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UNLOAD IN MY BUSSY
Will has a great thing going, picking up new girls every night at his favorite dingy bar. Then one late night, he gets drugged, kidnapped, and operated on by a twisted doctor. Before the doctor lets Will go, he tells him that he has a new prostate gland, and it will take about six weeks before it works on its own. Until then, Will needs to ‘feed’ it with an enzyme only found in male ‘product’.
He assumes it’s just a crazy prank, but then he starts to feel ill. He can feel his body failing, and all signs point to a non-working prostate gland. Now, if Will wants to survive, he needs to find a way to track down that precious enzyme, to keep his body functioning for the next six weeks. 
 
CHAPTER I
It was a cold winter night when I was drugged by a stranger at a bar.
It was late, almost closing time, and I was putting off leaving because the air was so frigid outside. Snow was blowing hard against the bar windows. The bartender finally cut me off, three drinks after last call. “Just go home, Will,” he said to me. “You’re only a few blocks away. I can call you a cab if you’re really that worried about the cold.”
“Just one more drink. I’ll drink it fast,” I said. “I promise.” 
He stared into my eyes. “I feel like you can’t even remember why you’re here right now,” he laughed, shaking his head. And then I really had to strain to remember why I was there.
Oh right: to pick up a girl. But now, there weren’t any girls in the bar. The last girl left almost three hours earlier. I’d just been sitting there, drinking because I didn’t have anything else to do. 
I usually got pretty lucky with that particular bar. There were always a few girls looking for some action, and I was usually the most attractive guy in the place, even though I was thinner and shorter than the other options. I didn’t have that manly look the other regulars had. But that worked in my favor most of the time. Girls were under the impression that I was more put together with my life, because it looked like I was nicely groomed, but really, I just could never grow a single facial hair. 
But that night was so cold, the girls didn’t come around. Everyone was staying home. 
“C’mon, Jack. Just one more.”
He groaned. “You going to leave a decent tip at least?” he asked.
I smiled big and slipped him my last ten-dollar bill. He poured me a beer. “Drink it fast,” he said. I knew he wasn’t actually going to kick me out until that beer was done, and he couldn’t force me to drink it fast. 
“I just have to use the bathroom,” I said. And I decided to take my time, enjoying the heater in the bathroom that my apartment didn’t have. The apartment heater hadn’t been working. The cold was borderline unbearable. It didn’t help that there was a large crack in my bedroom window, letting in a draught that made goosebumps on my skin, even when I was in a sweater and under my duvet. 
I stared at myself in the mirror for a while. I tried to decide if I was drunk or just buzzed, or if that buzz had worn off hours ago. “It’s really not that far,” I whispered to myself. I only lived a few blocks away. But once I was in my place, it wasn’t going to be a hell of a lot warmer than outside. I’d been meaning to buy a new space heater…
I went back into the bar, which was entirely empty now. The other regulars were gone. Even the bartender was nowhere to be seen. I sat down and sipped my drink. I sipped slowly over the next twenty minutes.
And then I felt a curious weakness in all of my muscles. I blinked a few times and noticed my eyelids were becoming heavier. My heart fluttered and I knew something wasn’t right. I tried to call out for the bartender, but my voice was suddenly slurred. Was I having a stroke? 
I couldn’t produce much volume, as if my esophagus was being clenched. Come to think of it, it was getting hard to breathe too. I stood up quickly. “J—Jack?” I said, but my voice was a whisper.
I needed to call 911. I pulled out my phone. My thumb trembled as I tried to punch in my password. Then, as I tried to press the emergency call button, my hand shook so much that I dropped the phone on the ground. It cracked and bounced away from my feet. I went down a second later. 
The bartender was smoking in the alley. He always took long smoke breaks, and I could smell that smoke now, creeping into the bar. I wanted to scream for him, but I couldn’t. 
Now, I couldn’t move any part of my body. My heart was racing—until it wasn’t. Suddenly, I felt like I was fading, maybe even dying. And I would have assumed it was a heart attack or a stroke had the figure not stepped into view, right before I blacked out.
He was wearing a mask and a sort of black cloak on his body. He stared at me with a grin on his face—and I could only see his lips through that mask. “W—Who…” I tried to speak, but then I passed out. 
I’d blacked out before from drinking. This was different. This was much different. I wasn’t completely out. I was somewhat conscious, with my eyes closed, unable to hear anything or smell anything. But I could feel movement. I could feel that I was in a car, and then I could feel that I was being pulled through cold snow. And even though I was blacked out, I could feel a terrible dread. I knew that this was very, very, very bad. ‘
I’d never been so scared in my life—naturally. I obviously never thought that I would be drugged and kidnapped. What would someone want with me? Was he going to cut me up and eat me alive? Was he going to lock me in a basement and rape me? Was he going to torture me for some twisted fun? 
My hearing came back first, and it came back long before anything else. I was on a cold metal gurney, listening as the kidnapper moved around the space. I heard the rattling of what sounded like chains. I heard what sounded like saws. I felt jabs in my arm, and then pressure between my legs. I tried to groan, but I was paralyzed. Was the paralysis permanent?
I felt strange pressures and pains and heard stranger noises. My heart was beating so fast that I was starting to worry that it was going to burst in my chest. Or maybe that would have been ideal. Maybe I didn’t want to live to see what was happening.
I could tell that he was doing something to my body, and it felt like he was mostly working between my legs. Now, my ankles were raised in the air and spread wide. I kept feeling a cold metal jabbing in different spots. And then I suddenly felt a rush of hot, but it wasn’t pleasant. 
“What’s happening?” I finally managed to say.
And then the room became silent. That silence lasted a minute, and then I felt a needle in my arm, and I went numb all over again, hardly conscious, but awake enough to know that the ‘operation’ was still underway. 
It kept going for what felt like hours. 
Then the room became silent, and for a long moment I thought that I was finally dead. It seemed like I was in some sort of numb purgatory. Nothing was happening. I couldn’t move. I could hear nothing, feel nothing, see nothing…
And then my eyelids fluttered. I saw a blurry ceiling: old wooden rafters. I could see the glow from a nearby window, letting me know that it was now daytime. I was able to turn my head slightly, looking around the room. There were bloodied tools in an old, rusty sink. My naked body was also covered in dried blood.
I gasped. Feeling was now returning to my fingertips and to my toes. “H—Hello?” I called out, even though I didn’t necessarily want to alert my kidnapper. My voice was hardly audible, even to myself. 
I heard distant footsteps. They were coming closer, reverberating in that dingy space. A man with a bloodied apron came into view. He had a medical mask covering his lips and sunglasses covering his eyes. His hair was covered by a blue medical cap. 
“Who are you?” I groaned. “What did you do to me?” 
“I used to be a doctor,” he said. His voice was deep and unfamiliar. 
“What did you do to me? Why did you do this?” I said, and then I coughed.
“It’s an experiment. Don’t worry. The operation went smoothly. You’re perfectly fine.”
“What did you do!?” I tried to yell, trying to sit up—but my body was still too weak. 
“It’s an experiment,” he grinned. “I gave you a sort of… implant.” 
“What the fuck are you talking about!?” I yelled. My voice made a surprising amount of noise. 
“It’s complicated,” he said. “It’s experimental technology—something I’ve been working on for some time. I’ve replaced your prostate with an artificial unit.”
“Why?”
“Part of the experiment,” he said bluntly.
“Tell me why!!” I yelled. I tried to sit up again, but still couldn’t move much at all.
“There’s a specific enzyme in semen, called acrosin. It’s a powerful enzyme and it isn’t found in very many places outside of human semen.” 
“So what?” I snapped.
“Your new prostate has acrosin receptors. It absorbs the acrosin—and that’s how it maintains proper function. It’s important to keep your prostate functioning, or your body could start to shut down. If your prostate can’t function, you could experience retrograde ejaculation: semen flowing into your bladder. This can be very bad, as you can imagine. People don’t realize it, but the prostate is extremely important. It has many functions.” 
“So what the hell are you saying!? I don’t understand this! Why did you do this to me?”
“If you don’t feed your new prostate, it will stop functioning,” he said. “After about a month, it will start to work as a normal prostate, producing the usual fluids produced in a prostate gland. But for the next month, it’s important that you keep it functioning properly, by feeding it.”
“Feeding it?” I said, unable to wrap my head around what he was suggesting. 
He nodded his head. “For a month… Maybe six weeks. Then, everything will be normal again, as if I did nothing at all. And if this works—and I have no reason to believe it won’t work—then this could change the medical world entirely. Imagine—artificial prostates! It would practically be a cure to prostate cancer. If we can just replace the organ without needing a donor…” He was smiling now, looking blankly at a wall as he receded into his weird fantasy.
“You’re sick,” I said.
“No,” he said, narrowing his gaze and lowering his brow. “I’m a genius. And you’re helping me. Now, I would provide you with the acrosin, but it’s extremely hard to source. So you will need to find semen—the fresher the better. Don’t think of going to a sperm clinic and robbing the place—the acrosin is too old once it’s been out of the body for more than five minutes.” 
“You want me to come and put it in my own ass? That’s sick,” I growled.
“No,” he laughed. “That would be impossible. You won’t be able to come for the next month, until your prostate is functioning on its own. You’ll have to find another source. I’m sorry for the inconvenience, but I’m sure you’ll figure it out. Your life is on the line, after all. Find a friend to help you.”
“That’s disgusting. I don’t have any friends who would have anything to do with this.”
“Well that’s your problem.” He yawned and stretched out his arms. “It’s been a long night. I’m going to leave you alone now. You should be fine to leave in about an hour. The xylazine should be worn off by then. Don’t try to walk until your legs have the strength. The door out is just there.” He pointed across the space. 
I was too baffled to come up with a response. I just remained still, watching him leave until he was gone. Then, I was finally able to say, “This is fucking insane!” 
It was thirty minutes before I could sit up enough to see between my legs. There was a small scar, stitched carefully, under my ball sack. There was lots of dried blood on my legs and crotch, but no other signs of surgery. “This is fucking crazy,” I said, shaking my head in a complete state of disbelief.
I was waiting to wake up from the nightmare, but it wasn’t ending. This was really happening. I really was kidnapped. I was operated on. The sick monster took out one of my organs and put something else inside of me. 
It was much more than an hour before I was able to stand on two feet. I wobbled and nearly fell. I started to cry as the terror truly set in. The ground was covered in blood. His tools were all still scattered on trays around me. And there was a pinkish lump, covered in old blood—I’m assuming that was my prostate, though how could I really know? I probably should have grabbed it and rushed it to the nearest hospital, though it was probably already too late. There was likely nothing the hospital could do with that old, discarded organ. 
I went to that door and pushed it open, seeing that I was in a warehouse district. I staggered across the parking lot and then I walked down the road, nearly falling many times as my legs came back to life, until I finally saw an approaching car. Naked, I ran in front of the car, waving my arms in the air. “Help me!” I cried. “Please help me!” 
CHAPTER II
The next twelve hours of my life were a whirlwind. I spoke to the police. I was admitted into a hospital. I had crew after crew coming in to speak to me. The officials were horrified by my story, but everyone was left scratching their heads. Nobody knew what actually happened. The doctors were even more confused than the police.
“We did some scans and everything looks… normal inside of you.” 
“That can’t be true,” I said. “There was blood everywhere!” 
“Is it possible that this was some sort of prank? I mean—yes, there was an incision, about two inches long. It was stitched back up, but that looks like it.”
The police officer next to me narrowed his eyes. “You think someone just cut him while he was out and then sewed him back up?”
“That’s what it looks like,” said the doctor.
I wasn’t sure what to believe, but I wanted to believe the doctor, so I let out a sigh of relief. “So I still have my prostate?” I asked.
“It’s showing on the scan, and it looks normal. I mean, we can’t see it properly unless we—you know—open you up. But we don’t really have a reason to do that—not if you aren’t experiencing any problems. We can’t just cut you open because someone told you something. Does that make sense?”
But they had stuck a probe camera into my ass, which wasn’t pleasant, even though they gave me a shot that was supposed to ‘dim’ my memory (it did nothing). They did X-rays and ultrasounds. Nothing made any sense.
“Some twisted freak wanted to give you a scare, and it worked,” said the cop. 
“So I don’t have to… feed it?” I asked.
The doctor laughed. I’d told him what the kidnapper told me. “That makes no medical sense,” the doctor said. “Organs—even artificial ones—don’t need to be fed enzymes. But…”
The room became silent.
“What?” the confused cop asked. He almost looked excited, as if this was the most interesting case he’d ever been assigned to. “What is it?” He leaned in closer.
“Well, you said this guy claimed he used to be a doctor. And—well—it looks like that could be true. The work on that cut is really great. He used a technique that you don’t see often.”
“Doesn’t mean he’s a doctor,” said the cop, crossing his arms.
“No, it doesn’t. But it’s curious, to say the least.” 
They went on for a while, but the verdict was hopeful: it was all just a prank. It was a mean prank, carried out by some crazed lunatic, but it was just a prank. Maybe someone was mad at me for doing something. Maybe I cut off the wrong person in traffic, or didn’t hold the elevator door for a mentally unstable individual. 
“Go home,” said the cop. “Get some rest. Try to relax. Come back in a week and we’ll look at the scar to make sure it’s healing okay.”
That’s what I did. I went home and I tried to forget about what happened. It wasn’t easy to forget about. I woke up screaming a few times over the next few days. I kept all of my doors and windows locked and I definitely didn’t go out to any bars. 
And I was started to think that it was something I would eventually forget about for the most part. I was starting to think that it would just be a funny story to tell people. Maybe it would be a great story to tell girls at the bar—and I would have the scar to prove it!
But then I started feeling a bit… sick. I woke up one morning with a curious pain between my legs. I almost threw up and could just tell that something was off. I had some tea and a rest, and the sickness went away, but I could still tell something wasn’t quite right.
Then I realized it had been almost a week since I’d last gotten off. Usually, I would try to pick up a girl at a bar for some one-night-stand fun, but now, I still wanted to stay home, so I pulled open some porn. I got out the lubricant and I went to town. My cock got nice and hard and I beat it and beat it and beat it…
And then came the orgasm, but nothing came out. My cock just twitched and flexed, but no semen was released. It was a dry orgasm—not something I even knew was possible.
My mind went back to that warehouse. I remembered him telling me I wouldn’t be able to come until the new organ normalized, after a month—assuming I ‘fed’ it. Now, my heart was pounding. What if that was true? What if the doctors at the hospital were wrong? 
I woke up feeling sick in the morning, again with that pain. It hurt to pee. I knew something wasn’t right. I knew that freak did more than just cut me and stitch me back up. So I went to the hospital again. I waited and waited to see a doctor, and then they took a look at me, getting all those tools out again. They took a pee sample, and that’s when they found that there was a large amount of semen in my urine. “It’s possible you’ve been having retrograde ejaculations,” the doctor said, and then my heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I’d heard the lunatic doctor use the same term.
“Is… Is that normal?” I asked.
“Normal? No. But it happens,” the doctor said. “Just be sure to keep active, sexually. If you don’t have a partner, try masturbating more. It’s important to release every now and then so that this doesn’t happen.” 
“Is that really all you can do for me?”
He nodded his head. “Unless things get worse. There doesn’t appear to be anything wrong with you. I can get you on a list to see a specialist if you’re really worried about it. I think they’re booking about two months out right now.”
“Okay,” I said. “Get me on the list, and if this goes away, I’ll let you know.” 
That night, I tried beating off again. It was harder to reach that climax with the dread settling in my gut. And again, it was a dry orgasm: no cum. 
Now, the panic was truly starting to set in. My heart was racing, and it wasn’t slowing down. The pains in my lower abdomen were getting worse—or maybe it was just in my head. Was it just going to get worse and worse? Were my organs failing? Was I going to reach a point of no return before the doctors were willing to take my case seriously? 
Was there a transplanted prostate gland inside of me? Did I need to feed it?
I took the last two Ativan pills I had in my medicine cabinet. I took a sleeping pill as well, hoping to relax my nerves enough to get my mind straight. I fell asleep, but when I woke up, the pain was worse, like a knife jabbing through my pelvis. Peeing hurt terribly, and my pee was cloudy. I looked it up online and learned that cloudy pee was a sign of retrograde ejaculation, which was a sign of a prostate problem. So back to the doctor I went, and they did they scans and their pee tests, and they told me the same jive. Back home I was sent, told to rest. “It’s probably just the stress from what you went through,” the doctor suggested. “Stress can do a lot of damage to a person. Do your best to stay calm. The pain could just be your cut healing.” 
But I didn’t believe him and I couldn’t just sit around and wait for him to start taking me seriously. I needed to act. 
I knew what I needed, though the thought was terrifying. I needed cum.  
CHAPTER III
It turns out, finding cum isn’t easy. 
My idea was to put an ad online, on a local classified board. “Looking for an ounce of ejaculate. Offering ten dollars.” I felt so, so stupid posting the ad, but I could feel things changing in my body. I felt pains, and I knew those pains were failing organs. First the prostate would go, then the bladder, then the kidneys, then the whole system would shut down. I couldn’t let that happen. I was willing to try anything, even if it seemed disgusting. “Must be clean,” I added.
But I got no bites. I sat around for hours, waiting for something. After a particularly bad wave of pain in my lower abdomen, I took the ad down and tried again, this time at twenty dollars. Still nothing. So I tried thirty dollars, then forty.
When I woke up the next morning, in more pain than ever before, there were no bites. So, feeling desperate, I put another ad out, this time asking for less and offering more. “A single cum shot, clean, for five hundred dollars.” It was a huge jump from the forty I tried previously, but I didn’t have time to inch up ten dollars at a time. My body was failing me and nobody was willing to help.
After two hours, I got a bite. “I’m willing to do this anonymously,” the reply said. “If it works and you get pregnant, that’s not my responsibility. Don’t try tracking this email because I set it up with a VPN.”
And I realized that people thought I was a desperate woman trying to get pregnant. They thought I was trying to trap a man. I couldn’t blame them. I wouldn’t have given my sperm away—and it was impossible to explain that it wasn’t to get pregnant. 
I checked my bank account. It was about the full amount I had left (and I still had hospital bills to pay). I groaned, hesitated, and then I felt another wave of organ-failing pain. I had no choice.
“Anonymous is fine,” I said. So we arranged a drop off spot, in a parking garage, late that night. He showed up and placed the cum on the cement ledge where the clip of cash was waiting for him. I watched from across the huge garage, sunken into my seat. He had a hood up and a mask on his face. He could have easily been ripping me off. He could have easily run away with the cash. I was putting a lot of faith into a stranger that I met online. 
He gave me the thumbs up and then he took off running. I rushed over to see the plastic container, sealed, and filled about a quarter way with thick white cream. It could have been shampoo. I made the mistake of taking the lid off to smell it. Yep, it smelled like cum, making me wince. I had horrible images in my mind now: images of a gross, unbathed man jerked off onto a cold floor before scraping it up and dumping it into that cup. Now, the cup was still a bit warm in my hand.
I couldn’t believe I was actually going to put that into my body. But I didn’t feel like I had a choice. I was feeling faint. My skin was white. I was losing weight. It hurt so bad to pee, so I was trying to drink as little water as possible. My body was truly failing me.
I took the cup home. I stared at it for a long time, feeling so much regret, wishing I could go back in time and never set foot in that bar. 
I grabbed a turkey baster. I sucked the thick white cum into the long clear tube. “Oh God,” I groaned with my pants down. I got down onto my hands and knees, with my laptop in front of me, and a bottle of lubricant. I had a diagram of a man’s internals up on my screen, showing me how deep the prostate was. I squished some lube onto the turkey baster. I used one hand to pull my butt cheek open. Then, I carefully twisted the baster into my asshole, groaning and wincing with disgust. It wasn’t so easy to push it deep: the full four inches until I felt that little soft lump, which was apparently my prostate. I bit hard on my tongue.
“Fuck,” I groaned. “I can’t believe I’m fucking doing this…” After taking a deep breath, I squeezed the rubbed back, shooting that thick goo inside of my body. I groaned louder, closing my eyes as I tried to calm myself down. I squeezed that rubber ball as hard as I could, making sure to get every little drop of that five-hundred-dollar cumshot inside of me. 
I felt so stupid. I felt even stupider a minute later when the cum was oozing out of my hole. I used that baster to suck it back up, shooting it back into my asshole. I hated that I had a stranger’s cum inside of me, but I was desperate, willing to try anything.
And yes, I felt stupid… until it started to work. An hour after shooting semen into my ass, I felt the pain easing. The cramps went away, and so did the nausea in my gut. It was two hours later when I went to pee, and it didn’t hurt to urinate. I looked in the mirror and saw that my face had color again. I no longer looked like a zombie. I no longer looked—or felt—like I was dying.
Was it a coincidence? Possibly. But it seemed unlikely… I wasn’t willing to take the chance. If this really worked, then I needed to get my hands on more cum. And I was going to need to figure out a way to get it for free. 
I couldn’t ask my friends. I didn’t have many close friends, and the few male friends I did have would certainly be horrified by the idea, no matter how I tried to explain it. 
I tried making more posts online, saying I needed the cum for science experiments, and other wild excuses, but men wouldn’t bite. I’m sure they all thought that it was a trap.
But I did see an ad while I was making a post, and it really caught my attention. “Come in my tight bussy,” the ad said. I’d never heard of a bussy, but I was intrigued. I clicked on the ad and saw a picture of a boy, dressed like a girl, bent over, spreading his butt cheeks. There was a little emoji covering his butthole. 
“For a hundred bucks, I’ll let you fuck my asshole and unload inside of me,” the ad said. “I’ll be a cute girl for you. I’ll make you harder than you’ve ever been before. There’s just one rule: you can’t go easy on me. I like it rough.” 
I felt naughty just looking at the ad. I’m not sure why I scrolled through the photos, but I did, seeing more pictures of the young man. He really did look like a girl, though there was a black bar covering his eyes in every photo. He had himself all dolled up, with different little lingerie outfits, lip gloss, eye shadow, and so on. 
And what caught my eye more than anything was the view count at the bottom of the screen. The ad had been viewed thousands of times. And it had only been up for a few days. Were guys really interested in fucking a guy dressed like a girl? 
Could I do something like that?
I pushed those ideas out of my head, tingling all over with a combination of disgust and horror. I could never let a man put his cock inside of me! I was straight. I liked girls. Before all of this kidnapping nonsense, I would go to the bar every day to pick girls up. I’d slept with over one hundred women. 
But what else could I do? How else could I get cum? I needed it in my butt, and the kidnapped told me that it needed to be fresh. I’m not sure the last batch I got was so fresh, but it helped. It couldn’t have been more than thirty minutes old by the time it was inside of me…
I had some women’s clothing in the back of my closet, left behind by a number of different girls over the years. There were at least three party dresses, almost a dozen pairs of heels, lots of panties, a few bras, a couple skirts, a sweater or two, and one girl even left a small handbag with some cash and makeup inside (I never got her number so I could call her to tell her to come and get it, so I just kept it in my closet). 
 Now, I found myself standing before my closet. I looked at that stash of girl stuff. Honestly, I kept it as a sort of trophy collection. Each article in the pile was from a great night with a hot girl… Well, some of them weren’t so hot. Every now and then I just took whatever was leftover at the end of the night. Usually by 2:00 AM, I wasn’t feeling so picky.
But lots of that haul came from beautiful women. 
My hands trembled as I lifted up a little red party dress: short and shiny, tight and cut deep. My jaw was even trembling as I considered the foolish idea. But I had to survive. I stepped into the outfit and pulled it up, wriggling carefully so I wouldn’t break the tiny zipper on the back. 
I was a bit embarrassed to find out the dress actually fit. I remembered the girl who left it there: a short, petite little thing with big, bouncy knockers. She was wild in bed, bouncing on top of me and screaming so loud that I was worried the neighbors were going to call the cops. There were even a few knocks on the door that night: people shouting, “It’s 4:00 AM! Keep it down!” But that little firecracker just wouldn’t stop.
Now, I looked silly in the thing, but I could see some potential. First, I had to deal with the hair on my legs, so I went to the bathroom. I grabbed my razor. I ran a hot tub. Then I paused, feeling awkward. Was I really going to shave my legs? Was I really committing to this crazy idea?
No—I wasn’t committing to it. But I needed to know if it was a possibility, just in case those pains came back and I was desperate. Maybe I was already desperate… 
I carefully removed my leg hair, the hair around my cock, and the hair around my asshole. I was in that tub for almost an hour, constantly draining it and then running it again. By the end of that hour, I was smooth like a hotdog. My skin felt strange to touch. I was so… soft. It was actually kind of fun running my hands down my legs. When I closed my eyes, I could actually imagine that I was touching a girl. But it was weird, because I could feel the touch at the same time.
I looked in the mirror and saw that I was grinning like an idiot. I wiped that smile away before realizing it was the first smile I’d made since being kidnapped. 
So I kept going. I wriggled back into the dress and I stared at myself for a while longer. I looked better now—definitely closer to being convincing. But it still wasn’t a perfect look. I still looked like a dude in a dress. But I had some makeup in that little handbag.
I dug it out and spread it across my bathroom sink. I didn’t know where to start, so I just picked up a random tube and got started. I put on lipstick. I put on blush. I carefully drew black lines over my eyes, on my eyelids. I rolled mascara onto my eyelashes. My heart was racing strangely fast, but I knew why. I knew that a lot was riding on me actually looking good. I knew that I was in a lot of trouble if I couldn’t make myself somewhat convincing.
Maybe I could offer myself up as a gay escort. It was probably worth a shot, though I did look up the gay escort listings after finding the one posted by the crossdressing boy. They only had a few views each, and the guys were all buff, tall, and chiseled. There were no short, thin guys. There were a few chubby guys with big beards, and a couple ‘twinks’, but I don’t think I had what it took to be a twink. I didn’t have the charisma to charm a gay man—as strange as that sounds. I knew that my only hope was to sell myself as a shy, innocent girl. 
And at least if I was in a dress and some makeup, nobody would recognize me. If some coworker went online looking for a hole to fuck, he wouldn’t see me and say, “I know him!” At least this way, I could preserve a little bit of anonymity. 
I still wasn’t committing. I was just seeing if it was possible. Though the trembling in my hands suggested that I was actually thinking about this as a real possibility. My heart wouldn’t stop racing. The thought of being with a man made my skin cold. The thought of being with a man made my heart rise into my throat. 
I wouldn’t actually do it… unless I really had no other option.
Now, I stared at myself in the mirror. I looked girly enough. Maybe I still needed a wig. Maybe I needed to figure out how stand in a more feminine way. Maybe I need to figure out how to apply my makeup better. But I did look like a girl. I’m sure a photo would have convinced a guy that I was a girl—or girly enough to meet the fetish requirements. 
I took the outfit off. I washed my face. I laughed as I stuffed everything back into the closet. I regretted shaving. 
I felt good. The pains were all gone. The doctors were probably right: the whole thing probably was just stress-induced. I probably wasted five hundred bucks on that cum and sprayed it in my ass for no reason. I was better now. I felt like I could try returning to normal life.
So I went to sleep.
But the next morning, I woke up with those pains again. It hurt to piss and my pee was cloudy. The panic quickly flooded back in. I could feel that something inside of me was wrong.
I wasn’t willing to let it get worse. I knew what I needed to do. I wasn’t going to take any more chances. I rushed into the bathroom and started doing my makeup. My hands trembled. I wanted to cry. I just knew that the doctors were wrong. I knew that freak really did swap my prostate out with an artificial model that needed cum to function.
I spent an hour getting myself pretty. I wriggled into that tight red dress. I was shaking all over, overwhelmed with sickness and fear. I couldn’t believe I was being pushed into this, but I could think of no other solutions. Maybe there were some better solutions, but I needed something fast. I couldn’t spend days figuring this out. 
I didn’t have a wig, so I took some pictures that cut off beneath my chin. I could invest in a wig later. Now, I just needed to get the ad out there. I needed to get some options before it was too late. I couldn’t let my body fail me. 
I posted the ad. 
It wasn’t long before the replies started coming. In fact, it wasn’t even ten minutes before I had three options in my inbox. Maybe I should have asked for more money…
But this wasn’t about money. It was about honey: man honey. I needed it and I needed it fast. I needed to take it from the first guy who could get it to me. A few of the men were asking about the weekend. They were asking about the approaching night. I couldn’t wait that long. I needed cum ASAP.
“What about right now?” I asked a few of them. I didn’t want to have to get dolled up again. I was dolled up now. I could pick up a wig on my way to the guy’s house, or the motel—wherever we ended up.
One guy replied relatively quickly. “I can meet you at Motel 5 in one hour.”
“Okay,” I replied quickly, and then the true horror began to set in. I was actually doing this. I was actually getting ready to meet a man for sex, as a prostitute. How did my life come to this point? 
The lump in my throat was thick, pushing hard against my esophagus. I tried to calm my nerves by taking deep breaths, but that didn’t do anything. My legs were wobbling from shaking so hard. My legs hadn’t wobbled like that since I got off of that gurney in that cold warehouse. 
I tried on a few pairs of heels from my closet. One pair actually fit, and it actually went with the red dress quite nicely. Now I was really wobbling, standing by my front door, all dolled up. I took one last look in the mirror. Would he buy me? Did he really have to buy me? He knew that I was male. I basically copied the other guy’s posting, even using that word ‘bussy’, which I learned from a Google search meant ‘boy pussy’, or butthole. 
I had no idea just how much he was expecting from me. Would he want to kiss? Would he want a blowjob? Would he refuse to fuck me if I told him he couldn’t have a condom on? Was I putting myself at risk of getting some infection? Probably… but I had no other options.
I rushed out the door, hurrying towards my car. Going down the apartment building stairs, I passed an old woman. She paused and looked at me, staring at my face as if she was trying to figure out who I was. And strangely, I didn’t care. I didn’t even care if she knew exactly who I was and told everyone. Surviving was more important than anything.
So I continued towards my car. A few more residents looked at me curiously, some with narrowed, spying gazes. They looked at my face and my body. I didn’t care. I had to live.
I got into my car and raced towards the wig store, which was across from the mall. It was a busy area, surrounded by shops on all sides. It was the lunch rush, and the three fast food joints on the block were buzzing with men and women. I just didn’t care. Most of them saw me as I ran into the wig store.
I knew that I was getting paid for the sex, so I knew what my budget was. “I have a hundred bucks,” I said. “I need a blonde wig.”
The woman stared at me for a long moment, as if she was trying to understand what I was saying.
“I don’t have the time for this! Just give me that one there. How much is it? I’m in a rush. Please!” I had to be at the motel in twenty minutes. 
The woman shook herself out of her confused state and rushed over to grab the wig. “You should try it on,” she said.
“I don’t really have the time for that,” I said.
“It might not fit your head. Just try it on. You can wear it out of the store.” And it almost seemed like she was withholding it from me, even though I was holding my credit card out towards her. I didn’t want to fight with her. I didn’t want to make this take any longer than it needed to take. So I grabbed the wig and put it on my head. She shook her head. “That’s not right, sweetie,” she smiled.
“I don’t have time for this,” I said.
“Just wait for ten seconds!” she said. She came around the counter. She walked up to me and stuck her fingers into my wig hair. She rustled it around and shifted it left and right, pulling it forward slightly. My heart was racing. I kept trying to eye the time, but she kept tilting my head back up. “Patience!” she said. 
“I have to be somewhere in, like, ten minutes,” I said.
“You won’t want to go anywhere if it looks bad,” she said. She made a few more small adjustments. Then she smiled. “It’s actually really cute. It goes with your eyes.”
“Okay,” I said. I held out my credit card, feeling another abdominal pain coming on. “I’ll take it. Thanks a lot.”
“Wait,” she said. “Try to stand up straighter. Relax your shoulders. You’re trying to pass as a woman, right?”
“I don’t have time for this!” I said.
“What’s the big rush?”
“Please just take the payment so I don’t have to steal this.”
“Okay,” she said, reluctantly taking my credit card. “But if you want some tips, come back here. You have a lot of potential. You have the cutest face and a great body.”
“Okay,” I said, flushed suddenly with embarrassment. I didn’t love being told that I had ‘potential’. I didn’t want to think that I really did make a convincing woman—even if it was rather convenient under the circumstances. 
Leaving my receipt behind, I rushed out of the shop, back into my car, which was still running. I didn’t have much time and I had a long way to go, so I sped. I raced down the highway, hardly able to balance my foot on the gas pedal with my heels. Those heels were going to take some getting used to. And I kept scaring myself, every time I glanced in the mirror. I really didn’t recognize myself—and sometimes that reflection was distracting. I caught myself a few times glaring at myself until the man behind me honked, letting me know the light turned green. 
Did I really have potential? 
Finally, I could see that motel. I could see the line of rooms, but there were only two cars parked in the lot. Finally, reality was racing in. I was really about to meet a man for sex.
I’d never had sex with a man before. This was new territory for me, and I wasn’t sure I was ready for it. I didn’t know what it would feel like. What if it hurt? What if I couldn’t go through with it? What if the man forced himself on me, beyond what I could handle? My first visit to the hospital that month was humiliating enough. I didn’t need to see the doctor with a bleeding ass, trying to explain why my insides were falling out. 
I had to get those ideas out of my head. I couldn’t let stress stop me. I needed that seed if I was going to survive. And now, another wave of pain was making me bend forward. I groaned and almost cried. Honestly, the timing of the pain was perfect. I don’t know if I would have gone through with it had that pain not hit me so hard. I’m not sure I would have had the courage. But I didn’t want to die. I wanted to live, and that meant getting this stranger’s cum.
 
CHAPTER IV
He was already there, letting me in seconds after I knocked. Once I was inside, he looked me up and down, turning red all over. His body became tense. And strangely, that tension made me feel at ease—not perfectly at ease, but a number of the terrifying thoughts fluttered out of my head. He wasn’t some scary biker dude. He didn’t look at me like he wanted to fuck me to death. 
“I’ve never done this before,” he said, and his voice was almost a whisper. I wasn’t the only scared one in the room, so I didn’t feel quite so… alone. 
“Me neither,” I said, and I felt comfortable telling him—maybe because he looked a bit like me. He was a smaller guy, soft features, innocent eyes. I noticed the ring on his finger, which he quickly slipped away a moment later when I looked away. 
“So how do we start?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” I whispered. “However you want.” 
“You look really nice,” he said.
He had scruffy brown hair. He actually had some feminine features: narrow shoulders, small nose, thin arms. In a way, that made this whole thing feel less… gay. But I still wasn’t looking forward to taking it from behind. I still wasn’t looking forward to learning how it felt to receive a creampie in the ass. 
“Thank you,” I said. 
“Like—really nice,” he said, blushing even harder. “You look hot.” 
I was tempted for a moment to slap him. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t actually a girl and I didn’t want to be one either. But I suppose I couldn’t be mad under the circumstances. 
He put his hands on me, making me tense up. 
“Maybe we should turn on some lights,” I said with wide eyes.
“O—Okay,” he said, looking into the dark room. “I guess it is pretty dark.”
“And, uh, I’m going to go and use the bathroom,” I said. “I just need a minute.”
I rushed into the bathroom as quickly as I could. This was all happening so fast. Had I given myself enough time to consider this? Was I going to regret this for the rest of my life?
I looked in the mirror. It was the first time properly seeing myself since the woman put the wig on my head. It really did look good on me. I loved how long it was—and how soft it was. 
I took a deep breath. A small pain pinched my abdomen. I had to do this before my condition worsened.
I took another deep breath. I was frozen with fear. I didn’t know this guy. At least he wasn’t too creepy. I didn’t love that he was cheating on his wife. But he was a small guy, and meek. I couldn’t imagine he was going to ruin me too hard. And I had a feeling he wasn’t going to last terribly long, as long as I could stay in character and keep him aroused. It wasn’t going to be easy…
I took one last deep breath. “Fuck, this sucks,” I whispered, wanting to cry. 
I opened the door. I stepped out and looked over at the bed. Now, the man was naked, sprawled out on the bed, and erect. I was not expecting what I saw: a ten-inch veiny shaft that could have killed a baby seal. Hell, it could have taken out an adult seal. I gasped. He blushed again. Then he pressed his lips thin. “Come over here,” he said.
I remained still for a long moment, staring at his cock, unable to look away. It looked like a monster on his scrawny frame. He kept waving me over. “Don’t be afraid. I’ll be nice.” Now he was grinning. Maybe he wasn’t quite as innocent as I thought.
It took all of my strength to take that first step towards him. I almost fell over when I took the second step. My face felt hot but my head felt cold. I felt like there was no oxygen in my body. I wobbled. I nearly fell. I just couldn’t believe how big that cock was.
I finally reached the bed. I sat down on the edge. He reached out and grabbed my arm, pulling me in. I tried to resist—at least I thought I tried, but it couldn’t have been much of a fight. Suddenly, I was on my side, lips pressed against his. I froze as he kissed me. I felt his hand moving up and down my side. I didn’t kiss back, but he didn’t seem to care. “You’ve got beautiful lips,” he said.
I didn’t love that I could no longer say I’d never kissed a man…
He gently grabbed my wrist. He pulled it down between his legs and curled my fingers around his red-hot cock. He made me clench it, and he made me stroke it. He kept kissing me. “Just relax, beautiful,” he whispered. “I can tell you like it.” 
I wanted to snap at him. I wanted to make sure he knew that I did not like it. But I had to stay in character. I didn’t have to endure too much more in order to get what I needed. I came so far. I’d endured enough humiliation, being out in public in that outfit. So, reluctantly, I clenched his cock and pumped it while he kissed me. I even forced myself to kiss him back. 
My skin felt cold, even though he was pressing his warm body up against me. I kept freezing as the terror crept over me, then those pains would come back, tingling inside of me just enough to remind me why I was in that motel room. I squeezed his cock harder and pumped faster. I needed that come. 
“Shit. You’re going to make me come,” he said, trying to wriggle away from my grip. He laughed nervously. 
“Isn’t that the idea?” I whispered.
“Well actually,” he said softly. “I was, uh, hoping that… maybe… maybe you could be on top.”
“Wait. What?” I said. 
“I want you to fuck me,” he said. “Fuck me with your beautiful sissy cock.” Then he looked down at my crotch, let out a soft whimper, groaned as if he was fighting urges, and then he caved, dropping to his knees. I gasped when he pulled up my dress and quickly tugged down my panties, letting my cock fall out.
I didn’t even have time to react, no time to cover myself up before he grabbed it. “It’s almost hard!” he said, and then I flushed with red embarrassment. It was almost hard, though I wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was the soft fabrics of my dress. Maybe it was just all of the rubbing that was happening. It’s not like I was actually aroused at the thought of being with a man. 
“I—I’m more of a bottom,” I said.
But he wasn’t listening. He leaned forward with an opened lips, and suddenly my cock was in his mouth. It was warm and wet, and he sucked with resolve. I gasped, not sure what to think. It felt good, but it didn’t look right. A man was sucking my cock. I tried to look away, trying to imagine a woman between my legs. 
He bobbed his head fast, slurping and occasionally gagging. He had to stop to gasp for air. Then he kept sucking me. He got me hard, which made me even more embarrassed. Then he gripped me firmly and pumped me, staring at my cock with twinkling eyes.
But I didn’t want him to make me come. I couldn’t come. I didn’t have a working prostate gland, and I didn’t want to have another one of those retrograde ejaculations, or whatever they were called. “I’d really rather be on the bottom,” I said, though it was hard to say because I really didn’t want to feel a cock in my ass.
“I’m the one paying you,” he said, almost growling. He stood up and turned around, bending over. “Fuck me hard. Fuck the life out of me.” His saliva was dripping off the tip of my cock. Everything about this was weird. At least, from behind, his butt looked somewhat feminine. He was shaved (or maybe just naturally hairless back there) and his bum was round and firm. But I still didn’t want to fuck him. “C’mon, slut. Fuck me. I’m paying you to fuck me, so fuck me.”
“I think you would have more fun fucking me,” I said.
“Just fuck me!” he snapped, now getting cross. Then he groaned. “Okay. If you fuck me, I’ll fuck you a little bit. Deal?”
I paused for a moment. “Will you come in me?” I asked.
“I’d rather come on your pretty face.”
“I’ll fuck you if you promise to come in my—my bussy,” I said, trying hard to stay in character.
“Are you seriously negotiating with me right now? What the fuck?” He was starting to look angrier. I didn’t want him to blow up. I didn’t want to end up being beaten up by an angry john. 
“I just want it in my ass,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.
“We’ll see. Just fuck me while I’m still horny.”
I let out a whimper. I moved in close. I felt like I just had to do it, and I had to make it good if I wanted a chance at getting a load in my bum. So I pressed my erect tip to his hole. I watched his hole pucker, which made me feel a bit disturbed. I closed my eyes and began to push in. There was some resistance, but he was remaining unclenched. He’d clearly had a plug or something in his bum, to stretch out that hole before our meeting. After a bit of a push, I penetrated. I felt his rectum tightening around me for a moment before he relaxed so I could push deeper.
It was a weird feeling. It didn’t feel any different from being in a girl’s ass (I’d been with a few naughty chicks who loved anal). So as long as I kept my eyes closed, it didn’t seem like I was crossing the line too much.
“Deeper,” he moaned.
I pushed deeper.
“Deeper!” he said with a clenching voice.
I pushed fully into him: seven inches of cock buried in his tight ass. I opened my eyes just to look, to see my pelvis against his bum. He moaned loudly. “I can feel it!” he said. “Fuck me. Fuck me now. Fuck me so hard that I come!”
But that’s not what I wanted. I didn’t want to be scraping cum off of the bed sheets and pushing it into my butthole. 
I started thrusting. He liked it. I pumped harder and harder, gripping his hips. He moaned loudly, liking it. I had to keep my eyes open because I had to keep an eye on his cock, making sure he wasn’t coming. I at least needed to be ready; if he was going to come, I needed to catch it in my hand. Then I could run to the bathroom and figure out a way to get it inside of me. 
I pumped him for ten minutes. It was exhausting, but I have to admit that it felt good. He had a tight hole, and there were a few times that I was on the verge of having an orgasm. I had to slow down, which he didn’t like. I went for another long ten minutes. We were both glistening with sweat, and he was still moaning. 
“Oh God,” he finally said. “I—I think I’m going to come.”
And I just had to act. I could see his cock twitching and I knew he wasn’t lying. I pulled out quickly. His body was weak from being dominated for the better part of an hour. I pushed him onto the bed and rolled him over. “What the fuck!?” he groaned as I sat on his lap, gripping his cock and pushing it into my ass. He was dry, so I had to quickly spit into my palm, rubbing his tip as he tried to pull me off of him. But he was so weak from being fucked for so long.
His cock was big.
“Oh God,” he groaned. “I’m coming.”
“No!” I said. He wasn’t inside of me yet. I tried so hard to relax my ass. I pushed myself down hard, feeling his tip wanting to slip to the side. Then, he penetrated me suddenly, and it was tight. His cock was so fucking enormous, stretching my hole, making me scream out loud. I felt him gushing as his tip went in.
“You stupid fucking slut,” he groaned, mid-orgasm. “You’re actually so fucking annoying! If you think I’m—oh God—if you think I’m paying you, you’re out of your mind.”
But it didn’t matter. I had what I needed, still spraying inside of me. It was a big load: exactly what I wanted. I could feel that thick wetness splashing right against my sweet spot. 
“I have a wife!” he snapped, pushing me off of him once his orgasm was over. He jumped to his feet. “I can’t be putting my cock in whores!”
“I’m clean,” I said, now clenching my hole as tight as I could, to keep that cum inside of me. I even rushed over to the head of the bed, flipping onto my back and throwing my feet up into the air, lifting my hips off of the ground so that gravity would help keep that cum inside of me.
“What the fuck are you doing?” he asked.
“I’m keeping it inside of me. Why do you care?” I asked.
“You’re fucking weird,” he said, shaking his head. But now he was eyeing my cock. His cheeks were flushing red again. He stuttered. “I—uh—I’ll still pay you if you let me, uh, suck it some more.”
“Fine. Whatever,” I said. “But I’m not moving.”
He scowled for a moment, apparently not happy that I wasn’t giving him what he wanted. I didn’t care about him. I wasn’t trying to please him. I just needed that cum.
He crawled up to me. I wasn’t thrilled about how he got to my cock, with his knees around my head, his own giant cock slumped onto my face. That’s how we stayed for the next twenty minutes while he sucked and licked and pumped my cock. His cock ended up getting hard again, his ball sack resting on my nose. It was gross at first, but I got used to it. At least he was clean, smelling like soap and a hint of cologne. At least it didn’t seem like he was now going to murder me.
He sucked me until I had an orgasm, but he didn’t notice because I was still without a working prostate, which meant I wasn’t ejaculating any substance. It felt nice, but then he kept sucking, and I started to get soft. “What’s the matter?” he asked, lifting my limp cock with his fingers.
“I guess I’m done,” I said.
He looked embarrassed, as if he had failed to make me come. I was expecting him to be angry, but instead, he just stood up, cleared his throat, turned red all over, and said, “I guess I’ll just pay you and we can be done here then.” His voice was soft. His eyes were humiliated. I felt bad for the guy. I wanted to tell him that I came, but I wasn’t there to satisfy him. I was there to get what I wanted, and now, I could still feel it inside of me, absorbing into my artificial organ. 
He left a minute later, after telling me to put the motel key in the drop box on my way out. I was surprised when I saw that he left me fifty dollars more than we agreed on. I guess I didn’t make him too upset by ruining his orgasm. 
I took the money, and then, with a clenched butt, I left the motel and went back home.
And for the rest of that day, those pains were gone. It didn’t hurt to pee. I could feel my organs working—a feeling that I think is always there, but you don’t really notice it until you’ve experienced the opposite. I felt a wave of relief, but the dread soon came to replace that relief.
I was only a week into my new artificial prostate, which meant I had to keep it fed for another three weeks at least, or my body was going to fail me. 
CHAPTER V
Being a crossdressing prostitute seemed to be the simplest solution to my problem. There was no shortage of potential clients. When I checked my email the next morning, I had over a dozen replies: men offering me money in exchange for sex. And now I had a better vetting system. Now, I knew to ask what the men were looking for. I didn’t want to go through the effort of getting all dolled up just to find out that the guy wouldn’t dare stick his cock into my ass. 
I needed it in the ass, so when I picked my second client, I made sure to let him know. “I’m only a bottom.”
“That’s fine,” said one man after two declined. “You don’t mind if it’s big, do you?”
My heart fluttered. I didn’t want to waste too much time being picky. Sure, I had plenty of options, but that didn’t mean that anything was guaranteed. 
He wanted to meet at his house, which made me nervous. His house wasn’t far away from me: just four blocks: an easy walk. He was willing to meet at noon, only giving me a couple of hours to get ready. 
I put on my makeup, spent ten minutes making my wig perfect, and then I went through my selection of outfits, left behind by previous lays. I found a glittery green dress that I liked, and a black bra to put under it. The bra had convenient pads in it. I remembered the girl who left it: a flat-chested beauty with big natural eyelashes and pouty teen lips. She was a dream in the bedroom, fucking like a princess and sucking like a whore. I think I came in her mouth three times that night. I’ll never forget how exhausted I was the next day at work…
Now, I was in her shoes—literally, because she left behind her green heels, which fit nicely. 
I wasn’t quite as nervous as the day before. The pains were just starting to set in, but they weren’t debilitating yet. I felt like I had some time and I didn’t have to rush—not yet. I knew I couldn’t become complacent.
I wore a coat over my dress as I moved through my apartment building, but that didn’t stop the glares. I got more glares on the street as I slipped into my car. Then I got a few more looks as I made my way to my latest customer’s front steps. It took him almost five minutes to answer the door, leaving me in the chilly air. I was worried for a moment that he was standing me up.
Then the door opened. He was a big guy: a whole foot taller than me and a good hundred pounds more than me. I immediately began to tremble in his domineering presence. “Come on in,” he smiled.
I went into his house, which was dusty, smelling old. It was messy and dimly lit. I didn’t mind the low lighting. I wasn’t totally thrilled with my makeup job, so the bad lighting helped to conceal things a bit. 
He was staring at me, looking me up and down. He didn’t look impressed, almost like he was trying not to roll his eyes. “Should we do it then?” he asked, not sounding too excited.
“If that’s what you want,” I said softly.
He grunted. Then he walked away, going into his bedroom. I followed him.
He wasn’t interested in foreplay. He wasn’t interested in having fun. It almost seemed like he was just going through the motions. “Okay. Blow me then,” he said, unbuckling his belt. “Get on your knees.” 
I went down to my knees, but he was so tall that I was too low down to be eye-level with his cock. He had to squat his knees as he flipped his cock out from his pants. 
He wasn’t lying: the thing was huge. It was flaccid, but still about as thick as my wrist. I took a deep breath. It wasn’t new to me. Now I could say that I’d sucked a cock before—but that didn’t make it any easier to get started. I grabbed it slowly and lifted it; it weighed a couple of dense pounds, like holding up a sand bag. It took him a while to get hard. He kept grunting and groaning. When I looked up at him, his eyes were closed. He had his head turned away, with a sort of disgusted look on his face, making me feel bad about myself in a strange way.
But eventually, he got an erection. Eventually, that heavy piece of meat was standing upright, about twelve inches tall, throbbing, as thick as a Coke can. He told me to bend over the bed. I knew it was going to hurt, so I grabbed two handfuls of his bed. I gripped tightly and held my breath. He began to push into me. “Unclench,” he grunted. I tried so hard, but I was scared. He was just too big. He was twice as thick as the man I sat on the day before—and he was only in me for about twenty seconds, not even fully inserted.
Now, I was being thrown into the deep end, having only ever dipped my toes in. His tip finally penetrated and I felt my rectum stretching wide. I gasped. He pushed deep, forcing himself inside of me. Now, I was worried he was going to break my organs, even though I was there to get my organs fixed up.
I think I cried with my face down on his bed as he started to thrust. But soon, that pain went away. A numbness kicked in, and then a pleasantness came after about five minutes of him grunting. He pushed his big belly against me as he bent over me. I felt his sweat trickling down his skin. I felt the heat radiating off of his body, like being too close to a wood burning stove. I couldn’t move under his heavy weight. But at least it was starting to feel good… really good. I let out a moan.
“Harder,” I said, and I’m not sure why I said it. Maybe I just wanted him to come faster, so I could have that seed, to keep my new prostate fed. Or maybe I just wanted that euphoria to feel nicer. 
He grunted. “Sound more like a girl,” he said.
I cleared my throat. I wasn’t sure how to sound more like a girl. “Fuck me harder,” I said softly, and then I swear I could hear him rolling his eyes. He didn’t seem impressed, but he kept fucking me.
And I knew he wasn’t impressed because he wasn’t coming. Fifteen minutes went by and he was still pumping my ass with his long rod. Every time I looked over at the mirror, I could see that his eyes were closed. I wasn’t turning him on so he was trying to muster up fantasies. In a weird way, it was defeating. I felt bad about myself. Was I not sexy? I thought I looked pretty good… Maybe it was for the best. It’s not like I wanted to be a sexy girl. I was only doing this so I wouldn’t die, after all…
He kept grunting and thrusting. His fingers dug deeper into my skin. Another fifteen minutes went by. Now we were both slippery with sweat. My asshole was starting to hurt. It was well stretched now; I was hoping that wasn’t going to be permanent. 
“Why aren’t you coming?” I finally asked, between breaths.
“I’m trying,” he grunted. “Just… I don’t know. Talk dirty or something.”
I thought for a moment while he thrusted twelve inches in and out of my body. “I like it when you fuck my little butt—I mean—my little bussy. Fuck it hard, baby.”
“No,” he said. “Just don’t talk. Just… I don’t know. Just wait. I’m going to come soon.”
He kept his eyes closed. He fucked me harder—so hard that he ended knocking me forward and mashing me into the mattress while he humped my body, rocking me like I was a limp ragdoll. It was around the forty-minute mark when he finally yelled loud and burst inside of me, filling my stretched cavern with thick, steamy goo. 
“Oh God,” I moaned. It was so thick, so dense, and so heavy. I could feel it piling up inside of me. It was exactly what I needed—exactly what I wanted. But I felt a bit weird. I looked back at him and saw that he wasn’t looking at me. He looked disappointed. Did I do something wrong? “You okay?” I asked, trying hard to clench the cum so it would stay in my bum to be absorbed by the healing prostate.
“Fine,” he said bluntly.
“You seem unhappy. Was I not good enough?” I asked. Though it didn’t matter. I wasn’t there to satisfy him. I got what I needed.
“You’re just… You’re not really feminine,” he said. “You looked better in the photos. I don’t really know why I expected more. Just take the money and go, alright?” 
I was speechless. I was offended. I felt my face turning red. I don’t know why it mattered, but for some reason it did—for some reason it mattered a lot.
I felt so stupid and embarrassed. And those feelings lingered, long after I left his house. My body felt better than ever. Those pains were long gone. But that embarrassed feeling was still there. I felt so shitty that I ended up getting back into my car, before I was even out of my outfit and makeup and wig. I didn’t care that I was getting looks. I drove back to that wig store and went straight inside. That familiar woman looking at me and her eyes widened. “Hello again,” she said.
“Give me the tips,” I said.
“The tips?” she asked.
“You told me you would give me tips to—I don’t know—look better. I need them.”
Suddenly, she smiled. She stood up from her seat and straightened her dress. “I’d be happy to,” she said. “Let’s go to the back room.” 
CHAPTER VI
“You came on the perfect day,” she said. “I just picked up my dry cleaning. Every year, I get all of my outfits cleaned professionally. They say it makes them last longer—who knows if it’s true.” She opened up one of many wardrobe bags. “That dress you’re wearing is nice, but it doesn’t frame your shoulders nicely. You should be more considerate of what you’re wearing—especially since you have a male’s frame. Here—try this.” 
She handed me a black dress, which had short sleeves. I held it for a moment, feeling that warm, soft fabric—feeling as if it just came out of the dryer. I looked around the room. “Fine. Where can I change?”
“Just change here,” she said. “You need lots of help.”
“I do?” I said. “Is it hard to put on?”
“Hard to put on?” she asked with a grin. “No. But to put it on like a woman, that takes a bit of practice. Now get undressed. No—not like that. You don’t just pull a dress over your head. Gently move the straps off of your shoulders. Good, now unzip the zipper. Don’t crank your arm like that—it looks so brutish! Just be soft and slow. Keep your back straight. Good. Like that. Much better! Stand up straight. You’re starting to slouch again. And keep your chin up. Looking down like that gives you a double-chin. Girls should always avoid double-chins—like your life depends on it.”
And in a weird way, my life did depend on it, so I did my best to focus. I tried to be ‘dainty’ like she wanted me to be. I kept my feet close together. I kept my legs straight. I kept my chest out. I wriggled the dress down slowly, lifting it carefully over my ass. I went to cover my cock, even though I had a pair of panties on. She giggled. “If you insist on covering yourself like that, point your fingers out. Don’t cup your hand. It looks so masculine like that. There—much better. In fact—after this, we’ll get our nails done together, next door.” 
I tried not to groan. I didn’t want this to become a permanent thing. “I need to be able to be a guy, for work and family stuff,” I said.
“Talk like a girl. Keep your voice soft. Work on your inflections. We’ll practice together.” She smiled. And we did practice. It felt like we were back there for hours, and it was strangely exhausting, constantly keeping my body in those feminine poses. The voice was even harder. It’s not like I had to strain my voice—no, it was the opposite. I had to keep my larynx constantly relaxed. I had to pitch my voice up, but only with my inflections. She guided me like a singing coach, constantly telling me to push my tongue back, up, forward—and telling me to lift my chin. 
She left a few times to deal with customers, leaving me to practice my stance, my gait, my speech, and so on. I felt at times like a kid in school, held back for detention. But there was a weird feeling when I got things right—unlike when I was in school. I would catch myself smiling, feeling strangely impressed with myself.
The woman came back after closing the shop. “So tell me,” she said with a smile. “Why do you want to be a girl so badly, if you’re not transitioning?”
“It’s complicated,” I said.
“Well it will be good voice practice then. Tell me the story. You seem… out of place, almost like you’re being forced to do it. But at the same time, you seem to like it.”
“I don’t like it!” I snapped. 
She stared at me for a long moment, looking a bit afraid. “So why are you here?”
I sighed. I don’t know why, but I trusted the woman enough to tell her the whole story. I told her everything, starting with the kidnapping. I could tell that she didn’t fully believe me. Her eyes were narrowed and she kept letting small smiles slip. “What’s so funny?” I asked.
“That’s a crazy story,” she said.
“It is,” she said. “But I don’t believe it.”
“Why?”
“Because you like it,” she said. “You look like you’re having so much fun.”
I groaned. “Alright,” I said, shaking my head. “Thanks for the tips. I should get going.” 
“Did I offend you?” she asked with wide eyes.
“No. I just need to get going.”
“But wait,” she said, now with blushing cheeks. “You said that you need to be convincing for sex, right?”
Now I was blushing. “So what?” I said.
“Well you said that the guy had a hard time getting off. Maybe I can help you.”
“How?” I said. 
“We can just run through a sort of… simulation. I can tell you what you’re doing wrong. I’ll help you be sexier for men.”
“I don’t know,” I said. “I’m not a good actor.” 
“You don’t have to act,” she said. “Just take instruction.” Then she lifted up the skirt of her dress and used her manicured fingernail to pull her panties down just enough that I could see her long, thick cock.  
CHAPTER VII
She kissed me, taking me a bit by surprise. I’d been with a trans girl before, so I didn’t feel too nervous. I didn’t mind trans girls; some of my friends thought that was ‘gay’ and weird, but to me, if she looked like a girl, she was a girl. And I thought that the shop owner was just giving me a cheeky kiss, and then she adjusted me. “Stop going for my top lip. You’re the girl. Start gentle, with my bottom lip. Then start using a bit of tongue.” We tried again. “Hold me gently. Quit gripping me like that—it feels so manly.” So I held her in a daintier way, and then we kissed for a few minutes. “Better,” she said. “Much better. See? You just need small adjustments. Now I’m going to kiss your body, as if I’m the man and you’re the woman. Try to let out small whimpers and moans. Focus on your posture. Keep your hip out—don’t stand like a box. Keep your back straight—chin up!” It was strangely hard work while she gently sucked my body, working down to my crotch. “Now on your knees,” she said.
I went down to my knees. She flipped her cock out for me. “Let’s see how you suck cock.” I showed her how I did it, trying to be as girly as possible. “Not bad,” she said. “But move slower. Bob with your chin, not so much with your neck. Use more tongue. Try to make little moans—show me that you like it.” When I was with my last trans girl fling, I didn’t dare touch her cock—and I definitely didn’t suck it. It stayed in her panties and that’s how I liked it. But now, I kind of liked sucking her. Her cock was nicely feminine in a weird way. It was nice to suck, and I liked the little noises she was making. I was taking notes. I wanted to sound like that when I was with a man.
I even tried imitating one of her moans.
“You’re getting better at this,” she grinned. Now, she was hard in my mouth. Her cock was big and veiny, perfectly shaved all around. She made me lick her ball sack. She showed me how to properly pump a cock with my fist—the way a girl should always pump a cock. And then she had me bend over. She told me how to curve my back. She told me how far back to push my head, tilting up my chin. She showed me how far apart my knees should be. There were so many small details to remember, but she really was making me feel sexy.
And I liked that feeling. I don’t know why I liked it, but I liked it. I knew it was going to come in handy. I knew I was better off being able to get men off faster. I was inching closer to guaranteeing my survival… But there was more than that. I just liked the way it felt. I felt so calm… and happy. I couldn’t stop smiling, even once she was penetrating me from behind. She fucked me slowly, caressing my body with her hands. Then she started pumping me hard, moaning like a goddess. I was just taking mental notes, getting ready to copy those heavenly sounds. 
“Talk dirty, princess,” she said softly.
“I like it when you fuck me like that,” I said.
“Good. Keep going.”
“I love your fucking cock. It’s so fucking big.”
“A bit softer—but close. Keep going.” 
“I want your fat load inside of my tight little pussy,” I said.
“Good! Keep going!”
“Fuck me harder. Oh God, fuck me harder! Fuck me like I’m your little slut. Fuck me with your fat cock. Come in me, baby. I want your fucking come inside of me! Fucking come in me!”
And then I gasped, feeling her cock as it began to unload. Her body trembled behind me and she let out a loud, long moan. The gushing was intense. The load was big and hot. “Oh my God!” I gasped.
And she was just as shocked—maybe even more shocked. She blushed all over. “I—I don’t usually come that fast.”
“It’s fine,” I said. “I need it.” I made sure to clench as hard as I could as she pulled out, making sure I didn’t lose a single drop.
“You did a good job,” she said. “I’m impressed. You’re kind of a natural.” It should have come as an insult, but instead I found myself grinning and blushing. A part of me was just happy to have more cum in my bum: more food for my healing transplant. But another part of me felt strangely satisfied, as if I’d accomplished something meaningful—something that wasn’t just something any guy could do. 
It was the strangest feeling, and it stuck with me late into the night. I even found myself replying to men in my email, already setting up my next date as a crossdressing escort. This time, I was tingling with a new emotion: excitement. 
I was writing messages with a smile on my face. I was still wearing the dress that the wig shop owner gave to me. I was still wearing my makeup, and that wig. I was putting off getting changed. I liked the way I felt in the costume. I liked that naughty, sexy feeling. I was on a sort of high—feeling like I had a buzz, even though I hadn’t consumed a single drink. 
And it seemed like everything was going great, until I got a message from the website that was hosting my escort ad. “You’ve been banned,” it said. I froze for a moment before reading the rest of the message. “We do not allow the exchange of illegal and sexual services on our platform.”
I was scared for a moment, and then I managed to calm myself down. I knew that there were tons of other websites I could use. I knew that my fate wasn’t in the hands of that particular website. I quickly made a post on another site, and then I went to bed.
When I woke up, I knew I had to get ready for my date. I showered, shaved, did my hair and makeup, and I put on a new dress: one from my closet. This one fit me better, framing my shoulders and hips in a flattering way. I put on strappy heels, looking extra cute as I stood properly, remembering all of the tips that I received. I was even smiling as I darted out the door and into my car. Now, I wasn’t getting the same looks. Now, I was only getting looks from men who wanted to check out my body. They had no idea…
I met my date at a hotel. He insisted on having a few drinks, which he paid for, and then we went up to his room. He wanted to kiss. He wanted a blowjob. Then there was a knock at the door. “Just wait a minute,” he said with a smile. I didn’t think much of it, staying on the bed.
“You’re late,” I heard him say, and then I looked over to see a beautiful young woman stepping into the room. The man looked at me. “You don’t mind, do you?” 
“Mind?” I said. “Mind what?”
“Threesome,” he said. The woman looked shy, but professional. I could tell that she had some prostitution experience under her belt. She smiled at me and said, “You’re cute.” 
“Thanks,” I said. “I—I guess I don’t mind.”
So we went right back to the blowjob. Now, I was taking turns with the girl next to me. And I have to admit that it was good practice. I was able to watch her and analyze what she was doing. I picked up so many great little tips, even putting them to practice. I did good. I sucked him so well that he accidentally unloaded in my mouth. The girl gasped and giggled. “Charles, you usually last longer.” She covered her lips.
He turned red. “Swap,” he said.
“Swap?” she said.
“Swap cum,” he demanded, now smirking, back in charge. 
I locked lips with the girl and pushed that warm cum into her mouth. I wiped my lips and then I said, “I want it in me,” before she could swallow. They both looked at me strangely. The girl looked a bit shocked—maybe even a tiny bit disgusted. But that was my lifeblood. I needed it to live, like a vampire needs blood. 
The man was into the idea. He grinned, blushed, and then he commanded the girl to spit the cum into my ass. I did feel a bit silly on my knees, with my face against the ground, holding my butt cheeks wide apart while she carefully spat cum down my hole. But the man was aroused, rock hard while he watched with glimmering eyes. He even pushed the girl aside and plugged me with his cock, pushing that cum deep, using it as lubricant for his second round. 
“Charles, what’s gotten into you?” the woman asked with a tentative laugh. 
“I’m feeling dirty,” he grinned. He started plunging me, and his escort girlfriend started getting jealous. 
“So am I just here to watch, or what?” she asked.
He rolled his eyes, and then he told her to bend over. He pointed at me and motioned towards the beautiful blonde prostitute. “Fuck her,” he said.
“You want her to fuck me?” she asked, looking offended.
“You want to be paid today, right? Stop acting like a bitch.”
She pressed her lips thin and huffed as she looked away. I felt a bit weird stepping behind her. I felt even weirder pressing my unprotected cock up to her pussy. She was warm, wet, and tight. As I began to push into her, the man stepped up behind me. He slid his cock quickly into me, making me gasp. “Go ahead,” he said. “Fuck her.” I was in the middle of that fucking sandwich, and it felt good. I closed my eyes and didn’t have to do much. I just enjoyed the pleasure on both ends, mounting and mounting until I was moaning. The girl was moaning too. She liked it. “Fuck. Her cock feels nice,” she muttered. I reached around and rubbed her clit for her, which she really liked. She moaned even loader. I kept taking notes. I wanted to reproduce those sounds. I wanted to steal her energy—and I think I was doing a pretty good job.
Then I climaxed. I moaned and I felt my cock twitching inside of her. I heard her gasp. 
“Are you fucking kidding me!?” she gasped suddenly, jumping away from us. The man kept fucking me; he couldn’t be bothered to stop. And now, the girl was parting her pussy lips with her fingers, bending forward to look at her cunt. Just then, a glob of white cum rolled out of her. “She came in me! I’m not on the fucking pill!”
I was shocked into a silence. I produced cum? I could come again? Was my prostate actually working like intended? Was I feeding it enough? 
I caught myself smiling, then I shied my face away just as my customer started groaning. With a hard thrust, he pumped me full of more white, gooey cum: more food for my transplant. 
“Charles, I need to fucking talk to you in the other room. Right fucking now!” the girl said, grabbing his arm and pulling him away. They went into the bathroom, and then I heard lots of yelling. They were going at each other hard. “You wanted to do this, and you promised nobody would come in me! This marriage is done, Charles! This is the last fucking straw!”
“Oh, Kathy, you’re being such a drama queen! Just admit that you liked it!”
“So what if I liked it!? That’s not the point! I let you have your weird fantasy and now I’ve got some stranger’s cum in my pussy!” 
While they were fighting, I noticed the opened suitcase against the wall. I saw dildos and a strap-on cock and lingerie. It was some sort of sex kit—but there was one object that caught my attention: a butt plug. I reached down and grabbed it. I pressed it into my ass, holding the cum from falling out. Then I noticed the cash on the counter. It was the exact amount we agreed upon, so I knew it was for me. I took it and inched over to the door. They were still fighting, so I slipped out quietly. 
And I was feeling good about my situation. I was surviving, and now I had cash to upgrade my wardrobe and my makeup kit. I already knew exactly what I wanted to get. I was so excited to go to the mall to pick the clothes out…
Then I checked my email inbox. It was empty. The new ad wasn’t getting any impressions. I wasn’t too worried just yet, but when I woke up the next morning and it was still empty, the fear started to creep in. Then noon rolled around and some dull pains started clenching between my legs. I knew I needed to feed my transplant, but now I was running out of prospects. I tried emailing old clients, but I got no replies. I emailed the men that I originally turned down, back when I had tons of options, but they didn’t reply—except for one guy, who said, “Are you fucking crazy? Don’t email me here! If I want to see you again, I’ll message you. Maybe later next week, when my wife’s out of town again.” 
But I couldn’t wait that long. I needed a faster solution. I went on various sites, posting ads everywhere, but I was getting no bites. Those pains were getting worse. I was tempted to go downtown, to stand on the street corner where the crack addicts stood, hoping to trade sex for crack cocaine. I wasn’t ready to sink to that level yet. I couldn’t imagine the men who picked those girls up, and I wasn’t looking to catch a disease. 
Then, I remembered that bar: the bar where I was kidnapped. Sure, there were tons of bars in town, but that bar was notorious; many men went there to pick up women, knowing that the women went there to be picked up. The bartenders knew me, but would they recognize me? I’d come a long way in a short time. I hardly recognized myself when I looked in the mirror… Maybe I didn’t recognize myself at all. And I knew I could push my look. I could do more: contouring, darker eye shadow, more eyeliner. I could surely make myself entirely unrecognizable, even to the people closest to me. 
And that really did seem like the best option. I knew many of the regulars in that bar. I knew what they liked. I knew the type of girls they went for. And I was pretty sure that they were clean—they certainly didn’t come across as guys with any issues. 
I hated the idea of being fucked by my friends. I didn’t love the idea of trapping men. But I knew that I could do it, and I still had about fifteen days I needed to make it through. I knew that I could do this. I knew that I could get to the finish line before I died of organ failure. 
So that evening, I got dolled up. I spent extra time in front of that mirror, making sure I was as pretty as possible. I curled my hair. I put on the cutest dress, stockings, and heels. I made myself look like the perfect bait. I made myself exactly as those men would want me to be.
But I was nervous once I saw that bar. I parked a block away and then I sat there, staring at it for a long, long time. My nerves tingled. I remembered that horrible night. My body started to tremble. I felt lightheaded and nauseous. I didn’t want to go inside. I didn’t want to relive that trauma… But I did want to live.
I stepped out from my car and approached slowly. I saw a few men going in. I saw a couple of girls going in after them, dressed to be picked up. A few smokers outside eyed the girls. Then, they looked over and saw me approaching. 
Now, I had to be on top of my game. Now, I wasn’t just trying to make a man ejaculate—I was also trying to convince straight men that I was a woman. I could figure out how to keep my cock hidden later. 
I inched closer and closer. My heart beat faster and faster. I smiled at the smokers, and then I stepped through the door. My heart suddenly plunged into my gut.
The place was exactly as I left it. The tables were exactly where they were. The bar stools were exactly where they should be. It wasn’t a surprise, but it was enough to make my legs wobble. I was worried for a moment that I was going to faint. I didn’t want to faint. I bit hard on my tongue and spied an empty bar stool. I headed straight for it.
I took the seat, and then the bartender approached me. It was the same man that served me that night: Jack. He nodded his head, cleaning his glass. “What can I get for you, ma’am?” he asked with his charming smile. 
I opened my mouth to reply, but now my tongue felt dry. My lips were dry. My throat was dry. I stuttered for a moment and then I managed to say, “A water for now,” in a soft voice. He kept staring at me. I didn’t even care if he recognized me in that moment. Now, I just wanted to get out of that bar as soon as possible. I couldn’t be in there. I swear the same song was even playing on the radio. 
My hands were shaking when he came back with the water. “You alright?” he asked, noticing my hands. So I hid them on my lap. 
“I’m fine,” I said quickly. “G—Get me a vodka soda. Maybe make it a double.” 
“Sure thing,” he smiled. He paused for a moment before darting away. 
I went to take a sip of the water, to fix my dry mouth, and then I remembered drinking at that bar a few weeks earlier: drinking that drugged beer before collapsing to the ground. What if the water was drugged? My hand started shaking violently. I nearly dropped my glass.
Then I let out a gasp when a man sat down next to me and said, “Hi there. You waiting for someone or can I take this seat?”
I stared at him, feeling my skin turning pale. My jaw just trembled, and I must have looked insane. “I—uh—no, you can have the, uh, seat,” I said. I turned my gaze forward and forced a deep breath of air into my lungs. 
“You new here?” the man asked.
“Huh?” I said, looking over at him.
“Are you new here? I’ve never seen you here before.”
“Oh,” I said. I cleared my throat. “Yes. I’m just in town for work.”
“What do you do?” he asked, now staring deeply into my eyes. And what if he was the man who kidnapped me? I recognized him, though I didn’t know his name. He was in that bar all the time. In fact, he was in that bar the night I was kidnapped. He left two hours before it happened, but maybe he was just watching me from outside. Maybe he stood there by the window, planning the whole drugging and kidnapping. 
No—that didn’t make any sense. He was just there to pick up girls. He was always there trying to pick up girls. He always came across as desperate, so he was probably an easy target. But could I convince him to put it in my bum without looking at my non-existent pussy? 
“I work in sales,” I said.
“Sales, huh?” he said. “Sounds important.”
I smiled and nodded my head. I drank my vodka water, then froze again, worried it was drugged. It was too late—it was inside of me. I did think about rushing to the bathroom to throw it up, but I was too scared to move. 
“Want another one of those?” the man asked. “I’ll buy you one. Don’t even worry about it.” He flagged the bartender down.
“I—I think I’m okay,” I said.
“You sure?” he asked.
“Yeah. I—I don’t want to get too drunk tonight. I’m just looking to take it, uh, easy.” My heart was pounding intensely in my chest. 
“Okay. No probaymo.” He had a big grin on his face. 
“Excuse me,” I said. “I—I just have to use the bathroom.” I stood up quickly, wobbled in my heels, and then I rushed to the bathroom. I went into a stall and spent a minute trying to calm myself down. When I came out of the bathroom, I realized I was in the men’s room. I didn’t even think to go into the women’s room. Now, a man was stepping in. He stopped and looked at me. He froze for a moment before getting a grin on his face.
I rushed past him, heart racing all over again. I wanted to run away from that damned bar, but now, those dull pains were coming back. They were weak, just like small pulses between my balls and anus—but it was enough of a reminder. I had to connect with a man, and I had to do it fast so I could get out of there. Then, I could get home and start figuring out a new way to get cum for the next two weeks.
There was a vodka soda waiting for me at my seat. “I ordered it for you anyway,” the man next to me smiled. “You can drink it slowly.”
But what if he spiked it? What if he was going to kidnap me and drag me away to operate on me? 
“Thanks,” I said. “I—I’m okay.”
“Just drink it,” he said, now looking into my eyes. “It will take the edge off. C’mon. Relax a little bit.” 
“No,” I said, shaking all over again.”
“Drink it. I bought it for you.”
“No!” I snapped, and then the men around us all turned to look at me. There was a terrible silence, and then Jack, the bartender, stepped up and nodded towards the man.
“Hey, brother. I think it’s time for you to go.”
“What? Why?” he cried.
“You’re being a bit pushy. If you can’t let the girl relax, then you need to go.” 
The man threw his arms up. “Fuck you,” he said. He wobbled, and I caught a whiff of his drunken breath. Maybe he wasn’t the kidnapper. Maybe he was just a drunk, desperate man. I was happy to have him gone either way.
Jack smiled at me. “Sorry about that guy,” he said.
“It’s fine,” I said.
He took the drink away and poured me a beer. “Here. This is on the house.”
“Thank you,” I said. I was happy to have watched him pour it. Now, I wasn’t going to leave it unattended. 
“I heard you’re here for work. What do you think of the town?” he asked.
“It’s okay,” I said with a smile. “I, uh, used to live here, so I know it pretty well.” 
“No kidding,” he said. “Well make yourself comfortable. I’m here until closing time if you need anything.” 
I smiled at him. I wasn’t afraid he was going to recognize me. In fact, I was a bit calmed by his presence. He’d always been nice to me, and now he was being extra nice to me. He ended up giving me a second free beer. He rarely gave me free drinks. Maybe he fancied me. Maybe he wanted to fuck me. He wasn’t giving the same attention to the other girls at the bar: the other girls waiting to get picked up by guys.
But the other girls were having better luck than me. They were leaving with men after short conversations. I knew why men weren’t approaching me. I didn’t exactly look approachable, sitting stiff, tense, terrified. I knew that I needed to relax.
A couple men came to talk to me, but I froze up and couldn’t think of anything to say. The conversations ended up falling flat and I missed out on opportunity after opportunity. 
And then slowly, the bar started to empty out. Now, it was getting close to midnight and the girls who really wanted to be fucked had picked their partners. There wasn’t much leftover, though a few guys still had their eyes on me, waiting for the right moment, or maybe trying to think of the right thing to say. I thought about approaching them, but I was still scared: scared one of them was the kidnapper. 
“Can I buy you a drink?” an older man asked me.
“Okay,” I said softly. He bought me a gin and tonic. I was already pretty tipsy, but I knew if I turned the drink down, he would assume I was turning him down. He took that seat next to me and looked into my eyes.
“Do you mind if I tell you that you’re beautiful?” he asked.
“Not at all,” I smiled.
“Your eyes are stunning. I’ll admit that I’ve had my eye on you for a while now. You’re a hard girl to look away from.”
I blushed, and then he kept on complimenting me. But then I noticed something: something about his voice. He had a deep voice. And he was a taller man. When I asked him what he did, he told me that he was retired. “But what did you do, when you weren’t retired?” I asked.
“I was a doctor,” he said. And then my heart fell deep into my stomach.
He matched the description. And I’d seen him in that bar before. He was always sitting in that back corner, and sometimes it seemed like he was watching me. Somehow, I just knew that he was the kidnapper. Somehow, I knew that the man who operated on me was now sitting inches away from me. 
I tried to keep my cool. I tried to calm myself down. I pulled my drink closer to me, and decided to simply pretend to drink it. I could dump it when he wasn’t looking. I didn’t want to get drunker, and I certainly didn’t want to end up being drugged again. 
The bar was emptying out more. The man kept talking to me. He kept asking me questions about my life, and then cutting me off to compliment me. The compliments would have been nice had he not been mental. 
“I’d really like to show you my place,” he said to me. “I have a nice collection of scotch. No strings attached. I just love chatting with you.” He stared into my eyes. 
I looked around and noticed the place was empty. The customers had all left for the night, and the bartender was out back having a smoke, like he was that night when I was kidnapped. 
“Do you mind if I slip away for a moment? I really have to the use the bathroom.”
“By all means,” he said, and then he watched me go. He kept a close eye on me, looking tense. I saw him reach into his pocket as I went around the corner. Was he going to try slipping something into my drink? I needed to leave. I needed to get out of there. Why was I even still there? It’s not like I was considering sleeping with him, and there were no other options. 
I caught my breath in the hallway, and then I heard him coming. I heard his footsteps approaching cautiously, as if he was coming to spy on me. So I hurried down the hallway, turning the corner and going into the kitchen. I nearly slipped on the floor before rushing to the back door. I reached for the handle and then the door swung open. I nearly screamed.
“Whoa!” said Jack. “What are you doing back here?”
“I—I need to get out of here,” I said. “That guy—I think that guy wants to kidnap me. I need to get out of here. Please just sneak me out the back. I need to get home. That guy is no good. He’s trying to drug me.” 
“What? O—Okay. Let’s get you out of here. This way is the alley. Are you going to be okay? What if he follows you? I should call the cops. I’m going to call the cops.” He dug into his pocket. “Shit. My phone is in the office. Can you wait here, I’m going to grab my phone.” 
“No. I’ll just leave. Just keep him here. Stop him from following me. I—I just can’t be here. I shouldn’t have come here.” 
“Just come this way. The office is just through that door. It will take a second. Relax. He can’t drug you while I’m here.” He went towards his office. I thought about dashing out the back door, but then I paused. What if the man did follow me? I felt strangely safe around Jack. At least it would be two against one if the ex-doctor tried anything. 
Once we were in the office, Jack closed and locked the door. He turned to me with a calming smile and said, “Just relax. You’re safe in here. See? Bars on the windows. This is where we keep the cash out. Unless he has a key, he’s not getting in here. I’ll call the cops now.”
“Wait,” I said. I felt so stupid. “Maybe don’t call the cops. Maybe… Maybe I’m overreacting. I was kidnapped once. I—I think I’m just—I don’t know—having PTSD.” 
“You sure you don’t want me to call?”
“Maybe just wait for me for a minute while I calm down, then I’ll leave.”
I took a deep breath and realized that I really was just overreacting. I hardly had any evidence that the man was the kidnapper. I didn’t have to drink anything that I left unattended. He was an older guy and I could surely get away from him if I needed to, even in heels. “I’m sorry. I’m being so dramatic,” I said.
“Hey, don’t apologize. Were you really kidnapped? That’s messed up.” He took a sip from his blue Gatorade bottle and put the bottle back down on the desk. 
“It was a bad time,” I said.
“I can imagine.”
I don’t know why, but I went to Jack and pushed myself into him, needing some comfort. I was happy when he hugged me, even though I hardly knew him. I just needed a bit of security, so I could calm down. 
“Here,” Jack said. “I’ll give you some cash so you can get a cab. Go home and relax.” He reached for his bag, which was on a long leather couch, without letting go of me. He pulled out a wallet, and then he took out a twenty-dollar bill. “Just get home safely. Alright?”
“Thank you,” I said. But I didn’t want to pull myself away from him. I stayed tight against him, even though it seemed like he was trying to wriggle free. “Am I annoying you?” I asked with a laugh.
“No,” he said awkwardly—and then I felt why he was so awkward. His cock was hard. Did I accidentally arouse him? I guess it didn’t help that I was dressed like a slut, wearing perfume, and I did look pretty cute. 
“Oh—I—uh—I’m sorry,” I said.
“No, I’m sorry. That’s so embarrassing.” He turned away from me suddenly.
And then, now with calmed nerves, I realized I could get what I needed from him. This was my chance to get the food for my hungry organ that I needed to survive. 
I put my hands on him and spun him to face me. “It’s okay,” I smiled. “It’s a compliment.”
He laughed. “Really?”
I nodded my head. “I liked it.” 
“Seriously?” Now his eyes were wide.
I nodded my head again. I stared into his eyes for a long time, and then I sunk down to my knees. I made quick work of his belt and quicker work of his fly. I reached in and pulled his cock out. He was bigger than I was expecting, throbbing hard with a bulging red tip.
“Fuck,” he muttered as I gripped his shaft. I brought it to my lips, and then I sucked him. He groaned loudly. I pumped and sucked, using every technique I knew. He liked it. His legs trembled and he groaned in a state of pure bliss. I tightened my grip and pumped harder. “Your cock is so hard,” I said softly.
“You’re hot,” he laughed nervously.
“Do I turn you on?”
He nodded his head.
“Do you want to fuck me?” 
He nodded again.
I sucked him harder and faster, using my whole tongue to explore his warm shaft. I sunk his tip into my throat. I reveled in the sound of him groaning, knowing that I was getting better at being a woman. I was becoming the perfect slut, thanks to the help of that wig store owner. 
I stood up, still with his cock in my grip. I used my free hand to pull my panties aside, and then I turned around, pressing his tip between my butt cheeks. 
He gasped. “You like it in the ass?” he asked.
“I fucking love it in the ass,” I said. “Fuck me in the ass.” 
He gripped my hips and he pushed into me, spreading my asshole wide. I gasped and then I moaned, falling forward on that office couch. He pushed deep and then he started to thrust in and out. It felt good. His cock was the perfect size, veiny all over, massaging my tight anal walls just right. I moaned and relaxed into that couch—
And then I saw into his bag. I saw a curious orange pill bottle. The label was turned to me: Xylazine. I’d heard that before somewhere…
I suddenly remembered the ex-doctor saying it in that warehouse. “The xylazine will wear off soon,” he had said to me. Why did Jack have it?
And there was something else in that bag: a medical mask, and a cap. Why did he have that disguise? There was even a pair of platform shoes. 
Was Jack the kidnapper?
I froze.
He didn’t notice my state of shock. He kept fucking me—harder and harder until he screamed loud. I felt his cock fluttering inside of me, blasting cum into my body. 
Then I turned to him slowly. He had a big smile on his face. “Fuck,” he moaned. “That felt so fucking good.” 
“Yeah…” I said softly. I watched him as he walked across the room, stretching out his arms. He tugged up his pants and looked down at the black box on the side table. 
“Mind if I do my cash out really quick? Then I’ll give you a ride home.” 
“Go ahead,” I said.
Then I had an idea. I carefully grabbed that pill bottle. I unscrewed the cap while he wasn’t looking and I placed a pill into his Gatorade. I watched it as it dissolved for a minute, and then I said, “You really fucked my ass. You must be tired.”
He laughed. “I’m alright,” he said. “It felt good though.”
“Aren’t you thirsty after that?”
He laughed again. “I guess so.” Then he grabbed his bottle, winked at me, and took a long swig. He went back to that cash box. I watched him as he kept working, taking the odd swig from his bottle. 
Then he said, “Do you smell something funny?”
“No,” I said.
“Huh. Must just be me.”
He kept working. Then I saw him stagger slightly. “Man—it must be late. I’m, uh… I’m tired.” He staggered some more. I took a few steps back. Now, he was slurring, not making much sense. 
“Are you okay?” I asked.
“Huh?” he said. He wobbled and then he fell to the ground. I grabbed his phone and made an emergency dial. The ambulance was there five minutes later—and so were the cops. I showed them that bag. They went through it as I told them who I was, and why I was dressed like a girl. They looked at me with shock and awe, but this was my chance to have the bad guy put away. 
And they really were quite surprised by the contents of that bag, which included medical supplies that a regular person simply shouldn’t have. I was shocked but not surprised to find out later that night, from one of the investigators, that Jack was a med school student who was kicked out for stealing drugs from the hospital where he was doing his residency. By the time Jack came out of his short horse-tranquilizer-coma, they had enough evidence to put cuffs on him. “You’re under arrest, bud,” they said to him, and then he cried as they hauled him away. 
I have to admit: I’d never felt more relieved. I felt so great as I stood in that precinct, filling out the paperwork as they hauled him by me. He glared at me, but I wasn’t scared. I knew he was going to be locked up for a long, long time. 
I got what I needed from a new friend: Hilda, with owner of the wig store. She was happy to provide me with what I needed until my prostate started working properly—and the police got all the information from Jack, including how he built his artificial prostates. It was all very twisted, and the doctors wanted to spend some time studying me, which I didn’t mind. They even offered to provide me with an artificial enzyme that I could squirt up into my ass; I tried it, but it just didn’t make me feel as good as the real thing.
And within six weeks, I felt normal again. Everything worked properly. Jack was behind bars. And now, I had a new little hobby: one that was growing very, very fast, thanks to some help from a new friend. 
THE END
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