calls the next morning, while I was getting into my hair and makeup. I landed my first interview that very afternoon, at a big oil and gas company. It was for a ‘systems administration’ position. I didn’t even know what that meant. But it was already a notch in the win column as far as I was concerned. No man would have gotten that interview with that resume—if that name read James Addison instead of Jennie Addison.

I decided to go with another skirt and cardigan combination. It was the most professional outfit that I owned, and I have to admit that I liked the way that I looked, especially with a collared shirt underneath the cardigan. I also have to admit that women’s clothing is way more comfortable than men’s clothing. The fabrics are so much softer, and the clothes all fit so much more snugly. Looking in the mirror, I never knew my body had such a nice shape to it.

I was nervous as I made my way downtown for my big interview. I didn’t know what to expect. Would there be other people there interviewing? Would I have to wait in a waiting room full of people who would be looking at me, wondering if I would get the job just because of the genitals between my legs? And what if someone could see through my guise?

I still hadn’t tested out my feminine persona in the light of day—and I hadn’t tested out my voice in a setting where anyone could really hear me. I was practically yelling everything that I said at the club, and the men I spoke to were still straining to hear me. Now, I was going into a quiet, brightly lit space, face-to-face with someone whose job it was to scrutinize everything about me. That’s why I should have been nervous…

But I found myself more nervous about the job itself. I wanted to get the job, even though I completely planned on declining it if I got it. I wanted to prove to myself that I could get it—for the book, and for myself.


CHAPTER VI

There were four others in the waiting room with me, all men. They looked nervous, sitting quietly, staring down at their resumes, probably going over stock questions and answers in their heads. I hadn’t prepared at all. I still didn’t even know what a systems administrator did.

I spent the next fifteen minutes in that room, watching as overwhelmed men emerged from the boss’ office, and watching as nervous men went in. I got a few looks, but I couldn’t decide what they meant. One guy looked at me for a particularly long time, narrowing his eyes slightly—enough that I thought he was scowling at me. And he probably was. Even the quick looks that I got from the other men made me feel like crap. I found myself sinking into my seat, trying to avoid eye contact.

Even the receptionist—who was a woman—was looking at me with a sort of disdain. I wondered if it was because I was prettier than her. Because I was—let’s face it. I put a lot of work into looking as good as I could. I was fit because I spent a lot of my free time working out at the gym. I had a youthful glow because I worked hard to manage my stress, and because I invested a lot of my money in products designed to keep skin looking youthful. The look I was getting from the receptionist suggested that I was just lucky, being born looking like that. The looks from the men were the same—I was just lucky. They didn’t realize how much time and effort and money went into that look.

I looked at the receptionist and smiled. She looked away, rolling her eyes. Her makeup looked cheap and so did her outfit. Everything about the way she looked was unflattering. She wasn’t willing to put in the time, the effort, or the money. I was facing bankruptcy and I had just a few weeks to get a new book out before my house and car was repossessed. So what was her excuse?

I was called into the office for my interview. My heart began pounding. Now I really wanted to land that job. I really wanted to make an impression. I really wanted to prove to myself that the hard work that I’d put into my appearance was good for something, but also that I was worth more than just my looks.

I took my seat and looked up at the boss, who introduced himself as Michael. He was a younger guy—maybe even a couple of years younger than me. He was tall, wearing a nice suit, and he had a handsome smile. When he shook my hand, he squeezed hard, engulfing my hand with his. While we shook hands, I was pretty sure I could see his big muscles flexing under his suit. “I’m Jennie,” I said, giving my cutest smile.

“So Jennie, tell me why you want to be a systems administrator,” he said.

My heart was aflutter. I forced a smile and tried to think of something to say—something that would make a little bit of sense. “I’ve always been interested in systems,” I said. “I’ve never worked with them, per se, but I’ve always been very interested.”

I watched as his lips curved slightly into a smile, which he tried to fight back. “Go on,” he said, fighting back the urge to laugh. It was so embarrassing.

“Well, uh,” I said. “I guess if I’m going to be honest, I don’t exactly know what a systems administrator does, but I’m a fast learner, and I’m determined. I bet you that within a month, I would be the best systems administrator on the team.”

“I would hope so, seeing as you would be the only systems administrator on the team. It’s a one-man operation. Or a one-woman operation.”

He was staring into my eyes with that grin. I looked down at his suit. It was a nice suit—recently pressed, nicely tailored. The off-pink of the dress shirt he was wearing complimented his skin tone, and his green tie really brought out the colour of his eyes. I would have never noticed any of those things before—as a man. But now I felt like I had a heightened sense for that kind of thing, like I was more sensitive to the subtleties that went into a good appearance. I even found myself noticing his stubble beard, its tedious and perfectly even trim. He was handsome—also something I’d never noticed on a man before.

“We have a few different programs that we use in the office, and they all have large databases with user and client accounts,” he explained. “Employees sign into the programs when they start work. Your job would be to manage these programs.”

“Like IT?” I said.

“No, we have an IT department for that,” he said.

And I found myself staring blankly at him. I didn’t understand the job at all. Maybe I was feeling too ambitious when I went around applying for jobs I’d never even heard of before. Maybe I should have just stuck to positions that sounded more or less straightforward. Now, I was about to be sent home with nothing, once again proving the opposite of the point I was trying to make. It was all a waste of time—a waste of time that only happened because I was a woman. They undoubtedly brought me in because of some corporate diversity program, but that didn’t guarantee me a job. It just guaranteed me a lot of embarrassment and a few hours I would never get back.

“But look, you seem like a bright girl. You’re ambitious, and you’re very pretty. You’ve got a lot going for you,” he said. I don’t know why he felt the need to throw in the fact that I was pretty. No employer—not even a woman employer—would tell a man that they had a lot going for them because they were very handsome. He may as well have been saying, ‘You could always get a job as a stripper or a prostitute or a waitress at some sleazy bar.’ “There might be an interning position for you here—so you could work your way up to being the systems administrator.”

I perked up. This was it—my chance to prove my point. I was being offered a position—sure, it was as an intern, but considering my resume… I was about to become employed, only because of the fact I was a pretty girl.

“It would be a fantastic position—the start of a truly great career. You would get to learn the job from some of the most qualified individuals, there would be tons of room for career growth, and you would essentially get to skip four years of college, seeing as we don’t generally give these kinds of positions to people without college degrees. I guess my question for you is, what would you be willing to do for that kind of opportunity?”

As he said it, his gaze casually drifted down to my chest and then back up to my face. Was he suggesting that I put out for the interning position? One of the biggest oil and gas companies in the country—maybe in the world—was willing to give a position to a woman if she performed sexual favours?

My heart was a pounding mess. My hands started to shake. A cold sweat broke out on the back of my neck. I wanted to stand up and leave. I wanted to scream in the man’s face. But I also wanted to get the job—get the record of employment so I could include it in my book as the real-world proof that women were always demanding from me. For once, I had the chance to provide not just a story, not just a statistic, but also some actual, tangible proof that women have it easier than men.


CHAPTER VII

I had the good intuition to reach into my pocket and turn on the voice recorder on my phone. I didn’t even have to look at my phone to do it—it was a skill I taught myself back when I wrote for Vice. I knew that there would be tons of people who didn’t believe me when I wrote about this in my book, so I needed that voice recording as confirmation. If this book was truly going to be a major best seller, I needed to go all the way. I needed every little shred of evidence I could get, so I could shove it in the face of my haters and say, ‘What now?’

But what was I turning my recorder on to record, exactly? An admission that he wanted a sexual favour in return for the interning position? And if I wanted that record of employment, did that mean I had to go through with it? Could I go through with it?

“Excuse me?” I said, feeling the colour draining from my face. I was more afraid of the fact that I was truly considering it than the fact that he was offering.

“Well, there are fifteen other applicants coming in for interviews today. One of them will get the job. But I have the HR department breathing down my neck about hiring more female staff. I think it would satisfy everyone if we brought you on as an intern. But I would be putting my own reputation on the line by bringing you in, considering your lack of experience. So I would need something from you, to prove to me that you really want this job.”

“Like what?” I said. There was a ringing in my ear.

“Well, I would leave that up to you. But I’m open to ideas. And let me just say: everything that happens in this office stays in this office.” He leaned back in his chair with a grin on his face.

“You want me to suck your dick?” I said quietly.

He just grinned. He said nothing.

I stood up. My legs were trembling. It was a miracle I wasn’t passing out. Is this what women have to deal with? I felt so dirty, so used—like my sex was my only asset. Sure, I wasn’t qualified for the job, but I wasn’t even being guaranteed a job—I wasn’t even technically being guaranteed an interning position.

I’d always thought that women were so lucky—that they could just put out to get anything they wanted. But it turns out, it’s so much more complicated than that. It comes with so much more baggage than you ever hear about. I could feel my self-worth draining out of me. I truly felt like a lesser being in a man’s world. I finally understood what all those feminists were saying.

I wanted to slap his face, tell him that he was the whole problem with the world—but I needed that job. I needed to go through with it for the sake of my book. As I stepped up in front of him and sunk down to my knees, I realized that my book wasn’t going to end up the way I originally intended. It wasn’t going to be like any of my other books. The fans of my work weren’t going to like it—or maybe they would—maybe it would make them see the truth of society, the way I was seeing it now.

I reached my trembling hands for his belt buckle. Carefully, I pulled his belt away. My heart was pounding in my chest, in my gut, in my head. I felt nauseous. But I had to do it. I had to do it for all of the women in the world who had to deal with this crap on a regular basis.

I unzipped his fly and reached my fingers through the opening at his crotch, through the slit of his boxers. And then I felt it—his long, warm cock. It was thick and throbbing slightly. I pulled it out and found myself staring at it.

And strangely, the sight of it mesmerized me. I was interested in the way it felt—all soft and warm and pulsing. I wasn’t repulsed by it like I was expecting, like I wanted. I tried to make myself repulsed by it, but I just couldn’t.

I actually liked it.

I pulled back his foreskin, revealing his reddened tip. I looked up at his face and he was looking down at me with that handsome grin. He liked it. I liked that I was giving him something he liked. It was a strangely satisfying sensation. I felt a buzzing inside of me that I’d never felt before—an attraction. It wasn’t an attraction to his looks, the way I’d always been attracted to chicks, but it was to his aura. He was powerful, wealthy, successful, and confident—all things I’d never noticed with a man before. It was as if that little getup was changing my brain. Spending time as a woman was remoulding the way that my mind functioned.

I looked back at his cock. It was bigger now—thicker, pulsing harder. I gripped it tighter and slid my hand up and down its length. I had the urge to reach back into his pants to feel his ball sack.

He was much larger than me—his cock and his balls. I’d never seen a cock so big outside of pornography. I never understood why women cared for the size of a man’s cock—why they thought bigger was better. As a man, I liked tits of all sizes, and so did most men. Sure, a big pair of tits is nice once in a while, but I had no real preferences. But that big, throbbing dick was different. I just wanted to squeeze it and stroke it and make it hard. Everything about it was so… satisfying.

“Suck it, darling,” he said.

So I belt forward and slipped it through my lips, sliding it on my tongue. I pressed my lips tightly around his girth, feeling every vein and harsh ridge. It felt nice. My heart fluttered every time he let a little moan slip. He loved it. I was getting him off.

I fondled his balls while I sucked. I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue, making him even harder than I knew possible. He was massive, his length nearly as tall as my head. I was only able to suck about half of his rod before I started to gag. The other half I stroked with a tight fist.

He slipped his fingers into my hair. He pulled me in tightly, gagging me more than I would have liked. I coughed and he let me go, but he liked it. I tried my best to deep throat him, but it turns out it’s a lot harder than the porn stars make it look.

But I kept sucking and I kept stroking. I wanted to get him off. I wanted the satisfaction of knowing that I was able to do it—make a tall, handsome, powerful man come with just my hands and mouth. I don’t know why I wanted it so badly, but I did.

When he finally said, “Oh shit, you’re going to make me come,” I caught myself grinning. I don’t know why I didn’t wince away or aim him in another direction. I don’t know why I was so excited to feel him blasting in my mouth. I don’t know why I wanted to taste his hot load so badly—but I did. I didn’t just want it—I needed it.

“Come for me baby,” I said, beating him off with quick, firm strokes. His tip was bright red now. The throbbing was intense. “Come right on my tongue.” I aimed his big, hard erection right at the flat of my tongue, and I kept on pumping. I watched as his body tensed up. His groaning loudened. I knew it was coming. I knew I was about to—

He erupted. Come shot hard into my mouth. One blast missed and got my cheek. I wiped it towards my lips and then I licked it up. I stared into his eyes while he unloaded and trembled. For once, I felt like I was the powerful one, the one in control. I was able to reduce a man to a trembling, moaning mess. It was a power I never knew existed.

“So am I going to be the new intern?” I asked after I swallowed his hot load.

He grinned. “Can you start on Monday?”

I got it all on my recording—him asking for a sexual favour, the whole blowjob, and him offering me the job. It wasn’t until I got home that I realized I would have to release that recording to the world if I truly wanted my book to be a success—which meant admitting to the world that I sucked a man off. My heart fell into my gut at the realization. I thought about editing it, to end it after he agreed to the blowjob. But then what would people think when I included the record of employment? They would all know that I did it.

I just had to release it along with the book. It was important for the world to hear how men like him run their companies. It was important information to include if I was going to make my new point—that women don’t have it easier than men, that I had been misguided my whole career. But that wasn’t to say that I was wrong about everything.

I still included chapters in my new book about the problems with forced gender diversity. I made the argument that women are just as capable as men, but we shouldn’t be hiring because of what genitals were hiding between someone’s legs. Women should have the opportunity to prove their worth with merit, by properly out-qualifying their male counterparts.

When I finally finished the book a month later, I was worried it wouldn’t have the controversial impact that all my other books had. But boy, was I wrong. The book was an overnight success. Men and women alike praised the book as one of the most important modern books for society. Even my critics ended up praising me, calling me “brave” and “willing to questions his own morals for the sake of a greater good.”

It wasn’t the reception I was expecting, to be completely honest. In fact, I was expecting the book to flop, to sell a few copies, to be mocked by all of my old fans. The only reason I ended up releasing it was because I felt it was important, regardless of what people thought of me. People needed to understand that things aren’t so black and white—just because a girl gets to skip the line at the club doesn’t mean she has it easy.

Men aren’t better than women and women don’t have it easier than men, but the opposite isn’t true either. In the end, men and women are different—that’s it. Apples and oranges, as they say.

THE END
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