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WHAT'S HAPPENING TO ME?

Roommates, Farrell and Kylen, have been struggling to meet girls. They’re getting no help from their thin, scrawny frames, so Kylen comes up with the idea of a Bulk Up Challenge: who can put on the most muscle in a year? To keep the motivation high, the men agree to putting a few hundred bucks on the line.

Farrell wants to win that money, so he comes up with a naughty scheme, stealing hormone pills from his menopausal mother and slipping them into Kylen’s protein powder. For the next few months, he watches with amusement as Kylen struggles to put on weight while trying to figure out the other changes happening to his body. But Farrell is having similar issues: unable to bulk up, finding himself with strange lumps on his chest, softer skin, and hips that no longer fit into his jeans. It’s six months into the contest when he finally asks himself in the mirror, “What’s happening to me?”


CHAPTER I

I was sore all over: every single muscle in my body was aching, and had been aching for nearly five months. Yet for some reason, I wasn’t any bigger than when I started.

How was it possible? I was following the training schedule I paid a lot of money for—a schedule that was designed specifically for me, by a professional, so that I would put on muscle mass, so I could win our Bulk Up Challenge. I was told that I might drop in weight a little bit before I started to gain, but now we were almost halfway through the contest and I had nothing to show for my daily workouts and hundreds of dollars spent on gym fees and training clothes.

I stood in front of the mirror and stared at my body. Sure, there was more tone than I had before, but where was the mass? I’d downed a large protein shake every morning for nearly six months—so where was that protein going?

I brought my hands to my chest and cupped my pecs; they were bigger, but they weren’t firm like they were supposed to be. In fact, I couldn’t even flex them, which seemed odd. They actually felt a bit like tits, but how could that be possible? I’d heard of men getting tits after stopping steroid use, but I never touched any steroids. Maybe the muscle was just exhausted from my chest workout the day before. Maybe the pecs would firm up and flatten out soon enough…

But the pecs weren’t my only concern. Since I’d started working out, my facial hair had stopped growing. At first it was just thinning out. I read online that some people’s facial hair thins out slightly when they regularly workout, so I wasn’t too worried. But now, I had nothing. I hadn’t shaved in over a month and there was nothing to be seen. Even the hairs on my arms and legs seemed to be thinner. My ball sack seemed smaller, which apparently happens occasionally after long sessions at the gym (according to the Internet), and strangely, my nipples seemed bigger—not just a little bit bigger, but significantly larger and certainly perkier.

But possibly most concerning of all was the fact that I was pushing the same amount of weight as when I started. How was that possible? There were men at the gym who were pressing fifty pounds more after a couple of months, but I wasn’t even pressing twenty pounds more after nearly six months. In fact, I was struggling to press twenty pounds more, and beginning to think I needed to dial back how much weight I had on my bar. Maybe I’d been pushing too much all along. Maybe my technique was bad, and that’s why I wasn’t putting on weight. But why was nobody telling me? The gym was always busy and guys were always helping each other out. If my posture was so bad, why was nobody speaking up?

I couldn’t figure out what was happening to me. My only theory was that God was punishing me for what I was doing to my roommate, Kylen.

Kylen was my competition for the Bulk Up Challenge. It was his idea, betting me four hundred bucks that he could put on more weight in a year than I could. We were both scrawny guys to begin with, both struggling to get girls. Kylen was convinced that we would have better luck with the ladies if we were ripped, and maybe he was right, so I agreed to the contest. But I wasn’t prepared to lose, so I did something naughty.

My mother was going through menopause, so our medicine cabinet was filled with hormone replacement pills, which were supposed to keep her ‘feminine’. Her doctor was prescribing her way more than she needed, so after a couple of years she had five untouched pill bottles. I read online that male-to-female transgenders used the same pills for their gender transitions. The first effect listed online was ‘decreased muscle mass and strength’. The other symptoms were just hilarious, like increased breast size, widening of the hips, reduced penis size. According to the website I looked at, all of the symptoms were reversible, so it’s not like I was doing any permanent damage when I emptied all of the capsules into a bowl of vanilla powder I bought at the grocery store. I mixed everything together and then, in the middle of the night, I dumped out his protein powder and replaced it with my own mix. For five months, he’d been taking estrogen and testosterone blockers instead of muscle-building protein.

Maybe it was a cruel trick. Maybe God was punishing me for being so nasty—but our other roommate, Quincy, egged me on. When I told him about the idea, he said, “You have to do that. That would be the most legendary prank—maybe ever.” And it should have been a sure-fire way to beat Kylen in the Bulk Up Challenge… But after five months, I was still about the same size as Kylen.

I was worried that I’d gotten my protein powder mixed up with his protein powder when I made the swap. Maybe I grabbed my own tub and given myself hormone replacement drugs. But I could remember that night clearly: I grabbed the big black tub, which was vanilla flavoured. My tub was chocolate flavoured, and it was in a distinct, red container.

I spent a lot of time on the Internet, trying to get to the bottom of my situation. Users on a particular bodybuilding forum suggested that I wasn’t hitting the gym hard enough, and I wasn’t consuming enough protein powder. “I have three protein shakes every day,” one user said. “You have to go way beyond the suggested amount on the bottle if you want to see real gains.” It was the only advice that made any sense to me. It was the only theory that didn’t involve an angry God: I just wasn’t consuming enough protein. So starting that afternoon, five months into the Bulk Up Challenge, I decided to start doubling my protein intake.


CHAPTER II

It was a late March evening and Kylen didn’t know that I was watching him through his bedroom window. His curtains weren’t quite closed all the way and I was just coming home from a night at the gym. I still hadn’t put on any weight, and for the first time in six months, I was seeing that he hadn’t put any on either.

He was standing in nothing but his boxer shorts, staring at himself in his full-length closet mirror. The perplexed look on his face was priceless: wide eyes, tilted gaze, and parted lips. He was cupping his chest and lifting up a pair of B-cup breasts. And my God, they really did look like breasts. Even his hips looked like feminine hips! I had to cover my mouth so I would laugh out loud and give away my cover. When I used my hand to block out my view of his face, it really seemed like I was looking at an almost-naked girl, wearing a pair of men’s boxers.

He shook his head slowly, running his hands down his body, trying to understand what was happening to him. I will admit that for a moment, I felt guilty. He was so desperate to find himself a girl, and now he was turning into one—and it was my doing. But the Internet insisted that the effects were reversible, and it would only be a few months before everything reversed once he stopped taking the pills. So really, I was only setting him back a year—or two at the most. It’s not like he wasn’t doing anything to me. I’d showed up at the gym many times just to find out my gym pass was no longer in my wallet. One time I showed up and the lock on my locker was changed. He rubbed garlic all over my deodorant once, which I didn’t notice until I was finishing my second pit. His plan was to embarrass me out of going to the gym that morning, and his plan worked because I didn’t have time to shower and still make it to the gym before school.

We were in a battle. We both knew that there would be shenanigans before we agreed to the contest. We were college roommates, after all—college roommates play pranks on each other. It wasn’t my problem that my prank was better than his lousy pranks.

Now, Kylen was reaching down for his boxer shorts. He shimmied them down slowly. I knew it was probably my cue to take off, so I wasn’t caught peeping on my naked male roommate. I only wanted to see his lack of gains—I didn’t want to see his private parts. But I was curious to see what the hormones had done to the rest of his body.

He had a long cock but his ball sack was small. He slipped his fingers under the sack and lifted it up gently, clearly perplexed by its small size. He shook his head before letting his boxers fall to the floor. He turned profile to the mirror and looked at his curvy body, which hadn’t been curvy six months before. He tried flexing his arms and then he shook his head again. I covered my mouth to muffle my snickering.

But at least he had an excuse. His body was looking more and more feminine by the day because I was slipping him hormone drugs. What was my excuse? Why were my hips starting to widen but my arms weren’t getting any bigger? Why were my abs actually going away instead of becoming more defined? Why did my pecs look suspiciously like tits?

I snuck away from the window before he noticed me. I went into my own room, closed the curtains (and made sure they really were closed), and then I stripped down to see myself in the mirror. I was maybe starting to see some gains: mostly in my thighs and my ass. Maybe all the hours spent on the leg press were finally paying off. But why weren’t my calves getting bigger? When would my abs begin to sprout? What about my chest and my arms? Were my tit-like lumps ever going to flatten out and harden into pecs?

I cupped my chest now. The lumps were definitely bigger, but they felt less like muscles than ever before. They were soft and light. When I jumped up and down, they bounced slightly. My nipples had always been flat before, but now they were puffy and erect all the time. I even considered investing in a chest band so that there wouldn’t be nipple lumps pressing against my shirts. I couldn’t wear tight shirts without looking like I had tits. Maybe I was taking the wrong kind of protein powder. Maybe I cheaped out and bought a lousy brand.

I went online and started looking into pricier options. Some tubs were five hundred bucks: more than I was hoping to make from winning the Bulk Up Challenge. I couldn’t afford that. But I couldn’t help but wonder if they were more expensive for a reason. Maybe the expensive protein powders were more effective. Maybe the cheap ones had ill effects, like muscle formation in weird places and none in other places. Maybe there was estrogen in the cheap products—it would explain the soft pecs and the decreased testicle size I was experiencing. Or maybe, like the people on the Internet said, I just wasn’t taking enough and I wasn’t hitting the gym hard enough.

So after that six-month line—the halfway mark of our competition—I decided to up my protein dose from two to three cups per day.

It was around this time when Quincy’s girlfriend moved into our house. She was Quincy’s high-school girlfriend. They’d split up for a while, while she was travelling, but they recently decided to give a relationship another try, and they were going to take it seriously this time: living together, sharing a bank account, and spending each night talking about marriage and kids and future careers—and these conversations would always lead to fights.

So I started spending more time up in my room while Quincy and his girlfriend bickered in the living room. Kylen was also spending more time in his bedroom, probably staring at himself in the mirror, perplexed by the changes happening to his body. It had been a month since I’d seen him with his clothes off. I couldn’t help but wonder what else had happened to him: if his boobs were getting bigger, if his balls were getting smaller, if his hips were getting wider, and so on. It was a late March evening when I slipped out from the house and walked around to his bedroom window. Once again, his curtains were open a slit, and I was able to peer in by standing up on an old folding chair.

And then I found myself in a state of shock. I couldn’t see Kylen but I could see a girl. She was putting on lingerie: pulling fishnet stockings up her long, smooth legs with her back to me. As she bent over, I got a perfect view of her curvy bum. How was it possible? How did Kylen get a smoking hot girl with his scrawny, estrogen-filled body? Where did he find a knockout babe who wanted to sleep with him?

Her hair was long and blonde, tied into a beautiful braid that extended down to her bum. She stood up straight in her tall high heels and she stretched her back. I was waiting for Kylen to come out from around the corner, to embrace her from behind before fucking the living hell out of her; that’s what I would have done. I wouldn’t have been able to keep my hands off the blonde bombshell.

She turned around. I ducked down out of sight, into the bush, but I could still see into the room. The girl had a pretty face: big eyes surrounded by dark eye makeup. Her lips were plump and juicy. She had a black lacy collar around her throat, which made my heart stutter. She stepped back from the mirror and then did a few poses. Kylen still wasn’t coming out to fuck her brains out, making me think that he was occupied in the bathroom, or maybe he couldn’t get his cock up because of the hormones—apparently that was a possible side-effect.

She ran her hands down her body and smiled with red cheeks as she looked at herself in the mirror. Then she started to seem familiar. Had I met this girl before? Had Kylen brought her around? Was she one of his classmates—or maybe one of mine? Why did she look so familiar?

Suddenly my heart stopped and my jaw dropped open. I was staring at Kylen. He was wearing tight black lingerie and makeup and a wig. My cock was now rock-hard from staring at my male roommate, who was apparently into cross-dressing.

I ducked down, completely out of sight, and then I covered my face with my hands. I was so embarrassed. Thank God no one saw me peeping in! I bit down on my tongue and shook my head. I’d spent nearly ten minutes ogling a man! But in my defence, he had a feminine body, which was even more feminine than ever because of a daily dose of female hormones and testosterone blockers.

I stood up slowly to peek into the room again. Now I was looking at his breasts, which were nearly C-cup sized. He’d shaved his legs and his crotch and his armpits. And his makeup was well done, suggesting to me that this wasn’t the first time he’d done this. I covered my mouth to stop myself from snickering aloud. It was one of the side effects I’d read about online: a desire to wear women’s clothing. Researchers weren’t sure if it was a side effect or just something that was common in the people who generally took hormone replacement drugs. And now I wasn’t sure either: was Kylen just dressing up because the pills I was slipping him were messing with his head, or was this something he did often in private?

I watched for another ten minutes as he finished dolling himself up. Then I watched as he grabbed a Sharpie from his desk. He walked over to the mirror, turned away from it, and then he bent over his bed. He took the Sharpie, sucked on it for a moment, and then he reached it back. Then he began to press it into his bum. I gasped, sinking down again, terrified I was going to be caught. He pushed it deep and then he began thrusting it in and out. I could see that he was moaning but I couldn’t hear him through the glass.

He really looked like a girl, bent over the bed like that. He could have gone out into public and nobody would have ever known that he was actually a boy. Or maybe I was just telling myself that because I spent ten minutes admiring his body before realizing I was staring at a boy. My stomach was still swirling with humiliation from the incident. But I couldn’t look away. Had I done this to him? Did I take my little prank too far? Was Kylen currently sodomizing himself with a Sharpie while dressed like a high-class escort because I slipped some pills into his protein powder?

I snuck away and went back to my room. Though even in my room, I couldn’t push the curiosity from my mind. I went to our shared wall and I pressed my ear against it. I swear I heard a few subtle moans. I couldn’t stop imagining that Sharpie penetrating that tight asshole. I couldn’t stop thinking about those newly formed boobs pressed flat on his mattress while he was bent over. I looked down and noticed my cock was still erect, filling me with a confused anxiety. I wasn’t attracted to my roommate—I was just confused and tired from a long day of work and the gym… At least that’s what I kept telling myself.


CHAPTER III

It was strange seeing Kylen the next morning in the living room: no makeup, no wig, no lingerie. He was just in a pair of sweatpants and a baggy sweater. He looked at me with a smile and nodded his head. I smiled and nodded back, and hoped that he wouldn’t think anything of the redness that was filling my face.

He was getting his morning protein drink ready: scooping from the large tub that was now nearly empty, which contained hundreds of estrogen pills and testosterone blockers. If I was going to keep my prank up, I was going to need to get a new batch ready, as he had already purchased his new bin of protein powder, which was only a week away from being opened now. “Going to the gym?” I asked him.

He nodded his head. “Yeah. You?”

I nodded my head. We went to different gyms in different directions, but they were both equal distance from our house. I felt guilty now as I watched him drink his protein shake. It didn’t help that he was mixing it with milk, which already contained estrogen. I’d always assumed that he used water. I was also worried that I put way too many pills into the mix: maybe even enough to make a menopausal woman fertile again. I bit down on my tongue as I watched that glass go from full to empty. I thought about telling him: coming clean so that the guilt would stop nagging at my gut. But I was terrified of his reaction. And I was especially terrified that the effects weren’t actually reversible, like Wikipedia said they were. I did more research overnight, after watching Kylen fuck himself with a Sharpie. Some new research suggested that many of the changes brought on by hormone replacement drugs were permanent: the wide hips, the breast enlargement, and the fertility. Apparently only the facial hair loss was temporary, and the softening of the skin.

Had I given my roommate and friend a pair of permanent tits? Had I ruined his life? Now I felt like I needed to keep what I’d done a secret. I needed to make sure Quincy kept his mouth shut as well.

“See you later, Farrell,” Kylen said as he grabbed his gym bag and headed out.

“Bye,” I said. I watched him go. I looked down at his legs. He walked in a feminine sort of way: straight legs, one foot in front of the other. Had he always walked like that? Was that gait a result of the drugs I was giving him? My skin crawled.

Instead of going to the gym that morning, I went to Kylen’s gym. I put on a ball cap and a big pair of sunglasses. I got a coffee at the café across the street, and then I sat at one of the small tables across from the windowed gym. I watched for a while, looking for Kylen. He wasn’t showing up, making me think that he hadn’t been going to the gym at all. Maybe that’s why he wasn’t putting on any muscle.

Then, as I was about to leave, I noticed a familiar girl with familiar blonde hair. She had her makeup done up and she was wearing a tight sports bra and leggings. She was riding the stationary bike, and there were at least four men behind her admiring her ass. But she wasn’t a she at all—she was Kylen.

Somewhere between our house and the gym, Kylen had changed outfits and done his makeup. He’d slipped into his female guise before arriving for his workout—and he didn’t even bother to touch the heavy weights. He worked out like a girl: lots of biking, small dumbbells, lots of lunging and butt exercises before ending his session with twenty minutes of yoga. How was he planning on winning the Bulk Up Challenge with a workout like that? Had he already given up on the challenge? Was he more interested in doubling down on the feminization that I’d started?

I followed him out of the gym from a distance. He went to a nearby park and slipped into the girl’s bathroom. It was twenty minutes later when he came out, dressed like a man, and dressed for work. He walked off to the nearest bus stop and got on the first bus headed downtown.

I pulled out my phone and called in sick for work. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get any work done anyway—not with the anxiety and curiosity that was now festering in my mind. I went home, which was now empty. Kylen was at work, Quincy was at school, and Quincy’s girlfriend was out of town for some bachelorette party. It was rare that I had the house to myself. I usually used the rare opportunity to watch movies and play video games in the living room, but now I didn’t want to waste my chance. I slipped into Kylen’s bedroom and I began to sneak through his things.

I found the lingerie in the back of his closet. The wig wasn’t there—he obviously had that with him, as he wore it at the gym. But I found other outfits: more lingerie and a few more appropriate outfits, including a pencil skirt and a cute white dress. In Kylen’s desk was a box full of makeup supplies. I curiously opened a tube of eyeliner and brought the little pen to my eye.

I was curious to see if I could look anything like Kylen. We had the same body shape, after all.

I carefully drew lines around my eyes, and then I pulled out the eye shadow. I used a brush to wipe it around my eyes. My heart was suddenly pounding. I kept jumping at every little noise: every little creak and groan in the house. My heart nearly stopped when I heard a car door slam outside. I ran into my room and slammed the door shut, and then I peeked through the curtains to see that it was just a deliveryman dropping off a package. So I went back to Kylen’s room and continued getting myself dolled up.

I felt something strange inside of me: a tingling that was getting stronger and stronger. It felt like excitement, even though I certainly wasn’t excited to be doing something as degenerate as cross-dressing. Maybe it was the thrill of doing something taboo—something I knew was wrong. I brushed on some blush and then I put on a touch of lip-gloss. I ruffled up my shaggy hair and I squeezed my body into Kylen’s satin lingerie. It was comfortable, though tight around my crotch. The fishnets I pulled up felt itchy, but that was probably because of my leg hair. I looked in the mirror and caught myself smirking, looking surprisingly like a girl, especially with my soft pecs, which really looked like breasts in the cups of that satin slip.

I ran to the bathroom and I used my face razor to shave my legs. The hair had become so thin and blonde that I had a feeling nobody would notice it missing if I wore shorts—and I almost never wore shorts anyway. I did away with my hair and then I pulled those fishnets back up. I squeezed my feet into Kylen’s heels and I posed in the mirror.

My heart was throbbing with that peculiar excitement. I didn’t feel satisfied. I ran to Quincy’s room and I dug through his girlfriend’s things until I found more cute outfits. For the next hour, I tried on everything: bodysuits, dresses, skirts, and lingerie. My body fit everything perfectly, as if it was designed to fit me. My face was red with embarrassment and joy. Why was I enjoying this so much? Was Kylen’s weird fetish starting to rub off on me?

I found myself wondering if I could pass the way Kylen passed, out at the gym. Would guys stare at me and ogle me for an hour while I bent over and did lunges?

And then I opened a drawer and saw the Sharpie. I didn’t touch it, knowing where it had been. But now my heart was pounding with a new curiosity: did it feel good? Was it something he did often? Would it feel better than normal masturbation? I had a Sharpie in my room, but I was afraid of giving it a try. I was worried it would hurt—but I was even more worried that it would feel nice. What if I liked it? What if I liked it as much as I was currently liking being dolled up?

I turned and looked into the mirror. I had a huge erect bulge between my legs. I bit my lip as I reached down. I rubbed my tip through the satin slip. I giggled as a tingle pulsed through me. My legs trembled and I rubbed a little bit faster. Then I moaned and shook and a big wet spot started forming at the tip of my erection. White goo began to ooze out the sides of my lingerie, running down my legs towards my fishnet stockings. I reached down quickly to stop the fishnets from getting soiled.

“Shit,” I gasped. I only rubbed myself for ten seconds—but apparently that was enough. Apparently I was so aroused that I only needed ten seconds to come, which was shocking because it had been taking me a long time to get off lately. I would yank on my cock for fifteen minutes in the shower, and sometimes I wouldn’t be able to come. It had never been an issue before, so it was nice to know that I could still get off quickly, as if I was a twelve-year-old discovering masturbation for the first time. Or maybe it wasn’t something to be excited about. Maybe I shouldn’t have been so happy that I could get off so easily while wearing women’s clothing.

My heart stammered and I looked at myself in the mirror again. What was I doing? What was happening to me? Why was I dressed up? Why did I put on makeup?

I quickly pulled everything off and put it all away. After washing off my makeup, I ran the satin slip through the wash and put it back where I found it. I couldn’t believe I took work off for this! What the hell was I thinking?

I sat down on my bed and stared at myself in the mirror, now without makeup or lingerie. This was the real me: not that dolled up slut with the glossy lips. I had to slap myself on the cheek to bring myself to my senses. I couldn’t let that happen again. I couldn’t let those strange urges overpower me like that—urges I’d never had before. Where did the urges come from? Why was I getting them? How could I get rid of them?


CHAPTER IV

It was three nights later, in the middle of the night, when I heard Kylen moaning through the wall. This time he was loud—loud enough that I didn’t have to press my ear to the wall, though I did once I realized the moaning sound really was him.

I could hear something else: a grunting that sounded different, as if someone else was in the room with him. The grunting was certainly male. Was Kylen gay? Did he have a man in his room with him?

I quietly slipped out from my room and went outside, moving around the house to his bedroom window. As per usual, the curtain were open a crack. They were always open a crack because of the air vent on the floor below the window, which pushed air up and separated the pair of curtains just enough for me to see in the room. And sure enough, there was a man on top of Kylen: naked and thrusting a long cock in and out of Kylen’s asshole. Kylen was clad in lingerie: the same black lacy number he wore with his Sharpie date. But this man’s cock was much larger than the Sharpie.

My mouth fell open as I watched. Guilt swirled in my stomach as I wondered if I was responsible for what Kylen was going through. Maybe the hormones weren’t causing permanent damage, but surely that cock would stretch him out permanently. Though he was looking cute: cuter than ever. His makeup was even better now, as he had more practise. His body looked curvier, though it was hard to be sure as there was a man mounting him.

It must have been a man from Kylen’s gym. He was thick and ripped, with dark veins running up his muscles. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead and dripped down onto Kylen’s tight body. Did the man know he was fucking another man? I sunk down as I watched.

It was a minute later when they swapped positions. Kylen got on top, facing away from the man. He aimed the cock into his butthole and then he sat down. He bounced up and down with red cheeks and a bright smile. His cock was out and erect, pointing up and bouncing along with his body. The man reached out, around Kylen’s body, and grabbed the long erection. He squeezed it and pumped it until Kylen’s cum shot up into the air, all over the man’s legs and Kylen’s bed. Then the man groaned loudly and the act came to a sudden stall.

Kylen rolled off of the man, lying on his side as they chatted about whatever they chatted about. His bum was facing me and I could see the cum oozing out from between his firm cheeks. The man had ejaculated, bareback, inside of Kylen’s body. Maybe Kylen had always been gay. Maybe he’d always wanted to be a girl. Maybe I was just doing him a favour by slipping him the pills, which I’d already slipped into his newest batch of protein powder. Maybe Kylen would thank me once he found out—or maybe he would have me arrested and sentenced to prison.

My heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach. I still had Kylen’s original protein mix in a large plastic bag in the basement. Maybe it was time to put the original mix back into the bin, to see if Kylen’s homosexual and transsexual urges came to a halt.

But the image of Kylen bouncing on that long cock didn’t leave my mind that night. That man hardly touched his shaft and he exploded with cum. It looked so pleasant—so euphoric—so beyond any pleasure I knew from masturbating with pornography and a tight grip. Maybe it did feel good and maybe I would be missing out if I didn’t give it a try.

I had an old bike in my room that I’d been meaning to repair. The bike had a loose handle with a rounded end, which was about the same length and width of my cock. I grabbed that handle and rubbed my hand up and down it to get it warm. Then I made sure my curtains were closed and my bedroom door was blocked with a chair, in case anyone decided to barge in.

I took off my clothes and I got onto all fours on my bed. I reached the handle back after spitting on the tip, and then I began to press it into my hole. It felt weird: no pain, but a strange stretching sensation, which worried me. Would my hole remain stretched open? Would I have to plug my butt so I wouldn’t have accidents? No—lots of gay men have anal sex all the time, and surely they don’t have to keep their assholes plugged.

I pushed the handle into me. I gasped and clenched. The sensation was very strange, but there was still no pain. I squirmed slightly and then I pushed the handle deeper, making sure I had a good grip so I wouldn’t lose it in my ass and have to make an embarrassing hospital visit. I pushed it a bit deeper, and then I began to pump it. It was an exceptionally strange feeling: a hard rod poking my organs. But it didn’t hurt—at least it didn’t hurt. I kept going, trying to figure out what was so special about anal sex. It was just a weird feeling and nothing else—until I hit the spot.

Suddenly I perked up. A warm tingle shot through my body and a whimper slipped out from my lips. I froze for a second, letting the moment process through my brain. Then I resumed the pumping, pressing the dull tip against that spot, over and over. It felt good: really good. I groaned and continued, pumping fasted and harder. My legs began to tremble. My cock was suddenly erect and throbbing. I pumped and pumped and pumped until I couldn’t hold back the loud squeal: and then I was coming.

Long white streaks blasted across my bed, making a mess of my sheets. My eyes nearly rolled into the back of my head as my body shuddered with pleasure. And then I fell forward as my arms and legs gave out. My chest was smushed into my own cum while my cock continued to ooze out the final ounce. I let go of the handle and let it slide out from my asshole naturally. I couldn’t move as the euphoria tingled inside of me, lingering for another two minutes before the realization of what I’d just done came rushing back.

I looked back at the rod, suddenly filled with humiliation. I quickly put it away and got my clothes back on. Once again, I’d allowed myself to succumb to my unwanted urges: urges that never existed before, but were now popping up unannounced constantly. Was I on the path to become just like Kylen? Was it just a matter of time before I invited some stranger from my gym over to fuck me in the ass? Would I like it?

I shook my head. “What’s happening to me?” I whispered to myself. Something was happening and I didn’t like it. At least Kylen had an excuse: he had the hormone pills. What excuse did I have? He was turning gay because of my naughty prank. I was turning gay because I couldn’t help myself. Maybe that meant that I was just gay, or bisexual, or trans, or something that wasn’t straight. If I were just a normal straight guy, there would never be any cross-dressing urges, or anal sex impulses.


CHAPTER V

I kept my urges away for a week, but Kylen didn’t do the same. Each morning, I made a point of passing his gym and looking in the window. He was always there: dolled up with his long braid hanging over his shoulder. Men were always ogling him, unaware of the fact he wasn’t actually a woman. He always had his protein shake at his side: the potion that was responsible for everything he was going through.

But it was a week later when I showed up at my gym and found myself with urges that weren’t so easy to contain. The men’s locker room was closed after a pipe burst and flooded the area. “The girl’s change room is a co-ed change room today,” said the staff member at the front desk. “If you’re shy, you can change in the staff bathroom.”

I didn’t mind sharing the changing room. I didn’t think it would make any difference, and then I opened a locker and saw a female outfit dangling from a little hook: a cute dress. On the locker floor was a pair of heels, a pair of black panties, and some scrunched up nylons. My heart pulsed and my body trembled. I closed the locker quickly and went to another.

I got changed and then I went out to the gym to workout, focussing my mind on the little television in the corner, which was playing the morning news. It was ten minutes later that I noticed something strange: there were no women in the gym. In fact, I was alone in the gym with two other regulars. So who owned the little number in the locker? Was it accidentally left behind on another day? Was there a lady out looking for it? After my workout I returned to that locker and found myself staring at the outfit. I did a casual walk around the gym, to see if there was a woman around that I’d missed. Then I went to that locker while the changing room was empty and I stuffed the outfit into my gym bag. I rushed home and went straight into my room, blocking the door with a chair before shutting my curtains.

My hands trembled and my heart fluttered against my ribcage. I couldn’t get the dress on fast enough. I nearly fell over while trying to pull the panties up, and then I caught myself smiling in the mirror when I realized the heels actually fit my feet. The outfit seemed like a gift from God: everything fit magnificently. The dress hugged my curves and gave me the perfect feminine look, and the nylons made my legs look long and irresistible. I did a little spin in the mirror and then I giggled, covering my face with the palm of my hand.

I wasn’t even in makeup or a wig, but somehow I looked girly. There was something different about my face: something I’d been noticing more and more, as if my skin was becoming softer and fuller. It almost seemed like I was putting an even layer of fat on, from head to toe. I couldn’t help but remember sex ed class in high school, when they told us that women have an extra thin layer of fat on their bodies. Maybe I was just being paranoid, but it seemed like I was transforming into a woman, just like Kylen.

There was a knock at my bedroom door. I froze, unable to even turn my head towards the door. The ensuing silence seemed to last forever, and then another knock made me jump, nearly falling over in my heels. “Farrell, you in there?” a voice called out.

It was Quincy. Why was he home? Didn’t he have class? I remained still, staring now at the chair blocking my door. It wasn’t the heaviest chair: certainly not enough to stop a man from entering—maybe enough to buy me ten extra seconds at the most. If I didn’t respond, would he let himself in? Did he need something from my room? I cleared my throat as the door began to budge. “I’m in here,” I called out.

Then the door stopped. “Oh. Can I come in?” Quincy called out.

“Just give me a minute,” I said. But the dress was tight against my skin. It wasn’t easy to squirm out of, and I had to be careful with the nylons, not wanting to rip them as I desperately wanted to wear them again—so I decided to leave them on, planning to slip my jeans over them. I nearly fell over taking off the heels. The seconds ticked by fast. Quincy probably thought that he caught me masturbating—and maybe that was for the best. Maybe that was better than the alternative.

I turned to my bed, so I had something to hold onto while I took off my left heel. Then I heard the voice behind me. “I just need to grab a…” He didn’t finish the sentence. He’d gone ahead and let himself in. I turned to him in a state of frozen terror. My dress was on the bed, I had one heel on my foot, and I was standing in nylons and panties.

“Why are you in my room?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat grew to be the size of my whole throat.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m just—it’s nothing. I’m just joking around. Get out.”

He nodded his head slowly before cracking a little snicker. I felt my heart plunge into the pit of my stomach. I closed my eyes, unable to tell if my face was dark purple or if it was bone white. “Please get out,” I said.

“Okay. Sure,” he said. Though it didn’t make a difference. He’d already seen enough. I could already never look him in the eye again. I heard him snickering as he left. Then I realized I was losing my opportunity to set the record straight. If I waited to come up with an excuse, he would never believe it. So I chased him out of the room, kicking my remaining heel off. I felt so foolish, running into the hallway wearing nothing but nylons and panties.

“Wait!” I said.

He stopped and turned to me. Now he was staring at me, waiting for my excuse, which I didn’t yet have. I had to think fast.

“It was a joke,” I said.

He nodded his head. “Yeah. You said that.”

“But it’s true,” I said. “I—uh—saw Kylen doing it and I thought it would be funny to do it too—to make fun of him.”

Quincy nodded his head again. “Right,” he said. And that’s when I noticed he was staring down at my chest, where my soft pecs were—which were looking more and more like tits, no matter how hard I worked on my chest at the gym. They especially looked like tits now with my legs and hips clad in nylons and panties.

I had the strange urge to cover them up, having never shown them to anyone before.

“Those are, like, real,” he said, still looking at my chest, which I kept covered with my hands.

“It’s just muscle that hasn’t finished forming,” I said quickly.

“What does that even mean?” he said.

I shook my head and closed my eyes. “I—I don’t know. It’s what I read online.”

“They look like tits. Do they feel like tits?”

I felt blood rushing into my face. I shook my head again. “Why do you care?”

“Look at them. You have them squished down just like tits. They look soft. Can I feel them?”

My stomach groaned. This was the worst imaginable humiliation. I rolled my head from side to side and let a groan slip out from my lips. “It’s just muscle,” I said, uncovering my chest. I felt them fall slightly as I let go of them. Pecs don’t ‘fall’ with gravity. Maybe it was time to face the truth: the lumps on my chest were tits. Quincy stepped forward and reached out his hands. He cupped both of my breasts and squeezed gently, sending a strange, warm pulse through my body. I opened my mouth to let a breath of air out, but it came out as a whimper. He squeezed again, making that tingle pulse through me once more.

“Wow,” he said. “No kidding.”

“Okay, so you caught me putting on women’s clothing. I’ll admit it: I was curious,” I said. My heart was pounding and he could probably feel it, with his hands still on my chest. “But I don’t know why I was doing it. And I don’t know why I can’t put on muscle, and I don’t know why my pecs are turning into tits. I need help. Something’s happening to me.”

He looked up into my eyes with a smirk on his face. “Maybe you’ve been taking the wrong protein.” I’d almost forgotten that Quincy was with me when we swapped the protein mixes.

“It’s impossible. My tub is red—we put the pills into the black one. And look at Kylen: clearly he’s been changing; clearly he’s been taking the hormone pills. So what the hell is happening to me?”

Quincy shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “What else has been happening?” he asked.

It felt nice to finally open up to someone. It was nice not having to carry my secret all alone, even though I could tell Quincy was trying hard not to burst into laughter. “I don’t know,” I said. “Lots of weird stuff. It’s embarrassing. I don’t even want to talk about it.”

Quincy gave my tits a bounce before squeezing them again. “I just can’t believe these,” he said, as if he wasn’t listening to me at all. “They’re like real tits.”

“Stop touching them,” I said, brushing his hands away. “Is God punishing me? You think this is karma for what I did to Kylen?”

Quincy shrugged his shoulders. “That sounds like as good a theory as any,” he said. He looked down at my mid-section. “Are your hips bigger?”

I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to fight away the humiliation. “Yes. I can’t even fit into my pants right now. It’s embarrassing. I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

Quincy shook his head. “I don’t know what to tell you. Do a spin for me.”

I stared at him for a long moment before spinning slowly. “Why?” I asked.

“You really look like a chick,” he said before snickering again.

“Fuck off,” I said. “Do me a favour—don’t tell anyone about this. I know you think it’s funny, but it’s not funny to me. It’s scary and I don’t know what’s happening.”

I turned and started towards my room. I could feel his gaze moving down to my bum, which I wasn’t at all comfortable with. I was about to slip into my bedroom when he said, “Do you want to try on Nancy’s clothes?”

I stopped. My heart fluttered. Nancy was Quincy’s girlfriend, and she was still out of town for her bachelorette party. I looked back at Quincy, wanting to scream in his face, to tell him to forget about what he saw. But another part of me wanted to have access to Nancy’s outfits. She had good taste, after all. She was always wearing cute skirts and short shorts and tight bodysuits with lacy embellishments. Sometimes I would stare at her from across the room, admiring her clothes and wishing I could feel those tight fabrics against my own skin.

“You promise you won’t tell anyone?” I said. My legs were shaking. My heart was pounding. I knew I was falling for some sort of trap but I just couldn’t help it. There really was something wrong with me: something wrong inside of my brain. My wiring had gotten mixed up, and it was getting worse and worse as the Bulk Up Challenge went on. Why couldn’t I help myself? Why was I standing in Quincy’s bedroom, staring at the open closet filled with his girlfriend’s outfits? Why was I feeling the soft lace with my hands and practically salivating like a starving dog with its nose against a fresh steak?

Quincy stood in the corner while I put on the first outfit: a tight green dress, which was tight on my breasts. I matched the outfit with a strappy pair of black heels before doing a little spin. Then I tried on a long cocktail dress, made from the softest fabric I’d ever felt in my life. I wished I could live in that outfit, but there were so many more I wanted to try on. I tried on a schoolgirl mini skirt and tight white blouse. My ass looked fantastic in the outfit.

Then I took a break from the clothes and found myself at Quincy’s desk, putting on Nancy’s makeup. Quincy went into the closet and pulled out a long braid: real human hair designed to clip onto a bun: a poor woman’s wig. I tied my shaggy hair into a top bun and I clipped the braid on. “It looks good,” Quincy said. And he was right: it did look good. I pulled the braid over my shoulder and let it rest on my chest. I played with the hair for a moment before turning my attention back to the clothes.

I felt like a recovering drug addict diving back into hard drugs for the first time in so long. My craving was insatiable. I needed to try on everything. I had to feel all of those fabrics against my skin. I had to see my amazing legs in every short skirt. I worked through all of the dresses and got to the lingerie. Nothing could stop me.

I squeezed my body into a tight corset, with a matching lace top and lacy bottoms. I found a tall pair of five-inch heels, which made my ass look even better. I bent over to do up the little buckles on the heels, and then I felt his warm body behind me. Quincy had moved in, and now his hands were on my hips.

My heart stuttered. I knew everything about what was happening was wrong: me dressing up, me enjoying the embrace of a man, Quincy cheating on his girlfriend—but I needed to feel him. I nestled my bum back, into his lap, feeling his erection in his pants. My heart fluttered. That erection was for me! He got hard from watching me prance around in lingerie. I twerked my bum slowly up and down, feeling the length of his cock in his pants. Then I heard myself moan.

He moved his hands up and down my sides. Then I stood up straight and he brought his hands back to my tits. He squeezed, making me moan again. He took his hands away, but only for ten seconds: enough time to undo his belt and pull his pants down. Now his bare, warm cock was pressed against my ass.

“Are you going to fuck me?” I asked.

“I think so,” he said. His voice was trembling.

“Okay,” I said. I let him squeeze my chest again, eliciting yet another moan.

I knew I was doing something very, very wrong and very, very regrettable—but I was doing nothing to stop it.


CHAPTER VI

He pulled aside my lingerie and pressed his throbbing erection between my butt cheeks. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and closed my eyes. I could feel his hot breath on my shoulder and I could smell his warm musk in my nostrils. “Be gentle. I’m a virgin,” I said.

He laughed with that nervousness still in his voice. Then he started to push in. It was a strange feeling: his hard veins sliding against my anal walls, pushing in deeper and deeper and deeper. He squeezed my chest again, sending another pulse of euphoria through my body. Maybe this whole being a girl thing wasn’t so bad. Maybe being a girl had its perks. I’d spent years trying to get laid as a guy, but I was spotted for one minute as a girl and now I was in a man’s bedroom, feeling a man’s erection slithering inside of me.

“It feels good,” I said. I clenched a few times, trying to pull him deeper. He laughed again with that nervous laugh before running his hands down my curves. One of his hands went between my legs to get a firm grip on my package. My heart skipped a beat, worried he would feel my cock and remember that I wasn’t a woman. But the feeling of my growing erection didn’t seem to stop him. In fact, it was the motivation he needed to start thrusting.

He was big: a lot bigger than I was expecting. His cock was thick, stretching me wide. I groaned as he slid back and forth. I repositioned my hips slightly so he was pressing his tip into that sweet spot: that spot that made my body tremble with euphoria once before. It wasn’t hard to get him into the right position. His cock almost seemed like it was designed to hit that perfect spot. My legs trembled. “Don’t stop,” I said.

He pumped faster and harder, gripping me firmly by the hips. I took one of his hands and brought it back to my chest. I liked the feeling of him squeezing my breasts—it made everything feel so much better. I didn’t have to tell him to squeeze; he squeezed hard, making me moan louder. He pressed my nipple between his thumb and pointer finger and rolled gently, making the stimulation even more intense. Now my legs were almost buckling together as I trembled. I was hardly able to stand upright in those tall heels. I bit down hard on my tongue. I could hear his cock slurping in and out from my asshole.

“Please don’t stop!” I cried. The tingling was intense between my legs, working its way down my erect shaft, which he reached down to massage. Now my eyes were rolling into the back of my head. This was so much more intense than any masturbation session I’d ever had. This was so far beyond coming as a straight man. This was so much better.

“Oh God,” he groaned. I felt something warm gushing down my legs. I looked down to see my own cum streaming out from my tight lingerie. He could see it to from over my shoulder, and it was the sight he needed to come closer to coming. Now he was gripping both of my tits with both of his hands. He squeezed hard, almost hurting me—but I liked it. Then he thrusted his cock forward and began to fill me with his hot load. I screamed and fell forward against his wall. He stepped forward, making sure his cock was as deep inside of me as possible while he unloaded.

Then he pulled out quickly, stumbling back while taking deep, heavy breaths. I slid down to the floor, unable to support my own body weight as the lingering euphoria pulsed through me. Cum was streaming down my legs: both his and mine. Some was dripping onto the floor. My asshole was open: left agape, no matter how hard I clenched. It would take time before it closed up.

He started getting dressed after a long minute of recovery. “You’d better get yourself cleaned up before people get home.” By people I knew he actually meant his girlfriend—and I didn’t blame him. I didn’t want his girlfriend finding out about what we did. I didn’t want anyone finding out. Hell, if it were possible, I would have erased his memory and mine along with it.

We said nothing else as we went out separate ways. I got myself cleaned up and he got his room cleaned up. Then I went into my room and stayed there as Kylen came home from school, and Nancy came home from her trip out of the province.

For the rest of that evening, I sat naked on my bed, staring into the mirror, staring at my chest and my feminine curves. Now I was sure that I had breasts: and they were nice breasts too—perky and soft and nicely round. I had the hourglass figure that so many women strive for: wide hips, thin waist. My legs were perfectly long and smooth. Why wasn’t I embracing this gift that was being given to me, seemingly by God? Kylen was embracing his gift—the one that I’d given him—so maybe it was time for me to do the same.

I went onto my computer and found myself on a popular women’s clothing website. I filled a cart with clothes: almost a thousand dollars worth of clothes. I bought skirts and dresses and blouses and makeup and leggings and short shorts and bodysuits. Then I went to another website and dropped another four hundred bucks on a blonde wig. Then I spent another three hundred on a few pairs of shoes: flats, heels, ankle boots, and knee-high boots. I ordered everything for express delivery. Some of the order was expected to be at my door the very next day, and I couldn’t wait. I had a smile plastered on my face as I paced my room, wishing twenty-four hours would fly by. I was even more excited than the child version of myself on Christmas Eve. This was so much better. Not only would I get to have fun, but I would get to feel free as well. I never got a Christmas present that filled me with a sense of amazing freedom.

As I closed my computer, I heard a gentle moaning coming from the next room over. I put on my pyjamas and I snuck outside, going around the house to Kylen’s bedroom window. I looked through that crack in the curtains and I saw her bouncing up and down on a new cock. Her erection was out and throbbing and her tits were bouncing. Her tits were bigger—maybe a whole cup size bigger than the last time I spied on her. She looked so happy and euphoric, and I couldn’t wait to join in on the fun.

I kept watching until Kylen came, spewing cum directly up into the air, making a mess of her own chest along with the man’s chest beneath her. Like a slut, she reached down and spread the cum all over him, wiping some up with her finger and tasting it for herself. I had a feeling I was looking at my future, seeing as I’d got to experience everything else I’d seen through that curtain slit.


CHAPTER VII

I fought my urges for the next month, occasionally slipping when I had the house all to myself, and Nancy’s closet all to myself. The urges didn’t seem fair. Nancy’s clothes and shoes were a perfect fit: how was that fair? How could I possibly resist when I had so many adorable options to choose from?

But I knew I was sliding down a slippery slope. Every week I would I find myself spying on Kylen, following him out of the house from a safe distance. He always changed into his female persona in the same public bathroom, in the park three blocks from our house. Then, as a girl, she would go to the gym, downtown for a stroll, and sometimes to bars to get lavished with free drinks (and occasionally to pick up a horny man). I went into a club with her once and watched as boys flirted with her. She ended up going home two of the men, back to our place. I followed in my own cab and then I watched through that curtain slit as the men took turns plunging her asshole.

I never figured out when she told them that she was actually a boy—or how she told them. It certainly wasn’t obvious, and it was becoming less and less certain as the weeks went by. Even when she wasn’t dolled up, she was starting to look like a girl. Even when she was just in a pair of jeans and a loose hoodie—no wig and no makeup—she looked like a chick. Though she was growing her hair out and it was nearly touching her shoulders now. Even her voice was starting to change: just a tiny bit every day—not quite enough that she could notice. But I could notice, only talking to her every few days.

My heart floundered as I thought about leaving the house dolled up like a girl: going to the gym in a tight workout outfit, going to a club to get free drinks. I thought about it a lot—more and more as the days went by. I even got ready to go out a few times, getting dolled up in front of my bedroom mirror, putting out cute outfits that I bought in case I ever gathered the courage. I would practise my voice for hours. I’d mastered walking in high heels. But the thought of being recognized was too terrifying to handle. A part of me wanted to ask Kylen how he mustered the courage. I even found myself in the living room with him one evening, both of us clad in our male clothes, sitting quietly as a hockey game played on the TV. I wanted to tell him that I knew everything so that I could find out some of his secrets: how he was able to be so convincing as a girl. But the thought of ‘coming out’ was horrifying, so I kept my mouth shut.

Nancy’s wardrobe was fun, but after another month, Kylen’s was more fun. He’s acquired so many new outfits: a whole closet packed with tight, slutty dresses and skirts and lingerie beauties. All of Kylen’s spare cash was going towards buying new clothes. And he seemed to have a lot of spare cash. I couldn’t help but wonder if he was turning tricks on the side. Maybe that would explain all of the nightly fucks: the moaning and the thumping and the men slipping out from our house late in the night. It would also explain all the lingerie: so much lingerie!

I would wait for Kylen to leave for the clubs and then I would sneak into his room to try on his many outfits. I tried on everything, practically skipping through the room like a child in a candy store. I loved that we were the same size. I loved that our feet fit the same. Kylen’s breasts were larger than mine, but I was able to make up the difference using a pair of gel pads that I ordered in the mail.

I found Kylen’s boy of sex toys. I felt my face turn red as I lifted up the various options. There were toys for boys and toys for girls: all of which Kylen used on himself. It was a large, realistic cock with a suction cup base that caught my attention. I ran my fingers down the long shaft as my heart skipped a beat. Then I stuck it down on the floor, with the tip aimed straight up. As I let go of the cock, it began to vibrate, taking me by surprise. I had no idea that it was a vibrator.

I was nervous and excited—also worried that the buzzing sound could be heard through the walls. I knew Nancy was home, in her room and on her computer. I normally waited for the house to be totally empty before dressing up, but I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t wait another four or five days just to play with Kylen’s things.

I pulled aside my lingerie, pulling the strip of fabric from my crack to my cheek, exposing my asshole. Then I sat down on the long, vibrating shaft. I kept my hole unclenched, taking a deep breath as it slid into my body. I swayed my hips slowly until I found that sweet spot, and then I started bouncing. The toy was amazingly pleasant and fun for the next fifteen minutes. I nearly came, and then I stopped myself. I wasn’t ready to come yet. I wanted to have more fun. So I stood up and I clenched my cock hard, stopping it from unloading. I took a few deep breaths while the euphoria settled, and then I started digging through more of Kylen’s toys and more of his outfits.

I found a giant dildo: four inches wide and twelve inches long. It was appropriately black and complete with a thick tip and thick veins. The sight of it scared me, but I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel inside of me. I got up onto Kylen’s bed, on my stomach, and then I covered the tip with lubricant. I reached the shaft around back and I began to nestle it between my butt cheeks. I was already stretched from the vibrating floor dildo, but I wasn’t nearly stretched enough. I could feel my hole widening. I groaned and tried not to clench as I pushed it in. I had to use both hands to keep the wobbling specimen steady.

In front of me was Kylen’s mirror. I stared forward and watched as I humiliated myself. But damn, I looked hot. My eyes were stunning: big and bold and bright. My lips looked so plump, like a cock belonged between them. I couldn’t look away from myself. I was so pretty, so convincing, and so sexy. I pushed the thick cock into my butthole and I gasped. Then I closed my eyes as I used both hands to bury it deeper. I groaned and squirmed. Maybe it was too big. Maybe it was over the top. But I couldn’t help myself.

I took a series of deep breaths, feeling all of the big veins rubbing against my anal walls. I felt a smile on my face as that blunt tip pressed against my sweet spot. I groaned, and then I opened my eyes to see how sexy I looked. And that’s when I saw Kylen standing behind me, dressed like a girl, with wide eyes and parted lips.

I froze, consumed with humiliation and terror. If he’d just caught me dressing up, it would have been bad but not disastrous. Now, he was staring at me while I pressed a massive dildo into my bum. I had an erection so I couldn’t flip over, making my situation even worse.

“Who are you?” she asked with a perfect female voice.

I wasn’t able to reply. It didn’t help that I could feel the tip of that monster dildo in my throat.

I closed my eyes and wished the nightmare would end quickly. Why was this happening? Why was she home so early? Or was she home early? What time was it even? How long had I been in her bedroom, trying on her clothes?

“I’m so sorry,” I said. My voice was hardly a whimper. I couldn’t believe my heart was still beating. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t dropped dead from humiliation. Surely a person can only handle so much embarrassment. I closed my eyes again, hoping to open them and be staring at the ceiling of my own bedroom. But when I opened them, Kylen was still standing there.

At least it could have been worse. It could have been Nancy—or even Kylen in boy clothes. Or was this as bad as it could be?

“Farrell?” she said.

I bit down on my tongue, wanting to say ‘no’, but I knew she wouldn’t buy it.

“What are you doing in my room? Why are you in my clothes?”

“I said I’m sorry,” I said.

“I didn’t ask if you were sorry.”

I pulled the dildo out from my bum and I placed it down on her bed. I flipped over with two hands between my legs, hiding my erect bulge. I stared into her eyes, this time without the mirror between us. The shock on her face was obvious.

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I don’t know what’s happening to me—okay? I just… I couldn’t help myself. I knew you had these outfits and I wanted to try them on. Then I found the toys. I know it’s creepy and weird, but I just couldn’t help myself. Something is wrong with me and I don’t know what.”

She nodded her head slowly, still with those wide eyes.

“Well, at least you look good,” she said.

The comment took me off guard. It buzzed through my veins and then wobbled in my head. “You look good too,” I said.

She smiled. “Have you done this before?” she asked.

I nodded my head with shame.

“Please tell me you cleaned my toys when you were done,” she said.

I laughed, feeling a slight tinge of relief. “I just found them now,” I said. “I was going to clean them.”

“I love your eyeliner. Is that my eyeliner?”

“No—I have my own. It’s a liquid eyeliner pen from Mac.”

“It looks so smooth. You’ll have to show it to me.”

My heart stammered. “Okay,” I said.

“Flip back over,” she said.

“What?”

“Flip over, onto your stomach.”

I was slow to follow the command, too embarrassed not to. I wasn’t so fond of showing her my bum, which was only covered slightly by that thin strip of lacy lingerie. She climbed up onto the bed, sitting her warm body down next to me. I was suddenly overwhelmed by her amazing perfume. “What is that?” I asked. “That smell—what perfume are you wearing?”

“I can’t remember the name. I bought it yesterday. Do you like it?”

“It’s amazing,” I said.

I could feel her smiling. “Thanks.” She reached next to me and picked up the big black dildo. She slid it playfully down my back and between my butt cheeks. She let a little giggle slip, and then I let a little nervous laugh slip.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“What do you think I’m doing?” she asked. She grabbed my lingerie and exposed my asshole, which was probably still agape from my solo playtime. I felt another wave of embarrassment as my roommate stared into my open asshole. But the excitement was growing and overwhelming my negative feelings.

She nestled that tip against my hole. I closed my eyes. “Wait,” I said.

“Why?”

I paused for a moment. “I have to tell you something.”

“What?”

“In October, when we started this contest—the Bulk Up Challenge—I did something bad. You’re going to hate me.”

“What did you do?” she asked softly, suddenly frozen.

“I got some pills from my mom,” I said. Then I paused, realizing I was about to admit to committing what was likely a felony. “I put the pills in your protein: hormone pills that I thought would stop you from putting on muscle.”

She was silent as my admission sunk in. I was suddenly sick. I thought I was going to throw up on her bed, making my position even more humiliating. Then, she took me completely by surprise by saying, “I did the same thing.”

“What?” I said.

“When we started the contest, I thought it would be funny to slip you hormone pills. I got them online.”

“Wait. What?” My heart stammered. “No—it’s impossible. I switched protein powders twice. And I’ve been keeping my newest bin in my room, because I was worried someone was tainting it.”

She giggled. “I was putting them in your coffee.”

I stared at her through the mirror, still with that big tip pressed against my butthole. My mouth fell open but no words came out. She shrugged her shoulders and giggled again, and then she pushed the dildo down, penetrating me, making me gasp.

“I guess I have you to thank, then,” she said.

“Likewise,” I said.

She pushed the dildo deeper, making me squirm. Then she pushed it even deeper and I groaned. I could feel it inside of my whole body, filling me up completely. I took a deep breath in as euphoria tingled through my nervous system. Then I looked at her through the mirror and saw that she was beautiful in every way possible. Why had I been so embarrassed about following her in her footsteps? How could I not want to be just like her? How could there be any shame in wanting to be beautiful and confident and happy?

She started to pump the dildo in and out. My body sunk down, relaxing as if I was lying in the sun on some tropical island. A long groan slipped out from my lips. I turned my head to the side, looking away from the mirror for a moment. And that’s when I saw a face looking through the curtain crack: the face of Quincy. He ducked down quickly, the same way I did when I watched sexual acts through that same window.

My heart stammered. I was in too much pleasure to do or even say anything about the peeping tom. If he wanted to watch, I suppose I had no problem with that. It’s not like he was watching because he thought I was an entertaining embarrassment. I knew that he was attracted to me, and probably to Kylen too. He probably had his cock out and he was jerking off to the sight of us, because we were hot and convincing.

After five minutes, Kylen pulled the dildo out from me, leaving me with a strange empty feeling inside of my body. It only lasted a short moment: the time it took for Kylen to pull out her erect cock and mount me, sticking her long shaft into that gaping hole. Her cock obviously wasn’t as large as the dildo, but it still felt amazing—maybe even more amazing as it throbbed warmly inside of my body: veins pulsing in all the right spots. She knew how to hit my sweet spot. I didn’t have to move or squirm for her to make my body pulse with intense ecstasy. She only pumped me for a minute before my cock was soaking her bed sheets with warm cum.

“Come on my face,” I said after I finished unloading on her bed.

“One minute,” she said between deep breaths. It wasn’t even a full minute before she pulled out and told me to roll over. She quickly moved over my body, planting her knees next to my chest while aiming her cock down towards my face. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, and then I felt and tasted her warm cum. She sprayed my whole face with the biggest cumshot imaginable—certainly more than I’d ever seen in a pornography, and more than I’d ever produced myself in a single session.

I had to wipe my face before I was able to open my eyes. I saw her looking down at me with a big smile. I returned the smile, feeling a warm buzzing deep in my body. “That was fun,” I said, gently biting the corner of my bottom lip.

She nodded her head. “You don’t look very big,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She looked down at my body. “If I had to guess, you’ve probably lost more weight than you’ve put on in the past eight months.”

I looked down at her body. “And you haven’t?”

“I think we need to change the rules of the game,” she said.

“To what?”

She smiled and then I caught myself smiling too, as if I could read her mind. “How’s about, whoever can be more convincing by the end of the contest? That’s four months.”

I nodded my head. “How will we judge that?”

“Quincy can be the judge.”

I smirked, already knowing that I already had Quincy’s interest piqued. “Deal,” I said. “Then I guess there’s no way I’m showing you my eyeliner.” I giggled.

“Fine. Then there’s no way I’m letting you have access to my closet.”

I gasped. “You wouldn’t!”

She jumped up to her feet with a big smile on her face. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I bought a few pairs of heels I want to try on.”

I had to bite down on my tongue to contain my excitement. I had no idea where that excitement came from: the drugs I’d been unknowingly taking, or maybe the excitement was just natural. Maybe the drugs were only having physical effects and the sudden feminine excitement was just a coincidence. Regardless, I knew I had to keep taking the pills to make sure nothing changed. I couldn’t wait to see how much further my body would go in another four months, and then how far it would go in a year.

“Let the new game begin,” I said with a little wink.

THE END
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