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GANGED & BANGED



I spent my whole life dreaming of being an athlete. I’d always been good at sports, but there was one problem: that growth spurt I was waiting for never came. I was short, the same height I was when I was twelve years old. I thought that I was just going to be a late-bloomer, but my doctor told me one day, “You aren’t a late-bloomer, Kory. You were an early-bloomer. You just didn’t bloom to be so big.”

It seems like my dreams of being a Wildcat will never come true. I’ll never get to lead a team to victory. But Eva, the cheerleading captain, has a proposal for me. She insists that there is a way that I can still help the team, by motivating the players and building up their confidence. I thought that I was willing to do anything, but am I willing to put on a wig, some makeup, and a dress—for a dozen men?
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“There are other ways to help the team, son,” said Coach Meyers as he looked down at me, with his whistle dangling around his neck.

I bit down on the edge of my tongue and did my best not to roll my eyes. I’d heard it before—from Coach Willis and from Coach Andrews. They were all too afraid to tell me the truth: ‘You’re just too small to play sports, Kory.’ That’s what they all meant. ‘And there’s nothing you can do but buy the team merchandise and cheer from the stands.’

I didn’t make the volleyball team. I didn’t make the hockey team. Now, I wasn’t making the basketball team. It didn’t matter that I was one of the best in all the aforementioned tryouts. I’d always been a sports star, since I was just five. My bedroom at my parents’ house was basically just a shrine of all my achievements: medals, trophies, ribbons. I dominated every sport I ever played… until fairly recently. When I was thirteen, my hockey coach even pulled my parents aside and talked to them about the ‘very real possibility of Kory making it to the NHL one day.’

But that didn’t happen because that growth spurt never came. All of my coaches always assumed it was just around the corner. When it hadn’t hit by sixteen, I could tell that some of the coaches were getting worried. My parents started worrying around seventeen. At eighteen, I was in a full-blown panic. My NHL dreams were already gone; many of my teammates had already been drafted into the AHL, but the scouts all passed on me because of my size.

I was sure that I was just a late-bloomer. It was going to happen for me one day…

Then my nineteenth birthday came and I decided to see a doctor, to see if there was some issue with my development. I was two inches taller than five feet and seven inches shorter than the average man. “You’re just short, Kory,” my doctor said. “Some men are short. It’s not a medical issue. It’s just… your height.”

“But I’ve been five-two since I was eleven,” I said. When I was eleven, I was one of the taller kids in school.

“You aren’t a late-bloomer,” he said. “You were an early bloomer. You just didn’t bloom to be so big.” And he said it with a smile on his face, as if it was a little bit funny—as if I was going to get a kick out of his little joke. But it wasn’t funny. My dreams were ruined. I was supposed to be an athlete. I was supposed to take a team to the playoffs… maybe hockey, maybe volleyball, maybe basketball. I was one of those kids who could do it all. “What about ping pong?” my doctor asked. “You don’t have to be tall for that, do you? I love ping pong. I have a table in my living room.”

After a few weeks of misery, I altered my dreams slightly. Instead of eyeing the Olympics or the NHL, I decided to set my targets on the Wildcats, my university’s sports franchise. They had a volleyball team, a hockey team, a basketball team, a football team, a running team—I figured I could make just one of those teams. I figured I would slip into one roster and get to wear the Wildcats uniform. Maybe my picture would forever be framed in the university hallway. Future students would look at my face and all of my trophies in awe, and maybe they would aspire to be like me one day…

But the teams were passing on me. The coaches would snicker behind my back as I ran the drills and fought through all their little challenges. It really didn’t matter that I was consistently one of the best players on the field. I could tell that the coaches all thought my tryout successes were just flukes, and that I was too short to actually be good in competitions.

I was starting to think that they were right. Maybe it wasn’t some coincidence that each and every team was passing on me. Maybe being short was just no good for athletics.

On the basketball court sidelines, as Coach Meyers told me the bad news, the cheerleaders all giggled, looking away from me as I turned to look at them. Were they laughing at me? Probably. They’d been there when I was told I wasn’t cut out for the volleyball team too. They laughed then too.

And they had no idea how lucky they were. It didn’t matter how tall they were. There were no height requirements to make the cheerleading squad. They just had to be fit and hot—and, of course, female.

I glared at them with annoyance. I could have probably been a better cheerleader than them if I had a month to practice—not that I was interested in cheerleading. I’d always hated dancing. But I could do anything remotely athletic. I was gifted, but that gift was pointless because of my height.

My friends called me Rudy, but at least Rudy made the team in that movie…

“Don’t let those girls get to you, son,” said Coach Meyers as I turned to leave the gym, where I’d spent the last week trying to make the team. I wished he would have just told me when I stepped into the tryouts: ‘You’re too short, so don’t bother.’ Instead, he wasted my week. I pushed myself so hard. I was thirty minutes early every day and I stayed for an hour after practice, getting more shots in: an attempt to prove that I could be part of the team. But it just didn’t matter. I could have played like Michael Jordan, but my short stature just sealed my fate.

“I don’t care about them,” I said.

I was walking out of the gym when a blonde ran up to me in her green-and-white cheerleading costume. She had tall white stockings on, and her green-and-white pom-poms were still attached to her wrists. “The girls weren’t laughing at you,” she said to me. I didn’t want to look into her eyes. Those girls were at all the tryouts. They were the cheer squad for all the teams, and apparently for all the tryouts too.

“I’m sure that’s true,” I said with a grumpy smile.

“Okay, well a few of them were laughing. It’s just—you’re trying out for every team. Usually guys only try out for one team. Maybe next year, if you focus on one sport, you can make the team. That’s what I did.” She made a big, innocent smile. “It was between dance and this, and I chose this.”

“I’ll take that into consideration,” I said, trying to brush by her. Even she was six inches taller than me.

“Oh, don’t be so sour,” she said.

And then I bit down on my tongue. I took a deep breath into my lungs and I turned to her to unleash a bit of pent-up aggression. “You don’t know what it’s like,” I snapped. I was already embarrassed about my outburst, but I just couldn’t stop myself. “You don’t know what it’s like to be sidelined because of the way you were born. You were here every day for the tryouts. You saw me out there. I was better than the other guys. I mean—maybe not better than each and every one of them—but I was better than a lot of the guys who made the team. But I’m short, so apparently that means I’m not cut out. And next year I’ll be short too.”

She just stared at me with those blank, innocent eyes. The big green bow tying up her ponytail made her look even more innocent. “Do you even like basketball?” she asked casually.

“I like all sports,” I said with a strangely defiant tone.

“Which one is your favorite?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t have a favorite.”

“If I put a gun to your head and told you to pick a favorite or I would blow your brains out, which sport would you pick?”

I paused for a moment. I hated the question. I hated the silly hypothetical that would never exist in reality. “I don’t know,” I said, refusing to answer the question. “I just want to be on a team. I want to see a team win—because of me.”

“Well there are other ways to support your team,” she said with a smile. Then she motioned down at her own body. “That’s what I’m doing!” She was so bubbly and naïve. And she was spurting the same bullshit that the coaches spurted when I tried to argue with them.

“Alright,” I smiled. “I’ll make a sign and cheer at all the games. Hopefully the players are able to see me. Hopefully I don’t get a seat behind a tall guy who blocks me out.” I moved by her and walked down the hallway, towards the bus station so I could get home.

“Wow, you’re a real downer,” she said, catching up with me.

“I guess so,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“Is that a serious question?”

“Sure,” she smiled, skipping next to me now. I was trying to move quickly, but she had no issues keeping up with me. Her legs were much longer, after all.

“I’ve been turned away by three coaches,” I said. “I have a feeling the football team is going to turn me away next week, and then the track team will definitely pass on me.”

“What about chess? Are you good at chess?”

“I’ve never played, but I’m sure I would be good,” I said.

“Then try out for the chess team,” she said with a warm smile, still skipping next to me.

“It’s not a sport,” I said. “And it’s not a team. You don’t play chess on a team. I mean—maybe they give out prizes to ‘teams’, but it’s an individual game.”

“Oh, I see,” she said. “You want to be the hero. You want the glory of leading a team to victory.”

“Does that make me a villain?” I asked, stopping and looking at her. “I think it’s only natural for a man to want to be part of a winning team. Would it be cool to be the hero? Sure. But really, I just want to contribute to a victory. I want to think that I helped out in some way—more substantial than just waving a sign.”

I started walking again, and she kept skipping along next to me. I didn’t mind being seen with a cute blonde cheerleader, but I had no idea why she was following me. Now, she wasn’t even chatting. She didn’t even look like she had anything else to say… but she was still following me. At first, I assumed she was just heading to the same bus station. Then, I started to think that she was just trying to tease me. “Is there a reason you’re following me?” I asked.

“I know a way you can help,” she said.

“Let me guess… water boy?” I said.

She giggled. “No. It’s not like that. It’s kind of weird. But if you actually care about helping, and not just being the hero, then maybe you might be interested. Though you seem to have a bit of an ego. I’m not sure your ego could handle it.” She giggled again, and now I knew she was just teasing me.

“Spit it out already!” I said.

“I won’t say who—that’s a secret—but one of the guys on the wrestling team likes girly boys.”

I stopped and felt the color rushing from my face. Was she calling me a girly boy? “Excuse me?” I said. I think I would have slapped her had she been a man.

“It’s kind of a secret, so don’t go telling anyone. Before each match last year, we would get a different boy to dress up and flirt with him—get him all excited and energized. It sounds silly, but he won a lot of matches last year.”

“You’re nuts,” I said. “And I know what you’re trying to do. You’re trying to prank me. You’re trying to humiliate me—because I’m an easy target. Believe me: I’m used to it. I know when someone is trying to fuck with me, because people have been fucking with me for the last five years because I’m small. I get it: I’m small. Laugh it up. But I’m not going to fall for you little prank.”

“You said you wanted to help, I told you how you can help. Don’t get all bent up.” She rolled her eyes and shook her head. And now I was confused. Was she being serious? Was there really some guy who needed some weird trap to flirt with him, just so he could perform in competition?

“Prove it,” I said.

“Prove what? That I’m trying to help you?”

“No, prove that you’re not lying about this guy. Who is he?”

“I can’t tell you that. He’s a good friend of mine, and he’s always been super nice to the other girls. I’m not going to rat him out, and I won’t rat you out if you were to help out. But I know you’re not going to do it, so let’s just drop it.”

“Who is he?” I asked again, now getting even more curious. I knew all the wrestlers—not personally, but I was familiar with the roster. I knew all of the guys on all of the teams. I’d met many of them at tryout parties. Some were even guys I went to high school with, not too far from that university.

“I’m not telling you!” she said.

“So it is a prank then,” I said, brushing her off.

“It’s not. Just forget about it. I made the mistake of believing you for just a split second, about wanting to help out the Wildcats. But you just want to be the star. That’s fine. There’s nothing wrong with wanting glory. Just don’t pretend to be some altruist who just wants to help, no matter what.”

I don’t know why, but I was starting to believe her. And I was starting to feel the need to prove to her that I wasn’t lying, and that I wasn’t afraid of her silly little suggestion. I’d always told myself that I could do anything, and I was sure of it. “How can I be sure that you won’t—I don’t know—take pictures of me and send them to the whole school?”

She giggled. “If I did that, a few people might laugh at you. But more likely, they would come after me. I would get kicked off the cheer squad for being transphobic. This isn’t the 80s.”

I paused for a moment. I had no idea why I was considering this nonsense scheme. Maybe it was because I hadn’t done anything in so long. I couldn’t remember the last time I was on a team. I’d quit all of the sports I was enrolled in, one by one, as they started demoting me for seemingly no reason. I would score all of the goals and then the season would end and the coach would come up to me and say, “Next year, we’re putting you in the lower group. Try not to take it personally.” None of them would say why, but I knew it was because of my height.

Now—assuming she was telling me the truth—I had the opportunity to help someone out. Maybe it was a bit unorthodox, but it was a chance nonetheless. “If this is a prank, I’ll put all of my time and energy into ruining you,” I said quietly.

“You’re an angry little guy, aren’t you?” she said. And then I thought about storming away from her. I hated being called ‘little’, especially after being cut from a team because I was small. But that anger brewing inside of me only made me feel more determined to prove to her that I meant what I said: I only cared about winning and not about being the hero. I wanted the Wildcats to be the best athletics program in the province—maybe even the best athletics program in the country. And if this would help slightly…

“Just stop with all the giggling. When are we going to do this?”

“Don’t you want to know my name first?” she asked.

“Whatever,” I said.

“I’m Eva,” she said. “What’s your name?”

“Kory.”

She smiled. “Ready to put your money where your mouth is, Kory?”
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Iobviously flip-flopped. Every now and then, I would get a moment of clarity and realize the whole thing was insane. Then, I would remember that look on her face: that judging look, as if she thought I was totally hopeless and nothing but talk. I just had to prove her wrong, even if it was a completely nonsense thing to do.

It was the night before the year’s first wrestling competition. Eva messaged me. “Hey Kory. Hope you didn’t me a fake number. You free tonight? The big match is tomorrow morning.”

I hesitated before replying. “You’re not going to make me do anything weird, right? And none of this is going to be recorded or anything—is it?”

“Just come down to the gym. I’ll meet you outside.”

It was dark out—nearly 11:00 PM. I was tired from a long day of class—and tired from a long day of stressing out over this little scheme. I still had no idea what I’d signed myself up for. From what I could understand, they were going to put some mascara on me and make me flirt with some guy… that was it. I really didn’t get it, but I wasn’t there to understand their motives. I was just there to prove Eva wrong.

I was going to prove her wrong.

I stood at the gym doors for a long ten minutes. The air was cool and the moon was bright. I paced back and forth, constantly waiting for a team of jocks to jump out and point at me, laughing. “You were really going to do it!” I could imagine them all yelling. “You were going to pretend to be gay just to make a point!” And was I just there to make a point? Or did I really want to help the team?

I rolled my eyes. Sure, I was small, but I probably could have won that wrestling tournament. I was the best wrestler in my junior high school… In high school, the gym teacher wouldn’t let me wrestle because he was worried that I would get hurt. But before high school, I was the best. I knew a few great moves that always took my opponents by surprise. They never saw it coming—and maybe it was because I was small. I was small, but I wasn’t weak. I had a strong grip, and—

“Kory!” hushed a voice from a faraway doorway. It was Eva. She was standing with a smile on her face. “Come over here. We need to get you ready.”

I walked over with my hands in my pockets. She pulled a key out from her pocket. Now, she wasn’t dolled up like a cheerleader. Now, she was wearing a grey Wildcats hoodie and a pair of black leggings. She let me into that side door before slipping in behind me and locking the door with that key. “They gave you a key?” I asked.

“All team captains have a key,” she said.

“You’re the cheerleading captain?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Why does that surprise you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I was admittedly a bit jealous, even though I had no interest in cheerleading. I wanted to be a captain one day. I was good enough to be one. Someone just had to give me a chance first…

“Okay,” she said. “We’re meeting him in one hour, so we have to get you ready. I’m going to do your makeup and hair. You have to practice your voice. We’ll go over a few little lines that he likes. He really likes it when girls compliment his arms.”

“Girls?” I said. “I thought you were just going to make me look like a gay.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I told you that he likes girly boys. Hmm… maybe ‘girly boys’ wasn’t the best term. He likes guys dressed up like girls—and he likes them to be convincing.”

“This has to be a joke,” I said, feeling my skin turning cold.

“A joke?” she said. “No! Don’t judge the guy for what he likes. All you have to do is get him excited. You don’t have to kiss him or sleep with him or suck his dick or anything. He just likes flirting. Tell him you’re going to be at his match tomorrow. Believe me—this is how we got him out of his slump last year. He likes what he likes. I’m sure you like weird stuff too—I’m not going to judge you.”

“This is just crazy,” I said.

“Are you going to do it or not?”

I paused for a moment, considering my options. My heart fluttered and my stomach turned. My skin was tingling all over. Why was I even considering this? “You promise this isn’t some sort of setup?”

She smiled. “You’re really surprising me, Kory,” she said. “I had you wrong from the start.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I asked.

“C’mon, this way. We don’t have a ton of time.” She led me down the hallway towards the dressing rooms. That whole basement area was so desolate and strange. I’d never seen it so empty before. “Is it just us here?” I asked.

“A few of the other girls are here somewhere,” she said. “But don’t worry about them. They’re just working on their outfits for tomorrow’s matches.” We went into one of the changing rooms. There was a small table set up, covered in makeup. On another table was a selection of wigs, and then there was a rack of clothes. “We’ll get you pretty and then we’ll go meet up with our wrestler friend,” she said.

I took a seat in the chair that I assumed was for me. “I’m only doing this for the Wildcats,” I said. Though maybe I was doing it to prove a point—and now, that point escaped me. The anxiety was looming heavily over my head, making me forget what I’d even signed myself up for.

She got right to work, starting with makeup. She gently wiped my face with wipes before applying some sort of soft cream. She rubbed my cheeks and my forehead and my nose and then she wiped some down my neck. “You have very supple skin,” she said.

“Is that a good thing?”

“It is for this,” she said. So I assumed she meant, ‘No, it’s a bad thing for a man, just like your height.’

“You honestly think that I can look like a woman?” I asked.

“Oh yeah. We made lots of guys look like girls last year. And they weren’t nearly as…” She paused for a moment.

“Short. Just say it. They weren’t as small as me.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “You’re obsessed with your height. Do you honestly think that it’s all anyone thinks about?”

“Just admit that you were going to say height,” I said as she began to smear lines of a dark cream across my cheekbones.

“I wasn’t,” she said. “I was going to say that you had feminine features, like high cheekbones and a smooth jawline—but I was worried I was going to offend you. I’m an inch taller than the average man. Does that mean that I look masculine?”

“Whatever,” I said.

“You may be the most stubborn man I’ve ever met,” said Eva. And then she began to blend the creams on my face before reaching for a little brush and a colorful pallet.

“So wait,” I said. “Do you honestly think my size had nothing to do with me not making those teams?”

“I’m not a coach, so I can’t say anything with certainty.”

“But that’s what you think,” I said.

“It’s not. I think you didn’t make the teams because you weren’t a team player.”

“Bullshit,” I said. “I scored more goals than anyone at the hockey tryouts. I was third with assists. Nobody else put up those numbers.”

“Exactly,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I groaned. She just didn’t get it. “Just tell me what you want me to say to this guy,” I said.

“Okay,” she smiled. “Let’s practice while I do your eyes. He’s going to want to hear that you like his body—his arms in particular. Maybe feel them with your hands if you’re comfortable with that. Tell him that he’s handsome. Ask him what he’s doing next week. Try it on me. Make your voice as convincing as possible.”

I shook my head before clearing my throat. “Hey there,” I said softly, with a high-pitched voice. “You’re, like, super handsome. Do you work out?”

She giggled. “That was pretty good! The voice comes natural to you, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t push it,” I groaned.

“Quit taking offense to everything. It’s borderline unbearable.”

“You’re calling me unbearable?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Well… Borderline unbearable. I can handle you in small doses. You just need to be more positive. Quit taking everything so personally—and so seriously. Just be happy that you’re helping a guy out. Don’t you believe in karma, Kory?”

“No,” I said.

“Well you should start believing in it, because it’s real. I’ve experienced it firsthand. If you put positivity into the universe, the universe will reward you.”

“Now you’re getting preachy,” I said as she began to paint thin black lines on my eyelids. I groaned again, hating the fact that I was being ‘dolled up’ for some silly pseudo-date with a closeted-homosexual… at least that’s what it sounded like he was. I had no idea what he was or what his deal was—or who he was. It didn’t really matter. I just had to prove my point for the sake of my own ego.

“You’re starting to look pretty,” she said. And I nearly lashed out at her again, but then I bit my tongue. Now, I wanted to prove another point. I wanted to prove that I wasn’t easily offended. I wanted to prove that I could take matters more casually. So I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders.

“I’m the best at everything,” I said. “And apparently that includes looking like a girl.”

She giggled. “That’s better, Kory,” she said. “But keep working on the voice. We don’t want Bruce to get uncomfortable.

“Bruce?” I said. “Bruce Senotov?”

She paused and her cheeks turned red. “Oops,” she said. “I didn’t mean to let that one slip.”

Bruce Senotov wasn’t just some random guy on the Wildcats wrestling team. Bruce was the star of the show. He was the three-time provincial champion, and the two-time national champion. He was trying for a spot on the Olympics. There were half a dozen pictures of him down the school’s hallway of champions… And he was a beast. He weighed nearly three-hundred pounds, and that was mostly muscle. “You’re fucking with me, right?” I said.

“Bruce likes what he likes, Kory,” she said, now whispering as if she was worried someone would hear us. “It’s our job to make sure he performs at his best. So don’t screw this up. He needs the points from this weekend to secure his spot at the Olympic qualifiers in a month.”

“No pressure or anything…” I said.

“Try saying that in your girl voice.”

I bit my tongue. Now I was really regretting this. I didn’t want Bruce Senotov to see me dolled up like a girl. I didn’t want him getting angry with me and crushing me underneath his size-22 foot. “I—I don’t think I can do this,” I said, trying to sit up. She put her hand on my chest and pushed me back down.

“You just have to flirt with him,” she said, suddenly with wide eyes. “It’s important. We have to get him amped up for his match tomorrow. C’mon, Kory. It’s just some harmless flirting.”

“No. No way. Find someone else. I don’t know what I was thinking.” I pushed my way out of that chair and went straight towards the door. “Where’s the bathroom so I can clean my face up?”

“Kory!” she said, chasing after me. “Please, Kory? I already sent him a text after you showed up here. He’s expecting to see you. C’mon, Kory, I’ll make it worth your while! Me and the girls will make it worth your while.”

Then I paused. I turned to look at her. She had a slight grin on her face. She bit her bottom lip and shrugged her shoulders. “What are you saying?” I asked.

“We’ll make it worth it,” she said, blushing. “Just trust me. But you have to do this for us. You have to do it for the Wildcats.”

I bit hard on my tongue and squirmed as I stood there. I turned to see a mirror, and I saw what she’d done so far. I actually looked strangely feminine, with my face covered in girly makeup. My eyes looked big, surrounded by a soft green hue and dark eyeliner.

And I was pretty sure that she was bargaining with sex. Was she going to put out if I did this for her? And did she really just want me to flirt with the guy? That was easy enough. I knew what guys wanted to hear, because I knew what I wanted to hear. I could smile and giggle and tell a guy that he had big arms.

I sat back down in that chair. Eva smiled and approached me with her makeup brush in hand. “You’re a real team player,” she said.

I tried not to groan. I was committed to proving to her that I could behave myself, and that I could play along without taking a hit to my ego.
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Ifelt like an absolute nutjob as I stood outside of that dorm building. It was a Friday night and the campus was buzzing as students went from their dorms to the nearby house parties. Some students were camped out on the grass, watching the stars together on their little dates. Some students were working on homework out in the fresh air, surrounded by the old sandstone buildings.

And there was me: standing in a short skirt, padded bralette, tight tank top, and long blonde wig. Eva was next to me. I tried not to look at all of the people passing by. I felt the occasional gaze turn my way. I swear I could even hear the occasional snicker. I must have looked ridiculous, but at least I wasn’t recognizable. At least I didn’t think I was.

Before we left that gym changing room, I stared at myself in the mirror. Eva did a smashing job, using contouring to change the shape of my face, and to make my eyes look bigger and brighter. The fake eyelashes made a huge difference as well, but not as much as the straight blonde bangs that were now covering my forehead. I actually thought I looked a bit like a girl. Eva seemed to think that I was one of the most convincing girly boys she’d ever seen. “I wouldn’t know,” she said, but I knew she was just trying to build up my confidence before the big event.

Now, I was trying to control my breathing. “Bruce is on his way down,” Eva whispered. “I’ll introduce you, and then you will go for a walk with him. Chat with him for a while and build up his confidence.”

“Easy,” I said with a grin. I hated what I was doing, but I liked the idea of having a goal that I could crush. It almost felt like I was being put out on the ice, and the coach was asking me to score the big game winning goal in overtime. It was starting to seem like I was never going to get that chance in a real sport, but maybe this wasn’t too far off. Maybe Eva was right: if I pulled this off, it meant Bruce winning his match. If I failed, he would go into his fight feeling lousy and uncertain.

The door opened and he stepped out, looking taller and thicker than ever, like a giant stomping his heavy feet on the ground. My heart trembled and I felt the color rushing from my face. “Hey, Bruce!” said Eva, skipping towards him. I think I was supposed to follow, but I was rendered frozen with fear. I just stared up at him and shook all over, terrified he was going to crush me in his giant fist.

He eyed me before looking at Eva with a warm smile. They hugged and then they chatted, but I was too far away to hear them. Was I supposed to go up, or was I okay keeping my distance?

I took another deep breath. I looked down at my bare legs, which were awkwardly shaved. Well, they weren’t completely shaved. Eva made me shave my thighs, but she let me leave the rest, since I was wearing tall stockings. Eva also insisted that I shave around my crotch. “Just in case,” she told me.

“Just in case what?” I asked.

“In case the wind blows your skirt up or something. I’m not telling you to completely wax your balls, Kory. Just clean it up down there.” So I did, but I didn’t like doing it.

Still, I felt the need now to hold my skirt down with both of my hands, worried it would blow up and he would see a few hairs that I missed. I wanted him to think that I was a girly boy. I wanted him to win his match. Though I still couldn’t quite wrap my head around how this was going to help him.

Bruce stepped away from Eva. He came up to me with a blushing smile. “Hi there,” he said with his deep voice. “I’m Bruce. Eva told me that you wanted to meet me.”

I stared into his eyes, still not convinced he wasn’t about to crush me to death. Then I managed to nod my head slowly, forcing a smile. My glossy lips pressed together, and it was a weird feeling. I was constantly tempted to lick my lips, but I had to keep reminding myself that I didn’t want to ruin my makeup.

“Would you like to go for a walk with me?” he asked.

I kept staring into his eyes. I didn’t know what to do or say. His words were processing slowly in my brain. “O—Okay,” I finally managed to whisper. Then we started walking. Eva didn’t come along. She stayed back. I looked at her, hoping she would find some way to rescue me, but she just watched me leave with a smile on her innocent face.

And once again, I found myself trying to figure out how I ended up in that position. What did I do to deserve this? Why did I agree to this insane plan? What even was the plan?

“So you’re shy, huh?” he asked, putting his hands into his pockets. Now, we were wandering away from the dorm building, down a darker path through the campus. We were close to where my English classes were, but there were no classes in session now—just a few lit windows where students were studying. “That’s okay. I’m actually pretty shy too,” he continued. “Eva didn’t tell me your name.”

“It’s Kari,” I said softly.

He smiled and nodded. “I like that name,” he said. He was much more soft-spoken than I expected. I’d seen him wrestling men to the ground with ease before. I’d seen his face turning dark red as he pinned a three-hundred-pound hunk to the floor and held them there.

And now I was staring to worry that he was going to recognize me—not in that moment, but later, once I finally made it onto a Wildcats team. I knew that the Wildcats teams all got together and partied from time to time. If I ended up on the baseball team or the lacrosse team or something, then we were bound to meet again. If he saw me while I was in boy form, what would he think?

“You’re very pretty, Kari,” he said.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“I mean it. I’m not just saying that.”

Then we walked in silence for a while. I knew he didn’t really mean it. He was just trying to be nice to get me out of my shell. But I was too afraid to come out from my shell. Now, I just wanted this ‘date’ to be over. I shouldn’t have agreed to it in the first place…

But I hadn’t forgotten Eva’s offer. She was going to reward me if I could come through for her. She offered sex—at least that’s what it seemed like, and I really wanted to fuck the cheer captain’s brains out.

So I bit down on my tongue, forced a smile, and said, “You’re very handsome, Bruce.”

I watched as his face turned dark red. He laughed and then he looked at me, and I looked away suddenly, terrified he would get too good of a look at my face. “Oh, don’t lie to me,” he laughed.

“I’m not lying,” I said. “And you’re… like… really strong.” I bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. It took a lot of willpower to force myself to reach out and touch his bicep, which was frighteningly big and hard. “You—You don’t mind if I feel it, do you?”

“Go for it,” he grinned. Then he cleared his throat. “So Eva said you’re freshly out of a relationship. That true?”

I fought myself to nod my head with a smile on my face.

“Did it end badly?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Well, the guy must be a dumbass, because he let you go.”

And now I wasn’t sure what to say. I felt like I’d already used up all of my ammunition. I told him he was handsome; I complimented his muscles… what else could I say? My brain was running on empty. I just walked next to him for a long few minutes as the moon lit our path.

“I need to be up early for a competition,” he said.

“Are you going to win it?” I asked.

“I’m going to try. But I—I don’t know. I’ve been off of my game lately. I don’t know if this is going to be my year,” he said, looking down at his feet. And I knew that this was my opportunity.

“Maybe I’ll come and watch. I want to see you win,” I said in that girly voice that I spent an hour practicing with Eva.

His face lit up. “Really?” he said. “I mean—I hope I don’t lose in front of you.” He looked back down and let out a nervous laugh.

“You won’t,” I said. Eva was right; he really did have confidence issues. And how was it possible? He was the champion. He was one of the best college wrestlers in the world.

“What makes you think that?” he asked, looking into my eyes.

Then I engaged my brain in a battle. I fought, squirming and trying not to groan aloud. I knew what I had to do. I knew what Bruce wanted. I knew what he needed for motivation. I reached out and took his hand. My heart skipped a beat. I had to do this for the team. I had to do this for the Wildcats—and so I could get some action from Eva, and maybe from her cheerleader friends too.

I took his hand and pulled it under my skirt. I brought his hand to my cock and made him feel it, tucked into my tight panties. God, it felt so wrong, having another man feel my cock. I felt so dirty. I felt so ashamed in such a strange way. “Do it for me,” I whispered.

His face turned dark red—almost purple. He nodded his head slowly, now looking like a hungry dog. I let go of his hand, forced a small giggle, and I kept skipping down that path, doing my best to stay in character. He remained paused for a moment before springing back to life.

“O—Okay,” he said. “I’ll win. I’ll win it for you, Kari. And then we’ll go out on a proper date. I’ll get to know you better. I feel like I don’t know you at all. But it’s weird. I feel like I know you better than any girl I’ve ever met before.”

So it was true: Bruce Senotov really liked girly boys. He was beaming now, and bouncing around confidently, happy that he touched my dick.

And that was apparently all he needed. We walked back to his dorm. He blushed and looked into my eyes “Are you really going to watch my match tomorrow?” he asked.

I nodded my head, even though I had no intention of showing up to that event dressed like a girl. The humiliation would kill me. But I knew it was going to be a packed house. I could show up as myself, as a man, see his performance, and then I could send him a few flirty text messages before ghosting him later on. The cheerleaders would find him another girly boy to keep his spirits up before the next contest.

He gave me a hug, squeezing the life out of me for a moment before blushing again and turning to go up to his bed. Eva called out to me a minute later.

“Over here!” she said. I rushed over to her. I couldn’t wait to get out of that skirt and that bralette—and especially those panties. I felt so out of my element. I felt like everyone was staring at me, even though I never actually caught a single person looking at me, unless Bruce counted. “How did it go?”

“I did what you told me to do. He’s going to win his game tomorrow,” I said.

“That’s the Wildcats spirit!” she said, bouncing up and down as if I just gave her a front row ticket to the next Justin Bieber concert.
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Iwas tingling all over as she led me back to the gymnasium building. We went in through that same side door, using the key that was only given to team captains. We snuck down the hallway. She was holding my hand and gently pulling me. I kept my eyes on her tush as her skirt bounced up and down.

This was perfect. It was almost too easy. I just had to put on a silly disguise and flirt with a guy for ten minutes, and now I was getting pussy. I was the luckiest man on that campus. And I wasn’t just getting any pussy: I was getting pussy from the cheerleading squad captain, a stunning blond with big breasts and a firm, round ass.

We went into the cheerleaders’ changing room. Three girls behind sewing machines perked up. One of them was wearing an almost-finished green-and-white cheerleading costume. One girl was just wearing her bra and panties. The final girl was in a satin nightdress, with her hair tied up in a green scrunchy. They all paused and stared at me with wide eyes. “Who’s the girl?” the girl in the bra and panties asked.

“Bruce’s date tonight,” said Eva with a big smile.

Then the girls gasped. They all looked at me with big, glowing eyes. Their lips were parted. “You’re a guy?” one of them said.

It was the quickest way to burn down my confidence. I squirmed and shrugged my shoulders. “Eva did a good job,” I said softly. And I wasn’t sure if I could use my man voice again or not. In that costume, it just seemed weird to suddenly speak in my normal, deep voice. Though my normal voice wasn’t really so deep… It wasn’t girly, but it wasn’t exactly manly. I suppose it wasn’t doing me any favors on the manliness front.

“I made a deal with him,” Eva said. “I told him if he helped Bruce, we would mess around with him. And, well, he helped Bruce.”

“Looking like that, I bet Bruce is over the moon right now!” said the girl in the nearly-finished cheerleading costume.

I felt myself blushing. I didn’t like all of the little comments insinuating that I looked like a perfectly convincing girl. I knew it was my height…

“I’m just going to grab a few things. If you girls want to help me reward him—I wouldn’t be mad. And I’m sure he would be thrilled as well.”

Now I could feel myself turning dark red as the girls rose to their feet. They all had smiles on. They came towards me, and I thought they were going to start making out with me, sucking my face and bending over for me to dominate them. But instead, they came over and started examining me, admiring my makeup, feeling my skin, staring into my eyes. One girl went behind me and put her hands on my waist. She gently moved those hands down, feeling my hips. “His curves!” she said.

“I love the way you did your eyeliner,” said the half-naked girl as she stared into my eyes.

“Thanks. But Eva did it,” I said.

One of the girls lifted up my skirt and touched my cock, making me gasp. She gasped as well before giggling. “I just had to make sure,” she said. “He’s really a boy!”

My heart fell deeper into my stomach. They all giggled. I felt like I was right back in front of Coach Meyers, being told I wasn’t making the team. These were the same girls that were there, giggling at me. I wondered now if they recognized me.

Then, one girl put her hands on my shoulders. “Thanks for being a team player,” she said, staring deep into my eyes. “Would you like to kiss me?”

“Okay,” I said softly.

Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. I could tolerate a bit of bullying to get a kiss from a beautiful cheerleader. She leaned forward, sliding her forearms across my shoulders until her wrists were crossed behind my head. She pushed her tongue into my mouth. I could feel the other girls feeling me, all over. They felt my ass and my hips and one of them even took a moment to feel my non-existent breasts.

And it was going great, until the girl leaned back, licked her lips, and said, “She even kisses like a girl.”

“He,” I corrected. “I’m just wearing this for you girls.”

They giggled, and then the kissing resumed. A small, stubborn part of me wanted to pull myself away and tell them to get bent. They were lucky that I was horny. I didn’t love their little remarks and comments.

“Her bum is nicer than mine!” said a girl behind me.

“Her tits feel real,” said another.

“She really does kiss like a girl,” said the girl in front of me.

I had to bite my tongue for a moment. It almost seemed like they were trying to get a reaction out of me. I decided not to give it to them.

Then Eva came back, running into the room giggling. She stopped in the middle of the changing room and got undressed. I watched as she pulled off her top, letting her big boobs fall down and bounce as they settled into place. Then she shimmied down her skirt. My heart started pounding hard.

Yes, this was all worth it.

I decided to pull off the top of the girl in front of me. She let me. She let me unclip her bra. She let me look at her big nipples. She let me squeeze her soft, heavy rack. Then she even let me suck on her nipples. She moaned softly.

Then I felt the fingers between my butt cheeks. I felt them picking out my panties. There was a silence in the room, then I gasped as I felt the warm, wet tongue sliding up my crack. The girls all giggled. The licker giggled too before doing it again, this time pushing deeper. She went deeper and deeper until she had the tip of her tongue in my anus. I clenched hard, feeling awkward and tense. I took a series of deep breaths.

Her tongue pushed into me slightly. She giggled again. It kind of felt nice in a funny way. Her togue was so soft and so warm and so wet. She flicked her tongue gently, massaging my rim. I kept sucking those big, fat nipples.

Then, one of the girls grabbed my cock and began to massage it. I was hard, but she wasn’t stroking me. She was just rubbing me, pushing her palms in small circles, as if she was rubbing a pussy. She even bent my erection down and began to stimulate my tip as if it was a clit. It still felt good, so I didn’t stop her, but it was starting to get a bit… weird.

And then it got weirder. The girl eating me out moved aside. She stood next to me and grabbed one of my hands, pushing it to her breast. Another girl took my other hand and pushed it to her other breast. They both giggled, but I was happy to fondle their tits. But there was more to their giggling… I felt a sudden dull pressure push between my butt cheeks. I felt it forcing itself against my hole. I clenched hard and tried to stand up, but now the girls were holding me down, giggling.

“Hey! What are you doing?” I asked.

I turned my head but could only see Eva with a blushing smile on her face. She was looking down at my butt, and that’s where her hands were as well. She was doing something—trying to push something into my—

“Oh God!” I gasped as it penetrated me. The girls laughed. One even snorted. One of them slapped me on the ass.

“Take it, girly!” she hollered.

I felt it pushing into my body. I felt the hard ribs, sliding deep. It was a strap-on cock! They were fucking me with a strap-on!

And across the room, the fourth girl was getting her own strap-on fastened around her pelvis. It was big ang black: thick and adorned with big fake veins. “Oh God…” I groaned again, feeling it deep inside of my body.

The two girls were still holding my arms, keeping me bent over. At least one had the decency to pull my hand down between her legs, so I could feel her pussy, so I could feel like I was still a straight man and not some sissy.

Eva started thrusting. The girls laughed as my body went suddenly limp. “She likes it! She likes it!” one bounced.

“And she’s taking it like a queen!”

Eva was thrusting hard, sliding that long toy in and out of my body. I’d never been penetrated before. I was a virgin back there… until that night.

It didn’t hurt. It just felt… weird, like a dull pressure moving up and down inside of my backside. At times it felt like it was up near my lungs. At times it felt like it was in my throat. My legs were beginning to tremble. I slumped forward again, but the girls caught me.

Then Eva pulled out, leaving me feeling empty. The other girls slipped in, pressing her big black cock deep. It was much, much thicker, stretching my hole wide. Now it hurt a little bit. Now I was straining and groaning and trying not to shed a tear. I clenched hard but it didn’t seem to make a difference. She started pumping me, and the girls all leaned over to watch as my hole was abused. “Wow!” one even said.

Now Eva was holding my hand and the mostly-nude girl was getting a strap-on around her pelvis.

They took turns fucking me while holding down. The girl with the big black cock made me suck her toy, tasting my own anus while her friends took turns with me.

After fifteen minutes, I was down on my knees, no longer able to stand. They were still rotating. I couldn’t clench hard enough to close my hole. I was covered in sweat and my body was simply exhausted from trying to clench my muscles.

It was embarrassing—but the embarrassment was about to get worse.

“She’s coming!” one of the girls shouted, then three of them crowded down around me to see my erection as I gushed cum onto the floor. God, it was so humiliating! I didn’t even touch myself. Nobody had touched me there for fifteen minutes. But the girl inside of my bum now was hitting a spot that just made everything tingle. It was a nice feeling, but that embarrassment stopped me from enjoying the euphoria.

The girls giggled. One of them fingered the tip of my cock before tasting my cum. Her friends called her a slut, and she just shrugged her shoulders.

And the giggling continued as they got themselves cleaned up and they went about tidying the room. It wasn’t long before they were all pretending like nothing had happened. Eva pulled me up to my feet. “There’s your reward, Kory,” she smiled.

I was too embarrassed to reply. It wasn’t at all what I thought I was getting. My cock never entered a single pussy. And now, I was worried that word was going to get around that I let a bunch of girls gang-bang me in a dressing room.

I went straight to the washroom to get cleaned up, and then I left through a narrow hallway leading to an emergency exit, so that I wouldn’t have to face the girls again on my way out.
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The gymnasium was flooded with Wildcats fans the next morning. Getting in was no easy task. At the door, they told me that they were beyond capacity, and that I would have to wait—but I wanted to see Bruce’s match, so I found another way in, through that side door. I had to wait for a smoker to slip out before I ran up and grabbed the door before it closed and locked, and then I snuck through the athletes’ hallways before finding the main area where the event was taking place.

Bruce went up about five minutes after I got in. He was up against a big guy: a newcomer from New Brunswick. It was the ‘headline’ match of the morning, and Bruce won it easily, displaying his confidence and his strength as Wildcats fans cheered for him the way I wished they would cheer for me… Maybe one day I would make one of those teams.

But I tried to accept it as a little victory for myself. I had no idea if my little contribution actually made a difference; Eva had me convinced that it possibly made a small difference. And in a way, that made me feel like I was a little bit part of the team.

Maybe it made more of a difference than I realized.

After the match, I saw Bruce looking around at the crowds. He was clearly trying to find someone. His face was glowing as his coach tried to lead him back to the locker room, but Bruce was seemingly determined to find that face in the crowd. Was he looking for me? Did he win the match for me?

I felt awkward, but in a way, it was nice to feel appreciated. I decided to send him a text message. “Great fight, Bruce!” I wrote. “Sorry I have to run to a class this morning, but I saw the whole thing. Good work!”

Ten minutes later, he replied. “Thank you so much, Kari. Let me know when you have some free time and we can meet up.”

“For sure!” I replied. I wasn’t looking forward to stringing him along for weeks—and maybe for months. But I’d done my job. I helped to seal a victory for the Wildcats.

In a way, I was part of the team.

For the rest of that morning, I was buzzing. I stuck around to watch a few more fights, and then I saw the cheerleaders take centerstage while the event organizers got the place cleaned up for the next round of fights. I watched the beautiful girls jump and kick and twirl, shaking their pom-poms. Men ogled the girls with parted, drooling lips. They really were beautiful; they were possibly the most beautiful cheerleaders in the province.

The opposing teams’ cheerleaders did their routines, but they didn’t get the same reaction.

As Eva was finishing up her routine, her gaze met mine. She smiled and winked, and then she turned to the crowd and waved, shaking her pom-poms. The crowd cheered and then the next round of matches was underway.

Eva’s eyes found me again. This time, she waved me over, telling me to follow her before she jogged back to the changing rooms. So I found my way back to that maze of hallways, back down that narrow passageway that led away from the main area and into the athletes’ area.

Eva was in the hall waiting for me. “Bruce did great,” she said. “I’ve never seen him beaming like that before.”

“Glad I could help,” I said softly, worried he was going to come out from one of those changing rooms and see me. I knew he was back there somewhere.

“Seriously,” she said. “I’ve never seen him so amped up before. You have a gift.”

“Alrighty,” I said, smiling before turning around. It wasn’t exactly a compliment: telling me that I had a gift for passing as a woman while flirting with men. I was happy to help, but she could have softened the blow just a little bit.

“Kory, wait!” she said.

I stopped to face her. Now, she was blushing. “Can we talk in private for a minute?”

I hesitated. I didn’t like getting involved with her—especially after what she did to me the night before, with her friends. My ass was still sore, and my hole was still slightly agape from being penetrated by four different girls. “What is it?”

“Come, this way,” she said, and then she led me into a private room, away from the noise of the competition.

“What is it?” I asked again as she stood there, blushing and grinning.

“The first volleyball game is tomorrow,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

“I think you can help them win.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment. “How?” I said.

“Just keep an open mind, Kory. I can tell that you’re already getting angry.”

“Just tell me what you want to tell me!” I said.

“You told Bruce that you were going to sleep with him, didn’t you?” she said. “You did what we did to you: you told him that you were going to put out if he won. I can tell. He’s all excited, thinking he’s going to get some action.”

“Maybe I did,” I said. “Maybe I just insinuated it. It’s not like I shook his hand on it or anything like that.”

“Do the same with the volleyball team,” she said. Her eyes lit up. “Tell them they can have you for a night if they win their game. It’s an important game, Kory.”

“I know it’s an important game!” I snapped. “I was supposed to play in it. And hell no, I’m not doing that. Those guys will all recognize me. I’ll be a laughing stock.”

“They might recognize you, but they’ll stay quiet about it,” she said.

“No they won’t. Are you mad?”

“Everyone always keeps quiet about it, Kory. That’s how it works.”

Then I paused. What was she saying? “Have you done this before?” I asked softly.

She nodded her head. “We do it all the time,” she said. “It’s our job to keep the team motivated. And those guys can go out and get girls whenever they want. Girls throw themselves at Wildcats boys.”

“I know…” I said, because I was supposed to be a Wildcat.

“Right!” she said. “But they want a bit of excitement. They want something a bit more… taboo. You’re taboo. It’s like team bonding for them. They hold a secret as a team, and it brings them closer. I’ll tell you a secret if you promise not to tell anyone.”

“What?” I said.

“Do you promise or not?”

“Fine! What is it?” I said.

“They did the cracker last night,” she said.

“What cracker?”

“They all came on a cracker,” she said. “Surely, you’ve heard about the cracker… right? Well, it’s a bonding exercise. It brings them together in a sort of… intimate way. Now, they have a secret together, and they will all work together to keep their secrets safe. You would just be a continuation of that secret.”

“I don’t understand the cracker,” I said. “They came on a cracker? Why? That’s gross.”

“Lots of teams do it. The men all stand in a circle around a cracker. They masturbate onto it. The last guy to come has to eat the cracker.”

“Ew!” I said.

“I won’t tell you who ate it,” she smiled. “And they won’t tell anyone what happens in their changing room.”

“Wait!” I said suddenly. “Are you telling me to flirt with them like I did with Bruce, or are you actually telling me to let them fuck me!?”

She bit her lip and shrugged her shoulders. “Both,” she said.

“No way! There are ten guys on the team,” I said. “That’s so fucked up!”

“Look, Kory. I wouldn’t normally push this so hard, but you really helped Bruce out. Our volleyball team isn’t our strongest team. They need a push. They need motivation. They need something to strive for, because right now, they’re convinced that they won’t even make the playoffs. They need you. If you want to help the Wildcats, you’ll at least consider it. They won’t kill you, Kory. It will feel good. Hell, I would do it but, like I said, there are thousands of girls on this campus. They could easily just find a girl to sleep with them all, win or lose. But a girly boy… that’s something special. That’s taboo. That’s exciting.”

“You’ve lost your mind,” I said, shaking my head.

“Just meet me here tonight, same time as last night. We’ll do your makeup and then you can send them a video message. I promise you it won’t get out. Then, if they win, you just have to get dolled up again, bend over, and let them do the rest.”

“No way,” I said, and then I stormed out of that room.

But that night, I found myself standing outside of that gymnasium building. I really didn’t know why I was there. I think it was the guilt. I didn’t think Eva was lying to me. I really believed her when she told me that the team wanted to group-fuck a trap, and that my identity would be kept secret. I believed that the excitement of the opportunity would fuel them during their match, and maybe it would be enough to propel them to a victory… But that didn’t mean that I was going to do it.

Then why was I there? I couldn’t just send them the video message that Eva had planned. They all knew me. I spent a week trying out for the team with them. Even in makeup, they would recognize me. It wasn’t as simple as tricking them, the way I tricked Bruce (and Bruce was still messaging me every few hours, and I was still stringing him along).

This was all getting too out of hand, and I was about to make it a lot worse for reasons I just couldn’t wrap my head around. Dealing with Bruce was easy; he didn’t know who I was. But the whole volleyball team—ten guys who knew me—that wasn’t so simple. They knew my name. Most of them knew which classes I took. Would they hunt me down? Maybe not. Would they resent me? Definitely. And I could only imagine the limits of their resentment.

Eva poked her head out of that door and smiled. “You came!” she said. “I knew you were going to come. C’mon, let’s get you pretty. Maybe tonight you can pick your own dress.”

“No thanks,” I said. “I’m not even here for that. I just came to talk to you.”

“Talk to me?” she said, looking perplexed. “Talk to me about what?”

“Why are you doing this?” I said. “Is this fun for you? Is it a joke for you?”

“That’s not really why you came all the way down here, is it?”

“I just don’t understand. Do you really do this to guys all the time? I just… I can’t believe you.”

She giggled. “I’ve told you over and over, it’s my job to make the team win. The Wildcats are the best for a reason. Winning goes beyond the players on the field, Kory. To win, you need to be motivated. Most of these athletes aren’t eyeing the Olympics, and there’s not an NHL for sports like volleyball or college wrestling. We have to motivate the players to win. Oh, Kory, don’t look at me like that. You had fun with us last night. Tomorrow night, assuming the boys win, it won’t be any different. The only difference is that the cocks will be real—but most won’t even be as big.” She giggled. “Those were big toys last night.”

“I’m seriously not doing it,” I said.

“And when the guys lose tomorrow, how are you going to feel? How will you feel knowing that you could have made the difference? Is it about winning or is it about being the winner?”

It took me a moment to understand what she meant by her last sentence.

I really did want them to win… and I really did want to be the one who made the difference. I could be the winner. Maybe not on paper. Maybe not in the news. Maybe not on the scorecard. But I could have that feeling again: the same feeling I had when Bruce defeated his opponent with ease. And all I had to do was… bend over. I suppose it did feel good. The back door plunging did make me tingle all over before I came. It was kind of nice to have all those hands on me…

I pushed those thoughts away. No! I wasn’t going to do it. I wasn’t going to put out. But maybe I could just do the video. Maybe Eva could make me look especially unrecognizable, so they wouldn’t come after me. “Let’s just do this message and then I’m done,” I said.

She smiled.

And maybe they wouldn’t end up winning. Maybe I wouldn’t have to put out after all.

Eva worked on me for a long two hours, getting all of the little details perfect while I practiced my lines for the video. “Hey boys, my name’s Kari. I just wanted to tell you that I’m all yours if you win tomorrow.” I even practiced the little wink that would end the video.

And Eva’s hard work really did pay off. She went heavy with the contouring, thick with the mascara and eyeliner, slick with the lip gloss. She gave me fake freckles. She gave me a little beauty mark above my lip. She made my skin look sun kissed. The wig hid my forehead. The choker around my neck framed my face in a different sort of way, making me look cute and sexy. The strappy black dress made me look a bit like a high-class escort. The smooth shave down my legs made me look like a real girl.

I took the outfit a step further, borrowing a pair of glasses from one of the lockers in the room. They were round-rimmed and hip, pushing my disguise just a little bit further. I stared at myself in the mirror for a long fifteen minutes before deciding that I was truly unrecognizable. “If I don’t go through with the act tomorrow,” I said, “are you going to rat me out?”

“No,” she said. “But I’ll be disappointed.”

Then she got out her phone. She aimed it at me and smiled. “Ready to record the video?”

I cleared my throat. I took a deep breath. Then we did it. I put on my sexiest smile and laid out my softest, girliest voice. We recorded that message and she sent it off before I could even proof the video. My heart was racing now. My head was spinning. It was only a minute before her phone was dinging. She giggled. “What are they saying?” I gasped.

“They’re excited,” she smiled.

And the next day, they won their match, looking like a group of natural champions. Now, Eva was messaging me. “Meet me at the same place, 8:30 PM. Date’s at 10:30 PM.” She sent the message with a kissy face emoji.
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“Ten men,” I kept saying under my breath, trying to wrap my head around how I got into that position.

“Just relax. It won’t be that bad,” Eva said as she brushed makeup onto my face.

“Ten men…” I said again, I felt like I was smothered with four girls. Ten men—that was a lot worse than four girls. And all of them were going to want a piece of me. They were all going to want to penetrate me. And their cum! Were they going to ejaculate into me? Were they going to ejaculate onto me? Were they expecting me to open my mouth and swallow? “I’m not gay,” I said.

“Nobody said you were,” Eva said with a smile in her voice. She wasn’t shocked at all; this was just a normal day for her. She wasn’t the one about to face ten men…

“I don’t want to have a cock in my body,” I said.

“You took four dildos the other night. What’s the difference?”

“What’s the difference!?” I snapped. “It’s a big fucking difference! These are real! These have… skin, and veins… and they come!”

“Oh, get over it. It’s not that weird. Just let them use you for an hour or so. They won their match and they won it for you. It’s the least you can do.”

“Easy for you to say, Eva. You’re not the one putting out.”

“I would if that’s what they wanted. And I have before, Kory. We all get our ticket punched at some point. You said you wanted to help. Don’t act like you want to help one minute and then take it back the next.”

“Ten men,” I said, making it very clear, in case it wasn’t already very clear. “Will I even be able to walk afterwards? What if I die?”

She giggled and rolled her eyes. “You won’t die, Kory. Quit being so dramatic… And if you can’t walk, I’ll help you back to your dorm. You’ll rebound in a day or two.”

My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. Eva finished up the final details of my face. She was willing to let me pick out the outfit. “I think you should go with Playboy Bunny,” she said. “It’s always a big hit—and it has an access hole that we made for the last guy. He was short like you, so it should fit just fine. You won’t have to take it off, so that should—you know—cut down on foreplay time.”

“I think I’m going to throw up,” I said.

“That’s fine, Kory, just don’t throw up on your outfit. And use some mouthwash when you’re done. Puke breath will turn the guys off. This is supposed to be a reward, not a punishment. And just relax! You’re going to love it. You’re not going to want it to end. Trust me. That’s always what ends up happening.”

And I was pretty sure that’s exactly what I was afraid of. What if I did like it? What if I didn’t want it to end? What if I came back for more? I didn’t want this to be a part of me. I was supposed to be the team captain, leading my group to a golden victory. Now, I was the team whore—the team’s dark, taboo secret. Was I helping them to win? Maybe. But what was I getting out of it? They got the glory, I just had to suffer through humiliation after humiliation.

“You can do this,” she said, stepping away from me. “You’re all done now. Stand up. Let’s get you into the other room so you can get this over with. They’re already there.”

“I—I don’t think I can do this, Eva. I really think I’m going to throw up. I’ve never done this before. I don’t know what to do.”

“Just go along with it. They’ll lead the way. You’ll be in heaven before you know it.” Then she gave me a surprise kiss on the kips. She giggled and took my hand.

“You look adorable, by the way. I really like the ears.”

I felt like I was going to pass out. As we stepped into the hallway, I could smell the residual smell from the concession stand, which had been handing out burgers and fries all day. That smell almost made me barf on myself, but I held it together. I groaned as we approached that loud room. I could smell the booze and hear the heavy laughter. The men were partying: celebrating their victory. I could hear them high-fiving each other. I could hear cheering. They broke into a chant before cheering again, and then laughing some more.

I wished I was a part of that celebration. We would have won with me on the team—and we wouldn’t have needed some girly boy to motivate us.

Now, we were right in front of the door. “Good lucky, girly,” said Eva. I didn’t like being called girly, but I didn’t fight it. I just took a deep breath, then she opened the door.

The men saw me.

The room became silent as they all looked into my eyes.

Then, after the silence, everyone cheered. “There she is!” someone shouted. And then they broke into another chant. Two men came up to me suddenly as I stood in a state of frozen terror. They hoisted me up, making me gasp. Then they paraded me around the room as if I was the Stanley Cup and they’d just won their final game in triple-overtime. They cheered and bounced me up and down. I will admit that I let a few nervous giggles out as I thought I was going to fall.

Then one of the men grabbed me and spun me around before cradling me in his thick arms. “The real trophy!” he said, and then the men cheered some more. I blushed, looking into his eyes.

“And she’s hotter than she looked in the video!” said Jones, the guy who took that last spot on the team. Then he got all flustered. “I mean—she was hot in the video.”

“This is so gay,” muttered a grumpy fellow in the corner. I didn’t know his name, but I remembered him from the tryouts.

“Oh, boohoo,” said another guy, slapping him on the back. “Relax and live a little bit, Andrew. She helped us win. The least you could do is show a bit of appreciation.”

“I don’t care what Andrew says. If thinking she’s hot is gay, then I’m the biggest faggot in the room!” The guys all laughed. I wasn’t sure if it was supposed to be a compliment or not.

The man set me down on my feet, and then the team captain pulled me away, spinning me to face him. He dipped me like a professional ballroom dancer, making me gasp again. He looked into my eyes.

“Hello, beautiful. So nice of you to join us tonight.”

“Don’t hog her!” yelled another player.

Their faces were starting to blur together. I knew most of them, but my anxiety was too high to identify them. My heart raced as he gently caressed my thighs.

“Don’t be nervous, baby. We’ll be nice!”

“Speak for yourself,” said another guy.

They all snickered. I was terrified… but I have to admit that the attention was nice. And they really did seem to think that I was a big part of their victory. Maybe I was contributing more than I realized. Maybe I really had helped to win the game—maybe even more than Jones, who botched a few plays and almost lost the game for the team. Maybe I was more of a Wildcat than I realized.

I caught myself grinning. “She’s having fun!” someone shouted, and then someone handed me a shot. They all suddenly had shots in their hands. “To Kari!” And then we all drank.

It was strong booze, and thank God for that. It tingled and burned and it wasn’t long before the wave of relief came with it. The men passed me around the room, taking turns holding me and thanking me for my ‘service’, which I hadn’t even provided yet. I never got a chance to reply. I just remained silent, blushing and smiling as they moved me around.

One man sat me down on his lap and he gently stroked my thighs. “I’m Tanner,” he said with a deep voice. I knew Tanner and was shocked he didn’t recognize me. We spent most of that week together, doing drills as partners. He really didn’t recognize me, blowing my mind. Eva’s makeup skills were better than I realized. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“You’re stunning. I like your outfit. And your hair—and your makeup is great too.”

“Quit hogging her!” someone shouted.

“I only just got her!” he said.

“It’s my turn.”

“Hell no! You had your turn.”

“Don’t listen to them,” Tanner said to me with a grin on his face. I could feel his throbbing erection against my bum. “Did you see that point I scored at the end of the game. I did that for you.”

I smiled and bit my lip.

“God fucking damnit, you’re hot,” he said, and now I felt his cock throbbing harder as his face turned dark red.

Then a man pulled me away from him.

“Hey!” he shouted, now covering his crotch to hide his erection.

“Someone’s hard!”

The men all giggled.

“I scored the winning point,” Tanner said, standing up with a hand over his crotch. “I should get to go first.”

“I’m the captain,” smiled the captain with his long blonde hair. “I think I should go first.”

“Bullshit,” said Tanner. “I also scored more points than anyone else.”

“Who cares? How is that fair to us guards?” said another man in the room.

“We’ll take turns. Or—even better—we’ll let Kari decide.”

Then all the men turned to me. There was a silence in the room as they all blushed and stared into my eyes.

“Who’s it going to be, beautiful?” Tanner asked, apparently just fine with me picking the first victim.

I just stood in a silent state of terror as ten men stared at me, ogling me, unwrapping me with their eyes. I could see a few bulges, some throbbing, some already firm. They were ready for me. Eva was right: the men really wanted me. And if they really wanted me, then maybe I was real motivation for them.

“Okay, so she’s shy,” said Tanner, turning to face his friends. “But I still think I should get the first go.”

“Get her on her knees,” said one of the men.

Suddenly, there were two men behind me, both with their hands on my shoulders. They pushed me down and I folded like a cheap lawn chair from the dollar store, landing on my knees as my nerves tingled. Tanner was the first one in front of me, not missing his opportunity. “Open up, sweetheart,” he growled, and then he stuck his fingers into his fly and pulled out a long, semi-erect cock. It flopped out and his friends cheered as if he’d just scored another winning point.

He looked around the room with a confident grin, and I could understand why; he had a big dick. It wasn’t even fully hard, but it was huge, dangling like a heavy snake, swinging gently from side to side as more and more blood pumped into his member.

“Suck it!” someone said. “Don’t be shy!”

He lifted his cock up. “C’mon, honey. Open those cock-sucking lips.”

I closed my eyes. How did it all come to this? This was all happening because I was too short to play competitive sports…

I didn’t want to disappoint. I had to live up to the promise I never wanted to make to begin with. So I opened my lips. The men cheered and the cock went in, pushing onto my tongue and slithering towards the back of my throat. I groaned as I felt his throbbing veins, feeling as his foreskin was pulled further and further back while his shlong throbbed and grew.

I awkwardly pressed my lips around it, trying not to gag. I tried to suck, and he started to gently thrust. “It’s warm,” he moaned.

“I’m next!” someone shouted, jumping into line. And it wasn’t fifteen seconds before there were five men in front of me, all fishing their cocks out, ready for some attention. Some were soft, some were hard, some were somewhere in-between. Some of the men stroked themselves to get hard—some only had to look at me to get the erection they needed.

I closed my eyes again, unable to look at them. There were so many of them, and they were all going to get their turn in. I was going to get my fill—and it was going to be a real filling.

Tanner was rock hard by the time he pulled out from my mouth. He let out a sigh of relief before going around back. He spanked me, making me yelp. Then another cock went into my mouth. I started to close my lips, then a dull, warm tip pressed against my mouth. I opened my eyes to see another man wanted to share my mouth with his friend. I tried to open wide for both. It was a tight fit, but they made it work, pushing both their cocks in at once. I gagged and drooled, unable to move my tongue around the throbbing members.

Tanner was spreading my cheeks. I heard someone behind me snapping a photo. “Look how tight she is!” he said. Then Tanner dropped to his knees to give my hole a lick, making me gasp.

There were hands on me, caressing me, feeling my skin. One man went for my cock. He gripped it and tugged it and groaned. “Just suck it if that’s what you want,” his friend said to him. But I didn’t want him to suck my cock. I didn’t want this to feel like I was becoming gay. Somehow, if I stayed in ‘girl-mode’ it wasn’t gay. So I covered my cock and tried to shake my head. The boys got the memo and they left my cock alone after that.

But they didn’t leave my mouth alone, and they definitely didn’t leave my asshole alone. Tanner got what he wanted, penetrating me first. He pushed deep and stretched me wide. Luckily, I was still feeling loose from the night before, so there was no pain. I did try to clench him back a few times, but the effort was hopeless. He was determined, and he ended up getting every inch of his long shaft into my body while I sucked on two cocks.

One of the men took my hand and made me jerk him off. Then then tilted me up so that I could my free hand to jerk another one off. I had half of them now, in my mouth, my ass, and my hands. I tried my best to pleasure them all, knowing that the night wasn’t over until they were all finished.

I did my best, and it was hard to do anything while the tingling in my ass took over. I moaned and trembled, but I didn’t stop.

Tanner came first. His friend didn’t let it drain out of me before plugging my hole and using that cream as lubricant. I kept sucking. I kept stroking. I had no idea who was in my mouth. I had no idea who was in my ass. I had no idea who I was jerking off.

The second man came in me, and then a third man plugged my hole, stopping that double-shot from draining out. Then a fourth man decided to push into me with his friend, stretching me, pushing my limits. Now it hurt. Now I was trying not to scream as I felt my anus being stretched to its absolute limit. I had two cocks in my bum and two in my mouth.

I moaned fiercely. They pumped me, turning me into a limp ragdoll. Someone was holding me up—maybe Tanner, maybe someone else. My vision was blurry. I’m sure my eyes were in the back of my head.

They spanked me.

They pulled my hair, which was clipped onto real hair firmly with many little clips, so it actually hurt. One man strangled me for a minute, which actually made it feel kind of… nice. Another pair of men decided to try the double-anal, and this time it didn’t hurt. Now, I was strangely numb, and tingling all over.

They squeezed my chest.

They spanked me some more.

A man came on my face.

Then a second man came on my face.

Then I felt the cum pouring down my legs and I could hear it squishing out of me with each back door penetration.

Someone stuck their cock into my mouth. I started sucking, and then they came into the back of my throat, and that cum pooled on my tongue.

Someone came across my back, and then I felt more ejaculating in my tush.

I don’t know how long they were fucking me for. I don’t know how many cumshots I endured. It was certainly more than ten as men came back for seconds.

By the end of that night, I was limp, sapped of all energy. I could hardly even breathe. Cum dripped down my face, down my legs—and out from my own cock. My bunny costume was ruined, stained all over with ejaculation and sweat, and probably a few spilled drinks as well.

Then the team captain put his hands under my arms and hoisted me up, lifting my limp body to show his friends. “To Kari!” he yelled.

“To Kari!” they all yelled.

I somehow managed to force a smile. Someone went to grab Eva, and then the next thing I knew, three cheerleaders were hauling me off, straining and grunting as they pulled me down the hall, away from the satisfied men.

“They were a lot rougher than usual,” one of the girls said. I was too limp and exhausted to comment.

“I think she’s okay. You’re okay, right, Kory?” asked Eva.

I tried to grunt the word ‘yes’.

“I think she said yes,” Eva said.

“That’s what I heard too,” said another.

“Let’s get her cleaned up. You did good tonight, Kory!”
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Iwasn’t expecting to be so drained the next day—but I wasn’t surprised. I swear, I could still feel cum inside of me. I spent a good chunk of the morning in bed, feeling sore all over from the rough fucking I got from that group of men. I peeled myself up and groaned loudly. I stretched out my arms and my back cracked.

I’d been playing sports my whole life, but I’d never been that sore before after any match or competition. Now, I felt like I was earning a whole new respect for porn stars who put themselves through gangbangs like that one on a regular basis. That was one hell of a workout.

I had class. It was Monday. I thought about skipping and staying in bed, but I didn’t want to fall behind. And I didn’t just have class—football tryouts started that afternoon. I wanted to try out for a wide-receiver position, but I was good enough to be a quarterback or even a running back. I could dodge a hit like nobody else… but I knew what they were going to tell me. “You’re just too small.”

I took a few Tylenol pills and drank a glass of water. Then I packed up my books and went to class. I saw a few of the volleyball guys in my classroom. They looked tired from a night of hard partying. None of them noticed me—and if they did, I don’t think they recognized me beyond me being ‘that guy that didn’t make the cut at tryouts’. My identity seemed safe… though now, I was almost tempted to go over and reveal myself with a whisper.

I didn’t do it, and I don’t know exactly why that temptation was there. Maybe it was just so I could get a bite of that glory. Maybe I wanted them to pat me on the back the way they patted each other on the backs, as if I was a part of their team.

I had to accept that my contribution was going to be more-or-less thankless. If I was going to keep doing this, I needed to accept that it was my job to help the team win, and not my job to accept the reward…

And then a smile crossed my face as I thought about that hard fucking. It was embarrassing and terrifying at times… but it did feel good. Once again, the sliding in and out of my butthole made me ejaculate. I filled that bunny costume with warm cum, and then that euphoria lingered until I was back in my dorm room, unlike any climax I’d ever felt in my life. In a way, it was better than any reward I’d ever gotten from any sporting event. I’d won so many trophies before—so many ribbons and medals—but none of those prizes ever made cum pour out of my cock. None of those trophies ever left my body tingling with intense pleasure.

“You okay?” a girl asked me as the class began.

“Yeah. Why?” I asked.

“You look like you were strangled,” she laughed. “And there’s a bruise on your cheek.”

The bruise was from being slapped during sex. The redness around my neck was indeed from being choked during sex. She couldn’t see half of the red marks and bruises on me. For some reason, I just grinned. “It’s the price of winning,” I said with that cheeky smile.

In the middle of class, I got a message from Bruce. “Any chance you have the evening off?” he asked, thinking he was messaging Kari. I decided to tease him a bit, flirting with him to get his blood flowing, so he would stay confident before his next match, which was now just five days away.

I wasn’t expecting to get him quite as excited as he got. He ended up sending me a picture of his erect cock. The photo was taken in the university bathroom, in a stall. I actually recognized the graffiti on the stall.

“That’s a big dick,” I wrote back, grinning as I hid my phone from the girls sitting next to me.

“It’s certainly big for you right now,” he wrote.

On my way to my next class, I passed by the gymnasium. I was suddenly overrun by a curious curiosity. I took a detour, going down the hallway, past the basketball practice, and past the guys working on their badminton swings. The cheerleading room was unlocked and empty. I snuck in, opened a random locker, and dug through a random bag until I found a pair of green-and-white stockings. I slid them up. I stole a green-and-white cheerleading skirt. I slid that on too. Then I took out my phone. My cock was already hard, so I didn’t have to spend any time stimulating myself.

I sent Bruce a photo.

“I want it so badly,” he said.

And then he sent me a photo of pre-cum oozing from his cock.

My heart was racing now. I eyed the makeup in the locker. I went on the hunt for my wig, and I found it in Eva’s locker. I quickly started dolling myself up. I didn’t have the skills that Eva had, but I did my best. “Cheerleading locker room,” I wrote to him. “Come now. I’m waiting.”

My heart was slamming my ribcage like a sledgehammer against concrete. I felt sick, but the excitement kept me buzzing, pacing around the room. The white leather boots felt nice on my feet and my calves. The slutty cheerleading skirt felt so sexy. I loved the way the top hugged my chest. And those long white leather gloves were made for my arms.

Bruce came into the room ten minutes later, red in the face, eyes wide. He looked at me and then I immediately froze. I’d forgotten how big he was. He was like a real-life giant, nearly seven feet tall and thick all over with dense muscles.

His jaw trembled and he took a slow breath in. I managed to force a small smile. Then he came up to me. He lifted me off of my feet, making me gasp. I felt like a small child in his arms: helpless and weightless. He touched his lips to mine. I felt his hot breath while he took a moment to gather himself. Then he kissed me—and then he took me.

He fucked my brains out in that little changing room, holding me up as he drove his cock in and out of my body. His giant hands pinned me against his ripped chest. His swollen shaft stretched me wide—somehow even wider than when I had two whole cocks in me the night before.

Bruce Senotov came inside of me, filling me like I was a cheap slut, and I moaned loudly. I’m sure someone heard, but I didn’t care. It felt so fucking good: his warm, gooey oil pooled inside of my anal cavity. I didn’t want him to pull out of me, but I was late for class, and I knew we were playing a risky game in that changing room. Neither of us wanted to be caught.

He set me down gently and his big load spilled out of me. He smiled and nodded his head before slipping out of the changing room, leaving me alone. I took a moment to let the pleasure settle, and then I quickly got myself cleaned up, putting the cheerleading costume back where I found it, along with the wig and makeup.

And for the next twenty minutes, I couldn’t wipe that smile off of my face. Then, a cute blonde girl took a seat next to me in my next class. She looked at me with a smile before saying, “Hi.” She opened up her textbook, and then a rush of reality struck me like a speeding semi-truck.

What was I doing?

Why was I letting men fuck me? Why was I dressing up for Wildcats athletes?

My goal was to make the team. Now, those dreams seemed to be behind me. I hadn’t thought about tryouts in days. I was completely sapped of energy and football tryouts were going to start in a few hours. I could hardly walk, never mind run around a field. What had happened to my priorities?

And I wasn’t attracted to men. I liked girls. I wanted to be with a girl one day—and I would have killed to be with the girl sitting next to me now. I had a terrible feeling that I was allowing my preferences to change. Maybe I was allowing myself to be attracted to men, and maybe my attraction to females was going to vanish. Was that possible? Was it inevitable?

I wanted to be normal.

No—I didn’t want to be normal. I wanted to be a winner. Winners aren’t normal. But right now, I was feeling like the opposite of a winner. I was the whore of the winners. I was just some motivator. Does anyone aspire to be a motivator? Was I really going to let my dreams fade away just because I was short and apparently made a better woman than an athlete?

I got a message from Eva. “Big basketball game Wednesday. You in?” she asked, and I knew exactly what she meant. There were thirteen men on the basketball team—three more than my record of ten. Could I handle them? Did I want to handle them? Was the humiliation worth a feeling of victory that would only ever be a personal one?
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Ididn’t show up for the rendezvous. Eva texted me a number of times. “Are you coming? Are you okay? Everything alright?” I ignored the messages.

I wasn’t going to let myself get any more carried away. I wasn’t going to let Eva pull me any further down this rabbit hole. Now, I felt like I could make a clean exit without upsetting anyone. I lived up to all of the promises that I made. I slept with Bruce and I slept with the volleyball team. I never promised that I would sleep with the basketball team; if Eva made that promise to them, that was her problem. She could put on a prosthetic cock and let them fuck her in the ass—but I wasn’t going to do it…

Even though it did feel good. It was nice having so many men lusting after me. I kind of liked the feeling of their hands on me, caressing my body as their cocks throbbed and got so, so hard—for me. And the pleasure of their thick shafts sliding in and out. Even the smaller guys with the miniature cocks—there was something kind of nice about them too…

I shook my head suddenly, expelling those thoughts. I knew those little memories were going to stick around for a long time, but like all memories, they would fade eventually.

I had to focus on having a normal life. My first day at football tryouts was a disaster. I botched every catch I tried to make. I could hardly run down the field. Guys were running laps around me—and they were taller than me, and thicker. I stood no chance. And maybe I would have stood a chance had I not been up so late the night before, letting men fuck the energy out of me. I didn’t have to sacrifice my own potential for other people—not anymore.

I could still make a rebound. I could overcome my height and make the football team. I had three days left to prove myself to the coach of the team. I could do it.

Eva sent me one last text late that night. “I’m assuming you aren’t coming—and I’m assuming you’re done with all of this. I’m not upset, Kory. You did a lot. Bruce and the volleyball team are grateful. Believe me.” I ignored that text too, assuming it was just one last little ploy to get me back. I wasn’t going back.

I had a better day at tryouts the next day. I caught my passes and I had more energy in my legs, so I was able to actually sprint, keeping up with the other guys—even passing a few of them in our running drills. I caught the coach watching me. He had an intrigued look on his face. I had him where I needed him; it wasn’t where I wanted him—not yet—but he was interested in me, and that meant that I still had a chance. So I hustled until he blew the whistle and ended the day of tryouts. I was covered in sweat, panting hard, but I had some hope tingling inside of me.

“Good work today,” the coach said to me on his way to his office.

I smiled. Then I saw the cheerleaders across the field, practicing their routines. Eva turned to look at me. Our gazes connected for a long moment. They were working on basketball-specific dances and chants. The big season opener was coming up.

I figured I would swing by the game, to see how the guys who beat me out did in their first big matchup. It was a game against the P.E.I. Rangers, one of the top teams from the previous season. I got a comfortable seat in the back row. The cheerleaders put on a good opening act in their tiny outfits. A few of the guys in front of me excused themselves after that opening routine and didn’t return for a few minutes.

Then came the anthem, and then a quick speech from the head of the province’s athletics department. I was watching the basketball players as they stretched on the sidelines, getting ready for showtime. They looked nervous, constantly eyeing the opposing team. The Rangers simply looked bigger and more confident. They stood tall, with good posture, making our guys look… seemingly hopeless.

Then they took to the court. Students cheered, trying to pump our players up, but the Rangers got the ball first, and they became suddenly dominant, passing the ball over the Wildcats’ heads. They really were making us look like fools. We managed to score a few points, but they were few and far between. The crowd quickly died down and that gymnasium suddenly became silent. “Over before the end of the first half,” said a guy in front of me. “Should we head out to that party now then? No point in sticking around here…”

I felt a churning in my gut. For some reason, I felt responsible.

But it wasn’t my fault. They couldn’t expect me to just put out…

But I could have made the difference. I could have given them the confidence they needed. I could have been a little boost. No, no—this wasn’t my problem. I wasn’t the team’s property. It’s not like they paid me for a service and I just pocketed the money and ran. No, this was their issue.

But I could have made the difference.

“Damn,” said a guy next to me. “Not even ten minutes in and they’re done.” He shook his head. And then that guilt grew inside of me.

Maybe it wasn’t too late. Maybe I could help.

I bit down on my tongue. I took a deep breath in.

I had to do it. I don’t know why, but I just had to do it. So I snuck away from the stands. I found my way down that maze of back hallways. I got into the changing room area and located the cheerleaders’ room. I poked my head in, and there were a few girls there. They turned to look at me. One gasped and covered her breasts. “Sorry,” I said. “Is Eva here? I need to talk to her.”

“What is it?” she said from behind me, making me jump. She was standing with her hands on her hips, all dolled up and in her cheerleading outfit. I felt my face turning red. I felt shy and awkward and embarrassed, but there was no time to kill.

“Doll me up,” I said. “I’m going to do it. Get me pretty before halftime.”

Her lips curled into a smile and she looked at her friends. I felt the hopelessness fading from the room. Now, I was going to give the boys a fighting chance. I was going to give them the motivation they needed to pull out a late victory. “Let’s do it,” she said.

They rushed me in. They worked together. One girl styled my hair, one girl picked out my outfit, two girls did my makeup. We didn’t go for anything too ambitious. “We can do touchups after halftime,” Eva said, working on my eyeliner. “We just need to get you ready for halftime.”

And we ended up cutting it close. They put me in lingerie, which just happened to be in the locker of one girl who had a hot date that night. My hair was curled and my eyeliner was thick and cute. They guided me into the hallway and they led me to the boys’ room. The boys were already inside, sulking as they waited for halftime to end. The coach wasn’t there; he was so upset that he went out for a cigarette. So Eva opened the door and stepped in. “Boys,” she said, and all of the men looked up at her slowly, without much expression on their faces. “If you can pull out the win tonight, my friend Kari will be yours.” Then she waved me in. I stepped up slowly. I was waiting for the regret to sink in, but instead, there was only a sense of excitement, and a sense of relief.

I watched as eyes lit up. I watched as lips parted. They looked down at my tight, fit body. They eyed my thighs—and they noticed my bulge.

“Is she a dude?” one of the guys asked.

Eva nodded with a smile on her face. “Best of both worlds,” she said. “But only if you win. She’ll be here waiting for you if you can pull it together. I’ll keep your coach distracted and Kari will be all yours. And just so you know, she can handle a lot.”

I watched as faces turned red. I watched as men perked up, taking deep breaths as that motivation entered their body. A few men rolled their eyes, and a few pretended to be grossed out—but I even caught them eyeing my body before we left.

And I knew that they were interested because the tide changed. When the whistle blew and the game got back underway, the Wildcats were dominant. They stole the ball and battled down the court. They sunk basket after basket, leaving the Rangers completely confused. Some of the Rangers even looked angry, as if they’d been played, as if the poor first half was just some sort of gag. One guy even stormed off the court and refused to return to the game.

Our team won, easily. They really just needed a bit of motivation.

And I waited for the terror to wash over me. I waited for that realization to hit me like a sack of bricks. But instead, I was just excited. I was tingling all over as I waited for them in their changing room.

Eva took care of their coach. She gave him some special treatment in his office. The boys locked the changing room door once they were all inside.

And then they took me after hoisting me up the way the volleyball players did. They threw me in the air and cheered. They even took turns taking shots off of my body. One guy was pouring tequila on my bellybutton while the guys slurped it off of me. Then they began to undress. They made me touch them, stroking them with my hands. Next, they wanted the mouth, and I was happy to give them what they wanted—because they wanted me, and that made me feel amazing.

For the first time in my adult life, people wanted me. They were treating me like their golden ticket, like their star player. I was getting more attention than the team captain. I was the reason they won.

Before the first man penetrated me, he got an idea. “Wait!” he said. Then he grabbed his Wildcats jersey. He rushed it over to me and put it over my head. It was baggy, but I had the idea to tie it into a knot, so it would still show off my flat tummy. I felt so proud with that Wildcats logo on my chest.

Because I was a Wildcat. I was on the team. I wasn’t just on one team—I was on every team. I was a key player. And they were treating me like the star I’d always wanted to be.

They penetrated me, taking turns with me. One man went onto his back under me, pushing his cock into my asshole. Another man mounted me, pressing his chest against mine. He also stuck his cock into my full ass. They pumped me together while two men shared my mouth. I had cocks in my hands. They were all around me, hard for me—and soon, they were coming for me, rewarding me with warm streaks of thick white sauce. Some went into my body; some went onto my body. I let them do what they wanted with me, and then I let them know that they could have me again as long as they won.

And after that, they won a lot. All of the Wildcat teams won a lot.

THE END
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Chris worked all summer to make the school’s tennis team: a team every guy wants to be on: travelling the country and missing school for competitions. Twenty-eight men are trying out for three spots. At tryouts, it’s close between Chris and Ian—a young man who also trained all summer—but Ian stumbles on day one, so Chris makes the team.

The competition isn’t so fierce for the girls: only five girls trying out for three spots. None of the girls are very good—until the final day of the tryouts, when a new girl shows up. She says her name is Crystal, but she looks like she could be Ian’s sister.
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The competition to make the school’s tennis team was fierce—at least for the men. Twenty-eight guys were trying out, and we all had some competitive tennis experience. The girl side of things weren’t quite so competitive.

Four girls were trying out for the team. Only two of them had ever competed before. The other two weren’t even… athletic, if you know what I mean.

But the school needed three men and three women for the team. The six athletes would be sent to a dozen different cities over the course of the three-month season. And if we were good and won enough games, we would get to go to the Junior Canadian Finals in Nova Scotia.

The three-day tryout was surprisingly grueling. The drills were endless and there was a shocking amount of running. They made us do a ‘Beep Test’, which consisted of running back and forth between two lines as a machine beeped faster and faster. The test didn’t end until you couldn’t reach the line anymore. The coach was standing nearby, taking close notes of who lasted longer. I was in the top five—but was that good enough?

As we caught our breath, we watched the girls as they started their test. I lasted one-hundred and twelve beeps. Sandra, the fittest girl, made it to fifty-five. We all snickered from the sidelines. But the reality wasn’t quite so funny. The reality was actually quite sad: this was a free pass for the girls—a pass to travel the country on the school’s dime, and a pass to miss out on tons of boring school days. For the guys, it wasn’t so simple. We were battling each other. We were spending every waking hour thinking about the game. We were practicing hard, and stepping over each other for one of those three glorious spots.

Deep down (and maybe not so deep down for some), we all hated those girls. We hated how easy they had it.

Ian Butler was one of the wild cards. He almost made the team the year before. He was a good tennis player. I’d played him about fifteen times before in competitions, and he beat me seven of those times. I knew that he’d spent the summer training with a private coach. And it was obvious that he was determined to take one of those three spots, even though there were a few guys who were better on paper.

He pushed himself to the limit on the first day, during the Beep Test. He made himself throw up, just to finish fourth. But fourth wasn’t good enough in a top-three situation. At the end of the first day, the coach made us face off against one another. I played Tanner Crinkle, and beat him decisively. Ian got matched with Richard Braun, the previous year’s junior MVP. Everyone stuck around to watch their game—even the girls.

And Ian put up a good fight, with his messy blonde hair flopping from side to side as beads of sweat rolled off of his forehead. I think he gave Richard a good scare. The first half of the game was close, but then Richard’s experience started to push him ahead. He started winning more frames, and he was putting Ian to work, sending him left and right, draining him of the last of his energy. Ian made a big mistake that day by pushing himself so hard in the Beep Test. He used all of his energy in that test, assuming he would get an easy opponent for his first match.

Now, that exhaustion was catching up to him. Even though Ian put on a good show, Richard ending up winning by a significant margin. He fell to the ground and stayed there for a good ten minutes once Richard won. And it was obvious when he peeled himself off the court that he was discouraged. His confidence was shattered. The competition was getting to him.

It was clear that Richard would be taking one of those three spots. Kyle Hanford was going to take another one of those spots, seeing as he spent his summer competing in Switzerland with their Junior National Team. So that left one spot: twenty-six athletic guys competing for a single spot. And Ian had already lost his first match, slimming his chances.

And to make his chances even worse, he didn’t show up for the second day of tryouts. I saw him in school though, with a blank, dead look in his eyes. He’d spent his whole summer preparing for those tryouts, and now he was completely discouraged. I felt bad for him, but I tried not to think too much about him—I had my own tryouts to worry about. I had also spent months training. That final spot on that team was also the only thing that I was thinking about. And with Ian discouraged and ready to tap out, that just made my own chances better.

On that second day, we all had two matches. I played Cory Neufeld, and won, and then I played his brother, George, and won. I was 3-0. With my top five finish in the Beep Test and my three decisive victories, my odds were looking good. The coach seemed to like me. He spent a good deal of the three-hour session watching me specifically.

I was surprised to see that Ian wasn’t even at school the next day, for the final day of tryouts. He usually sat next to me in English class, but he wasn’t there. Apparently, he’d given up entirely. Oh well—that just made my chances better.

And to make my shot even better, Karl Toft hurt his ankle on his way to school, and he was my biggest competition, aside from Richard and Kyle. My heart was racing all day leading up to that final round of tryout matches. I was so excited—so close to being on that tennis team: considered one of the best high school tennis teams in the country. Hell, making that team was one of my biggest dreams. I’d tried out each year and now I was so close.

Couch Douglas posted the matchups on the fence at the very start of the final three-hour session. My heart was still racing. I looked for my name and saw that I would be facing Kyle right after facing Jeremy Preston. Jeremy was a weak opponent who had lost all of his games and finished twentieth in the Beep Test. I knew if I could beat Kyle, my spot on the team was cemented. I took a deep breath in, then I heard one of the girls say, “Who’s Crystal Butler?”

There was a silence. I looked at the girl’s matchups and saw the name: Crystal Butler: a fifth girl trying out for the team.

“New addition,” said Coach Douglas. “She signed up this afternoon.”

“That’s not fair,” Tanya Dotti said, throwing her tennis racket to the ground. Tanya was a lousy player, but she was better than Ellie Stuart, so until that moment, it was looking like she was getting a free Canadian travel pass.

“There’s nothing in the rules about late signups,” said Coach Douglas. “And it’s my job to pick the best people for the team.”

“Will she be running the Beep Test like we had to?” Tanya said.

“She already ran it,” he said, sheepishly looking down at his clipboard. Then he looked up at everyone. “Now listen. Some of you may think that this is unfair. To be honest, I’m not sure how I feel about it, but it’s important that we all create a welcoming, inclusive atmosphere.”

“I’ve never even heard of any Crystal. There’s no Crystal in this school!” said Tanya, who was red in the face.

Coach Douglas took a deep breath. “It’s complicated. And the rules… The rules allow it.” He sighed. Now, everyone was looking at each other, starting to gossip. The whole situation was confusing.

Then, a girl started approaching from the school. She was holding a tennis racket. He long blonde hair was tied into a swaying ponytail. I’d never seen the girl before. Everyone turned to look. The girl reached down to tug on her skirt, as if she wasn’t sure it was long enough. Then she looked up at us. Her cheeks were red as she forced a small smile and a wave.

“Who the fuck is that?” Tanya said.

“I don’t know, but she’s hot,” said one of the guys. Then there was snickering.

Couch Douglas gave us the side-eye—and for good reason. Ellie was the first one to realize who we were looking at. “Oh my God…” she said.

“What?” someone said as the tall blonde stopped right in front of us, cheeks red, smiling awkwardly.

“Oh shit,” someone said.

“Don’t swear,” said Coach Douglas.

Then Tanya clued in. “This isn’t fair! This is horse shit!” she yelled. She picked up her tennis racket and threw it hard against the fence. Then she stormed off the court.

“Tanya!” Coach Douglas called out, but Tanya wasn’t coming back.

I was confused, like many of the boys—but then I figured it out. We weren’t looking at a girl at all.

We were all looking at Ian Butler.
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As we all clued in, outrage erupted. The girls—Tanya in particular—were furious. Most of the guys were outraged, knowing that Ian would make the girls’ squad with no contest. It really didn’t seem fair. Even I had to walk away, shaking my head, trying not to feel overwhelmed with rage. I needed to stay focused. I still had to win my daily matches if I was going to make the team.

“Everyone just relax!” Coach Douglas shouted, bringing us all to silence. “Trans athletes are permitted in the league.”

“But he’s not trans!” said Tanya. “He’s just pretending to be a girl so he can go on all the trips!”

“You don’t know that,” said Coach Douglas. “Crystal has assured me and the staff at the school that she’s serious about her transition. She identifies as a woman, and if you want any shot of staying on this team, you will treat her accordingly.”

“But Coach,” said Tony Francis. “Surely you know this is all a joke, right? I mean—think about it logically. That ‘girl’ there was Ian just yesterday. There is no Crystal. Please tell me that you understand that. You can’t be this delusional.”

Coach Douglas pointed at the school. “Your tryout is over, Tony. Go get changed.”

Tony’s face turned bright white. His eyes became wide. “A—Are you serious?” he asked.

“We have a zero-tolerance policy here when it comes to intolerance.”

Someone giggled at the oxymoron. Coach Douglas swung his head around to see who was laughing, and we all became quiet real fast. It was clear that we weren’t going to get a say in the matter. I certainly wasn’t about to lose my spot on the team over some squabble. It’s not like our female athletes were going to be winning any important games anyway. I felt bad for Tanya, but defending her wasn’t worth losing my own spot.

“Let’s get started with our matchups,” said Coach Douglas.

It only took me twenty minutes to defeat my first opponent. I nearly blanked him—though I did lose a few serves when I saw Ian on the court next to me, bouncing from side to side in his short white skirt. I couldn’t help but notice that he’d shaved his legs, and he was wearing a padded bra underneath his tight top. At least he was putting in a bit of effort; he wasn’t just showing up with some stubble and hairy legs and calling himself a woman.

And the long blonde hair was obviously a wig, but it looked like a high-quality wig—certainly a better product than you would get with a Halloween costume. He was wearing makeup, clip-on earrings, and he even had women’s shoes on his feet. It was a lot of effort to put into a getup—but that didn’t mean he deserved to be called a girl for the sake of making the team.

Ian blanked his first female opponent, and then he blanked his second opponent. There was no question about it: he was going to make the team, and not just because he was better than the other girls. He was going to make the team because Coach Douglas was clearly terrified of being seen as transphobic.

My battle against Kyle gathered a crowd. People lined the fence to watch us go back and forth—and it was a close game. We were both dripping with sweat as we went back and forth, taking the lead from one another. I saw Ian out of the corner of my eye, getting ready for his next match. He was adjusting his skirt: tugging it up and twisting it, exposing his white panties for a brief moment. A tennis ball suddenly struck me in the side of the face and I looked over. “I wasn’t ready!” I said, feeling my cheeks turning a peculiar shade of red.

“That’s not my problem!” Kyle shouted.

He was in the lead. He stayed in the lead for a while, and then I managed to catch him off guard, when Ian stepped onto the court next to us, practicing his serve in his short skirt, long blonde hair now dancing in the gentle breeze.

“Hey!” Kyle shouted as the ball landed inches from his foot.

“Not my problem!” I shouted back.

Ian was a strange distraction. It was hard not to look at him, because he was just such an anomaly. I couldn’t believe how crazy he was. Surely, he knew that the whole school would be making fun of him tomorrow. Was it really worth making the tennis team? Was he really going to put on the outfit for all of his games? And did this mean he had to now put on the outfit until the end of the school year? He couldn’t just show up for school as a guy. He couldn’t just identify as a girl when it came to playing tennis.

The ball hit the ground in front of me while I was zoned out again. “That’s it. I win,” yelled Kyle. He threw his arms into the air. And he was right: he won, conquering me while I was distracted.

I was mad at myself for allowing Ian to distract me. But in the end, it didn’t make a big difference. Instead of claiming the second spot on the team, I ended up with the third spot. I’d made the team, with Richard and Kyle. Ian took the top girls’ spot. Nora took the second spot, and Susan took the third spot. “Go and celebrate,” Coach Douglas said to us after all of the failed contestants had left the courts.

But it wasn’t easy to celebrate. With Ian standing where Tanya should have been, it just seemed awkward and unfair. And even after Coach Douglas walked away, we were all too afraid to confront Ian about what he’d done.

“So we’re all going to Saskatoon next week, huh?” Ian said in a strangely feminine voice. At least he was committed to the role. I’d heard horror stories of guys pretending to be girls before. Over at Xander High School, just down the street, a particularly burly guy pretended to be a woman to make the school’s women’s wrestling team. Apparently, he made all of the women so uncomfortable that they all left the team together, so the big guy was the only person on the girls’ wrestling team.

“Should we go grab milkshakes or something?” Richard suggested.

“Sure,” said Nora, pushing her brunette bangs away from her eyes.

There was a short, awkward silence. Then Richard turned towards the street. “Alright. Let’s go.” I followed from behind. Ian was in front of me, still wearing that shirt and that tight top. It was hard not to look down at his butt while his skirt danced from side to side. I had to hand it to him: he was brave. He was opening himself up to a lot of humiliation. Now, we were going out in public and he was still dressed up. Luckily for him, he actually kind of looked like a girl. He even sounded like a girl, as if he’d been practicing that voice. And his butt looked pretty girly too—especially in that skirt, and above those long, smooth legs.

I pulled my gaze away quickly, reminding myself that I was looking at Ian Butler, and not ‘Crystal’.
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Training was tough leading up to that first competition in Saskatoon. We met every day after school, and Ian continued to show up in his feminine outfit. He even showed up to school in his feminine guise, wearing his sister’s clothes. He was the subject of the gossip, but he didn’t seem to care. He seemed completely uninterested in the fact that everyone was talking about him and what he did to make the tennis team.

But I suppose that was Ian’s personality. He’d always been what we called a ‘shit disturber’. Even as he sat, dressed as a woman, he had a big grin on his face, as if he knew exactly what he was doing, and took pleasure in the fact that it was making so many people angry.

It was the day before we set out for Saskatoon when Coach Douglas put me against Ian in practice. “But she’s on the girls’ team,” I said.

“So what?” said Coach Douglas. “The rules of the game are still the same.”

And I knew he was putting me against Ian because Ian wasn’t getting any real training by stomping the other girls, day after day.

So I faced off against Ian. I tried hard not to look at his legs, or his short skirt (which seemed to be even shorter than the other girls’ skirts). I tried not to look at his long blonde hair or his pink, glossy lips. It was all so distracting. It was so weird, staring at him, and seeing a woman. He put on a convincing guise. He even had his eyelashes meticulously curled and darkened with mascara. Or maybe he was wearing fake eyelashes.

And I swear, when he leaned forward, that I saw some cleavage. I could see a slight gap between two fleshy lumps. Did he have breasts, or was it just an illusion being created by the shadow of his bra? Was it just the way the sun was shining down on the tennis court?

He took the first few points, leaving me feeling embarrassed. I was off my game. I had too much on my mind with the big competition coming up. Now, some of the guys who failed to make the team were at the fence, watching. I felt like I needed to prove that I deserved that spot. I could hear them giggling, as if I was being beaten by a girl. But she wasn’t a girl. She was a boy. She failed to make the guy’s team, just like them.

I cleared my throat and widened my stance. I managed to stop her next cross-court attempt. I lobbed an easy shot for her, and she returned it with a hard hit. Still, I managed to return the shot, and then she hit it into the net. With the serve, I managed to land an ace, and then another. It was ten minutes before I gained the lead.

I started getting my game back. Then she surprised me with another strong cross-court strike. I missed it, and then she pulled an ace off on me. Now a few more people were at the fence watching—and giggling. I wanted to turn to them to remind them that my female opponent wasn’t a female at all. I wanted to remind them that she had been in the running for a real spot on the men’s team. She was better than most of them.

I bit down on my tongue and played hard for the next ten minutes. And narrowly, I managed to win the game. I was dripping with sweat and tingling all over with a peculiar sense of embarrassment. I felt proud of myself, but not too proud. I didn’t want to show that I was proud, so I kept my expression flat and uninterested. I sat down and had a sip of water, and strained so I wouldn’t pant as if I’d been put through the ringer.

But Crystal didn’t look tired at all. She wandered over to the next court and casually watched the game with a smile on her face, as if she’d gone easy on me—as if she’d let me win.

I beat her properly. I beat her in a fair game, and I would have beaten her even more decisively had she been doing the same amount of training as me. Coach Douglas had the boys working hard. The tryouts were grueling, and Crystal missed most of them. The girls hardly had to do anything, because Coach Douglas knew that they weren’t going to be able to compete against the other teams.

Crystal looked over at me with a smile and I looked away quickly, biting down on the edge of my tongue as I tried to settle the anger that was bubbling up inside of me.

-

It was a long bus ride to Saskatoon. We took the school’s small bus, which hardly got any use, so it creaked and clunked the whole way, and it ended up breaking down after about three hours. Luckily, Coach Douglas knew a bit about cars and was able to get the yellow beater back on the road.

I sat with the guys. Kyle was focused hard on his upcoming matches. He kept his eyes closed and he practiced his swing with an imaginary tennis racket. Richard was less focused on the tennis and more focused on Susan, who strangely showed up for that bus ride in a dress and a full face of makeup. They kept looking at each other when they thought nobody else was looking. Clearly, there was some sort of romance brewing between them.

And I couldn’t blame Richard. Susan was cute, always wearing her blonde hair in a pair of pigtails. She often wore short skirts that barely covered her bum, and she had a nice cute pair of B-cup boobs that were never covered up by any bra.

Their little romance inspired Nora, who started looking over at me with a similar gaze. When I turned to look out the window, I heard Nora and Susan whispering. I swear I heard my name mentioned before a bit of giggling.

It wasn’t unheard of for students to ‘hook up’ on these kinds of trips. Benjamin Forester and Sally Clifford supposedly hooked up at the provincial chess tournament the month before, and Sally was way out of Benjamin’s league. Proximity can do peculiar things to people.

I thought about it a little bit. Nora was cute. She was short with big boobs that bounced up and down whenever she played tennis. She had straight cut black bangs that sat perfectly at her dark black eyelashes. She almost looked Persian, but with extremely pale skin. She was also now in a full face of makeup, but that wasn’t unusual for her.

I let a chuckle slip as I thought more about it. If I ended up hooking up with Nora, and Kyle hooked up with Susan, would Richard end up in bed with Crystal? I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from chuckling. “What is it?” Richard asked, now looking at me.

“Nothing,” I said. “I just thought of a joke.”

And the thought of Crystal hooking up with any guy was hilarious. What if one of the guys from one of the other teams found himself fancying her without realizing she wasn’t a she at all? What if someone tried to hit on her between games?

We all knew that she was actually a boy, but nobody else knew. And was it obvious? It had been a week since she ‘came out’ as Crystal, and in that week, she’d gotten a lot better at doing her hair and makeup. Her outfits seemed to be fitting better. Would I be able to tell that she wasn’t a biological woman at a glance? How long would it have taken me to find out if I didn’t know Ian personally before his ‘transformation’?

I looked over at Crystal. She was sitting alone and staring out the window. I looked at her for a long moment, trying to decide if she was convincing or not. It wasn’t so easy to determine objectively. She didn’t have a big Adam’s apple, and her figure was surprisingly curvy, even though she was taller. Now, her wig looked much better. Had I not seen her with shorter hair just a week before, I wouldn’t have known the hair wasn’t real.

So what about her made her obviously male? What were her masculine features? Would it really be so funny if someone hit on her? A cold shiver ran down my spine as I considered the possibility that I’d ogled a trans girl before without realizing it. Crystal was seemingly convincing; what if there were trans girls all around me?

I brushed that thought out from my mind. It was silliness. Crystal wasn’t that convincing. I was probably just getting used to being around her. I had probably just desensitized myself to her usual masculine features, so I wasn’t noticing them now.

I looked back over at the gossiping girls. Nora was looking at me, but she looked away fast as our gazes met. Her pale cheeks turned red. Maybe she would end up sneaking into my room after Coach Douglas went to sleep for the night…
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We all stood outside of the hotel while Coach Douglas went inside to get the room keys. Richard now had his racket out and was lobbing balls off the nearby hotel wall. I stretched out my back. The air in Saskatchewan was drier than I was used to. I nearly coughed. A mosquito landed on my nose, making me swat at my face.

Kyle stood off to the side with Susan. Now, they were flirting. He was looking into her eyes and it seemed like their romance was moving quickly. A part of me wanted to remind Kyle how much he cared about his upcoming tennis games. He was in a lot of trouble if he was going to let this little high school fling get into the way of his performance.

Nora was looking at me with a smile. “Hi,” I said to her, feeling strangely confident. Usually, I was nervous around girls. The normal me would have pretended not to see her, and I probably would have walked away. But now, I was looking into her eyes and smiling. Maybe I was starting to shed my usual shy layer.

She sauntered closer to me. “Excited for the big competition?” she asked. She grabbed a piece of her hair and started twirling it around her finger.

“It should be interesting,” I said with a smile. “What about you?”

“I think it will be fun,” she said.

I smiled and nodded my head and she took another step closer. I looked down at her legs, which were clad with tight black leggings. I could see the bulge of her pussy. I looked up quickly before she decided that I was staring at her cunt. “Susan’s been here before,” she said. “She told me that there’s a little Chinese food restaurant down the road—that way. Maybe later you want to come with me—with us. We can all go together. Like a team thing.” Now she was blushing. Her pale skin did her no favors in hiding her rosy cheeks.

I smiled. “Sure,” I said. I wasn’t used to girls liking me. I’d always been more-or-less invisible to the opposite sex, and that’s what I was used to. So I wasn’t sure how to respond properly to Nora, who clearly liked me—or was at least interested in a road trip romance with me.

Her interest in me wasn’t quite as strange as the fact that I didn’t feel much in return. Sure, she was cute—and that cuteness really should have been enough for me. But for some reason, I just couldn’t convince myself to be excited. I couldn’t get her image into my brain. I wanted to have a crush on her, but mostly just out of convenience. But the reality was that she didn’t make me feel excited. And maybe that was for the best; maybe it was best for me to focus on the tennis that I was there to play, and not on the girl that was trying to flirt with me.

Coach Douglas emerged from the building with three sets of keys. “So here’s the issue,” he said. “I thought we had five rooms, but we only got three, and they’re booked up.”

“We can share a room,” said Susan, stepping close to Kyle.

“Definitely not,” said Coach Douglas, narrowing his eyes. “One of the rooms has two queens, and they’re going to bring a cot. So the girls can have that room. I’ll take the small room with Richard. Kyle and Christopher can take the last room. You don’t mind, do you, Richard?”

Richard shrugged his shoulders.

“Wait,” said Nora, suddenly with wide eyes. “All three of us will share a room?” She looked over at Crystal.

“It’s the biggest room. It’s got two queens and space for a cot.”

“No way,” Susan said, shaking her head suddenly. “I don’t feel comfortable sharing a room with… her.” Now both of the girls were looking at Crystal, who was now red in the face. And I couldn’t blame the girls. Sure, they were fine to play along with Crystal’s little façade while on the tennis courts, but sharing a room with the imposter was crossing a line.

“We have to try to be inclusive,” said Coach Douglas softly.

But the girls continued to shake their heads. “I’m going to call my mom,” said Nora.

“Me too,” said Susan.

“No, no, no,” said Coach Douglas. “Don’t go and do that. We’ll figure this out. Um…” He looked around and thought for a moment. “What if… Okay—how’s this? Susan and Nora can take the two queen beds. I’ll sleep on the cot in the room with Kyle and Richard. Then Christopher… You can…” He kept thinking while staring into my eyes.

“If he doesn’t care, I can share a room with him,” said Crystal in her soft, female voice, which had also gotten better over the past week (or maybe I was just getting used to it).

I looked over at her. My heart fluttered, and I had to remind myself that it wasn’t that weird. She wasn’t a real girl. Sharing a room with her was no different than sharing a room with a guy. And I didn’t want to make the issue any more complicated than it already was. “Sure. I don’t care,” I said.

Coach Douglas was silent for a moment as he tried to process the proposal in his mind. Was it right to put us together? Would the school be mad if they found out?

“You really don’t mind?” Coach Douglas asked. I could see in his eyes that he was nervous about the arrangement. He looked at me. “Chris—we can get another cot and squeeze it into our room, and Crystal can have that room to herself.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I really don’t care.”

There was another long pause. Then Coach Douglas handed me the key. “Okay. Well, if you decide that you feel uncomfortable, let me know and we can, uh, rearrange.”

“Sure thing,” I said. But now, my heart was racing. There really was something awkward about sharing a room with the phony transgender, even though it wouldn’t have seemed awkward at all a week before when Crystal was just Ian.

We went down to our room. Coach Douglas watched us until we were inside. The door closed and the room was quiet. There were two small beds, a small television, and a bathroom. I watched Crystal as she walked over to the far bed and put her suitcase down. I realized it was the first time I’d been alone with her—and maybe it was the first time she’d been alone with any fellow student since her ‘transition’.

“So this is our room then, huh?” I said.

“I guess this is it,” she said, looking back at me with a small smile.

“You don’t have to use the voice with me. I won’t rat you out,” I said.

She just looked at me with a smile, as if there was something funny about what I’d said. “Someone once told me that being a woman is all about being consistent,” she said, still using that feminine voice.

“Right…” I said. “And you think this is all worth getting to go on a few tennis trips? I mean—it’s going to be weird when you actually start beating the girls. They’re not going to be happy.”

“Nobody is happy when they lose,” she said.

“Obviously. But, c’mon. It’s not exactly fair—you know that.”

She hopped onto her bed. She giggled and then she looked at me again. “I didn’t write the rules, Chris,” she said.

“Rules are rules,” I said. “But then there are morals. Do you know what I mean?” I was starting to feel nervous—worried she was going to rat me out to Coach Douglas. I knew it wasn’t a conversation I was allowed to be having. I saw what happened to the last person who dared to question the legitimacy of Crystal’s femininity.

“I’m following the rules,” she said with a smile and shrug. “Do you mind if I take a shower? I need to shave my legs before we go out for dinner. I meant to do it this morning, but I slept in.”

“Go right ahead,” I said, motioning towards the bathroom. And then she sprung to her feet and happily marched into the bathroom. A minute later, I could hear the water running. Steam was seeping out from underneath the door.

I was about to leave the hotel room. I grabbed the door and opened it, and then I paused, realizing I didn’t have the key. I let the door close and then I went back into the room, looking for that key. It wasn’t on the dresser or the shared nightstand. Maybe it was over by the sink, which was next to the bathroom door. I went around the small corner and spotted the key. As I went to grab it, I heard a noise. I paused. It was a soft whimpering, as if Crystal was crying in the shower.

I remained still for a long moment, confused. Why was she crying? I never knew Ian to be the depressed type. He’d always been a grinning fool. Everything had always amused him—even things that weren’t remotely funny. So why was he sad? Did I say something to offend him? Was he upset that I wasn’t taking his little feminine scheme seriously?

My skin tingled. What if he was serious about this transition thing? What if he was sad that people weren’t taking him seriously?

“Hey Crystal—I’m taking the key,” I called out.

I heard her suddenly clear her throat and sniffle. “O—Okay. Sure,” she replied.

And then I left that room feeling more confused than ever—and more awkward. If she really was taking her femininity seriously, then it was especially weird that we were sharing a room.
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We all went out for dinner together. Coach Douglas sat at his own table, far enough that he couldn’t hear us but close enough that he could make sure we weren’t ordering booze or getting into trouble. Crystal sat quietly at the end of the table. When she got up to use the bathroom, the voices of my teammates lowered, to ensure Coach Douglas wouldn’t hear a word.

“I can’t believe he’s actually here,” said Nora. “He’s going to make us all look so bad. Our team is going to be the laughing stock.”

“Just pretend like you have nothing to do with him,” said Susan. “It’s not a team sport, after all. We’re not even competing in the doubles tournament.”

“Do you think he’s going to win?” Kyle asked.

“Probably,” said Richard. “I mean—no offense to the girls, but he’s a guy. He’s way better than any girl I’ve ever seen play at this level. It’s probably going to end up in the news.”

Now my teammates were looking at me, expecting me to chime in. I took a slow glass from my water. They were right: Crystal was going to clean up. She was way better than any high school girl. But I still felt bad for her in a weird way. A part of me was tempted to tell them that I had a feeling she was actually serious about being a woman. But I still didn’t know the answer to that question myself. Was this just about making the team? Did she really want us to call her Crystal and pretend like she’d always been a girl?

“Better be careful what you say to him,” said Kyle to me. “He’s got the coach on a short leash. He could have us all kicked off the team in a second.”

“Right,” I said, nodding my head, trying to look like I agreed with the group.

Then Susan leaned forward before looking around to make sure Coach Douglas was indeed out of earshot. “I have my sister’s fake ID. I can get us booze tonight if you want.”

Kyle smiled and looked at Susan. Nora was looking at me. Even Richard was grinning at the thought of having a little party before our tournament.

“We’ll do it in our room,” said Susan. “Just sneak over twenty minutes after curfew.”

“How is Chris going to get away from Ian?” Nora asked. She was looking into my eyes now.

“I don’t think Ian would tattle on us,” I said.

Now everyone was looking at me. “We don’t want him there. You don’t want him there, do you?”

I felt my muscles tensing up. “What? No, of course not. I’m just saying—to avoid any awkwardness, we could just invite him… it’s just an option. It’s not what I want at all.” I felt my face turning red. Then, I saw Crystal returning from the bathroom. We all perked up and put fake smiles on our faces.

“Teddy Hart apparently missed the tryouts because of an ankle injury,” Kyle said, masterfully changing the subject.

“I heard that,” said Richard. “There’s a good chance one of us could actually place top-three now.”

Crystal took a seat. She was smiling and oblivious. And that strange guilt grew stronger inside of me. I didn’t like talking about her behind her back, even if she had found a loophole in the rules that took advantage of everyone for her own benefit.

That night, after a very awkward two hours alone in the hotel room with Crystal, I snuck out to meet up with the others. I had no idea if Crystal was sleeping or not. She was completely silent and turned the other way, under the covers of her own bed. It took me a good five minutes to step from my bed to the door without making a sound. But if she was awake, then she certainly heard me creeping out of the room.

The others were already a few drinks in and tipsy. Nora was already staggering and giggling. She sat down next to me on the bed. She was carrying a strong perfume smell with her. Kyle had his arm around Susan. Richard was slowly sipping from a full bottle of vodka. He hadn’t done much damage to the bottle yet, yet he still seemed to be drunk.

We didn’t talk much. The energy in the room was awkward. It was an hour before Susan finally said, “Who in this room is a virgin?”

The room was silent. Nobody wanted to admit it, but we all knew that we were all virgins.

Susan looked at Nora. “Aren’t you a virgin, Nora?” she said.

“Me? No,” said Nora, turning dark red before giggling.

“Who have you slept with?” she asked.

“Lots of guys,” Nora said.

“Like who?”

There was another awkward silence. “It’s personal,” she said.

Susan rolled her eyes. Then Nora said, “Well who have you slept with?”

“I’ve slept with guys,” said Susan.

“I’m a virgin,” said Kyle, taking a sip from his beer. His face was dark red.

“Really?” said Susan with beaming eyes. “Me too.”

“You just said you slept with guys!” said Nora.

It was embarrassing and juvenile, but we ended up all admitting that we hadn’t slept with anyone before. We kept drinking. Susan put on the TV and then saw that it had a Bluetooth option. “Want to watch a porno?” she said with a big grin.

The guys all shrugged, trying to act cool (myself included). Nora hopped up and down. “Ooh! This will be fun. Porn is so funny.”

So Susan streamed a porn movie from her phone to the television. The room became silent as soon as the cast members were naked and sucking on each other. I looked away from the screen, trying to look disinterested (or maybe I was trying to avoid getting an erection in front of a girl that liked me).

“I’m feeling tired,” I said awkwardly. Then, on the screen, the well-hung man stuck his erection into the anus of the petite girl. She moaned as the veiny shaft slid into her body. “I think I might head to bed.”

“It’s still so early,” Nora said, gently grabbing my wrist. She looked into my eyes. She wanted me to stay. And for what? Everyone was inching closer together (except for Richard, who was still in the corner, sipping from his bottle of vodka). It seemed like she wanted the night to turn into something. She wanted to rush into this road trip romance. And to be fair, we were only in Saskatchewan for a few days, and our next trip wasn’t for a few more weeks.

My heart started racing when her hand landed on my thigh. It was a few minutes before she took my hand and put it on her thigh, and then she wriggled herself slowly, forcing my hand to slide further up, as if she wanted me to pet her pussy.

A part of me wanted to cave. I wanted to just take her hand and bring her to that bathroom so we could feast on each other’s virginity. I wanted to know what it felt like to push my cock into a tight virgin pussy. I wanted to hear her moan and feel her gush and squirm.

But another part of me wanted to reject her. I’d spent years begging God to give me a woman to strip me of my virginity, but now it just felt wrong. Maybe Nora wasn’t the right girl. Maybe I was better off holding out for someone else. But who? Nora was out of my league. She was only picking me because there weren’t many other options, and she was determined to make this trip into more than just a tennis competition.

I took a big sip from my drink: something that Nora mixed for me. I’d never had liquor before, aside from a few sips of my parents’ wine during holidays—but this didn’t taste like alcohol. It tasted like sugar mixed with soda pop and fruit juice. It was hard to drink because it was so sweet, but drinking something made the situation feel less awkward.

For a while, I wasn’t convinced that it was liquor in that glass, and then I started to feel funny. My fingertips tingled and I began to sway slightly, even though I was sitting. I stood up to use the bathroom and then I almost fell over. Then I started laughing. Everyone stared at me as if I’d lost my mind. Was I drunk? Was I experience my first drunken episode?

I made it to the bathroom and then I sat down to pee, just to ensure that I didn’t make a mess. I closed my eyes for a moment and enjoyed the swaying euphoria that came with the alcohol. Then I suddenly opened my eyes, worrying I’d fallen asleep. I went back into the hotel room, and everyone looked at me. “You’re alive,” said Richard, still sipping from his tall bottle of vodka.

“Huh?” I said, trying not to stagger too much.

“You were in the bathroom for, like, an hour,” said Nora. “Are you okay?”

“I was?” I said.

They all giggled, as if there was something funny.

“Come sit down,” Nora said. So I took the seat next to her. There was a new porn playing on the screen now. Someone had filled my drink, and now Nora was inching it towards me. I didn’t want to have another sip. I didn’t want to go any deeper than I already was. I didn’t like feeling like I wasn’t in control. I didn’t like not having a sense of how much time was passing.

She took my hand and put it on her thigh again. I looked into her eyes for a moment and tried to convince myself that I wanted to fuck her.

“Is Rich okay?” said Susan. I looked over and saw that he was passed out and snoring. His bottle of vodka was tipped over and pooling on the floor, but nobody seemed to care enough to pick it up.

“I think he passed out.”

Another few silent, awkward, drunken minutes went by. “I have to pee,” said Kyle.

“Me too,” said Susan. “I’ll come with you.”

They giggled as they went to the bathroom, presumably to fuck. Now, I was more-or-less alone with Nora. She was looking into my eyes. There was a painfully awkward silence. I wanted to want to kiss her, but I couldn’t muster up those feelings. “Are you, uh, ready for your matches tomorrow?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Sure,” she said. Then she took my hand and pulled it up her thigh, under her skirt, and onto her warm, damp pussy. She wasn’t wearing panties. She looked away from my eyes but kept her hand pressed firmly against mine, so I couldn’t pull away. “Do you like it?” she asked sheepishly.

“L—Like what?” I asked.

“My vagina.”

“Oh,” I said. “Yeah. Sure.” I cleared my throat.

“You can rub it if you want to.”

I tried rubbing it. It felt nice. It was warm and wet and squishy. The little hole was especially wet, and getting wetter. She moaned, and that moan should have made me want to fuck her brains out—but instead I found myself cringing. I had to look away so she wouldn’t see my face.

I liked girls. I’d always liked girls. I even preferred to watch lesbian porn over straight porn, because the sight of a cock usually made me queasy. But now I just wasn’t turned on. I wasn’t attracted to Nora—and maybe it was just Nora. Maybe it had nothing to do with her womanhood. Maybe she just wasn’t my type, even though she was perfectly what I thought my type was.

“W-What time is it?” I asked.

Nora looked over at the clock. “It’s two,” she said. “Put your finger inside of me.”

“I think I need to go,” I said.

“What? Why?” she said, turning white and looking back into my eyes.

“I—I have to sleep before my matches. I need to get some sleep.” I pulled my hand away and I jumped up to my feet. She stared at me as if I’d just murdered both of her parents. “Sorry,” I said, and then I turned to the door and I didn’t look back.

I stumbled down the hotel hallway. My heart was racing. My fingers were still damp from rubbing her wet cunt. Something about it all just didn’t feel right. Something was wrong, but I had no idea what.

It must have taken me fifteen minutes to find my room, and to get into my bed. I slipped under the covers and I closed my eyes, hoping that my sudden exit wouldn’t come back to haunt me. I didn’t want Nora telling all of my friends that I rejected her. Would they assume that I was gay? Why did I reject her? It was the first time anyone had ever offered me sex—and what if it was years before another opportunity came up? Did I just squander the best chance of my life?

I dozed off.

Then, I had one of my recurring dreams, and it wasn’t surprising that it came about. In my dream, I woke up in my bed and rolled over, and there was a woman there. I breathed a deep sigh of relief as I put my hand on her warm, soft skin. I remembered turning down Nora, but now I was sure that the rejection was the dream and this was real. Now, the opportunity was still there and I wasn’t looking down the barrel of years of regret. I slid my hand down her soft body and heard a small whimper escape her lips. She rolled over and her hand gently caressed the side of my face before we kissed. I pushed myself up close to her as our lips locked and our tongues twisted together.

I slid my hand down onto her bum. She was wearing short satin shorts, which were about as soft as her skin. I pushed my fingers under her shorts. I pushed my fingertips into her butt crack and felt her tight butthole. I let another sigh of relief out as I relaxed into her warm embrace.

Then her hand slid down. She grabbed onto my cock and began to tug on it, making it harder, making it longer. I moaned and went limp while she stroked me. “Just like that,” I whispered. I closed my eyes and felt the cool tickle of the air conditioner.

The dream was realistic—more realistic than dreams that I was used to. And the strangest part of the dream was that I could remember getting into bed. I could remember the embarrassing events that led up to me getting into bed. I could remember drinking with the tennis team and I could remember checking into the hotel. Why was the dream so vivid? I tried not to think about it too much, worried the dream would end if I thought too much about reality.

She rolled on top of me. Her body was a bit heavy: curvy and soft, but heavy enough to pin me to the mattress. I could feel an awkward spring in my back, but it didn’t bother me too much. It was a small, vivid detail to belong in a dream.

I reached my hands up and cupped her breasts. They were small, but squishy. I squeezed hard, feeling her erect nipples against the palms of my hands. She moaned. Then she started to grind her bum against my cock. I let out a groan. “Just like that,” I said again. She managed to cradle my cock perfectly between her butt cheeks.

She pulled her pelvis back, arching her back downwards like a cat. I felt something rub against my abdomen before sliding down and rubbing against my cock. It was hard and warm, making me pause. “What is that?” I whispered.

“You got me hard,” she whispered back.

My heart fluttered. I had to remind myself that it was only a dream. And now, this dream was starting to get weird. Maybe it was time to let the dream end. Maybe it was time to remind myself that I really wasn’t in reality so I could wake up. Or maybe I could just let the dream ride out, to see what was going to happen.

I watched her reach down into her satin shorts. She let a small grunt out as she pulled out a thick erection: a throbbing cock. And that’s when I looked up to her face and saw that Crystal was on top of me, looking down at me.

My heart stopped for a moment. My dream was turning quickly into a nightmare. “Wait,” I said. I opened my mouth to say more, but no more words came out. I stuttered and she smiled.

“Just relax,” she said. “I’ll be a perfect girl for you.”

I remained frozen, trying to process the surreal scenario. I was looking at Crystal, who had been Ian just a week before. And maybe she still was Ian. Maybe it was all a rouse. But she was also kind of hot. She had a curvy body and a pretty face. Hell, if she was next to Nora and they were judged by strangers, I bet strangers would have picked Crystal to be the hotter one. But what did that mean? Did it mean anything?

I looked down at that towering erection. She was big—bigger than any girl should have been. Her cock was as thick and long as a summer sausage from the deli. It looked heavy and warm. She grabbed it in her fist and pumped slowly, pulling back her foreskin, exposing that swollen tip.

Then, with her other hand, she grabbed my erection. I jumped when she touched me. I was still frozen, now unable to move a muscle in my body. I was scared. The dream wasn’t ending. Why wouldn’t it end? Was I actually dreaming, or was this real?

She pushed her cock up against mine and then she started pumping them together. I could feel her thick veins throbbing. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. I had a big dick, but her dick made mine look small.

What was I supposed to do? My cock had never touched another cock before. I’d never touched another cock before. Hell, I’d never even been in the same room as another erection before—as far as I knew. I wanted to keep it that way. But now, I felt trapped. I couldn’t move without forcing her off of me. So why wasn’t I forcing her off of me? Why was I just watching while her hand stroked up and down? Did I like the way it felt?

It was just a dream—maybe I just needed to embrace the pleasure of the dream. It probably wasn’t something I was going to remember anyway. I only remembered one out of every ten thousand dreams after all. So what was the harm in indulging in this one?

I let my body relax. I let her stroke my cock. It felt good. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then she spat onto our tips. She used that clenched fist to pull the saliva down, spreading it all over both of our cocks.

I knew it was going to be hard to look Crystal in the eye in the morning, after having a wild sex dream with her as the star. Of course I wouldn’t tell her—or anybody—about the dream.

Though now, as she continued pumping our cocks, I began to hear the hum of the air conditioner again. I heard some distant car honking. I heard the soft hum of the traffic on the nearby highway.

The feeling of her warm skin and the smell of her girly deodorant: it was all just too vivid to be part of a dream. “A—Am I dreaming?” I managed to ask.

She laughed and shook her head. “No, baby,” she said with that girly voice that made me so scared and confused.

Then she took her cock with her fist and slid it down, pushing it under my ball sack and between my butt cheeks. I gasped, feeling her moist, warm throbbing sliding against my tight hole. I clenched hard. She grabbed my wrist with her free hand. “Grab my tits. I liked that,” she said.

I hesitantly held onto her breast, over her satin shirt. I squeezed hard. It felt like a real boob—or at least what I assumed a real boob felt like. I squeezed harder, as if kept me feeling sane. Well, maybe it kept me feeling straight.

I rolled my head over and saw my bed. I was in her bed. Had I gotten into the wrong bed when I returned from the party with the rest of the team? Did I drunkenly stumble under the wrong covers? How long had I been out for? I looked at the clock. It was 3:00 AM now. I was starting to panic. All of these details were real enough that I was now convinced this wasn’t a dream. I was actually making out with Crystal: the school’s phony transgender.

I froze as she began to push her cock into me. “Wait,” I said—or maybe I tried to say it. She didn’t hear me regardless. She pushed hard until her thick tip penetrated my hole. I gasped and grabbed onto the bed sheets with one hand while squeezing her tit with the other.

But if I wasn’t dreaming, then what was I squeezing? Did Crystal have real breasts? How long had she had them? They weren’t big, but I wasn’t squeezing pectoral muscles. And her nipples were bigger than any man’s nipples should have been. She pushed her big cock another inch into me. I gasped and groaned. I tried clenching, but she was too determined to get inside of me.

“It’s so tight,” she whispered in that feminine tone.

“It hurts,” I said.

“It’ll be fine,” she said softly, planting her hand down on my chest to pin me more firmly. I tried to wriggle free, but I didn’t try too hard. She pushed deeper into me. I could feel my hole stretching. I moaned and squirmed and clenched, but she kept pushing her monster cock deeper into my body.

At least she was slow and gentle—at least at first. It took her a good ten minutes to get her whole thirteen-inch snake into my body. Then she waited a moment for me to calm down before pulling it back. I could feel her foreskin tugging over her big tip as she pulled back—and then I felt that foreskin pull back again when she pushed back in. I gasped. I felt like I could feel her all the way up in my lungs. Was I going to be okay? Was I going to need a colostomy bag for the rest of my life?

She pumped a bit faster and a bit harder. I moaned a bit louder. I was now clutching her soft sides with both of my hands. And the worst part of it all was that I was still erect and throbbing. I felt like I was on the verge of coming, and every time she pumped into my body, I was sure that I was going to make a mess all over my own chest.

I tried to clench again, but now I was too stretched out. My hole was her own personal fuck toy and she was using it liberally. She pinned her firmly with both hands and plunged into me with hard thrusts. Each thrust was faster than the one before it.

Then, for some reason, I reached up and pulled her shirt over her head, so I could see her breasts. And they really were breasts: B, or maybe even C-cups. They bounced slightly every time she thrusted into me. But why did she have breasts? She’d only been a chick for a week. Just how devoted was she to being on the girls’ tennis team?

She pumped harder still—and faster. Now I was screaming. She used the palm of her hand to cover my mouth, so I was muffled as I moaned. The pain was gone. Now, there was just a tingling pleasure between my legs, and that pleasure was quickly spreading through my body. I bit down on her hand, but she didn’t mind. She reached down and grabbed my erection with a firm grip. She gently pulled my foreskin back, and that was all I could take. I came all over myself. I shot more white goo than ever before, coating my chest and abdomen with my own thick, sticky substance.

She gasped, and then she giggled. She used the palm of her hand to spread it around. She pushed it up my chest and then she pushed her fingers into my mouth, giving me a taste of my own product.

And then she gasped again. This time, her face turned dark red. Her eyes began to glisten and her eyelashes fluttered. Her breasts heaved, and then I felt a swelling inside of me. I looked down and could see a lump in my stomach: her cock, pushing up against my abdomen from the inside. I stared at it for a moment while it twitched, and then I felt the hot gush. She was coming inside of me. And my God, did it ever feel good! I felt my eyes rolling into the back of my head as my legs trembled. My toes curled in and I felt more heavy gushes as that big dick pumped me full of hot semen.

I didn’t feel drunk. I felt completely sober now, and maybe that’s what made the moment feel so awkward. I liked the feeling of being pumped and filled, even though I was of sound mind. It wasn’t right, and now I knew this was something I was going to remember. I wouldn’t just remember it for a few weeks—I would probably remember it for the rest of my life.

I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. She looked just as frightened as me, but there was another look too. She leaned down and we kissed. I kissed back, and even slipped her some tongue. It seemed pointless in making a stink at this point. I’d already indulged this much, so why not enjoy the final moments of our togetherness.

She pulled her cock out of me and then she rolled over, pressing her bum into my lap. Instinctively, I put my arm over her and she snuggled in tight. We pulled the covers back over our bodies and then the room became silent, as if nothing had happened. And had my butt not been throbbing, gaping, and full of cum, I would have been convinced that nothing had happened.

But it all happened. Every second of our fucking was real, and it was something that would weigh over our heads as soon as it was time to see our teammates again.
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We all met for breakfast, and we well all quiet. I had a slight pain in the back of my head, but otherwise I had no hangover symptoms—unlike Kyle, who could barely keep his eyes open—and Nora, who kept running to the bathroom to throw up.

Coach Douglas had a concerned look on his face, and the look became exaggerated when our food came and we all were hardly able to eat anything. “What’s wrong with all of you?” he asked.

“Tired from travelling,” said Richard, who was wearing sunglasses even though we were inside.

“You have your first matches in a few hours,” Coach Douglas said. “And you all look like garbage.” He looked at me. “Chris?”

I looked up at him, confused as to why I was being called out specifically. “What?” I said. And now the others were looking at me with wide eyes, trying to scare me into keeping my mouth shut.

“Why are you so tired?” he said.

“It’s early,” I said. “It was hard to sleep on that hotel bed.”

“Well wake up. Eat some food. If we lose all of our games today, I’m not going to be happy.”

I forced myself to eat despite not having an appetite. Then I drank lots of water, knowing it would make the grogginess go away. And that grogginess did go away after about an hour—but the awkwardness didn’t go away. Nora kept approaching me, as if she wanted to talk to me—which was awkward, but not nearly as awkward as Crystal making brief two-second eye-contacts with me. My butthole still felt stretched out and sore, and the memory of waking up next to her, with her warm body cuddled into me, was still fresh in my mind.

I felt like I needed to talk to her, to tell her that she couldn’t tell anyone about what happened. I wanted to tell her that it was all a mistake, and that I thought I was dreaming, and that I was drunk. But I was terrified of bringing it up at all. A part of me wanted to believe that if I never brought it up, I could convince myself that it never really happened. I figured it wouldn’t be a lasting memory if I made an effort not to think about it at all.

So that’s what I did. I forced myself not to think about it, and I managed to keep those thoughts out of my head until the worst possible moment. I was standing on the court, facing my first opponent of the season, and then I saw Crystal walk up to the fence behind my opponent. She took a seat, and then she smiled and waved at me.

Now, she was wearing a short white skirt. I could see right up that skirt as she sat before me, about eighty feet ahead. I was far away, but I could still make out the bulge in her tight white shorts. “Service!” I heard someone shout, and then I looked around. The ball streaked by and I flinched. “Fifteen, love!”

“Shit,” I said. I got into a proper stance and got ready for the next serve.

The ball came at me and I hit it back. I played a good bout, and won after a short rally. A wave of relief washed over me. Then I heard her cheering. I looked up and saw her clapping and smiling. She had a cute smile. She hopped up and down and waved at me, and I couldn’t help but notice the bounce of her breasts. I never figured out how she managed to grow breasts in such a short period of time.

I served the ball. I hit an impressive shot after the return. Then I heard her cheer. I looked up and saw that cute smile again. No—it wasn’t cute. It belonged to a man. I couldn’t let those thoughts get back into my head. I couldn’t let her infest my mind. But it was too late. Now, I could remember the feeling of that thick snake sliding into my body: all thirteen inches of her throbbing cock, pulsing against my tight anal walls.

The ball whizzed by me. “30-15!”

“Shit,” I muttered again. I was going to lose if I couldn’t figure myself out. I tried hard to focus. I tried to keep my mind straight, and my gaze off of her.

I stumbled but caught myself. He almost aced me, but I recovered. Then I hit a hard cross-court shot and he dove for it, missing. I tied the round.

But she stayed there, watching, smiling, cheering, and distracting. I didn’t want her cheering for me like that. I didn’t want people thinking that we were an item—or that we even knew each other. Sure, nobody had figured out her ‘secret’ yet, but it was bound to come out soon. It wouldn’t be long before that rumor started spreading around the competition like wildfire.

I missed another easy return. “Fuck!” I said to myself. I wanted to walk up to her and tell her to go away. I needed to focus. I couldn’t focus with her there.

“C’mon, Chris!” my coach yelled at me. “Don’t lose these qualifying points! These are easy points.”

I bit down on my tongue and tried hard to focus. But I kept getting schooled by easy lobs. Luckily, my opponent was bad, and kept lobbing balls into the net, keeping the score close to even. I just had to focus a little bit to beat him.

My opponent was one set away from ending me. And losing the first qualifying match was a sure way to ruin the entire trip. We came a long way for that competition.

“Timeout!” my coach yelled at the referee. The referee gave my coach the thumbs up, so I walked over to Coach Douglas. “What the hell is going on with you?” My teammates walked over.

“You okay, Chris?” Kyle said.

“I’m fine!” I said. The frustration was mounting, making my situation even worse. I tried to remember the score, but couldn’t think of anything but Crystal. What were people going to say when they found out about her truth? Was Crystal going to tell people that we had a little fling in the hotel room? Would she drag me down with her, so that she would have someone to split the misery?

“Chris?” said Coach Douglas, and then I realized I was zoned out again. “It wasn’t an easy decision to pick you for the team. Don’t let me down now. You need to get your head in the game. Nothing I can say can do it for you, so you need to figure out how to do it yourself.”

“C’mon already!” my opponent shouted.

I took a deep breath. “Whatever,” I said. “I’m fine. I’ll be fine.” But my heart was racing. I didn’t feel fine. The whole school would mock me if they found out that I slept with Crystal. How could I ever show my face again?

I looked to the side and saw that Crystal was now standing at the fence to my right. She was waving me over. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want anyone seeing me talking to her, but a part of me wanted to tell her to get lost, so I could focus. So I walked over before resuming my match. “What is it?” I said.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

I looked into her eyes. I wanted to tell her to beat it. I wanted to make her promise she wasn’t going to tell anyone about what we did. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I couldn’t stoop to that level of meanness. “Nothing,” I said.

“Win this game for me,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“If you win, I’ll suck your cock.”

My heart fluttered around in my chest like a fresh butterfly. I felt my eyes widen. I felt adrenaline surging through my veins. “What?” I said.

She smiled and winked, and then she walked away, off to prepare for her first match.

“Can we start already?” my opponent shouted from the other side of the court.

I walked over to my position. I felt tense all over. My hands were jittering. I had no idea how to process Crystal’s offer. I didn’t want to get sexually involved with her again… or did I? What did I have to lose? I’d already messed around with her once. My virginity was already gone. So what did I really have to lose?

The ball came at me and I struck it back with a surprising amount of force. My opponent didn’t see the hard hit coming, and he didn’t move fast enough. Then, with my next serve, I easily aced him. To make it 40-0, I nailed the ball hard, cross-court, making him dive. He grunted as he hit the ground.

I felt strangely energized. I’d never felt so motivated. I ended up schooling my opponent over and over, taking games without giving up points, and taking sets without giving up games. I don’t think he scored a single point before the match was called in my favor.

“This is bullshit,” he said, throwing his racket. Then he looked at me with narrowed eyes. “It’s not cool, man. It’s not cool to screw with someone like that.”

I forced an awkward smile. I wanted to defend myself and tell him that I’d just been distracted by our team’s trap—but I decided to keep my mouth shut instead. “Good game,” I muttered, but he wasn’t impressed.

I sauntered over to watch Crystal’s game after Coach Douglas gave me a firm pat on the back. I took a seat in the stands. The score was already decisive for Crystal: she was up two sets to zero, and quickly taking points.

“Who is that girl?” I heard someone nearby ask. “Was she here last year?”

“I’ve never seen her before. I think she’s from Kingston.”

“She’s good.”

“But where did she come from?”

I felt my face turning red. I hated that she was tied to our team—and it really was a matter of time before everyone realized she wasn’t actually a biological female. I turned my attention to the game. Now, Crystal and her opponent had a good rally going. Every time Crystal swung, her skirt flew up, exposing the tight white short-shorts underneath. I could see her tucked bulge. It didn’t look big, which was impressive, because I knew that it was big.

She let out a cute little whimper every time she struck the ball. I could see the bottom cusp of her bum every time that skirt flew up.

I got up to take a new seat, so I could get a better look under her skirt while she played. Those long smooth legs were hypnotizing. She really did have her feminine mannerisms down well. She played like a girl. Had she always played like that? Or was I just noticing it now because she was wearing a skirt, and her blonde hair was dancing from side to side.

“That girl is hot,” I heard a guy say to his friend. “Who is she?”

“I think she’s from Kingston.”

“She’s got a great ass.”

I smirked at their obliviousness—though I felt like a bit of a hypocrite, because I didn’t think they were wrong. Crystal did have a great ass, and she was kind of hot, especially with that long blonde hair, which was of course a wig.

The sweat on her chest made her white blouse slightly see-thru. Now, I could make out the contour of her small breasts, which weren’t in a bra.

Before the last set, she looked over and saw me in the stands. She smiled and I smiled back. My cheeks turned red as our gazes locked. Then, when she went back to the game, I looked around to make sure nobody had been looking at us. My heart was racing. I felt like I was meandering into taboo territory. I couldn’t be caught with her. Hell—I should have been avoiding her completely, but I couldn’t help myself. Maybe I could allow a small—and very secret—road trip romance.
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We snuck away across the field to a park where there was an unused public bathroom. We went in and locked the door. She giggled and I felt my skin turning dark red. My heart was pounding harder than ever before, knowing there was a possibility someone saw us sneaking away from the tournament.

“My next game is in thirty minutes,” I said.

She giggled. “You won’t last that long.” Then she dropped to her knees and grabbed the waistband of my shorts. I took a deep breath in as she slowly pulled down.

“Should we really be doing this?” I asked. My voice cracked.

“I made a deal,” she said. “And now I have to put up my end of the deal.” She looked into my eyes with a big smirk. Then she pulled down my boxers and lifted up my semi-erect penis. She sucked it through her lips. I suddenly stood upright and gasped. She sucked nicely, using her tongue to massage the tip of my penis.

I let my shoulders relax and then I took a deep breath. “Shit,” I said. “That feels good.” She had me hard in no time. Then she started bobbing her head up and down, using her lips to massage every inch of my big cock.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sucking for a perfect minute. And then new thoughts started entering my head. Did this mean that she was gay? I mean—she was a biological male. Had she always been attracted to men? Had she always been attracted to me? I looked down at her. It was hard to imagine her as Ian now. It was hard to see that masculine side that had been her only side just a week before.

She grabbed my thighs with both of her hands. Now that my cock was erect, she had to push my cock down her throat in order to get the whole thing inside of her mouth. It felt good. She gagged a bit, but she managed to truck on.

It was another minute before she leaned back for a deep breath of air. She was about to lean back in, then I stopped her. “Wait,” I said. “Stand up.”

She looked at me for a moment with narrowed eyes. Then she stood up. I dropped down to my knees. I pulled her white shorts down underneath her skirt, exposing her erection, which took a moment to unfold from between her legs. Her ball sack also took a moment to fill back up, since her testes were pushed into her body.

She let out a sigh of relief. It probably didn’t feel very comfortable keeping her big package stuffed in those tight shorts. I grabbed her erection and pulled back her foreskin. Her cock was warm. I smirked and bit down on the corner of my bottom lip. My hands were trembling. My body felt hot and sweaty. My mind was quickly spinning. What was I doing? Why was I allowing myself to do this? Was I gay?

I leaned forward and sunk the gigantic cock into my mouth—as much as I could without gagging. I sucked and bobbed my head. She reached up and pressed her fingers into her own blonde hair. She moaned as I bobbed my head, back and forth, faster and faster. “Oh baby,” she said. “That feels so fucking good, baby.”

I pressed my lips firmly around her tip and tickled her little hole with the tip of my tongue. She giggled and then she moaned. “Make me come, baby,” she said. I grabbed what I couldn’t fit in my mouth with a clenched fist. I pumped her while I sucked her. It wasn’t long before her legs were trembling and her knees were buckling. She moaned louder and louder. My own cock was throbbing hard, desperate to come. So I used my free hand to jerk myself off while I jerked her off and sucked her cock.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “I’m coming. I’m coming, baby.”

I braced myself, using my tongue to block my throat so I wouldn’t choke to death on her thick cum. She blasted the inside of my mouth. The warm, sweet taste put me over the edge and made me cum. I sprayed her smooth, pretty legs while she filled my mouth with her warm substance.

Her big load was too much to keep in my mouth, so I was forced to swallow a big gulp. Then she pulled me up to my feet and we kissed. She got a nice taste of her own load off of my lips. We pressed our foreheads together.

I knew that I’d done something wrong. I knew that this moment was going to come back to haunt me—so I did my best to stay in the moment, to enjoy it before it became a regret.

“You should get ready for your match,” she said.

“Probably,” I said back.

“I need to clean myself up. I’ll see you later.”

I looked into her eyes and smiled. And then I realized I was looking into Ian’s eyes. I still wasn’t sure if this was just a gimmick to make the tennis team or if this was a real transition. Surely it was real, right? Surely, she was taking hormone pills. Surely nobody would subject themselves to this much mockery just to compete at a few tennis tournaments.

I went back to the courts and I stretched for fifteen minutes before I was called to play my next game. I felt relaxed and refreshed when I took to the court. That anxiety was still lingering in the back of my mind, but I no longer felt distracted. I was able to win my match without losing any sets.

Kyle won both of his matches, and Richard won both of his as well. The girls didn’t fare so well—except for Crystal, who won both of her matches. But Nora and Susan didn’t seem to care too much about their losses. They were more interested in bitching about Crystal’s victories.

“Should we all go out for dinner?” Richard suggested while Crystal was in the changing room, packing her bag.

“Not with her,” Susan said, crossing her arms. “I refuse to be around her.”

“Susan,” said Coach Douglas.

“What? Why is this fair? Why does she get to be here? It’s not fair. She’s got an unfair biological advantage. We shouldn’t have to put up with this.”

“You didn’t play her,” I said. Then Susan and Nora both looked at me with dagger stares.

“I—I’m just playing the devil’s advocate. Don’t look at me like that.”

“How would you like it if you were forced to play against someone who had a massive biological advantage?”

“I—I wouldn’t like it,” I said.

“Exactly. It sucks,” Susan said.

“But we have to be inclusive,” said Coach Douglas. “We have to be open and understanding. Transitioning is hard.”

“Fuck that!” said Susan, and now her face was turning dark red.

Crystal started approaching. Susan took a few deep breaths, trying to calm herself down. “Let’s just all be nice. We can all do the best that we can do.”

“I’m just sick of this shit,” Susan muttered.

“What’s going on?” Crystal asked. The girls looked at her and there was an awkward silence.

“We’re just talking about getting dinner. Are you all okay with Boston Pizza?”

There was another long awkward silence before Crystal said, “That’s fine with me.” I forced a smile. Crystal looked at me and I tried hard not to return the look. I was secretly praying that she would look away before my teammates thought that I was any closer to her than they were.

So we went out for a silent dinner. Susan’s face stayed red the whole time.

And I wasn’t sure what to think. I agreed with Susan: it didn’t seem fair. Crystal had a massive physical advantage. Sure, she wasn’t any bigger than any of the other girls, but she still had male bones and male muscles. It really wasn’t fair. But I liked Crystal. She turned me on—and she was kind of fun to be around. And I still hadn’t forgotten the sound of her crying in the shower. If she really was transitioning, and I was believing more and more than she was, then she was really going through a hard time. I couldn’t imagine how tough this was for her.

But if it was so hard, why was she on the tennis team? Why was she turning her transition into public theater? Why didn’t she just choose to transition without making national news?

I didn’t know what to think, but I knew I couldn’t take Crystal’s side publicly without being dragged down with her. Or maybe that would have been the nice thing to do. Maybe it would have been nice to have someone with her while she went through her hard time.

“What’s wrong with you?” Kyle asked, looking at me. “You’re just staring down at the table. Aren’t you happy you’re going onto the quarter finals tomorrow?”

I looked up. “Huh? Yeah. Sure. I mean—I’m just tired. I need to get some proper sleep tonight.” I forced a smile.

“I could use some sleep too,” said Kyle, stretching his arms out. Then Susan looked at him with a smile. “Will you hang out with me first?” Susan asked. Susan had no more matches. After losing two straight in the qualifying round, she was eliminated from the tournament. She didn’t lose to Crystal, but it was obvious that she blamed Crystal.

“Sure thing,” Kyle said, forcing a smile. But it was clear that Kyle was tired and needed rest—and it was clear that Susan was going to be looking for someone to hang out with her for more than just an hour.

Nora looked at me. She was also out of the competition. She smiled and said, “What are you going to do after dinner?” She looked into my eyes. And in her eyes, I could see that she was offering me another chance: another opportunity to have sex—this time with a proper woman. And I knew those chances weren’t going to continue popping up. If I turned her down again, then that was probably it for me. If I turned her down again, she would surely move onto Richard, or pick out one of the many competitors from other cities staying in the same hotel.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I have no plans.”

“We could watch a movie,” she said. Her eyes were gleaming. She really was cute, but I really felt nothing for her. My heart wouldn’t even give a small flutter for her. I forced a smile.

“Sure,” I said. And then I could see the disappointment on Crystal’s face in the corner of my eye. But I couldn’t just turn Nora down in front of everyone, even if I had no plans of sleeping with her. And maybe this was my golden ticket, to jump from the taboo and awkward relationship I had with Crystal, into a relationship with Nora, who was a cute, normal, biological girl. God, life would have been so much simpler and so much less risky. So why didn’t it seem so easy? Why couldn’t I just let go of Crystal, who I could never be in a real relationship with anyway?

“I’m probably going to go to sleep early,” Crystal said. “I have a match super early tomorrow.”

Susan rolled her eyes before putting a bite of mashed potatoes in her mouth. I’m pretty sure I heard her mutter something mean under her breath.

So that night, I watched a movie with Nora. It was some cheap horror movie. It was weird watching it while Kyle and Susan made out on the bed next to us.

Nora kept inching closer to me. She wanted me to put my arm over her, and I eventually did. It didn’t feel right. She pressed herself firmly against my side. Then she started inching her face closer to mine, hoping I would kiss her, so we could catch up with Kyle and Susan. I was pretty sure that Susan was currently jerking Kyle off under their blanket.

And it was a bit tempting. I could feel the inside of a girl’s pussy if I just gave her what she wanted. So why was it so hard to let myself indulge? Why did it seem like it was easier to put out for Crystal?

She pushed her fingers between my fingers and clutched my hand tightly. But still, it all felt so wrong. I wasn’t just unattracted to her—I now felt somehow like I was cheating on Crystal. I knew she would be sad to see me with my arm around Nora. I didn’t owe Crystal anything and I hadn’t even made her any promises—but this still felt wrong.

“I’m pretty tired, Nora,” I said.

“Let’s watch another movie,” she said, as if she couldn’t hear me.

“I think I need to go to bed,” I said.

“Wait,” she said. “We’ll put on a short movie. Look—this one is only an hour and fifteen minutes. It won’t even be midnight when it’s over.”

But I knew that sticking around meant keeping Crystal waiting even longer. Sure, she couldn’t see me with Nora now, but she knew that I was with Nora. She knew that Nora wanted me. I couldn’t stand the thought of her crying in the shower again, for any reason.

“Sorry,” I said. “I have to go to sleep.”

She leaned a bit closer to me, hoping I would plant that kiss on her lips. But I just couldn’t do it. Instead, I stood up and left with a smile. “See you tomorrow.” Then I left back to my room. Crystal was watching TV. She looked at me when I came in.

“How was your little date?” she asked with a small smirk.

“It wasn’t a date,” I said. “We just watched a movie.” I sat down next to Crystal.

“Well maybe it wasn’t a date to you, but I think it was to her.”

“Why do you say that?” I said.

“Because I can smell her perfume on you. She wasn’t wearing perfume at dinner.” She laughed, and I could tell that she was a bit jealous.

I stared into her eyes. “She wanted me to stay,” I said.

“So why didn’t you stay?”

“I wanted to see you,” I said. I bit down on the corner of my lip. And then we kissed. One thing led to another, and we were naked, rolling on top of each other. We were both erect. We both took turns grabbing and sucking each other. It was well past midnight when she finally penetrated me with his enormous erection. This time I managed not to clench as much. She was able to slide in without much resistance. I groaned as she sunk deep, and then I moaned when she started pumping, stretching out my hole with each hard penetration. “Oh God,” I muttered as I looked down and watched her cock sliding in and out. It seemed impossible to get such a massive rod in my body, but she was doing it—over and over and over.

“Come in me,” I begged. She pumped harder, making my body rock back and forth.

I looked to the side, to see us in the mirror. She was still wearing her white tennis skirt, but nothing else. God, she looked so cute. How could anyone see her as a man? How could anyone criticize her?

I felt her burst. I felt the massive blasts of hot goo filling my anal cavity. I gasped and grabbed onto the bed sheets. Her load was massive.

She pulled out before she was done, shooting a few blasts across my chest before falling on top of me and wrapping me in her warm embrace.

We were silent for a while. I felt the exhaustion from the day catching up with me. “Good luck tomorrow,” she said, snuggling into me, rubbing her erection firmly against mine.

“Thanks,” I said. And then we both went to sleep locked together.
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Iwas getting ready for my first match when they called Crystal on the speakers. “Please go to your court for your match.” I looked around, wondering where Crystal was. I saw her that morning, getting dressed for the day. So where was she now? Why wasn’t she at the court for her match?

Coach Douglas came to me five minutes later. “Where’s Crystal?” he said.

I felt tension entering my muscles. My eyes widened. “Why would I know?” I said.

“I don’t know. I can’t find her anywhere, and if she doesn’t show up in five minutes, she’s out of the tournament. They won’t wait any longer.”

“I don’t know where she is,” I said.

“Did she say anything this morning? Was she awake on time?”

“She was up before me,” I said. He looked into my eyes, and for a moment I was worried that he was catching onto me. I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders.

“Goddamnit,” he said.

He stormed off, getting angrier and angrier. He ended up trying to convince the referees to postpone the game.

I began to feel nervous. Crystal went through a lot to be at that competition, and now she was nowhere to be seen. Was she throwing it all away? Was all of that humiliation for nothing?

I walked around, and then I spotted the public bathroom where we fooled around the day before. I went over and grabbed the door. It was locked. So I knocked. “Crystal. You in there?” I said.

It was a moment before I heard the door unlock. Crystal opened the door and looked at me. “What are you doing here?” she said.

“What am I doing here? Your game is starting now. You’re going to be disqualified.”

“Fine,” she said. “I can’t do it anymore. Let them disqualify me.”

“What?” I said. I was confused. Why was she throwing her aspirations in the garbage? “You went through so much to be here. Just go play the game.”

“It’s not fair. I don’t want to play the game.”

“What are you talking about?” I said.

She sighed. “I never wanted to play with the girls. It’s embarrassing. They hate my guts. I’m just ruining it for them.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, staring into her eyes. “What did you think would happen when you tried out for the team?”

“He made me do it,” she said.

“Who?” I said.

She looked into my eyes, looking afraid, as if she wasn’t allowed to say his name. “Coach Douglas,” she said softly.

“He made you do it?”

She nodded her head slowly. “He walked in on me after the first day of tryouts. I was in the bathroom changing. I thought nobody would find me in that bathroom. He saw my bare chest. I tried to cover up, but it was too late.”

“I don’t get it. What are you saying?” I said.

“He wanted to have a star female athlete, and I guess they recently changed the rules to allow trans athletes to compete with the girls. So he told me to try out for the girls’ team.”

“But how did he force you?” I asked.

Her cheeks were dark red. “The pills I have… I’m not supposed to have them. My parents don’t know about them. He told me that he would make sure my parents don’t know that I’m competing as a girl, and he promised he wouldn’t tell my parents that I’ve been taking hormone pills, as long as I competed and won.”

I felt my skin turning white. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“He forced me out of the closet. I had no choice. I can’t just stop taking those pills. I’ll lose all of my progress.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“And I’ve already taken Tanya’s spot on the team, and now I’ve bumped a girl out of the quarter final round. It’s just not fair. I can’t keep ruining the game for these girls. I want to be a girl, but I don’t want to ruin the game for the girls.”

I stared at her for a long moment. Then I hugged her. “So what are you going to do?” I asked.

“I’m just not going to play. I guess that means Coach Douglas will tell my parents about the pills, so they’ll take those away, and maybe they’ll send me away for the summer. I don’t really know. It’s my problem to deal with. I’d rather deal with that than deal with everyone hating my guts.”

“You don’t have to deal with it alone,” I said.

“What do you mean?” she asked. Her eyes were starting to water.

“You have me. I’m not going to hide from this anymore. We’re going to go out together, holding hands.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Really?” she said.

I nodded my head. I didn’t know how else to help her, and I felt like I didn’t care what people thought anymore. If they wanted to laugh at me, I would live. If they wanted to spread rumors about me, I would live. If they wanted to push me or be mean to me, I would live. It was worth it if it made Crystal just a little bit happier.

I reached down and took her hand. “Let’s go.”

She smiled. She looked cute in her tennis outfit, even though she was no longer going to play. We went out and walked back to the courts. One of the girls pointed at Crystal. “There she is!” she called out. Then Coach Douglas came running. “Where have you been?” he called out as he ran over. “They’re holding the game! Get out there!”

“No,” Crystal said. “I’m pulling out. Tell them to put someone else in.”

He paused and his lips parted. He stuttered for a moment before shaking his head. “Have you lost your mind? You’re a shoe in for the finals. Go play!”

“No,” she said.

His lips pressed thin. “You know what this means, right?” he said through clenched teeth.

“She knows,” I said. “And I know too. You’re blackmailing her so you can advance your coaching career.”

His eyes widened and he looked around quickly, to make sure nobody was looking. “W—What are you talking about?” he said.

“Crystal told me everything. I’m not playing either—not with you as my coach.”

“Don’t be silly, Christopher. I can remove you from the team and you won’t be able to play at all. You’re here with me. I’m not here with you.”

“Then I won’t play,” I said.

He laughed and looked around again. Now our teammates were coming in to hear what was happening. “You’ll play, Chris. Don’t be an idiot.”

“No,” I said.

“What’s going on?” asked Richard, our team’s best player.

“Nothing,” said Coach Douglas.

“Coach Douglas blackmailed Crystal into coming out of the closet and playing on the girls’ team. She never wanted to, but he made her.”

“What?” Richard said with narrowing eyes.

“He wasn’t there. He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

“He’s telling the truth,” said Crystal with crossed arms.

“Let’s talk about this later. Chris, you have a match in an hour. Rich, you have a match in fifteen minutes. And Crystal, you need to go now or you’re disqualified—and if you don’t go out there, you’re off the team.”

Then, Richard took me by surprised. “I’m not playing either,” he said.

Coach Douglas looked at him with wide, horrified eyes. “What are you talking about?” he said.

“I won’t play. That’s not right, man. You can’t do that to people.”

“If you don’t play, you’re off the team,” Coach Douglas said. Now his hands were starting to tremble. More people were gathering to listen to the argument.

“Okay, so none of us will play.”

“Kyle will play,” he said. Kyle was the only player left. “Where is Kyle?”

“Kyle went with Susan downtown.”

“Downtown?!” Coach Douglas said. “Why the fuck did they do that?”

“She convinced him to play hooky.”

“Why?”

“I tried to talk him out of leaving,” said Richard. “But he really likes Susan, so there wasn’t anything I could say to convince him otherwise.”

Coach Douglas’s face was turning a dark shade of red. “Pick up your rackets and get ready for your games.”

“No,” I said.

“No,” said Crystal.

“I won’t do it,” said Richard.

“Please,” the coach begged, now looking worried and desperate.

“No,” I said. “Not unless you let Crystal walk without outing her to her parents. And then you’ll step down as coach after this.”

“Or what?” he said, muttering through clenched teeth.

“Or this story makes the news—and trust me when I say that won’t be good for your career,” I said.

His face turned white. Everyone was staring now. He stuttered and then he swallowed the thick lump in his throat, which was the last of his pride. “F—Fine,” he said. “I’ll, uh, go tell the ref to put another girl in Crystal’s spot.”

He turned around and walked away, looking like a defeated old dog.

They put someone else in Crystal’s spot. Richard and I both won our next two games, so we faced off in the finals. He beat me, which wasn’t a surprise seeing as he was considered one of the best junior players in the country.

Crystal still rewarded me at the end of the night, as if I had won it all. Let’s just say that my bum was very sore on the bus ride home.

Coach Douglas stepped down as coach of the team. The school brought in a young woman to take his place. And Crystal ended up making the team when the school held another tryout, to replace Kyle’s empty spot. She tried out with the boys and beat everyone. After that, nobody made fun of her. She properly earned her place on the team, and I was thrilled to go on more competition trips with her.

It’s funny: things have a way of working themselves out. Crystal came out to her parents and they took the news surprisingly well. They even travelled to the next competition to watch. She finished in fourth place, which was a big deal for her new community.

I felt a little bit embarrassed when I announced to my friends that I was going to be Crystal’s boyfriend. They all took the news well. I was shocked when one friend even said, “She’s hot. Good job.” Maybe her identity wasn’t as taboo as I thought. Maybe our relationship was perfectly normal. Or maybe it was a bit weird—but that wasn’t anyone’s business but our own. We were happy, and that’s all that mattered.

THE END
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Dan and Travis have just started playing the massively popular online video game, Lands of Eluria. Just a few weeks into their in-game adventures, they realize how easy it is to trick other players into giving them gold and items by pretending to be women. As the weeks go by, their little charade reaches all-new levels, even seeping into their real lives. Besides, if their scheme works on men in video games, why wouldn’t it work on men in real life?
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Both Travis and I started playing Lands of Eluria at the same time, so I was understandably surprised when he logged in one day and had way better items than me. It made no sense, we’d both played roughly the same amount of time (which was a lot, seeing as we were both unemployed, living in our parents’ basements), and usually, save for a few nights, we had always played together. So how could he have gotten so far ahead of me in such a short period of time?

I expected him to be a bit further ahead than me, seeing as I had been out of town for a couple of days for a wedding, but Travis wasn’t just a couple of days ahead of me, he was ages ahead of me. He had items that I was fairly certain you could only get by beating some of the toughest bosses in the game, and we were nowhere near the necessary level to take those bosses on. So how the hell did he get those items? And how did he get so much gold? Something wasn’t right.

There were websites where you could spend real money on in-game gold and weapons and armour, but I knew there was no chance Travis had ventured onto one of those sites, not because he was too poor (which he was) but because he was too cheap. Travis was the cheapest person I’d ever met in my life. He was the one who convinced me to wait before buying my copy of Lands of Eluria because he knew there was a sale coming up in a few weeks: a few weeks of anxious anticipation for three bucks… $57.00 down from $59.99.

So how did he get the items? He wouldn’t tell me. Every time I asked, he just laughed into his microphone, as if to taunt me. “Maybe I just got really lucky with my raids last night. Did you ever think of that?” he asked, but I knew he was full of it. I’d known Travis for long enough to know when he was bullshitting me, and now, he was bullshitting me. He hadn’t gotten lucky, at least not with his raids, like he was claiming now. He’d figured out a little trick and he was perfectly happy teasing me with it, dangling it in front of my face like a piece of raw meat in front of a hungry dog.

We’d always been very competitive together, probably too much so for a couple of gamers. Whenever a new game came out, it always became some sort of contest: who could beat the final boss first, who could get to the highest level first, that kind of thing. But Lands of Eluria was different: it was a team game, and we were on a team together. Him withholding his secret from me was holding himself back just as much as it was holding me back. I’m sure he knew that, but he probably couldn’t help it. I’d destroyed him in the last five (or maybe more) games that we’d played together, so this was probably his way of ‘reclaiming’ the throne.

I didn’t want to beg him to tell me his little secret, but after I missed another night and came back to him freshly decked out with all-new gear, I felt like I had no choice. I begged, which was exactly what he wanted. I could practically hear the smirk over the internet, through our voice-chat setup. “You really want to know?” he said, making sure I knew he had something I wanted, making sure I knew that I was begging like a pathetic, little loser. And it was pretty pathetic, an adult begging for video game advice—and rest assured that I felt that pathetic vibe lingering in my whole body.

“It’s easy,” he said, and I laughed. It couldn’t actually be easy. If it was easy, I would have figured it out at some point in the hundreds of hours I had logged in that stupid video game. “I just pretend to be a girl and people give me stuff.” I was silent for a moment, unsure of whether or not to believe him. If he was telling the truth, then it really was easy. Hell, it couldn’t have been easier. Pretending to be a woman for five minutes for a piece of gold beats the hell out of grinding in the Dark Forest for a dozen hours.

I called bullshit, and then he proved it. He logged out and then logged back in with an alternate character, a female character, I didn’t know he had. His alternate character’s level was nearly as high as mine, because he’d convinced guys to pull him through difficult levels where there was way more experience to be gained, if you could survive. The guys Travis had found must have been pretty good, to be able to pull a low level through dungeons where he was able to get the awesome gear that he had.

Though I was still sceptical, until he showed me. He had me stand nearby in the town square while he sent out a public message, saying, “Can anyone help a girl out with a quest?” Within a minute, he had five high-level characters around him, offering to help. When he explained which quest he needed help with, he was clever in choosing a quest that was far out of his skill level. Some of the guys offered to do the quest with him, others gave him gear that would help him survive. I couldn’t believe it—I’d asked for help (that I actually needed) in the town square before, and I’d gotten nothing. He just added in the fact that he was a girl, and bam: he was getting more help than I could have dreamed of.

He told me to try it. I felt silly making a female character, and I felt even sillier typing in “Anyone here mind helping a girl out with a raid?” I don’t know why, but I felt so naughty, so dirty. But sure enough, plenty of guys came to help out. “You’re way too low of a level for that raid,” one guy said, “But you should be fine as long as you have enchanted armour. Here, take this…” He gave me a set of enchanted armour, better than the armour I had equipped on the character I’d been playing with for weeks. I couldn’t help but feel a little bit angry, knowing how much time I’d sunk into the game that was now for nothing.

Travis and I both played as our female characters for the rest of the day, and we ended up scoring a ton of gear, and levelling up an insane amount. After a few days abusing Travis’s little trick, we were both higher levels than our main accounts, and we had way better gear.

It was a few days into our charade that one of the strangers in the game asked me to add him on Facebook (he sent me a link to his profile and everything), and I realized Travis’s gender-play experiment had a lot more potential than we were giving it credit.
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People were giving us decent gear, and we were getting pulled through raids that were beyond our skill level, and that was nice and everything, but I wanted more. I wanted legendary items. I wanted to be pulled through end-game raids that would sky-rocket my skill-tree. But no matter how girly I got with guys in the game, no one was giving up their best loot. Even flustered virgins didn’t want to give up items that they’d spent weeks finding.

But aside from pretending to be bubbly girls inside of the game, Travis and I weren’t doing much to convince them to give up their prized possessions. But what if they thought they were getting something in return?

I had an idea.

I made a fake Facebook profile, using pictures I found online. I didn’t just use any pictures, I used pictures of an amateur porn actress, someone no one would recognize. I only uploaded seemingly innocent photos of her, clothed. I added fake schooling information, a little fake biography, and some fake interests and hobbies. I added a bunch of random people as friends, and most of them added me back, probably assuming I was some old high school classmate that they didn’t remember. The men especially were quick to accept my friend requests.

Then, I added the fellow from Lands of Eluria, with the message, “Hey, it’s TiffanyStar from LoE!” He added me in a heartbeat, undoubtedly shocked when he saw my pictures, which weren’t of the three-hundred pound basement dweller he was probably expecting.

I started chatting with him, asking him about what he did for a living, that kind of thing. He was training to become a mechanic. His father owned a small car shop that he was probably going to take over once his father retired. He said he lived in a small town, but he didn’t say where (I didn’t ask, afraid to get too personal). His hobbies included painting, mountain biking, and who cares… A couple of days of casual conversation later, he gave me a legendary sword for my in-game character. “I don’t need it,” he said, but I knew he was lying. It was better than anything he owned, and it probably cost him a few weeks of hard grinding to get. I was flattered, and I felt very guilty.

So later that night, I sent him a nude photo of me (well, not of me, of course, but of the amateur porn actress whose identity I was borrowing). It was the whole reason I picked someone in porn, because I knew I would have a plethora of photos at my disposal for when guys started dishing out the loot. I can almost guarantee my Lands of Eluria victim masturbated to that photo that night, and probably the next morning, too.

A week later, he gave me a shield that was far better than any shield he owned. He even started gifting me in-game gold. Now, Travis was the one scratching his head. “Did someone give all of that to you?” he asked.

“Maybe,” I said with a smirk on my face that just wouldn’t go away. Now I was the one sitting in the throne, dangling the piece of raw meat in front of his hungry eyes.

I found a few more guys that were willing to add me on Facebook, who fell for my trap, hook, line, and sinker. I chatted them up for a few days, getting more and more flirty, eventually sending over some carefully selected nudes. I was getting more legendary gear than I knew what to do with, more gold than I could spend. With the equipment I had, I was able to solo difficult raids, getting more experience in single nights than I would have gotten in entire months as a man. It seemed unfair, and it probably was, though it’s hard to give a shit when you’re the one benefitting.

When I told Travis what I was doing, he broke into a fit of laughter. “Are you fucking kidding me?” he said. I could hear him literally slapping his knees through his microphone. I showed him my fake Facebook profile, and then I endured another few minutes of his laughter. He made fun of me for the rest of that day, but then I knew he started doing the same thing, because just a few days later, he started logging in with legendary gear that he never had before.

We ditched our original male characters. It was too much of a pain in the ass to organize gear trades between characters, and there was no point anyway, seeing as our female characters had just grown to be way better. There was no sense in adding extra steps and extra work, just to have male avatars.

By the end of the month, both Travis and I were decked out with the best gear in the game. We’d beaten all of the hardest bosses (many times over) and we were the highest level you could reach. Suffice to say, the novelty began to wear off. We both ended up creating new characters, male, with the intention of playing the game through properly, but it wasn’t the same as before, knowing how easy it was to just smash our way through the game by pretending to be women.

“Do you want to do a raid or something?’ Travis asked me one afternoon.

“Nah,” I said. I hadn’t logged into Lands of Eluria for a few days. There wasn’t any point in defeating the hardest boss one more time for the chance to get an item I already had. “Maybe another time.” Another time never came. The game had lost its appeal. We stopped playing altogether.

I forgot about my fake Facebook account, until I randomly remembered it few weeks later. I was slightly curious to see what the guys I’d spent weeks talking to thought of my sudden disappearance, so I logged on to check my missed messages. Sure enough, all of them had sent me messages, asking if I was okay, asking where I went. Larry, one of the guys who had been particularly generous, noticed that I was online, and he messaged me right then. “Hey, you’re alive,” he said.

“I am,” I replied. I don’t know why I replied. I was done with Lands of Eluria, and there was no sense in stringing these guys along any longer. But a part of me missed the attention they showered me with, the gifts they gave me with no strings attached (maybe a few of them were hoping for nude photos, but they never asked outright).

“I’ve missed you. I was worried something bad happened. Why don’t you ever go on LoE anymore?” he asked.

“I’ve been busy with school,” I said, lying of course. I ended up spending a good chunk of that night chatting, finding myself getting flirtier and flirtier as the night went on, even sending him another little nude tease shot. But why was I bothering? There was nothing I could get out of the interaction, unless I wanted to continue playing Lands of Eluria, which I didn’t. So why waste a whole night of my life on something that would amount to absolutely nothing?

I thought about it. It was the attention. It was nice, having someone to actually care about me, someone to notice when I wasn’t around for a few days, someone to shower me with compliments, even if most of them were about my fake pictures—some of them were about my personality, which was really me. I wasn’t putting on a fake personality—sure, I was being a bit more bubbly and outgoing than usual, and I lied about some of my hobbies and background, but my personality was still mine. I never got that kind of validation as a man. It was refreshing.

I felt like I needed to tell Larry why I wouldn’t be online anymore, I felt like I owed him that much after he gave me half of his gear and gold, and after he was so nice to me. “I can’t afford to pay the monthly fee anymore. Money is too tight, and I’m too busy with school anyway. I’ll hopefully be back in a few months,” I said.

“Money’s tight?” he asked.

“Yeah, I can hardly afford rent,” I said.

“Well I can send you some money. I don’t mind. My parents are rich and they insist on sending me money every month, even though I have a good job. I think they’re hoping it will get them grandchildren faster,” he said.

My heart stuttered. I felt bad, but at the same time I couldn’t bring myself to turn him down. He was about to send me money, for absolutely nothing. And all I’d done was chat with him for a while and I’d sent him some fake nudes. “Really, you would do that?” I said.

“Totally,” he said. He ended up sending me five-hundred bucks. “Hopefully it helps.”

I could feel the guilt weighing down in my gut. It didn’t seem right—it wasn’t right. I’m almost sure it was technically illegal. I was an imposter, running a full-blown scam. I had a good feeling my Facebook friend wasn’t being totally honest with me, about his rich parents and his good job. I had a good feeling that five hundred dollars was a big chunk of all he had, but I accepted it anyway. Larry had lied to me when he’d given me his legendary items in the game, saying he didn’t need them, so I could only assume he was still lying, probably just trying to impress me.

And then I looked at the other friends I’d added during my time playing Lands of Eluria. There were so many potential victims of my little scam. Larry was asking to chat with me over Skype, which of course I couldn’t do, but it did give me a crazy idea.
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Ideleted my Facebook profile and set up a new one, with a new name, a set of fake hobbies, and a new fake biography. If I was going to take my little catfish scam to a whole new level, I needed to start fresh. I knew that if I was going to get people sending me money, they were going to want to see me face-to-face. It was a fluke that my first victim was willing to send me five hundred bucks without verifying that I was a female first—the thought probably never even crossed his mind.

I was dealing with gamers, and gamers are generally a desperate type. They spend whole days inside, playing games, avoiding real social interaction. As a result, they don’t tend to get a lot of female action. I can’t exactly say that I was any better—I’d never been with a woman before, and I’m sure that was partially because I spent most of my free time alone, playing video games. But I couldn’t help it, I didn’t like going out to bars or clubs. I didn’t like going out much at all. People are just so negative. No one ever looks at one another in the streets. Life is so impersonal.

That’s why I played video games, as a way to escape real life. In a video game, you can be whoever you want to be, and you can do or say anything you want to do or say without fear of being ridiculed and humiliated. Inside of a video game, no one cares whether you want to go out and conquer a dungeon, or if you just want to hang around doing nothing.

Lands of Eluria was an especially great game because you could customize your character however you wanted to. You could make your character a boy or a girl, tall or short, thin or fat… You could even get up close and customize the colour of your eyes, the shape of your eyebrows, the plumpness of your lips—everything. In the game, you could spend your gold on outfits that were for aesthetics only, and had no affect on your character’s performance. I’ll admit that I spent a lot of the gold I earned in the game on mostly useless outfits with my female character. Some of the most fun I had playing that game was in the character customization.

For my new Facebook profile, I couldn’t just upload any photos to my page, seeing as I knew people were going to want to Skype with me, see my face, especially once I lured them deeper into my scheme. I was going to need to become a woman.

I didn’t have any women’s clothing or makeup or even a wig at my disposal. Though I did have more than enough money to get myself set up, with the five hundred bucks that Larry had given me, but I was far too nervous to go into the mall by myself, into those women’s clothing stores to try on different outfits. I tried—I went to the mall and found myself standing outside of the stores I knew I needed to go into, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

Spending a good chunk of your life in front of a computer screen, playing video games in the safe anonymity of the internet, one tends to develop a degree of social anxiety. Social anxiety tends to stop a person from going into a woman’s clothing store and trying on women’s clothing.

I called Travis and asked him to meet me at the mall. “I’ll explain why when you get here,” I said. I sat alone on a bench while I waited for him to show up. For some reason, I could bare the idea of doing the shopping with Travis. For some reason, the thought of explaining my outrageous plan to Travis seemed a lot easier than trying to face the awkwardness alone. I knew he would make fun of me, like he usually did, but I had a feeling he would be on board, and he would probably want in on it, once he found out where my initial investment came from.

I was right, he did make fun of me, and then he stopped laughing when I told him about the five-hundred dollars Larry sent me. “Do you really think we can look like women?” he asked, already including himself in on the plan without my invitation.

“I don’t see why not.” We were both smaller guys and neither of us could grow any facial hair. In high school, girls used to tell me how they wished they had my eyelashes—apparently I had very full, long eyelashes. And Travis was always being mistaken for a woman from behind, because of his longer hair and his petite stature. I couldn’t see any reason why we couldn’t transform ourselves into convincing women.

Besides, it’s not like we needed to become supermodels. We were going to be conning gamers, guys who rarely or never got any action. When you’re desperate, your standards tend to take a nosedive.

Even with Travis, I had to take a deep breath before going into the women’s clothing store. Travis didn’t seem to have the same reservations, walking right in with his head up high. He had dollar signs in his eyes. He could have cared less what the store clerk thought about him.

I followed him in, doing my best not to make any eye-contact with the store clerk who was looking our way, wondering what two guys were doing in a store that sold dresses and skirts and high-heels. She probably thought we were buying gifts for our girlfriends, but she probably stopped thinking that when Travis took a dress off of the rack and said, “I’m trying this one on. What do you think?” He held it up. It was a small, white summery dress with thin shoulder straps. Travis went into the change room and slipped into the little dress. He came out and did a little spin. “It fits perfectly,” he said. The store clerk was staring at us now with wide eyes and parted lips.

“I think it looks good,” I said. “It’s a bit short though, don’t you think?” The skirt of his dress hardly covered his ass.

He turned around and give his bum a good wiggle. “What? Don’t you like it? I think it’s sexy.” He started to laugh. His carefree attitude was certainly helping me relax. I’m not sure whether he was really getting into it, or if he was just having fun with it, getting a kick out of the store clerk’s expressive reactions.

He tried on three different dresses before I built up the courage to try on a single top. I went for something simple: a tight black tank-top and a pair of short jean shorts. I took a padded bra into the change room with me, knowing the tight top would look awfully strange on a flat chest.

I got undressed in the change room and then I slipped into the jean shorts. They were tighter than any shorts I’d ever put on in my life, and exponentially shorter. They were shorter than my boxers even, so I had to go commando. The tip of my cock kept slipping out the leg of the shorts—I was going to need to get a good pair of panties to hold everything in properly, I thought to myself. I struggled to get the bra on (it took me a while before I realized I could clip it on backwards and then spin it around), and then the struggle continued as I slipped on the tank top, which was tighter than any shirt I’d ever worn. Why are women’s clothes so tight? I looked in the mirror—oh, that’s why.

I looked good—at least, my body looked good. When I blocked out my face, I thought I was really looking at a woman. It’s amazing how much different a person can look with a quick wardrobe change and a fake bust. I slipped out from the outfit, and then back into my regular clothes. Unlike Travis, I wasn’t feeling quite brave enough to jump out into the open to show myself off. I thought I looked good, but I don’t think I was in any place to brag.

I found a few more outfits: a skirt I really liked, a sweater that went with it, a few pairs of stockings, a pair of camouflage leggings (which may have been my favourite of the lot, they made my legs look amazing), and a little black dress that just about touched my knees. My haul wasn’t nearly as skimpy as Travis’s selections. Everything he picked looked like it was designed for eighteen year old floozies to wear down to the clubs. The most conservative piece of clothing he bought was a pair of shiny gold leggings, which were very, very tight. He slipped his cock between his legs and said, “Doesn’t it look like a camel toe?”

The store clerk said nothing at all when we checked out. I’m not sure whether or not she even blinked as she scanned each item and then handed us the payment terminal.

We stopped in at a shoe store, where I picked up a cute pair of white flats and Travis got a couple pairs of heels, we hit up a store that sold wigs, where I got myself a long platinum blonde wig, and then we finished our shopping spree at the makeup store, where we each bought a complete kit, seeing as neither of us knew exactly what we needed. By the end of the day, we’d spent the entire five hundred that Larry had given me.
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Ilooked online at different makeup styles, trying to pick one that would best suit my character. Searching through the various possibilities, I started to realize how similar creating my female character was to customizing my Lands of Eluria character. I ended up logging into my Lands of Eluria account to take a closer look at my character, to see how her makeup looked. I ended up trying to emulate that style, which was a kind of smoky-eyed look with understated pink lipstick. It was harder than I thought it would be, applying the eyeliner, the eye-shadow, and the mascara, but the results were unbelievable. Before I was even finished, I hardly recognized myself, especially once I had my wig on my head.

I had the sudden instinct to go and lock my bedroom door, not that my parents ever came anywhere near my bedroom anyway. Suddenly, what I was doing seemed real. I was really going to pretend to be a woman, not just behind the safety of a computer screen, but with my face in front of a webcam, speaking out loud with my real voice. It seemed so ludicrous! Did I actually think that I could fool men into thinking I was a woman? Why was that such an insane proposition? I did look like a woman, didn’t I? I even looked pretty good, better than most of the women I knew in real life. If I saw a girl who looked just like me on the streets, I would have fantasized about asking her out. Of course I would have never done it—I was way too cute to actually approach, way out of my league, way too intimidating.

I laughed. It was silly to think I was out of my own league. Hopefully the desperate gaming community didn’t think the same. It would have been a shame to put in all that work and then to have nothing come out of it because guys were too afraid to chat me up.

When my parents were out at work, I set my camera up on a tripod in the yard, and I set it to take a picture every five seconds for three minutes. I wanted my pictures to look real, so I would look like a real person. It was too easy to just sit in my room and take pictures with my webcam. I pretended to be doing activities in the yard, walking casually, looking around as if there was no camera there, but the pictures all ended up looking odd. Sure, I looked good in them, but they looked more staged than ever. If I was going to get real-looking pictures, I was going to need to go out into the real world, something I hardly ever did, even as a man.

Before leaving I practiced my voice. There were tons of ‘how to speak like a woman’ tutorials on the internet, some of them were better than others. It only took me an hour or so before I thought my voice was convincing enough. I figured I could always practice more later, but I’d gotten good enough at saying, “Do you mind taking my picture?” that I was comfortable going out.

At least, I thought I was comfortable going out. I was fine for the first few blocks, as I made my way towards 17th avenue, our town’s ‘trendy’ street, where most people hung out. As soon as I started seeing people all around me, I began to panic, my social anxiety flooding back to me like a tidal wave. I was suddenly hyper-conscious of the way I looked, worried people would be able to tell I was wearing a wig, or that they would be able to distinguish my Adam’s apple, or that my voice wasn’t actually convincing at all.

I froze up, my body becoming tense, as a group of men walked right by me. One of them looked me in the eyes and then he looked down and scanned my body. Every inch of my body felt wrong, as if my padded bra had been nudged out of place, my skirt was riding up to expose my bulge, and there were spots on my legs that I’d failed to shave. The man looked back up at me with a smile, and then he said, “Hello,” and kept on walking.

I looked down. My bra was fine, my skirt was fine, and my legs were still as smooth as butter. There was nothing wrong with the way I looked, save for the fact that my tense shoulders were up near my ears and I was walking like a robot that needed its hinges greased. I took a deep breath. No one was looking at me funny. The only looks I was getting were smiles and friendly nods. In fact, I was getting a better reception than I was used to getting as a man. People rarely smiled at me, usually only frowning when we made eye-contact—or scowling, as if to say, ‘Why the hell are you looking at me?’ As a result, I developed a bad habit of staring down at my feet and avoiding all possible eye-contact.

That bad habit was quickly disappearing with every smile I got out on 17th avenue. I stopped at a red light and the man next to me said, “I love your skirt. It’s very flattering.” My initial instinct was to assume he was screwing with me, teasing me because he knew that I was actually a man. Then I looked up at him and realized he was smiling with rosy cheeks. His face seemed genuine. It was a real compliment. I thanked him, my own cheeks turning a shade of crimson, and then I carried on.

I found a few strangers who were willing to take my picture for me. I pretended to be a tourist, new to the city, wanting to have some memories of my trip. One of the men who took my picture smiled when I told him I was a tourist, and then he brought me in a little nearby shop, which belonged to him, and he gave me a ball cap, with our town’s name on it. “It looks great on you,” he said, and then he took a picture of me wearing the hat.

When I told another man that I was a tourist, he told me about a nearby restaurant. “It has the best appies. You need to try the spinach dip before you leave—in fact, what are you doing right now?” He ended up walking with me to the restaurant. We got a small table on the patio, and he bought a round of drinks and a few different appetizers. I tried to pay half, but he wouldn’t let me. I was being treated like a goddess. It was just like my experience as a woman in Lands of Eluria all over again: men jumping on the opportunity to spoil any woman willing to give them attention.

But were they willing to spoil any woman, or was I maybe special? I did look pretty hot, after all, and the more comfortable I got, the more flirty I became. By the end of the day, I was chatting with everyone, completely forgetting that I ever suffered from even a tiny ounce of social anxiety. I even ended up forgetting the whole reason I left the house in the first place: to get pictures for my social media accounts. Luckily, I ended up with a handful of great shots.

I couldn’t wait to get home and upload the photos, even though I didn’t have anyone to show them off to yet—but that would come in time. For now, I had myself to show them off to. I ended up admiring the photos for the better half of the night, even more impressed than before with how good I was able to look as a lady.
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There was a special excitement, logging back into Lands of Eluria and creating a whole new character, to meet new people who would eventually see me as a woman, in drag. Every interaction got my heart racing. Unlike my previous charade as a woman in Lands of Eluria, this time there were consequences. I wasn’t playing anonymously. The guys I would end up adding would see pictures of my actual face. Sure, it was my face masked by makeup, but it was still my face.

My plan was no different from before, at least off the bat. I would go to the town square and ask for help, making sure everyone knew that I was a woman. It was no surprise when a flock of men came to my aid, and helped pull me through tough dungeons, some of them insisting I take their valuable items, just like before. Except this time, I didn’t care about my in-game character’s level or her gear, I was looking further ahead. I was starting to build relationships with the men in the game, building them up before asking them to add me on Facebook.

There was one guy, whose character was only a few weeks old, who did his best to help me out. He tagged along with me on raids and quests, giving me his best items. When I was logged off, I knew he was putting in extra time, trying to earn some extra gold and gear so that he would have something to offer me the next day. Again, I couldn’t help but feel a bit guilty, even though I knew it was all fictional. It wasn’t real gold or gear, of course, it was all just lines of code inside of a computer game.

After a week, during our game time, me and the man started talking about life outside of the game. He started telling me about his real life, what he was taking in school, what he wanted to be when he grew up. As soon as he told me his father wanted him to be a mechanic, I knew exactly who it was—and I was right, which I found out a couple of days later when he asked me to add him on Facebook. It was Larry. He must have created a whole new character after I disappeared from the game and his life.

Our conversation continued on Facebook Messenger. He told me a lot about himself that I already knew, occasionally adding in bits of information that were new to me. He really wanted to be a concept artist for video games and movies, but his father insisted on him being a mechanic and carrying on the family tradition. He showed me some of his concept art pieces. He was actually pretty good.

I found myself telling Larry about my real life. Every time I would type out a lie, I would find myself staring at the screen, unable to send it. It was strange—I should have been getting better at lying, but instead, it was getting harder and harder, maybe because I felt so bad for Larry, who was about to get scammed for the second time in a row.

One day he asked, “Do you want to Skype with me sometime?”

“Sure,” I said, and we planned our Skype date for the very next day.

My plan was moving forward ahead of schedule. Though with each passing day, I felt worse about the fact that I was taking advantage of the same guy’s friendliness and generosity. Over the days, I added a few more people onto my new Facebook account, chatting them up occasionally, but I was never able to hold a conversation with anyone the way I was able to hold a conversation with Larry. He was easy to talk to, and he always seemed genuinely interested in what I had to say.

Before our Skype call, I got myself nice and dolled up. My parents were asleep, and I’d moved my whole gaming rig down to the basement, where they wouldn’t be able to hear me speaking in a girl voice in case they woke up. My heart was racing when I logged into Skype and I saw him signed in, waiting for me, about to call at any second. I felt cripplingly nervous, even though I’d been out in public before in my feminine guise. Getting validation from strangers was one thing, but getting it from someone who I wanted to like me was a whole different beast.

The little jingle began to play, and the call window popped up on my screen: answer or hang up? I thought about pressing the little red hang up button, telling him that there was a glitch on my end and I couldn’t connect, but I’d come this far and it was senseless to turn around now. I pressed the green button, and then a moment later, there he was, staring at me through his computer screen.

I’d seen pictures of him on his Facebook page, but I hardly recognized him when he came on the screen. Strangely, he looked better live than he did in his photos (most people have the opposite problem). I never noticed in his photos that he had a nicely chiselled jawline and bright, shining eyes. He smiled when he saw me, and that smile made a warmth buzz inside of my body. “Hey,” he said.

“Hi, Larry,” I said.

I looked at myself in the top corner of the screen to make sure everything looked right and nothing had slipped out of place. I looked good—better than good. I looked great. His big, goofy smile should have been no surprise. “You look really great—I hope you don’t mind my saying so,” he said.

I bit the inside of my cheek, feeling like I was succumbing to the charm I’d never realized he had. “Thanks, and I definitely don’t mind you saying so,” I said.

His cheeks were a light shade of pink and he suddenly seemed speechless, his lips parted as if he had something he wanted to say, but his mind was blank. I was feeling the same way. I was sure I had prepared a whole bit that would lure him further into my trap, but now I could think of nothing.

“What are you up to tonight?” he asked.

“Just this,” I said.

He had impressively thick arms with well-defined muscles. None of his Facebook photos suggested he was fit, though his photos all seemed to be old. Maybe he’d been hitting the gym since all of his photos were taken. Regardless, I had a hard time looking away from his arms, which was strange because I’d never in my life cared about any man’s physique. Why did I care all of a sudden? Why was it suddenly attractive? Was playing the role of a female slowly feminizing my brain? “Do you go to the gym?” I ended up asking. As soon as I asked, my face became warm.

He laughed. “Not in years. I got a part-time job working as a farm hand, which is better than any gym membership, in my opinion,” he said. He had a nice, deep voice—again, not at all what I had expected. I expected a shy, little nerd, probably with glasses and acne, who wouldn’t be able to form a proper sentence in his nervousness. Instead, I got Larry, the Lands of Eluria hunk.

We ended up talking for hours, late into the night. I asked him why he played Lands of Eluria. “I guess it’s just nice to escape the real world sometimes,” he said. It was almost as if he’d snuck into my bedroom and read the diary I didn’t have. His reason was the same as mine, and as our conversation went on, I began to realize we had a lot in common.

A strange sequence of events happened during our conversation. Larry told me to go onto Facebook to watch a funny video he’d found. When I logged on, I noticed I had a friend request. It took me a second to recognize the man in the photo: it was the man who took me out for lunch a few days before, when I went out to get photographs. I accepted the friend request, and then a minute later, Larry said, “Wait, how do you know Kevin?”

“Kevin?” I said. “Oh, I met him just the other day. Why? Do you know him?”

“He’s my roommate.” In that moment, I realized I’d never asked Larry one very big question: ‘Where do you live?’ Apparently, Larry lived in the same exact town as me. My heart stuttered. “You live in Barry?” he said.

My lips parted but I couldn’t bring myself to respond. I felt like I’d been caught, even though I was far from being caught, seeing as I hadn’t done anything yet. “Yeah,” I said, though I should have said no—I should have said I’d been visiting. Though it would have done no good, my profile even said that I lived in Barry—another big mistake I’d made, that I was now stuck with.

“We should meet up. What are you doing for the rest of the night?” he said.

I thought about lying and saying I had plans, and then I remembered that I’d already told him I was doing nothing that night, that I’d made no plans aside from our Skype call. I had no excuse. “Hanging out with you,” I said. A cold shiver ran through my body.

My adventures as a female gamer chick were getting too real, seeping too far into my real life. Had my wig fallen off in our Skype call, I could have simply disconnected and deleted my Facebook page, and there would be no consequence. If my wig falls off while I’m out with Larry, then I’m in trouble.


6



We met up at a little café, which was a nice change from the moody bars I was used to hanging around. The café was quiet, a perfect place to sit down and talk, though as soon as I walked in, I wished it would have been loud and dark, to mask any imperfections in my voice and visage.

I was once again surprised by Larry. Somehow, he was even more handsome in person than he was on Skype. He had a certain glow about him that no camera could capture. His face seemed so vibrant, and his smile seemed so genuine. I tried to remember what shirt he’d been wearing on Skype; the shirt he was wearing now was tight, and it showed off his impressive chest. Was it the same shirt? Was I just noticing his muscular chest now?

He bought me a coffee and we took a seat in the corner, picking up our conversation where we’d left off online. He was beaming with confidence that seemed to grow and grow with every passing moment. He stared into my eyes while we spoke. At first it was slightly intimidating, but after a while, I started to appreciate it. I wasn’t used to people looking me in the eyes. I wasn’t used to people looking at me at all. It was refreshing.

He complimented me a few times, making my cheeks turn red and my heart pound into my chest. Had I ever been complimented as a man before? I tried to think, but could think of absolutely no instances. As our conversation carried on, I started to wonder if I’d been drugged. I found myself zoning out as I stared into his eyes. I was attracted to him, but I was straight—at least I thought I was straight. Is there a drug on the market that can make a straight man develop feelings for another man?

I tried to suppress the sudden feelings. It was just my female persona trying to take over my body. I needed to fight it.

He got up and bought a round of teas, getting these ones in to-go cups. “Let’s go for a walk,” he said. We walked around town while we chatted and sipped away at our teas. It wasn’t until we passed that little souvenir store that I remembered the whole reason I was out with Larry: to convince him to give me money. I suddenly remembered my whole scheme, which involved telling him about how poor I was, slipping it casually into our conversation until he offered to give me money, the way so many gamers had given me their in-game gold and gear. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I liked Larry, and the thought of breaking his heart just broke mine.

We walked into a park. Now, instead of thinking of a way to get his money, I was thinking of a way to give it back—even though I’d already spent it all. I felt like I needed to tell him, to apologize, but I how could I do it without revealing that I was a man, or without making him think that I was using him, without lying? I didn’t want to lie to him. I couldn’t have lied to him if I’d tried, and I did try, multiple times, but I just kept finding myself at a loss for words.

“You’re a nice girl, Karen,” he said to me, and then I kissed him.

I can’t explain why I kissed him—even I didn’t understand it. Maybe I thought it was, in some weird way, a way of paying him back without telling him what I’d done. Maybe it was my way of trying to fix things without telling him. Maybe—but if that was true, then what I did next made no sense at all: “Larry, I need to tell you something. I’m Tiffany,” I said.

He looked at me, at first with narrowed, confused eyes, and then suddenly with the widest eyes I’d ever seen. “Wait, what?”

“That was a fake profile,” I said. I thought about lying, and telling him that I’d created the profile because I was self-conscious with my actual self, but I just couldn’t do it. I liked Larry too much to lie to him. “I stole your money. I would give it back, but I don’t have it.” Maybe I had been drugged; I was acting insane. It was probably for the best (in terms of my mental well-being) to tell him the truth, but to tell him late at night, in person, while we were alone together in a park? It was like I was asking to be beaten up, or killed, my body left to be found in the morning by some poor guy walking his dog.

“You’re Tiffany? But why? The five hundred dollars?” he said. “And now—you’re doing it again?” I couldn’t tell if he was taking the news really well, or if he was still in shock, about to snap at any moment.

“There’s something else,” I said. I was about to make a giant mistake, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop myself. It was as if some foreign entity had taken over my body, bent on destroying me. “I’m a man.”

Somehow, his eyes grew even wider. The park became silent. I wanted to look around, hoping there was someone there in case Larry got violent, but I couldn’t move. The muscles in my neck were locked. Every muscle in my body was locked. But I didn’t need to look around to know that we were all alone. It was nearly midnight, and we were far from the glow of streetlights.

“What?” he finally said. His face was pale. If he was about to snap, it was going to happen at any second.

“I’m sorry,” I somehow managed to say through the lump in my throat.

There was another long silence, and then he said, “Prove it.”
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Ididn’t know what he wanted me to do to prove it. I could have removed my wig, but I was too afraid of exposing myself, even though he already knew. I could have lifted up my shirt, and showed him the socks stuffed in my bra, but it would make no difference. I could have spoken in my real voice, but I didn’t want to see his reaction—I didn’t want to see him hurt any more than he already was.

“I said prove it,” he said again, louder, making me jump slightly. My heart was pounding against my ribcage.

“How?”

“Show me your cock.”

I couldn’t tell if my heart had stopped beating altogether or if it was ferociously slamming its way out of my chest. I was dizzy, feeling like I was about to fall over.

“I said, show me your cock.”

I was scared. He was strong enough that he could have snapped me in half if he wanted to, and I was rigid enough that I probably wouldn’t have moved had he tried. I bent over slowly, grabbed the bottom of my skirt, and then I flipped it up, revealing the bulge of my cock in my panties. I could tell by the look on his face that it wasn’t enough for him, he still didn’t quite believe me. So, after some hesitation, I pulled down my panties, revealing my cock.

He put his hand to his mouth, as if to stop himself from screaming. He really didn’t believe it until that very moment. I covered up quickly. “But—But you look like a woman,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” I managed to say again.

“You don’t just look like a woman—you sound like one. You act like one. It doesn’t make any sense.” He was right: being a woman was one of the most natural things I’d ever done in my life. I’d never felt more comfortable before, I’d never felt more free.

“I like being a woman, Larry, but I’m not a woman. I’m so sorry. I feel so horrible for what I did to you. I promise I’ll get you your money back as soon as I have it. I’ll get a part-time job just to make it up to you.”

“Don’t bother,” he said. He wasn’t snapping and attacking like I half-expected him to. Instead, he just stood there looking heart-broken, which was far worse. I almost wished he would have stepped forward and beaten me down to the ground and put me in an ambulance.

“I want to make it up to you,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because I do, okay? Just let me make it up to you. I’ll do anything.”

His eyes flashed. “Anything?” he said. A cold shiver ran down my spine.

“Anything.”

“Get on your knees,” he said.

I didn’t hesitate. I was so determined to make it up to him, I really was willing to do anything. I would have even let him beat me to a bloody pulp.

Though I didn’t expect what he had in mind. He pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly, and then he pulled out his cock. “Suck my cock,” he said, looking down at me.

Didn’t he care that I was really a man? Did he not have any issues with a man, dressed like a woman, sucking his cock? Again, I didn’t hesitate. I grabbed his big cock in my hand and I began to stroke it. It was heavy, even flaccid, and it started to grow quickly. I could feel it throbbing as blood pumped into it, making it bigger and bigger, harder and harder. I bent forward and licked his tip.

I didn’t hesitate at all, even with my heart pounding and my head spinning. I couldn’t believe what I was doing: sucking another man’s cock, in a public park, in the middle of the night—and it was a man I hardly knew, on top of it. But I was so determined to right my wrong that it seemed like nothing. It seemed like it wasn’t enough of a punishment for what I’d done to him.

I slipped his cock through my lips, pressing my nose into his soft pubic hair. I started to suck like my life depended on it, bobbing my head back and forth, wrapping my tongue around his impressive and growing girth. “Fuck, that feels good,” he said. It was nice to hear, knowing that despite what I’d done to him, I was still able to make him feel good, even if it was just sexually.

Soon enough, he was too big to fit in my mouth. I tried my best, but I ended up gagging as his cock plunged down my throat, so I sucked as much as I could while I jerked him off. The throbbing in his member was getting faster and faster. I liked the idea that I was about to get a man off, that I was pretty enough to make a man aroused. It was like the ultimate validation.

I fondled his ball sack with my free hand. His balls were big, and I liked the way they swelled and contracted slightly in the palm of my hand. “Do you want to come on my face?” I asked after surfacing for a breath of air.

“No,” he said. His answer surprised me. “I want to come in your ass. Bend over.”

My heart stuttered, but once again, I didn’t hesitate. I bent over and I even did him the service of flipping up my skirt and yanking down my panties. My plan had ultimately backfired: I went out with Larry to try to get money from him, and I ended up bent over in a park, taking his big cock from behind. He was the winner, but I didn’t care. I just wanted him to be happy. I wanted to forget that I’d ever stooped to the level I was at, scamming men for my own personal gain. It made me sick to my stomach, thinking about it. If I could make things right by letting him penetrate my virgin asshole, then so be it.

He pressed the tip of his cock up to my tiny hole. I could feel him throbbing, eager to gain access. I was ready for it, even though I knew it would hurt. I’d never had anything stuck up there before, and his cock wasn’t exactly beginner-sized. But still, I remained bent over, ready to take it from behind.

He pushed forward hard, and then penetrated me suddenly. It didn’t hurt, like I’d expected, through it felt strange as he sunk in deep, filling me up. It felt like I suddenly had to go to the bathroom. “Oh yeah,” he muttered as I felt his ball sack press up against my soft tush. “That feels so fucking good.” He hadn’t even started thrusting yet.

He was slightly pressing against something that felt good, sending a slight tingle through my body. I wiggled my bum gently, trying to adjust him into the perfect spot, so more of him was pressing against that sweet-spot. I found it, and then my legs trembled. As I started to moan, he started to fuck me from behind, slapping his pelvis hard into my ass. I nearly fell over from the first penetration, so I planted the palms of my hands against the bench in front of me, spreading my legs wider to keep my balance.

Each thrust was harder and faster than the one before it. Each thrust sent a powerfully warm vibration through my body. “Shit. Just like that,” I said, pushing my bum back to ensure I was getting all of him inside of me.

I was a virgin. I’d never been with a woman before, and now, I was losing my virginity to a man, while dressed like a woman. Everything about it sounded so strange in my head, but it felt so right in real life, and it only felt better and better with each passing second. I could feel his cock swelling in my butt, I could feel his veins throbbing. I loved the way his nails dug into my hips while he held me tight and fucked me like a glorified sex toy. I loved being his to do what he wanted with, being submissive, being a little, sissy whore.

“Fuck me harder,” I said, and he followed the command, slamming down with hard strikes, pushing his cock somehow deeper into my body.

My own cock was rock-hard now, oozing drops of cum into my panties. God, it felt so good. I centred one of my hands on the bench and then used the other to rub myself, over my panties, making more and more warm cum ooze out.

“That feels so good,” I said between heavy breaths.

He was grunting loudly now with each thrust. I could tell he was close to finishing, and I was ready for it, ready to feel his hot load deep in my asshole. I couldn’t wait—I wanted it so badly—

“Fuck!” he screamed, and then I felt it, and it was so much better than I’d anticipated. His sudden blasts of jizz made my legs tremble, sending me into a whole different level of orgasm that I’d never felt before. I moaned and shook all over, my dick still oozing out my own cum. God, it felt so good. I wished it would never end, but of course that was inevitable.

He stumbled back, making me feel suddenly empty as his long snake slithered out from my anus, leaving it gaping and exposed. He sat on a nearby bench as he caught his breath. I managed to spin around and sit down on the bench I’d been leaning on, his creampie spilling out onto the wooden slats. “Shit that felt good,” I said.

“Yeah, it did,” he said.

After a few minutes of a strangely euphoric silence, I said, “I really am sorry for what I did. I promise I’ll make it back to you.”

“You already have,” he said.

“But I’ll pay you back. I won’t be okay with this until you get your money back.”

“What did you spend the money on?” he asked.

I looked down at myself. “This,” I said.

“Well then as long as you belong to me, it’s not really like I lost the money then, is it?” he said with a big smile.

I couldn’t help but smile myself.

I only ever pretended to be a woman to get things that I wanted, and in the end, I got more than I ever knew I wanted. Not only did I get Larry, but I learned a lot about myself, and what I needed to be happy in life. I couldn’t have been happier.

After a few weeks, I decided to come out to my friends and family as a woman. I knew there would be some negative reactions at first, but once they saw how happy I was, they would all understand. Before I could come out, Travis beat me to it. “I met a guy,” he said. Even Travis, one of the happier guys I knew, seemed happier than ever in his new body. Plus he looked pretty sexy as a woman, I have to admit. Him coming out first made it a lot easier for me to come out.

Funny enough, I still got treated like pure gold by Larry. He still showered me with gifts without me having to ask, though sometimes the gifts were more for him than they were for me, like the piece of black, lacy lingerie he brought home the day after I came out. We had a lot of fun that night, though I have to admit that I had a hard time walking the next morning.

And to think, none of it would have ever happened had Travis and I not gone and become a couple of gamer chicks inside of a video game.

THE END
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Jim took out a loan with a shady group of people, and now he needs to pay it off before they come and break his thumbs. So he reaches out to an old school friend who has become very successful since high school.

His friend isn’t willing to loan him money to pay off the loan, but he does give Jim an opportunity. “But only if you’re really desperate,” the friend says. Jim agrees to the opportunity, but doesn’t get any more info. Then, a few nights later, a pair of burly men show up at his door to take him to a strange downtown basement, underneath a parking garage, to be a contestant in a secret underground oil wrestling league, populated mostly by girls with extra parts.
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Iwas being led down into a dark basement, beneath an old parking garage. The two men with me hadn’t said a word since they came to my house to pick me up—not since they said, “Are you Jim? Come with us.”

The lights were flickering overhead. There was a peculiar smell that was growing stronger as the sound of cheering became audible. I still had no idea what I’d signed myself up for; I only knew that I was going to leave that building with five hundred dollars. “But don’t worry, it’s nothing illegal,” Danny told me when I met with him to discuss the opportunity.

I needed the money. I didn’t even care if it was something illegal. If I didn’t get that five hundred dollars, then I would end up with two broken thumbs, and maybe a broken leg as well. I was three months overdue on my loan—a loan I took out with some very unsavoury people. I only took the loan out because I was under the impression that I would be getting a bonus at work, but instead I lost my job entirely.

They’d been coming to my house at night, knocking on my door and calling out my name. “You’ve got two more days!” a deep voice shouted out from the other side of my door just the night before at 1:30 AM.

Now it was getting close to 1:30 AM again. Those guys were possibly at my door again now, shouting out, ‘You’ve got twenty-four hours!’ But I was going to get that money in time. I was going to be paid up for a week, and then I would have to find a way to make another five hundred bucks.

“So what exactly is this place?” I asked the two big men walking me down that long staircase.

“It’s a parking garage,” said one man.

“I know that. But what’s with the cheering? We’re obviously not here to park cars—right?”

The men both looked at me and chuckled. One of the men shook his head before reaching for a heavy metal door. “Good luck, buddy,” he said.

He pressed a key into a keyhole and then he pushed the door open. The cheering became loud as a dim light found my face. It took my eyes a moment to focus on the scene inside: a crowd of mostly women yelling and cheering as they looked down at something. I couldn’t see what they were looking at. I could only see their backs as they hopped—and I could see the occasional sliver of what appeared to be a large plastic pool, the kind a parent would buy for their toddlers. Was it a cock fighting league? Was I about to watch some animals kill each other?

I paused as my two escorts walked into the room. I scanned around, suddenly not so sure Danny was telling the truth when he told me that this was totally legal. One of the large men turned to me. “Are you coming?” he asked.

“O—Okay,” I said. I took a hesitant step after taking a deep breath of air into my lungs. I walked around the crowd of cheering women. They were all wet, splattered with water; at least I thought it was water, but upon closer inspection, it was too thick to be water. It was some sort of petroleum substance: maybe lubricant.

My heart stuttered. I suddenly felt cold, even though that parking garage basement was hot and humid. I wiped some cold sweat from the back of my neck, and then I walked around the crowd to see two women wrestling in their bikinis. It was a clumsy wrestling match, and they seemed to be doing more giggling than anything as they tried desperately to grip one another.

Then I saw two cameramen, with cameras on tripods, filming the event. “Oil wrestling?” I said.

“Come on. We’ll get you signed in,” said one of my escorts.

I was confused. How was I going to make five hundred dollars with this? Did they want me standing by the door all night? Did they need someone to serve drinks? I looked at the wrestling women one last time before being led to another room through another metal door.

Now there was a man in a black suit sitting behind an old wooden desk. He was on the phone, speaking what sounded like Russian. He looked up at me and then threw one finger into the air. I paused. He said one last sentence and then he hung up the phone. “Jim, right?” he said without the smallest hint of any accent.

“That’s me,” I said.

“Danny must be a good friend,” he said with a big smile. “We don’t normally take in guys with no experience.”

“Me and Danny go way back—we were in the same English class in high—”

“—That’s very interesting,” he said, cutting me off. “Did he tell you what you’ll be doing today? Please tell me I don’t have to go over everything with you. I have a lot of phone calls to make.”

That cold chill crept down my spine again. I forced a smile. I knew nothing, but I didn’t want to waste the man’s time. I didn’t want to be a disappointment. “More or less,” I said. I figured I could figure out whatever I needed to figure out. There were lots of people around—I could ask them questions.

“Okay, good. I just need you to sign a waiver saying that you agree to be on camera, and that you consent to whatever happens: touching, fluids, penetration, whatever.” He slid a form forward. Then that chill buzzed through my whole body.

I opened my mouth to speak, then I stopped myself. I’d just told him that I knew what I was doing, and now he was looking at me with expectant eyes. I couldn’t let him down now. It sounded like I was going to be getting into the oil ring. I bit my tongue. “Okay. Sure,” I said. I really needed that money. But why was he saying ‘penetration’? Maybe it was a language barrier issue… Though his English seemed perfect.

I grabbed the pen from his desk and I signed the waiver, signing away my rights.

“You’re late,” he said as I slid the form back.

“I am?” I said.

He nodded his head. “The camera team has been set up for twenty minutes. Claire has been in the ring for fifteen. Let’s not waste any more time.” He pulled a thick envelope out from his desk. “Here’s the five hundred. You get two hundred more if you win.” He handed the envelope to one of the burly men at my side, then he pulled a towel out from a nearby shelf. He handed it to the same burly man. “No punching or kicking. Don’t leave my girls with any marks, or that money is coming right back to my desk.”

“O—Okay,” I said. Now I was very confused. Did Danny sign me up to fight a woman named Claire in a pool of oil, while being filmed?

Now I was beginning to think that I was dreaming. Maybe this was all some crazy dream. But when did it start? I could trace my day all the way back to waking up that morning, so if it was a dream, it was an insane eighteen-hour-long dream. Or maybe it was a four-month-long nightmare. Getting fired and taking out that loan with that criminal organization—maybe that was all part of the nightmare.

“Well?” the Russian man said.

“Well?” I replied.

“Are you going to get in there, or what?” He pointed to another door—not the one I came in through.

“What’s through there?” I asked. My voice was so weak that nobody in the room heard my question. One of the burly men walked over to the door and opened it. I noticed the smirk on his face under that flickering office light.

I took a step, froze, and then I managed to take another step.

“Today,” said the Russian man, finally with a noticeable Russian accent. So I walked through the door.

There was no crowd around the pool in this room: just that twelve-foot-wide pool, lots of oil, a single camera man with a camera, and a girl supposedly named Claire.
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Claire was blonde and short and cute, with big black eyelashes and plump—likely fake—lips. She smiled at me, not looking nervous at all.

“Take off your clothes. Get down to your boxers,” one of my escorts said to me.

I hesitated before stripping down. I wasn’t a big guy, but I was a lot bigger than Claire. She had thin arms and a petite body—though her thighs were possibly thicker than mine, but certainly not with muscle. Pinning her down was going to be easy. Beating her in the wrestling match was going to be simple. But was that really all that was expected of me? I couldn’t forget the Russian man saying the word ‘penetration’, as if there was some sort of sexual expectation. Was Claire expecting me to penetrate her? Were we about to shoot some sort of weird parking garage basement pornography video?

I bent over and slipped my jeans down to the floor.

“Socks too,” said the man next to me. It wasn’t until my socks were off that I noticed the small puddles of lubricant on the cool cement ground, likely from previous wrestling matches.

And now I was beginning to wonder: could I beat her? Was it wrong to overpower her? Did I really need that extra money? Maybe I could allow her to beat me and walk with my five hundred bucks. Then I would be able to sleep comfortably knowing I didn’t beat up some dainty girl.

“Hi,” I said to Claire as I stood in nothing but my boxers, and she stood in nothing but her black bra and black panties.

She didn’t reply. Instead, she just smiled.

I turned to the man on my left. “So we just need to wrestle?” I said. “How do I win? By pinning her?”

“You win by dominating the other person,” he said without looking at me.

“Dominating? So pinning is fine?” I said.

He looked at me. “Didn’t your friend tell you anything?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I was quickly realizing that Danny hadn’t told me much, and I hadn’t told anyone that Danny wasn’t really my friend. Sure, we were buddies back in high school, a whole decade ago, but now we were hardly mutuals. I had him on Facebook and I only talked to him once every few years. He was a successful, busy guy, and I never had much to say to him to relate. He ran multiple businesses, owned multiple cars, and was always posing with beautiful women for his social media photos. I only reached out to him for money, and honestly, I was surprised when he quickly told me about this opportunity to make an easy five hundred bucks.

“I’m sure you’re figure it out,” said the burly man to my right. “Get into the pool.”

Claire walked up to the edge of the pool and offered me her hand. I took it and she gently hoisted me into that slippery pool. I nearly lost my footing immediately. That oil was thick and slippery. She was surprisingly balanced as she walked back over to her side of the pool. Maybe she’d done this many times before.

“Okay, let’s get the cameras rolling!” called out a man from the shadows. I looked over and saw a slight glow on his face as he watched a monitor, probably showing him what the camera was seeing.

“Rolling!” shouted the cameraman.

“Action!” the man in the corner shouted. His voice seemed to echo in that large, dark cement space.

Claire crouched down and assumed a wrestling stance. I hesitated. My heart was pounding. I still had no idea what was happening, and now it was almost over. I crouched down and tried to summon some old acting skills from high school drama class. I took a deep breath and started circling as she started circling. She stared into my eyes with a grin. She had a cute face. I was thinking more and more that I wouldn’t be able to pin her and beat her. I would let her win the extra cash, but I would put on a good show first. I wanted to earn my money, after all.

We got closer together as we circled. I felt goofy, like I was a kid on the playground, playing make-believe. Were they seriously going to pay me big money for this? And why were they filming it? Who was going to watch this?

Suddenly she lunged forward. I opened up my arms to grab her, but the force of her body swept me off of my feet on that slippery surface. It would have been a hard fall, but there was two feet of sticky lubricant to soften my fall. Now she was on top of me as that oil seeped around me. She tried to pin down my arms, but now her hands were slipping on my skin. I let her try for a moment before grabbing her to flip her off of me—which I thought would be easy—but when I tried to grab her, my hands slipped.

That lubricant truly was slippery.

I tried again to grab her, but my hands just slipped all over her. I even accidentally grabbed her breast when I tried to clutch her torso. I froze for a moment, wanting to apologize, but she didn’t seem to mind, or maybe she didn’t notice.

I saw the camera moving around next to me. The cameraman was trying to get a better shot of the action. Was I about to lose because I couldn’t get her off of me?

I was starting to panic—not worried about losing, but worried about not putting on enough of a show to get that money. So I wrapped my arms around her and managed to flip her over. Now I was on top of her. But when I flipped her, I accidentally pulled her bra up and off of her tits. “I’m sorry,” I said, leaning back and expecting her to fix her bra.

But instead, she used the opportunity to slip out from underneath me. She pulled off her bra and tossed it aside, so it wouldn’t be in the way. And now I was distracted by her small, perky breasts. They were nice tits, but fake: I could see the thin scar lines under each one. I felt my face turning red. She pounced on top of me again, this time wrestling me onto my stomach and almost dunking my face in the thick lubricant. I gasped for air just before she pushed on my head, pushing my face into the lubricant. She held me for five seconds before releasing me.

I gasped for air again. She was surprisingly strong for her size—or maybe she was just more used to working in slippery lubricant. Maybe I was going too easy on her.

Though I was still confused as to who was going to watch this. Was there some fetishists out there who liked to watch naked women dominating and being dominated by men in pools of lubricant?

I managed to flip myself over to face her. She tried to grab my shoulders but fell forwards as her hands slipped out. Then I was able to roll over her, pinning her from behind. She tried to squirm forward and I tried to grab her. I couldn’t get a hold on her body, but I managed to get a hold on her panties. I tried pulling her back from her waistband, but they ended up slipping down her legs easily because of the lubricant. “Shit,” I said, now feeling even more embarrassed as she was completely nude. She had a nice ass though—it was hard to look away from.

Then she flipped over and scurried up to her feet, assuming that stance again. That’s when I saw that she wasn’t a she at all: she was a transgender, complete with a semi-erect cock and a perfectly round ball sack. I gasped and froze. My head began swirling with confusion. I started hearing that Russian man’s voice echoing in my brain. ‘Penetration, penetration, penetration.’ Was I the one who was about to be penetrated?

I tried to stand up but I ended up falling back. I couldn’t plant my hands down comfortably anywhere. “Wait,” I said. Then she pounced on top of me, pinning me on my back again. Now I could feel it: her warm cock sliding against my thigh. She reached down and managed to get a few fingers under the waistband of my undies. “Wait,” I said again, but my voice was hardly a whimper.

I needed to act. I needed to get out from her hold, but I couldn’t move; every time I tried to move, my hands would slip out and I would submerge under the lubricant until I could scurry to the surface. She yanked down my undies, exposing my flaccid cock. Then she grabbed it and I gasped. She giggled.

“What are you doing?” I said, feeling that camera moving closer to me. She squeezed my cock hard, making me afraid to move—afraid she would rip it off if I tried to escape. I looked down and saw that she was erect now.

And now I was almost certain that I was having a nightmare. This couldn’t be real. It was too crazy! “Stop!” I said, but she wasn’t stopping. That’s when I remembered seeing the term ‘safe word’ on that contract that I quickly signed. I didn’t see what the actual safe word was, so I couldn’t stop the fight.

I managed to push her off with one good shove. She fall onto her bum. I flipped over onto my hands and knees and tried to make an ungraceful dash for the edge of the pool. I was going to surrender and let her win. I didn’t want her big erection rubbing on me. I didn’t want to go any further with this game—even if it meant surrendering the five hundred dollars.

I got to the edge of the pool, and then she grabbed me from behind, making me fall forward. I clutched the edge of that plastic ring but I couldn’t get a grip as she mounted me from behind. I felt her long, slick shaft sliding up my crack. “No! Please!” I said.

I tried again to grab that ledge, but my shaking, lubricated hands couldn’t grip anything. Then I felt her tip press between my cheeks. I gasped and closed my eyes.

Her cock entered into me without any effort, even though I was clenching. My butt was covered in lube and so was her cock. She slid in deep and I screamed out loud as I lost my anal virginity for the small price of five hundred dollars.

She managed to get a solid footing with her cock in my ass. She gripped my arms so I couldn’t move, and then she began to thrust. At least she was well-lubricated, otherwise that sudden penetration probably would have hurt quite a bit.

I could hear her cock squishing in and out from my asshole as she stretched me wide. I bit hard on my tongue and desperately tried to remember that safe word, but I had absolutely no idea what it was. And even worse: this was going to be on the Internet, on some weird porno website.

I closed my eyes as the cameraman came in front of me to film my reaction to being stuffed. I groaned and tried once more to reach for the edge of the pool, but I didn’t have the energy to escape, and it was already too late: she was fucking me with swift, fast thrusts. I could feel her long shaft sliding in and out, rubbing my anal walls with her throbbing veins.

I felt so humiliated and stupid. How could Danny sign me up for this? Was this really worth avoiding a couple of broken thumbs and a broken leg? Did I really need the money that badly?

“Oh God,” I heard her whimper after a minute of trying to squirm away from her. I could feel her slick cock bloating wide, twitching along with her racing heartbeat. I opened my eyes and looked back. At least she was cute. At least she had a petite body and perky tits. It’s not like I was being fucked by some burly drag queen, or some bodybuilder in a wig. Though maybe it wasn’t really any different at the end of the day: it was still a cock in my straight man’s asshole.

She groaned loudly and then I felt a gooey blast inside of my body. I gasped. I felt five more blasts as I went completely still. Then she pulled her long, sticky shaft out from my body, and I felt her load gush out of me, along with all the lubricant she pumped into me. I felt so ashamed as that cum oozed out of me. She stepped over me and raised her hands into the air. Another man walked into the pool and took her hand. “Our undefeated newcomer, Quick Cum Claire, has won another match!” he announced. It was a good nickname: she really did come very quickly.

“And cut!” the director shouted. “Okay, let’s get the pool reset so we can get the next match going! C’mon people, we’re behind schedule.”

One of the burly men gave me a hand up to my feet. He handed me a towel, which I used to wipe as much of that lubricant off as I could. Then he handed me that envelope full of money. “Better luck next time,” he said. He bent over and picked up my soaked undies by the waistband. “Don’t forget these.”

I couldn’t look him in the eye. He’d just watched me getting fucked by a transgender oil wrestler. Everyone in that room had just watched me getting completely dominated and penetrated. They all watched as cum poured out from my hole. I wanted to get out of there. I never wanted to see any of those faces again. I would never take out another stupid loan, ever again.

I slipped into my goopy undies and then I pulled my clothes over my slick body. I felt uncomfortable with lubricant still on my skin, but I wasn’t about to follow Claire over to the shower room. I couldn’t spend another minute in that place, so I made a quick dash for the exit. Nobody stopped me.
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Iwent to bed after a very long shower. But even after standing under that hot water, soaping myself a number of times, I swear I could still feel patches of that slick goo on my body. I even nearly slipped a number of times in my shower. That lubricant was hard to wash off.

My bum was a bit uncomfortable—not sore, but uncomfortable. I spent a few good minutes staring at myself in the mirror, trying to wrap my head around what happened. It all happened so fast: one minute I thought I was going to be helping out with some sort of event for the night, and the next moment I was being pinned by an erect transgender.

I wished I could go back in time to get my dignity back, but at least I now had the money that I needed. I planned on delivering it in the morning, to buy myself a week of peace. And then I would have to figure out another way to come up with another five hundred bucks—each week, until my debt was paid off (about six weeks of no missed payments).

I walked over to that envelope after I woke up in the morning. I opened it and made sure it was indeed full of cash, and that I didn’t take a big cock in my ass for nothing. I counted each fifty dollar bill, and sure enough there were ten in total. There was also a card with a long Russian name and a phone number. I assumed it was the Russian man I briefly spoke with—the man who ran the strange underground oil wrestling league.

I tossed the card aside and stuffed the money into my pocket. Then I went to deliver the money. It was a short drive to the place I got my loan, in a sketchy little house two neighbourhoods over. I found out about the place from a guy from work, who was fired a few days after I got my loan, though I have no idea why he was fired. I went up to the door, rang the bell, and then an angry-looking man answered the door. I didn’t recognize him, but he recognized me. “You’d better be here with that money,” he said. I handed him the envelope. He quickly flipped through the bills, and then he looked at me and said, “See you in a week.” He closed the door in my face. And now I was no longer the owner of five hundred dollars.

I was broke, as if the oil wrestling never happened. Now I was really trying to figure out if it was worth it: stripping down and taking that trans girl’s cock in my rear end. I could still feel a bit of soreness back there, but it was my bruised dignity that was truly filling me with an awful nausea.

I needed a drink, so I went to a bar, even though it wasn’t quite noon. I ordered two fingers of whiskey and I tried my best to forget about the previous night. I wanted to convince myself that it was all a nightmare, that it never really happened. It was surreal enough that I felt like I could eventually classify it in my brain as a memory of a nightmare and not actually a real transgression.

It sucked not having that wad of cash anymore. I was only out of the house for an hour earning it, but within minutes it was gone, and it was more money than I’d had in years. It was especially valuable because it was the money I received in exchange for my dignity: my anal virginity and my privacy. Now there was going to be a video of me being fucked in the ass online—probably forever, until some alien race comes along to destroy the planet.

Suddenly I couldn’t stop thinking about the video. Maybe it wasn’t a very popular website. Maybe the video wasn’t good enough to make the site. I wanted to know more. I wanted to know exactly what I’d gotten myself into. So I went home and flipped open my old, crappy laptop. I started searching the Internet to find the video, even though I was sure that it wasn’t up yet (how could they edit it so quickly? Or did it need editing at all?). I searched for an hour before I found a website called ‘TRANS OIL WRESTLING’. I quickly scrolled through it to see if I could spot any familiar sights, and then I froze when I saw the headline of a video: ‘Quick Cum Claire Makes Her Messy Debut’. I could suddenly taste copper in my mouth. I tried to lick my dry lips, and then I clicked on the video.

In the video, she was wrestling with another girl. I skimmed ahead and found out that the other girl was not trans, but a biological female with a proper pussy, which was quickly stuffed by Claire’s cock. The woman moaned and screamed while Claire pumped her from behind before pulling out and coming all over the girl’s back. Normally I would have assumed it was all silly acting, but now I wasn’t so sure. Maybe that girl was like me; maybe she didn’t know what she was getting into and she ended up in a pool of lubricant, being mounted by a trans girl with a slick erection. My heart fluttered before sinking into my stomach.

On the side bar was a picture of Claire. ‘See Claire’s Other Fights!’ the link said, so I clicked it. She only had a handful, all with other women and one with another trans girl. I hesitantly clicked the link with the other trans girl. I skimmed ahead and saw Claire getting penetrated while groaning and straining. The other girl pumped her for a minute before she was able to break free, flip her opponent over, and take over the dominance. I skimmed further ahead, practically watching the video through the slits between my fingers, and that’s when I saw Claire with the other girl’s cock in her hand, squeezing it while pumping her ass. She managed to make the other girl come before she came, so it must have been mutually pleasurable, despite the strained and uncomfortable look on her opponent’s face.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. I especially couldn’t believe the view counts on all the videos. Claire’s debut video had 900,150 views. The video was only two weeks old. I suddenly felt sick. Soon that number would pass one million. And maybe one million people would end up watching me with a trans cock in my ass.

What if a friend saw the video? What if it somehow ended up in the hands of my mother or my father? I found myself refreshing the page over and over, waiting for that video to come up. While I was refreshing, I noticed another wrestler who was prominently featured on the website: Betsy Big Loads. In her thumbnail, she was surprisingly cute: brunette, thin, big eyes, raised cheek bones. I knew from her name (and the theme of the website) that she was transgender. My heart started racing as I hovered my mouse over her profile. I clicked and was shocked to see that she had nearly sixty videos uploaded. I clicked on one: a three-way fight between her, another trans girl, and a real female. In the video, the girls flopped around for a few minutes before the real girl managed to pin one of the trans girls. She pressed three of her fingers into the trans chick’s asshole and started pumping. The trans girl moaned and splashed and I found myself looking away once the girl started pushing in more than just a few fingers.

But the girl didn’t end up winning. It was Betsy Big Loads who came in and flipped the girl over before pressing her lubricated cock into the girl’s asshole, making her scream. She violently pumped the girl and then she pulled out, spraying her exhausted body with the source of her nickname: probably half a pint of white, thick cum. I quickly closed the video and went to a blank page to give my heart a break. I took a deep breath.

This was real. This was a real league with real fans and real penetration. And obviously it was making a lot of money if they could just toss five hundred bucks at me for less than ten minutes of work. I saw that they had a few affiliate sites: a straight oil wrestling league, a gay oil wrestling league, a lesbian oil wrestling league, and even a cosplay oil wrestling league. All the setups were the same, filmed in that parking garage basement, with the same big kiddy pools filled with the same goopy jelly.

Maybe I would get lucky. Maybe my video would get posted and then immediately get buried because it was boring. Or maybe the opposite would happen: maybe my video was going to end up going viral for some weird reason: Quick Cum Claire’s first victory over a male opponent. If she ended up becoming one of the site’s big names, then surely her ‘fans’ would watch her old content.

I had to close down the website after refreshing the page a thousand times. I couldn’t stand looking at it anymore. Soon my video would be up and everyone would be watching it.

My heart was racing. Sweat was forming all over my body. I suddenly felt nauseous when I stood up, so I remained sitting—but after a few minutes, even sitting made me sick, so I curled up on my couch and closed my eyes. I could suddenly taste that lubricant: gooey and a bit sweet. Was there still some on my lips? Did I not shower for long enough after I got home?

My head was spinning. I groaned and squirmed and then I jumped up to my feet and sprinted to the bathroom and threw up. After an hour in the bathroom, my appetite was gone even though my body was empty. I couldn’t eat breakfast or lunch or dinner, and then I couldn’t sleep, not being able to go a full ten minutes without running over to my computer to see if the new video was up yet.

And it was at 2:00 AM when the video went up. There I was: my face in the little video thumbnail. I felt dizzy. I nearly fell over. With a shaking hand I clicked on the video and watched through narrowed eyes as my scene began to play out. My heart rate sped up—faster and faster—as that big finale approached. I watched as we rolled around in the pool, and then I watched as she mounted me. Then my heart seemed to stop completely as the cameraman got the perfect shot of her cock sliding into my ass: zoomed in, getting all of the detail.

I looked so submissive when she began to thrust, as if I completely lost hope in winning—but to the audience it probably looked like I was just bending over for her, because that’s what I wanted. I hated to think that people were going to think that I let her beat me because I wanted her inside of me. I wanted to think that people wouldn’t think that—but that’s how it looked, even to me. Why wasn’t I fighting back? Why was I just letting her thrust in and out of me?

I looked up at Claire. She was smirking while fucking me. Her perky tits were bouncing and jiggling with each thrust. She was surprisingly cute. If it wasn’t for that cock, she would have looked like a real girl.

I closed the video and shut my computer down. But it wasn’t long before I reopened it to check the view count. In just an hour, thousands had watched the movie. Thousands of people, all over the world, had watched me getting plugged by a transgender oil wrestler.

“Oh God,” I groaned. That nausea was returning. I closed the computer again and thought about making a dash for the bathroom; I probably would have gone back to the bathroom had there actually been anything left inside of me to throw up.

I was starting to doze off. I had no energy after getting very little sleep the night before and eating no food through the day. I stumbled over to the couch and covered my face with a couch pillow. Then I took a deep breath, and suddenly it was morning.
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Ninety thousand views in twenty-four hours. It wasn’t going to break any website records—not even close—but I couldn’t help but imagine ninety thousand people standing in the same area; that’s a lot of people. And surely one of those people had seen me before; maybe they didn’t know me, and maybe they didn’t recognize me, but surely just one of them had walked by me before, or sat next to me on a bus. Surely a handful were from the same city as me—probability said so.

And every time I refreshed the video, that number increased. But luckily, it was slowing down. It was another twenty four hours before it reached 150,000 views, and then another forty-eight hours before it reached 200,000. Then the views almost stopped completely as dozens of new videos appeared on the site, including one with Quick Cum Claire: her first defeat at the hands of another trans girl. I watched her defeat hesitantly, and was shocked by how graphic the fight was. Her opponent managed to pin her down and plunge her cock into Claire’s mouth. Claire squirmed, but ultimately lost the fight after getting flipped over and mounted.

But why was I watching? Why did I care? How could I even be sure that I wasn’t watching some staged fight? Maybe most of the fights were staged. If they were all real, then the company was certainly toeing a fine line between consent and rape—even with their contracts and safe words.

I went to refresh my own video again, to make sure the views really had slowed to a halt, and then there was a dull knock at my door, making me spring to my feet. I quickly closed my computer screen and quietly approached the peephole. I recognized the thick man standing on the other side of the door: one of the debt collector goons. “Open up, Jim,” he said.

I took a deep breath and tried to remember how long it had been since I paid up. It felt like an anxious lifetime, but just a few quick moments at the same time. I opened the door. “What is it?” I said.

“I’m here for your weekly collection.”

“Has it been a week?” I asked.

“It’s been five days,” he said.

“Well I’ll have the money in two days,” I said.

“Will you really?” he said, rolling his eyes. “Because you’re still two weeks behind, so you technically owe us fifteen hundred. And you know what happens when you get three weeks behind—in two days from now?”

“I know, I know,” I said, remembering the last time I was told that my thumbs would be broken. “I’ll have the money.” But I still had no way of making five hundred bucks in just two days. “I’ll have the money. I’ll bring it to you. No need to come here.”

“Are we going to do this every week, Jim? Because if you fall further behind, we really will make your hands unusable for the rest of your life.”

My heart plunged into my stomach. “I’ll have the money. I’ll get caught up on the payments. Don’t worry about it.”

He stared into my eyes for a long minute, and then he shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I really don’t like breaking thumbs, so please figure it out.” He turned around and walked away, leaving me feeling cold on that doorstep, even though I was standing in direct sunlight.

I went back into my house and I locked my front door. Then I looked down at my hands and saw that they were shaking. How the hell was I going to make five hundred bucks in less than forty-eight hours? I looked around my apartment, and that’s when I spotted that card that had been included in the wad of cash: the card with the long Russian name.

I went to the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror for a long moment. Then I bit my tongue and shook my head. I needed the money, so I made the call.

Nobody answered and there was no option to leave a message. Feeling defeated, I went to put my phone down on the counter, and then it rang. I picked it up. “Hello?” I said.

“Who is this?” his familiar voice said.

“This is Jim—from the other night.”

“Jim?” he said. “I’m afraid I don’t know a Jim.”

I paused for a moment. “I—uh—wrestled Claire, and—uh—lost.”

“So what do you want?” he asked.

“I need money,” I said.

“I’m not a bank,” he said. “If you want money, go to a bank.”

“I was thinking that—um—maybe I could wrestle again, for another five hundred dollars.”

“Do you think this is a charity?” he said.

“I’m sorry. I just thought… Danny told me that I could make some money with you, so I thought—”

“Danny?” he said. “You know Danny?”

“He’s my friend,” I said, even though it wasn’t entirely true.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “For Danny, I can bring you in. But look—I do a lot of favours for Danny. I owe Danny. But I’m still running a business here, and the reality is, people want to see more than what you gave us the other day. That was a five minute scene and there really wasn’t much to it. It hasn’t been our worst video, but it’s definitely one of our bottom clips. If I’m going to bring you in, you need to give us more.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I was having a hard time understanding him because of the ringing in my ears.

“You need to give us longer fights, and if you could try to win, that would be ideal. You see—people like seeing our girls dominating guys, but they really want to see our girls getting dominated. Does that make sense?”

“You want me to… uh… dominate a girl?” I said.

“That would be better for ratings. But we don’t stage our fights, so you actually have to do it. And if you give us another lousy video—and by the way, we almost didn’t publish that video—then I won’t be picking up your calls. Got it?”

I nodded my head as if he could see me. “Okay,” I said. “I understand.” But it didn’t really matter because I had no intention of doing this again. After I got my next five hundred bucks, I was going to set myself straight. I was going to find a proper job and convince a bank to give me a proper loan to pay off my illegal loan.

“We’ll see you next week, maybe Wednesday night. Someone will pick you up, like last time.”

“No,” I said. “I—I need the money sooner. Can’t we do it tomorrow maybe?”

“Sooner?” he said. “We have a full slate. We can do next week. That’s me doing you a favour.”

“Please,” I said. “I really need the money now.”

“I told you: I’m not a bank. We’ll have someone pick you up on Wednesday. But I’ll tell you what. If someone drops out on me sooner, I’ll have you picked up sooner.”

“Okay,” I said softly, feeling defeated. I’d signed myself up for another oil wrestling match but I still had no way of paying my weekly debt. “Thank you.”

He hung up the phone. I fell onto my couch and sighed heavily. Then, after ten minutes of sulking, I went to my computer and desperately tried to find some last minute handyman work, even though I was a terrible handyman and didn’t own any tools. I figured I could lie my way through a bit of work—at least enough to get some money. Maybe I could ask for money up front and then return it on Wednesday, after I got my oil wrestling payout.

But I couldn’t find anything on any website. I tried posting on Facebook and I tried making posts on various free websites. “Will do any work for money,” I wrote, but I got no takers.

I was pretty sure that I was doomed. It was late, so I crawled into bed. I closed my eyes and started to doze off, prepared to spend the whole night in some nightmare or another. Then suddenly, there was a dull pounding at my door.

Were they back to remind me that I only had a bit over twenty-four hours left to pay up? Or were they just coming to break my thumbs, knowing I wasn’t going to make my weekly payment? I sat up slowly. The fist pounded the door again. My stomach groaned and I stood up slowly. I approached the door, wearing nothing but boxers. The fist pounded the door again. I looked through the peephole and saw the burly figure.

Maybe I just needed to get the thumb breaking over with. Maybe they would leave me alone and let the debt remain unpaid if I just let them break my thumbs. I sighed, hesitated, and then I opened the door.


5



Standing on my doorstep was one of the Russian man’s employees, not one of the loan shark goons. He looked down at me and said, “Your fight is in twenty minutes. Let’s go.”

I stood for a moment, unable to think of anything to say back. It seemed like a gift from God, and a curse at the same time. I didn’t want to get into the ring again, but I needed that money more than ever before. “What are you waiting for? Let’s go,” he said. “It’s my ass if you’re late.”

“Can I, uh, just put on some clothes?” I asked.

He shook his head. “There’s no time for that. Our guy cancelled last minute. The girl is already waiting. Dmitry is going to be furious if we don’t get there right now—so come on. Let’s move.” He turned around and started towards his black SUV. So I just followed, wearing nothing but my boxer shorts. It was a cold night. I wrapped my arms around myself and tried not to shiver.

Just like on the night of my first fight, everything was happening so fast. I hadn’t even closed the passenger door yet before we sped off down the road, tires squealing, probably waking a few people up at 1:30 AM. The man kept checking the time on his watch. “Shit,” he mumbled under his breath.

He sped through the quiet, empty city streets, back to that downtown parking garage. He came to a quick stop in that alleyway. “C’mon, let’s go,” he said, hopping out of the car. I felt suddenly vulnerable as I opened my door and looked down at that cold alley ground. I probably should have at least put on some shoes. I carefully stepped out, praying I wasn’t about to step on some used needle.

“What are you waiting for?” he called out. “Let’s go!” He pushed his key into that heavy metal door and pushed it open. I swear I could already smell the musty basement and the sweet-tinged lubricant.

We went down the stairs quickly. It was tough keeping up with him as he bounded down the stairs, sometimes skipping three steps at a time. The stairs were a bit slippery, probably from lube being tracked in and out of that oil wrestling league basement—so I clutched the rail as I tried to calm down my racing heart.

How did I end up here again? How did one little loan turn into this? A small amount of debt had flipped my life upside down completely. A couple of weeks ago, I was a normal person expecting a bonus at work. Now, I was a competitor in an underground transgender oil wrestling league.

The man led me through that first room where a fight was already underway, between two men. I only looked over for a quick second to see that one man was already winning, penetrating his opponent while pinning him hard to the edge of that pool. It looked uncomfortable and unnatural, so I quickly looked away, worried the sight would worsen my already tedious anxiety. We went through the Russian man’s office. The Russian man looked up at us. “I got here as quickly as I could,” my escort said.

“Don’t waste any more time,” said the Russian man, letting his accent slip again. “Get him in the ring. We have a schedule to uphold.” Then he looked at me. “Do me a favour and win. If we publish another video of you losing, people will start to think this whole thing is rigged—and that’s not good for business.”

“Come on,” my escort said, opening that second door. I hesitated, knowing I had one last chance to turn away. What was worse, wrestling a trans woman to the ground and sticking my cock inside of her, or getting my thumbs broken? Maybe I could just leave town. Maybe I could go live in the woods for the next few years, and then move to some other city with some other name. How bad could living in the woods be? Would it be worse than having to fuck a trans woman?

I looked through the door and saw the girl waiting for me. She had long brown hair and big shining eyes. She was smaller than me, but I knew that didn’t mean much. She had large breasts pushing against a tight white top. And her short shorts didn’t fully cover her round ass. At least she was cute. She was even my type—if it wasn’t for the cock that I knew she owned.

And how was I supposed to get hard? How was I going to get it up to stick it inside of her? Would they give me the money if I ended up losing?

“Come on!” shouted my escort, before the Russian man had a chance to.

So I went through that door. I walked towards that girl, who was now stretching and preparing to take me on in that pool of oil.

“Roll the cameras!” yelled the director before I even stepped into the pool. “Are they rolling? Action!”

“Today, Gigantic Georgia will try to defend her five fight winning streak,” announced a nearby announcer. My heart fluttered. “Will she be able to extend her perfect record against male opponents?” It wasn’t a statistic that I wanted to hear, especially because I wasn’t entirely sure if I was going to get paid if I lost.

I looked down her body. She was fit, but thin. Her breasts were perfect: braless, with her nipples pushing hard against that tight white top. I looked down at her shorts and that’s when I noticed the tip of her cock, dangling down against her left leg. Did she know it was out? Was that part of her persona? My God, it was so big! It was nearly halfway down her thigh, and she was flaccid.

My lips parted and I looked back at the door. Maybe I really did need to leave.

“And here we go. Wrestlers ready? And fight!”

Georgia couched down into her action position. My head started spinning. I realized in that moment, as she began to approach me, that I never asked about the safe word.

“Hold on,” I said to her, but she ignored me, lunging at me. I jumped to the side, nearly slipping. I managed to dodge her attack. She fell down into the oil, giving me a perfect opportunity to attack, but instead I remained still, looking down at her as she awkwardly rushed onto her hands and knees, now soaked in lubricant.

I knew that I needed to fight her. I knew that I needed to get those shorts off and I needed to make myself hard and I needed to stick it in her—but how was I going to do it? How could I do any of it? I didn’t even know her, and I was straight! I liked women, and she was technically male—at least biologically speaking.

She rose to her feet and looked at me with a strange look, probably confused as to why I didn’t act when I had the chance. But that moment of silence only lasted a moment. She pounced towards me, and this time I was too slow to react. She wrapped her arms around me and took me down to the ground. Lubricant splashed in every direction as my body submerged. Now I could feel her big breasts rubbing against my chest as she tried to pin me. I tried to push her off, but now that my skin was all slippery (and hers too) I couldn’t get a proper hold on her. I felt her hand reach down to pull down my boxers. “No,” I said. The thought of winning wasn’t a great one—but the thought of losing was worse. I didn’t want to be penetrated again—not by that big cock, which I could now feel throbbing against my thigh. It was warm and I swear it was getting hard. Did that mean that she was aroused? Did she get off on wrestling men to the ground?

I couldn’t get a grip on her slippery skin, but I did managed to grab her top. I yanked hard to the side, pulling her off of me, and ripping her shirt. I was tempted to apologize, but I had a feeling she didn’t care. As she squirmed to recover, I knew I had to act. So I pounced on top of her, sitting down on her lower back and using my hands to keep her down. I didn’t push too hard, not wanting to drown her in the oil.

She squirmed but I had her pinned under my bodyweight. She groaned and kicked, but didn’t manage to get out. I knew I needed to do something. I needed to put on a good show so that they wouldn’t withhold the five hundred dollars I needed to save my thumbs. So I reached down and grabbed her white top. I pulled it up while she fought. I managed to pull it off completely with a bit of work.

But now I felt even more awkward, having just wrestled a girl’s top off.

There was a silence as she continued to squirm, trying to get out from underneath me. I looked down at her shorts. I knew I needed to take them off if I was going to attempt to win. I still wasn’t sure if I really wanted to win, but I knew I needed to keep the opportunity open. So I reached down and started to shimmy her shorts down. I had to stand up slightly to get them down to her thighs. Then she suddenly sprung to life, flipping herself over and exposing her breasts and her large cock. But because her shorts were around her knees, she couldn’t stand up. She started kicking her legs, trying to get the shorts off. But I knew I couldn’t let her get up to her feet. I had to keep my advantage of being on top, so while those shorts were around her ankles, I sat back down on her. I looked down at her oiled body, glistening as her tits jiggled on her chest. I could feel her cock underneath my ass. I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to remind myself that this was all for the money. She reached up to grab me and I instinctively grabbed both of her wrists, holding her in place. She wasn’t nearly as strong as Quick Cum Claire.

Now I was looking into her eyes, trying to decide what to do next. I had the advantage. I was in control. I couldn’t waste any more time. I looked down at her large breasts, which jiggled like the real thing, even though I knew they were most likely implants. As long as I kept her large cock covered, she looked like a girl: a beautiful, naked girl. And I knew that I could have sex with a girl for five hundred dollars—plus the winning bonus. And if she was on her stomach, I knew I wouldn’t be able to see that large cock.

So I flipped her over with relative ease. I used one hand to pull down my boxer shorts, exposing my own cock. And then I remembered that view count; sure, there were only five or six people in that dark cement room, but hundreds of thousands of people would be watching what the camera was now seeing.

My heart stuttered. I needed that money.

So I clenched my cock and began to massage it, hoping to get it hard. I had a hard time believing I would be able to get myself erect under the circumstances. But her whole body was amazing—despite that one piece that I couldn’t see, but I could feel. She was curvy. She was soft. I used my free hand to pull her ass cheeks apart, so I could see that glistening asshole. I looked down and saw that my cock was almost fully erect. Maybe I could do this after all. Maybe I would be able to win this battle.

She was still fighting, but my bodyweight was more than she could overpower. I pressed my cock down between her butt cheeks. I stroked up and down until my tip found that puckering hole. Then she suddenly stopped fighting, as if she actually wanted it. And maybe I wasn’t overpowering her as much as I thought. Maybe she wanted to lose. Maybe she wanted me to fuck her.

I started pushing into her. I felt her hole clench, and then I felt it release, allowing me to slip inside. She gasped. My heart fluttered. Maybe winning was a reality. Maybe I would leave with more money than I thought. I grabbed her firmly by the hips and I pressed in further. And then I paused as I remembered that she was a biological male. I was currently sticking my cock into a man’s asshole. It didn’t matter how many hormones she took or how many surgeries she underwent—that asshole was no different now than when she was a male.

I felt her hole clench around my shaft. I saw the camera moving in closer to get a good shot of the penetration. I closed my eyes for a moment. I needed that money. So I gripped her as firmly as I could and I pushed my cock deeper into her body. She gasped again before letting a cute whimper slip out from her lips. At least her noises were feminine. All of her little groans and whimpers sounded like they belonged to a woman. And her back had that nice feminine curve. Her hair was long. And I hadn’t forgotten those breasts. In fact, I now wanted to feel those breasts, just to get that feminine image back into my mind. I bent forward and reached around her, cupping both of her breasts with my hands. Then she suddenly pushed back like an angry bull, tossing me off of her. I fell down onto my back, no longer with my cock inside of her ass.

It took a moment to realize that I was no longer winning the fight. Now she was on her feet and I was still on my back. I looked up at her with wide, frightened eyes, and then she fell down on me, using her legs to push my legs apart. She pinned my wrists to the bottom of the pool, and now I was the one thrashing and trying to push her off of me. I looked down and saw that she was erect. Her cock was enormous, stretching beyond her belly button. It was as thick as her wrist, and her tip was nearly the size of her own clenched fist: like a third arm sticking out from between her legs.

I shook my head quickly but couldn’t must up any words. I was suddenly desperate for that safe word.

She didn’t have to grab her erection. She was able to aim it by moving her hips, sliding that tip down from my ball sack. “Please,” I managed to say, but it hardly came out as a whimper—she probably didn’t even hear it. I felt her tip press against my hole. I felt my skin turning cold. All of the muscles in my body were tensing up.

She pushed forward. Even though her cock was thick and massive, it didn’t seem to matter. There was so much gooey lubricant that there was nothing stopping that cock from entering my body. I gasped and clenched as her veiny log sunk into my body. Maybe I wasn’t going to win. Maybe I was going to leave that basement with nothing except for shame and humiliation.

She pushed in deep, stretching me wide. I tried so hard to clench, to stop her from going any deeper, but nothing could stop her. She had a grin on her face. Her breasts looked amazing dangling before me, but that didn’t stop the embarrassment from setting in.

I tried to turn my face away from the camera that was moving in to get my reaction. Georgia didn’t get the entirety of her footlong cock inside of me before she started thrusting. It didn’t hurt, thanks to all of the lubricant, but it didn’t feel quite right. I could feel my body stretching in ways that it wasn’t meant to stretch. I looked down at my stomach and I swear I could see a small lump on my abdomen every time she pushed in. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back.

And then I remembered that I desperately needed that money. I couldn’t let her win, even though she was moments away from winning. I needed to do everything I could to turn the tide of that battle. So with a loud grunt, using my hands and feet, I managed to push her off, sending her back against the edge of the pool. I felt bad when she grunted painfully, but I didn’t have any other choice. I scrambled up to my feet, now feeling strangely empty in my ass. I pounced on top of her and desperately tried to pin her wrists with my hands and her legs with my knees. After thirty seconds of awkward struggle, I got her pinned, and then I used her own technique to get my cock into her ass, aiming with my hips until my tip was touching her hole. I penetrated her quickly and started thrusting. She quickly started moaning, as if she liked it.

But now we were fucking missionary-style, so I could see her massive erection on her abdomen. No matter where I looked, it was always in my line of sight. I couldn’t let it deter me. I had to keep my focus on her breasts so that I could come. I had to watch them bounce and jiggle as she submitted to me. I was actually going to win! I was going to come inside of a transgender girl to earn more than five hundred dollars!

I thrusted for a good two minutes before she went completely limp and her moaning turned into pleasurable screaming. Her eyes closed and her head tilted back. Then my gaze started to drift down, from her breasts to that throbbing cock. It was harder now than ever: throbbing intensely as her tip tried to touch the bottoms of her breasts. I couldn’t look away—it was so mesmerizing.

Suddenly her body tensed up. Her face turned red and she said, “Oh my God!” I looked down just as her cock began to spray herself with her creamy load. My eyes widened. Was she really coming? Did I make her cum just by fucking her in the ass?

The sight was horrifying and amazing at the same time. It was a reminder that I wasn’t fucking a biological woman, but at the same time, it was strangely comforting to know that she was enjoying the fucking.

My skin tingled and a hot wave pulsed through me. I groaned and then I couldn’t hold back: I came inside of her, filling her with my hot load. I felt her asshole contract around my shaft, as if she was desperate to keep me inside, to make sure there wasn’t a drop of wasted cum.

“We have a winner!” the announcer shouted. And then he stepped into the ring to grab my hand. He pulled me up to my feet moments after the final gush entered her body. Then he lifted my hand into the air. The camera came in close to my face before panning down to my cock, which now had a drop of cum dangling from it.

The next ten minutes rushed by quickly. The director shouted cut, my escort pulled me aside and I put my boxers back on. Then he pulled me up those stairs and opened the car door for me before handing me a thick envelope. “I need to get you dropped off so I can go pick up the next fighter,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said. My cock was still half-erect. My heart was still pounding with post-fight adrenaline. I wanted to find Georgia to apologize, though I wasn’t sure for what. But they were in such a rush that I didn’t get the opportunity. Ten minutes later, I was back in my apartment, now holding a thick wad of cash—enough to pay for two weeks of my debt.

I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I was shocked to see a big grin on my face, even though I knew the video was going to be more humiliating than the one before it. Georgia had a bigger following than Claire, and the video supposedly had more of what the show’s audience wanted. Soon, hundreds of thousands would be watching me getting both fucked by a hung trans girl, and me fucking a hung trans girl. And surely it was just a matter of time before that video ended up before the eyes of someone that knew me.
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Itook that money straight to the loan shark in the morning. He counted all of it and then he looked at me with a smile. “You’re still a week behind, but it looks like you’re on the right track.”

I smiled and bit my tongue. “I’ll be paid off in no time,” I said. And it was true: that morning, I’d gotten an e-mail from a potential employer that I’d contacted a couple of weeks before. They had an employee quit and they needed an immediate replacement. They were willing to bring me on without even an interview, just based on my resume. I was going to start in a day, and the pay was great—even better than my last job.

Things were suddenly looking up for me. It almost seemed like my month from hell was suddenly over and now I was in for a month of bliss. I knew that I could pay off all of my debt by the end of the month if I did a good job of saving up my money, which meant no more worrying about broken thumbs. And to make matters even better, I woke up to a notice in my mailbox, saying that the city had rezoned my neighbourhood to allow for two story houses. It was big news, because it meant investors would soon be paying big money to buy houses like mine, which I bought years ago for almost nothing.

So of course I had a big smile on my face as I walked away from the loan shark’s house. I hopped into my little car and I puttered off towards the mall, to buy myself a couple of new shirts to wear to my new job.

The day was going perfectly. I found some great deals on some great shirts, a cute girl started flirting with me in one of the stores (I got her phone number), and I had one of the best lunches of my life at a little restaurant next to the mall. Then, as I was walking towards my car to go home, my blissful day came to an abrupt end.

I looked to my left and saw a man staring at me. He was alone—a middle-aged man with glasses. I forced a smile and said, “Hey there. Do you need something?”

And then he kept on staring at me. He looked around and took a few steps closer to me. Now I was starting to freak out, thinking he was some lunatic who was about to stab me to steal the shirts I’d just purchased at the mall.

“Hey man,” I said. “What’s up?” I took a step back.

“Hey,” he finally said. He looked around again to make sure nobody was within earshot. “What was she like?”

“Huh?” I said. Now my heart was pounding hard.

“Claire. She’s my favourite. What was she like?”

My heart stopped for a long moment. I felt the colour draining from my face. My tongue was becoming numb. “What?” I said.

“Claire,” he said again. “I’ve been a fan since she was introduced. What’s she like? Is she nice in real life? Do you film here in town?” He took another step closer to me. I stumbled back.

“I have to go,” I said. I scurried into my car and quickly fired up the engine and sped off. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. How did he recognize me so easily? Was the new video even up yet, or did he just recognize me from my video with Claire? And if they were expecting way more views with this newest fight, would I end up being recognized way more easily?

“Oh God,” I muttered to myself.

When I got home, I tried calling the Russian, but he didn’t pick up. I wanted to beg him not to put up the video. I wanted to tell him I would pay his money back as soon as I got my first paycheque—I would even pay Georgia, as long as that video stayed offline.

I called again and again. I couldn’t have that video go up, or my future would be ruined.

Finally, after ten attempts, I got through to him. “What the hell do you want?” he asked.

“That video we shot yesterday,” I said. “It can’t go up. Please don’t put it up.”

“Why not?”

“I just don’t want it up,” I said. “I’ll pay you back. I’ll pay Georgia too—and the camera guy. How much? Fifteen hundred for everyone?”

He was silent for a moment. “Georgia was paid three grand for the fight. We pay our girls much more than our boys—a good, convincing trans girl is hard to find, so we have to pay them well. Our camera man makes five hundred per fight, and then the editing—which is done—is another thousand. So the total cost of what we’ve already paid is around five thousand dollars. But that’s not what you would have to pay for that video to stay offline. That video will make us about fifty thousand dollars, so that’s the amount I would need you to pay—at the very least.”

“F—Fifty thousand dollars?” I said.

“Do you have that kind of money? Something tells me that you don’t, seeing as you were just here grovelling for cash.”

I was suddenly speechless. Was he really going to make that much cash off of my video?

“Well? Do you?” he asked.

“No, sir,” I said. And I knew that I would never have that kind of money. I didn’t want to go through being in debt to scary people again—maybe they even used the same loan shark that I’d been stuck with for months. “It’s okay. Forget that I called.”

“I’ve already forgotten,” he said, and then he hung up on me. Now my whole body was tingling. It wasn’t even an hour before I found myself on that website, refreshing the page over and over until my movie popped up.

And it wasn’t long after it popped up before the views started pouring in, much faster than in my first video with Claire.

I knew that my reputation was doomed.


7



The paranoia didn’t go away. Day after day, I would catch people looking at me—usually men, usually from across large spaces. There was one man in my new office who couldn’t seem to help himself; I caught him looking at me a dozen times just on my first day.

I was too afraid to ask him why he kept looking at me. I tried to convince myself that he was just interested because I was new to the office, and that particular office supposedly had the same crew of employees for many years. I was the first ‘new guy’ in almost half a decade.

But it seemed inevitable that he knew, especially once that video passed two million views in just a week. Two million people—that was the entire population of my province! And how many of those people were from my province? I knew there was at least one because I met him in a parking lot. Surely there were many more.

I stopped going out, unable to handle the anxiety of people looking over at me. I tried to calm myself down by reminding myself that, if they recognized me, it meant that they were online watching strange transgender oil wrestling pornography; they couldn’t really judge me—and maybe that’s why nobody was approaching me or reaching out to my friends or family members.

But still, it seemed like it was only a matter of time.

I was getting very little sleep, constantly checking my social media pages, expecting to see that first message: ‘Jim, what the hell is this!?’ It was just a matter of time. That video was getting about a thousand views every hour, and it had been up for over a week.

It was 3:00 AM on a Tuesday night and I was wide-awake, staring at my ceiling, wishing I could get into a time machine and choose a pair of broken thumbs over this horrible anxiety and humiliation. I hardly used my thumbs anyway—I was more of a single finger typer, and I hadn’t played the piano in almost ten years.

I started dozing off around 3:30 AM, but I didn’t fall asleep before there was a heavy pounding at my door. I froze in my bed and listened carefully, suddenly worried that I’d missed a payment on my debt. The person knocked again without even waiting a full ten seconds.

I sat up. My heart started pounding. I was sure that I paid my weekly debt. I was almost caught up on my payments. Why wouldn’t they leave me alone?

I got up and slipped into a t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants while the pounding continued. Then I went to the peephole and saw the burly silhouette of a tall man before opening the door a crack. “Let’s go,” said the man. I didn’t recognize him.

“Go where?” I said.

“You’re scheduled to fight in forty minutes,” he said. “So let’s go.”

“Fight?” I said. “What fight? You mean an oil wrestling fight?”

“That’s right,” he said. “Let’s go.”

“But I didn’t ask to do another fight. I don’t need the money. I’m fine now.”

The man just stared at me.

“So you can go,” I said. “But thanks for the opportunity.”

I tried to close the door, but he stopped it with his foot. “No, you’re coming with me. That’s not how this works.”

“What do you mean, it’s not how this works?” I said.

“When you signed that contract, you agreed to participate in a full season, or until Dmitry decided to pull you from the roster.”

“A full season? What are you talking about?” I said.

“You can’t just win a fight and then drop out,” he said. “That would screw up the whole schedule. You need to finish the season.”

“B—But I don’t want to,” I said.

“Too bad. That’s what you agreed to. Now come on, before you get my ass in trouble.” He turned around and started towards his car. I remained still, beginning to tremble. I didn’t want to end up worried about my life or my thumbs again. I knew I had no choice. I knew that I signed that contract.

But there was something tingling inside of me—something worse than the fear and anxiety. It was excitement. I caught myself trying not to smile as I thought about betting back into the ring with another beautiful trans girl. Over the past week, those peculiar fantasies had drifted into my head. Every time I decided to rub one out in the shower, Claire’s beautiful face came into my mind, and it wasn’t long before Georgia’s gigantic cock slipped into my head as well.

I knew it wasn’t normal to fantasize about trans girls, but I didn’t feel so bad about it knowing that there were millions of other people in the world who obviously had similar fantasies—why else were they watching those videos?

And it was hard no to fantasize after feeling them: feeling those long shafts inside of my body, and feeling their tight holes around my own cock. They had soft skin and perfect breasts. They were curvy, just like real girls.

I slipped into the car with my new escort, and we instantly started speeding off towards that parking garage.

“Who will I be fighting?” I asked.

“Betsy,” he said without looking back at me.

I bit my tongue to stop the smile from coming onto my face. Why was I so excited? Why did I care who I was fighting? Where was this suddenly giddiness coming from? I tried to remind myself that I was straight, and that I didn’t actually want to fuck or get fucked by a trans girl—but it didn’t seem to matter how hard I tried, because deep down, I knew that it was what I wanted.

I followed the escort down the stairs and past the first ring, where a couple of lesbians were fighting with strap-on dildos. I went into Dmitry’s office and signed a quick form before finding myself face-to-face with Betsy Big Loads. I’d watched a few of her videos online. She was a good fighter with a killer body. Her big breasts were amazing, the way they bounced and jiggled when she moved—even now as she warmed up by doing a few jumps in her little bikini. She liked to press her breasts against her opponents’ faces when she pinned them—and I couldn’t wait.

I wanted to lose to her. I wanted to feel her inside of me and I wanted to feel one of her famous ‘big loads’. But at the same time, I wanted to win because I knew that if I lost, I might not get invited back. There were only a few men in that league.

But maybe losing was the best thing that could happen. Maybe I did need to get thrown out of the league before my face ended up in too many videos. The last thing I needed was to go viral. But there were still so many girls I wanted to roll around with. There were so many girls I wanted to feel inside of me, and so many girls I wanted to fill with my own load.

“Okay, let’s get the cameras rolling, and let’s get our wrestlers in the ring,” said the director. I stepped into that slippery pool and Betsy did the same thing.

The next ten minutes went by quickly and blissfully. We started by wrestling awkwardly on our feet, until I managed to get her bikini top off. Then she managed to pin me down, and I got to feel her large, heavy breasts on my face—though it was hard to breathe as she pushed me further and further down into the oil. She ripped off my boxers and got herself hard by rubbing her cock against mine. She even grabbed my cock with a firm grip at one point, obviously needing to feel a cock to get aroused.

But I was hard before her. I was hard before she even got my boxers off. And as she rubbed my cock to make herself hard, I was worried I was going to come and lose the battle before it even began. I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to end up coming faster than Quick Cum Claire—though there was an obvious advantage to being able to come quickly—if I could just get out from underneath her curvy body.

I managed to flip her over, onto her back. I pinned her down and pushed my cock between her butt cheeks while she squirmed. But she pulled a quick and surprising move on me, pushing her shaft down and sinking it straight into my butthole before I could get my cock into hers. I gasped and she grinned. She may have been beneath me, but she was inside of me. I tried to stand up, but she used her arms to hold me still, hugging me against her stacked breasts.

I squired as she started to thrust quickly, pushing her long shaft deep into my body. I loved it, but I didn’t want to lose, and I didn’t exactly love being humiliated like that for millions to see.

So I pushed off of her and slipped out from her slippery grip. I fell back and then quickly scrambled to my feet. I pounced on top of her before she could get up, and this time I made sure to flip her over so she wouldn’t be able to pull a quick move on me like before. Then I pushed my cock quickly into her ass, making her scream. I pumped hard and fast, and I came within thirty seconds—though she almost came before me (and it was my own fault) because I reached around and grabbed her stiff erection. I beat it hard and fast while I fucked her from behind. She ended up coming while I was finishing inside of her.

I won another match. I was given another thousand dollars before being escorted back to my home. I brought that thousand dollars to my loan shark the next morning, putting myself ahead of my payments. He looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Where are you getting all of this spare cash?” he asked.

“Just a little side hustle,” I said.

“Doing what?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Alright. Well be sure not to miss any more payments.”

I didn’t miss any more payments. A week later, I paid off the loan completely, including the interest, thanks to another fight that I won against a newcomer girl named T-Girl Theresa. It was my longest fight yet. We were both on top multiple times, penetrating each other over and over as we wrestled to be on top. I ended up winning after getting her pinned awkwardly, and luckily I was so aroused that I only needed a few pumps to get off inside of her asshole. She wasn’t too upset though. After the fight, we slipped into the shower room together and she asked me to suck her off. “You got me so hard,” she said. “The least you can do is finish me off.”

I’d never sucked a cock before, but I liked it. I liked the feeling of her throbbing girth resting on my tongue. I loved it when she finally came, spewing her sweet substance all over the inside of my mouth. I stood up and we kissed. She tasted a bit of her own cum before looking into my eyes. “You know, you would make a pretty girl.”

I caught myself blushing. “Oh, I don’t know about that.”

“How much did they pay you for this?”

“A thousand bucks,” I told her.

She giggled. “They gave me five grand for this. I would have gotten another grand if I won—but that’s okay. I’ll win the next one.”

My heart stuttered. I couldn’t even imagine making five grand in a night. But I wasn’t so sure that I could make a convincing woman. Besides, I liked being the guy who got to roll around with the trans girls. I liked being on top and I liked being on bottom. I liked winning and losing.

But I wasn’t so fond of the attention I was getting. I had another person approach me in the street. “I like your work,” he whispered to me before turning and heading off in another direction. My anxiety level shot through the roof and I started noticing glancing faces in every direction, no matter where I went. Between all of my videos, I’d accumulated almost ten million views, and that number was climbing every single day.

It was a few weeks later when I stopped worrying so much about the looks I was getting, and the occasional comment. No one ever had anything mean to say; in fact, most people seemed jealous. People seemed to admire me for what I was doing on the side. And I had to admit: I found myself looking forward to each new fight. Sometimes I would lay awake in bed, hoping there would be a knock at my door.

I even started loving it when people would come up and say things like, “Your last fight was awesome.”

But the best comment I got came near the end of that first season, after I was eliminated from the quarter-finals by Quick Cum Claire, who beat me in our rematch (she pulled out and coated me with her sticky load). “You did great this season,” the stranger said to me with a red-cheeked smile.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Will you come back for season two?” he asked.

THE END
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Ernie is a huge fan of the Rockets, the local hockey team. He’s seen every game, though he almost has to miss one to get ready for his school’s big cancer research charity event. The theme of the event is ‘drag queens’, and all of the guys are getting dolled up for the cause. Ernie leaves his sister in charge of getting him set up for the night.

But Ernie is so focussed on the hockey game that he doesn’t notice his sister getting too serious with making him look feminine. He just wanted to look silly, but now he looks like a real chick. He doesn’t have time to fix it—so he just hopes that everyone understands it’s silly nonsense for charity.

The event goes well. Ernie wins the grand prize for ‘prettiest drag queen’. Then, while he’s walking home later that night, a mysterious car pulls up to him. Leaning out the window is Justin Addison, a right-winger for the Rockets. He has a proposition for Ernie. Apparently, after every win, the Rockets find a girl to tag-team. They think it’s the superstition behind their most recent winning streak—the best in their team’s history. And tonight, Ernie is the best girl they can find.
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Ifelt silly putting on that frilly pink romper dress. It was tight on my body—particularly around my crotch. Even the tight pair of red panties Margot gave me didn’t help to hide the bulge of my cock.

Margot looked at me and laughed. I reached down and covered my bulge. It wouldn’t have been as embarrassing had my cock just been out in the open for my sister to see. I felt my face turning red, and then Margot said, “Get over yourself. It’s for charity.”

And that’s what I kept telling myself: it’s for charity. Though I didn’t fully understand what a drag show had to do with cancer research. But I don’t think that I was in a place to question and judge the system. At least I wouldn’t be the only embarrassed guy walking on that bar stage wearing his sister’s clothes.

“I know that it’s for charity—but maybe you could give me a looser dress. I want to have kids one day, you know,” I said, trying to tug the romper dress down to let my balls breathe.

“That is my loosest dress,” Margot said. “You’re five inches taller than me and thirty pounds heavier. What do you want me to do?”

The dress laced up in the front, where my cleavage was supposed to be. It looked ridiculous on my flat chest—and it looked even more ridiculous once I had one of Margot’s strapless bras on, stuffed with tissue paper to give me a bust. “This looks dumb. They’re going to think that I’m making fun of them,” I said.

“You aren’t done yet!” she said for the fifteenth time. “We’re just getting started.”

I don’t know why I felt so embarrassed: it was just a charity event. Every guy in my class was doing it—so what was the big deal? There would be guys that looked better than me and there would be guys that looked worse. And thankfully, there would be plenty of booze to help us all forget about the embarrassing night. At the very worst, it would be something to laugh at in a couple of weeks.

“What do you mean, we’re just getting started?” I asked.

“I haven’t even started your makeup yet.”

“How is that going to change the way my chest looks?”

“It’s called contouring, and girls do it to their chests too,” Margot said, rolling her eyes. And I didn’t know what the hell she was talking about, but I let her carry on. She seemed to be having fun, feminizing her older brother.

I looked down at my body. I saw my smooth legs and wished that I wouldn’t have shaved. Margot made me think that everyone would be showing up with smooth legs, but now I was starting to think that she just thought it would be funny if I shaved my legs like a chick. Though I had to admit: my legs didn’t look bad. I’d always had thinner legs. I bet they could have passed for a model’s legs in a magazine or something—as long as the frame cut off before the bulge between my legs.

“I’m thinking we’ll paint your nails white,” my sister said with a big grin.

“Paint my nails? Is that really necessary?” I asked as my stomach churned.

“It’s for charity, Ernie. Get over yourself.” I was starting to think that my sister was just using the charity thing as an excuse to humiliate me even more. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. Maybe there would be lots of guys with smooth legs and painted nails. Maybe the extra effort would motivate people to donate more money. Or maybe no one would even notice. My sister was right: it was for charity. So I let her continue.

She put a hair net on my head to hold my hair back and down. Then she started to brush different products onto my face. “You’re going to look so pretty,” she said.

“How long is this going to take?” I asked.

“Forty minutes—an hour at the most,” she said.

“An hour!? Are you kidding me?”

“Get over yourself, Ernie.”

I sighed. She had some nonsensical reality show playing on her bedroom television. I grabbed the remote and turned it off. “Hey! I was watching that!” she said.

“Not anymore. If I’m going to be sitting here, I’m going to watch the game.” I turned on the hockey game: our hometown Rockets against the Desert Dogs. The Rockets had been on a huge winning streak, moving up from fifth to first in the division. They were close to clinching the top spot, giving them home advantage in the playoffs. They hadn’t done so well since I was still in diapers, so I tried not to miss any games.

“Hockey is stupid,” my sister said.

“Says the girl who watches reality shows on repeat.”

“Reality shows are serious. The drama is real.”

“It’s really not,” I said. As I said it, Mitch Martin scored a short-handed goal. I nearly jumped out of my seat with excitement—the goal was so good. It was the kind of goal you hardly ever see in the NHL, never mind the AHL. “What a beauty!” I said.

“Sit still or I’ll have to restart your face,” my sister said. I resettled and did my best to remain still, even though the Rockets were on fire—and against one of the hottest teams in the league. It was hard to contain my excitement. I’d watched that team lose so much over the years.

“You’ve got a very feminine face,” my sister said. I hardly heard her over the game.

“Screw you,” I said.

“What? It’s true,” she said. “You’re very pretty. You’ve got big eyelashes and plump lips. Do you get fillers?”

“No, I don’t get fillers!” I said. “Just finish the makeup so I can watch the rest of this game without you poking me in the eyes with your brushes.”

She took her time, carefully applying one product at a time. And there were so many products! She seemed to have an endless supply. And I was starting to wonder if any of them were actually doing anything. I had a feeling my sister was just having fun, trying to tease and provoke me, so I just kept my focus on the television screen, so I wouldn’t give her any satisfaction.

It was at the beginning of the second period when my sister finally said, “Okay—your makeup is done. I’ll go grab your wig.” She darted away and I didn’t move. The Rockets were on a penalty kill and the goalie was making some unreal saves. I hardly even noticed that she was gone until she came back holding a long blonde wig. “Where did you even get that?” I asked.

“I borrowed it from a friend at school. She wore it for six months, after her hair dresser accidentally shaved her head trying to do an undercut.” She wriggled the wig onto my head. It was surprisingly soft and realistic. It was probably made from real human hair—it certainly felt real, hanging on my shoulders. “I’m thinking braids. What do you think?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Whatever’s fastest. My legs are becoming restless.”

She started braiding my hair, and I continued watching the screen. Mitch Martin scored another beauty, bringing the crowd to their feet. With thirty minutes of game time left, he was just one goal away from a hat trick.

“He’s so amazing,” I said.

My sister started laughing. “Do you have a little boy crush on that hockey player?” she asked.

“No!” I snapped. “He’s an amazing hockey player. I don’t know anything about the guy.” Though that wasn’t true. I knew a lot about him. I’d read his whole Wikipedia page, and I even watched the team’s documentary, which was mostly about Mitch Martin. He did a lot of charity work—though I doubt he ever dressed up as a girl. He’d even been on the cover of GQ.

My sister looked at the screen as the camera did a close-up on Mitch’s face. “He’s pretty cute,” she said.

“Shut up,” I said. “Just finish my hair so we can be done with this.”

It wasn’t until the end of the second period when my sister finally said, “Okay—you’re done. And you look fabulous.” She had a big smile on her face. I got up and walked over to my sister’s mirror. I turned and stared at myself. My spine became cold and my fingers began to tingle. A lump the size of a fist formed in my throat.

I didn’t look like a drag queen. I just looked like a chick. Drag queens are supposed to look silly and over the top. They aren’t supposed to look cute and convincing. “What the hell did you do?” I snapped. “I have to be at the event in thirty minutes! Fix it!”

“Fix what?” Margot asked.

“My face. You weren’t supposed to make me into a girl.”

“Um—I’m pretty sure that’s exactly what you asked me to do,” she said.

“No! Have you ever seen a drag queen? They look silly. It’s supposed to be dumb.”

“They don’t all look silly,” she said with a big smile. “Some can look very beautiful. It all depends on the person.”

“Well I don’t want to be pretty. I want people to laugh when they see me. Fix it.”

My sister shook her head. “You need to relax. It’s for charity. Get over yourself. I’m sure lots of your friends will be just as pretty—though I have to admit, your face turned out a lot better than I thought it would.”

And it wasn’t just my face—it was everything. My curves looked legitimately feminine and it even looked like I had a pair of perky breasts; how did she even accomplish that? How could makeup create the illusion of tits? And my lips looked so plump—and my eyes looked so big. Was that the makeup, or was that just how my face looked?

“We still have to do your nails,” my sister said.

“No. Enough is enough. If you won’t change my face, fine. But you’re not doing my nails. This is enough. I’m already embarrassed.”

“Don’t be embarrassed, Ernie. I bet your crush, Mitch, would happily ask you out on a date.”

I clenched my hand into a fist and took a deep breath. “That’s not funny,” I said. “He’s not my crush. He’s just a good hockey player. I can’t believe this. I wish you would have just made me look silly. Everyone else is going to look silly, and now I have to deal with this!” I turned to the mirror again and felt my heard plunge into my stomach. I actually looked kind of pretty. I looked like the kind of girl that I would have turned to check out on the street. I looked like the kind of girl I might actually ask out.

“God, I’m so mad at you,” I said to my sister.

“Don’t forget: drag queens talk like girls,” she said. “You can’t just use your boy voice. It’s for charity, remember.”

I bit down on the side of my tongue. Before she started dolling me up, she ran me through how to do a girl voice. And I didn’t end up sounding too bad. But now, I didn’t want to use the voice. I didn’t want to make this feminine character any more realistic.

“Well? Go ahead—say something. Give me the full picture before you go,” she said.

“I hope you’re enjoying this,” I said in my reluctant girly voice. I watched a big smile wipe across her face, and then I turned to leave. I had twenty minutes to get down to the hotel ballroom where the charity event was set to take place.
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My original plan was to take the bus, because parking downtown was always a nightmare—especially on Friday nights—and because I wanted to drink. But now, the thought of being on a public bus—surrounded by strangers—was the worst thought I could muster up in my head. So I called for a cab, even though I knew it would cost me at least twenty bucks. My dignity was worth more than twenty bucks.

The cab driver pulled up while I was standing on the street corner, in my romper dress and wobbly high heels. He jumped out from the car and ran around to open the back door for me, before I could even reach for the handle myself. “Please make yourself comfortable, ma’am.”

I bit down on my tongue and resisted the urge to shout at him. He looked at me with pleasant eyes, as if he actually thought that I was a girl. I would have preferred a look of confusion, or even a chuckle. But he was giving me nothing. “Thanks,” I said in my girly voice, and even the voice didn’t seem to tip him off.

He ran back around and hopped into the driver’s seat. “Where are we going tonight, ma’am?”

“The Kingston Hotel, please,” I said quietly. I was trying to remind myself that I was just dressed up for charity. It wasn’t like I was some depraved cross-dresser or one of those confused transgenders. I was just a guy trying to raise some money for cancer research. I was a good person. I had nothing to be embarrassed about.

The driver looked back at me a few times during the trip. He would look up into that rear-view mirror, looking into my eyes, before looking away with a warm smile on his face. “Are you meeting a date, ma’am?” he asked.

“I’m going to a charity event,” I said.

“Well you look very nice. That dress looks very nice on you. It brings out the green in your eyes.”

I bit down hard on my tongue. “Thanks,” I said quietly.

“So a beautiful girl like you doesn’t have a date for a big charity event?” he said. “That seems hard to believe. Is your boyfriend busy working?”

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” I said through clenched teeth.

“A girl like you can’t possibly be single,” he said.

I raised my eyebrows and then I turned to look out the window with lips pressed thin.

But he wasn’t finished. “You know—my shift ends at 10:00 PM. I’d be happy to pick you up to take you home, assuming that’s when your event is over. I even know of a really nice wine bar. Do you like wine?”

“I’m not that into wine,” I said.

“What about coffee? I know a great café.”

Thankfully, we were now pulling up to the hotel. Before the car even came to a full stop, I reached for the handle and threw the door open. “Wait,” he said. “I never even got your name.”

“It’s Ernie,” I said.

He looked at me strangely. Then he turned and looked at the hotel to see a flock of young men dressed as women. His face turned a shade of white and his lips parted as he put the pieces together in his head. Finally, I was able to have a laugh, even though it was sort of at my own expense. “You—You’re a… boy?” he said.

“Thanks for the ride.” I slipped out and headed for the front door.

All of the drag queens were my friends and classmates—but I didn’t recognize anyone. It was hard to tell who anyone was under all of that makeup and fake hair. And in a way, that made me feel better. If I couldn’t recognize anyone, then that meant no one could recognize me.

All of our female classmates were hanging out around the side of the room, pointing at the boys and laughing loudly. But they didn’t seem to be judging too hard. They understood it was all for charity.

I was surprised to see some of the drag queens chatting with one another. How could they know who was who? How could friends recognize friends? I awkwardly approached one group, hoping to recognize voice, but they were all using their fake girly voices, staying in character for the sake of the event. Even up close, I wasn’t able to figure out who was who.

So instead of trying to locate my friends, I decided to locate my seat. Dozens of tables were set up in the room, with nametags in front of each chair. I found a directory near the room’s entrance, which told me that I was at table nine. I wandered over to table nine and started looking at the nametags.

Then someone tapped on my shoulder. I turned around and saw my English teacher, looking into my eyes. “These tables are for the boys. The girls are on that side of the room,” he said with an inviting smile.

And once again, I had to bite down on my tongue. My tongue was starting to hurt from all the biting. “I am a boy,” I said with a coy voice.

Then I watched as his face turned the same shade of white as the cab driver. His lips parted, but it took a moment for him to muster up his reply. “Oh. I’m sorry. Then, uh, carry on.” He turned and scuttled away quickly, leaving me feeling embarrassed. Why couldn’t my sister just make me look silly like everyone else? Why couldn’t she put on an embarrassing amount of colourful eye shadow and silly strokes of eyeliner? Why couldn’t she have caked on the blush? Why couldn’t I keep my leg hair? Looking around the room now, every other guy still had their leg hair.

My sister got carried away. She misunderstood the point of the event—or maybe she just wanted to torture me a little bit: some revenge for some of the mean things I did growing up—like when I threw her in the swimming pool, or like when I set a stink bomb off in her bedroom. This was probably just revenge for her, and it was worse than anything I could imagine.

I found my nametag and I took my seat. I closed my eyes and wished that time could move faster, so this night could end sooner. When I opened my eyes, two more drag queens were taking their seats. One of them looked at me, and with a very bad girly voice he said, “The girls tables are over there.”

It was getting hard to force a smile. “I know. I’m not a girl,” I said.

Then he leaned over and read my nametag. “Holy shit! Ernie? Oh my God—look at you.”

“Laugh it up,” I said. “I let my sister do me up while I watched the game.”

“You actually look like a chick!” he said. I leaned over and saw his nametag. I was talking to Phil, from my biology class.

“I’m sure my sister could do the same to you,” I said.

“Hey man, I’m not making fun. Of everyone I’ve seen, you’re probably going to win first prize.”

“Great…” I said, feeling that churning in my stomach again.

“Can I get a selfie?” he asked.

“You absolutely may not.”

“C’mon, man. It’s for charity.”

“How is a selfie for charity?” I asked.

He laughed and shook his head. “You need to loosen up. It’s all just for fun.”

I looked around the room and saw that all of my classmates were laughing and smiling and having a surprisingly good time, even though they were all wearing their sisters’ and mothers’ clothing. Maybe it wasn’t so humiliating. Maybe it was just some harmless fun. “Fine. Get your selfie,” I said.

He sprung up on his clunky high heels and he swung around the table, throwing his hairy arm over my shoulder. He held his phone out and then he turned on his camera. “Smile!” he said before snapping a series of photos. I smiled.

“I’m going to need a drink,” I said.

Then without missing a beat, Phil slipped a can of beer out from under his poofy dress. He passed it to me. “Pour it into a glass so they don’t see it,” he said. I had no idea where that beer came from, or how many he was hiding under there, but I needed a drink badly. So I poured it into my glass and handed the empty back to him. Then I downed it quickly. “Tony’s got a few bottles of vodka. We’re going to do shots later,” he said.

I could already feel the beer seeping into my system. It was a well-needed buzz, to take my mind off of the series of embarrassments.

“Seriously, Ernie—you look hot. You should let your sister do you up more often,” he said with a big smile.

I flipped him off. “Fuck off,” I said.

“I like a girl with a bit of spunk.”

More guys arrived at our table, and I received a familiar greeting from all of them. “Holy shit! You actually look like a girl!” they each said in their own special phrasing. It was wearing thin quickly. Luckily Tony was at our table and able to supply me with a few shots of vodka, making the night a little bit less humiliating—at least in the moment.

The event started. Our principal took to the stage and made a little speech before calling tables of students up to the stage. My heart pounded as he went through the numbers. I didn’t want my whole school seeing me on that stage, all dolled up and humiliated. But I could sit back—that would just draw even more attention to me. I closed my eyes and felt the vodka working its way into my bloodstream. Then I felt a tug at my arm. I opened my eyes and saw Phil looking into my eyes. “C’mon, man. Come onto the stage with us.” My table was standing up and heading towards the stage. Our time had come.

I followed reluctantly, feeling a cold tingling working its way up and down my spine. I tried to force a casual smile once I was on the stage, so that my friends and classmates wouldn’t think that I was too embarrassed. I wanted them to think that I was working a healthy balance between embarrassed and carefree. The audience cheered suddenly when the principal said my name.

“Wow,” he said. “You really went all out!”

He held the mic up to my face. “I—uh—I let my sister do it while I watched the game,” I said, trying to remain calm and cool.

“Well she did a fantastic job,” said my principal. The audience clapped and whistled again. Then someone shouted, “You’re a babe, Ernie!” I had no idea who said it, but I didn’t want to stick around on the stage to find out. I nodded my head with a smile and I went straight for the stairs.

But that wasn’t the only time I ended up on the stage that night—because I ended up winning the award for Best Drag Queen. The awards were meaningless and didn’t affect the charitable donations whatsoever, but everyone still cheered and clapped when I returned to the stage. I was feeling especially tipsy, after consuming a few more shots of vodka. I nearly fell over in my tall, skinny heels. And I was drunk enough to actually enjoy the attention. I smiled and waved, and then I even did a little pose, putting my hands on my hips, turning my back to the crowd, and shaking my ass. I got another roar of applause.

And for the rest of the night, I was the center of attention—something I wasn’t used to being. Everyone wanted to talk to me: girls and boys. Girls would come up to me and ask how I did my hair or my makeup. Boys would come up to tell me how hot I was. They didn’t seem to care that I was one of their male classmates. Apparently there were guys in our school who had no shame. One guy even came up to me and said, “You should come to school as a girl.”

“But I’m not a girl,” I said.

“You’d make a good one.” And I think he was legitimately trying to convince me—I was far from convinced, but I was having fun.
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Ileft the party tipsy, working hard to walk in a straight line as I made my way out onto the sidewalk. I was one of the last to leave. Most of my class had left around midnight—now it was almost 2:00 AM—and a few of my friends were still inside, trying to see just how much alcohol poisoning their bodies could handle. And for some drunken reason, I decided I would try to walk home, even though my house was six miles away.

I made it about eight blocks in my heels, then the chafing started to get to me. So I took my heels off and walked barefoot down the cold sidewalk. The night air was pleasant: windless and warm. The streets were desolate. I’d been walking for fifteen minutes and only one car had gone by: a quiet little electric car, which hummed off into the distance.

A bit of my drunkenness wore off, leaving me with just a bit of fuzzy, warm euphoria in my brain; it was that sweet-spot that every drinker hopes to reach. I closed my eyes for a moment and took a deep breath, enjoying that peaceful—almost meditative—moment.

And then I heard a rumbling. The rumbling was quickly accompanied by the booming of loud music, coming from within a dense vehicle. I turned to look back and I saw a black Hummer headed in my direction. The windows were shaded and the headlights were bright: either high beams or those obnoxious LEDs. I covered my eyes with my hand, hoping the Hummer would just zip by. But instead, it started to slow.

I took a step away from the street, giving the Hummer and its large side view mirror some room. At first, I thought it might be a cop, because of the black paint and the tinted windows. But then I noticed the large gold rims, and I realized it was probably some drunk millionaire out for a night cruise.

I suddenly remembered that I was still wearing that romper dress, that makeup, and that wig. I looked down at my bare legs and it occurred to me that I probably looked like a prostitute.

The Hummer was at a complete stop next to me, and I was staring at the passenger window, waiting for something to happen. What if there were criminals inside? What if they were going to roll down the window and blast me? I took another step back. Then finally, that window opened.

A young blonde man wearing an unbuttoned dress shirt leaned out the window. “Hey beautiful. Why are you out so late all by yourself? It’s not safe out here alone,” he said. He had a big smirk on his face, and his cheeks were red.

“I’m fine, thank you,” I said with my girly voice. I figured it was best to keep them thinking that I was a girl and not a dude walking around in drag. I didn’t want to come across the wrong person—some angry transphobic man who was looking to get some rage out of his system.

“You headed to a party? Know of any good ones?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I’m just going home.”

“The party you came from—is that still going?” he asked, still with that big smirk, as if he was in on a joke that I was completely oblivious to. Maybe he could tell that I was a dude. Maybe it was more obvious now that I was drunk and my face was probably red, and maybe I wasn’t walking in such a feminine way.

“I think it’s probably over by now. It’s late,” I said. “I should be going. Have a good night.” I started walking, but the Hummer started rolling beside me, keeping up with me. Apparently the youngsters inside had more to say.

“Do you want to party with us?” the blonde man asked.

I forced a smile. “I’m sorry. I really should be getting home.”

“Oh, c’mon. It’s not that late,” he said. “We’ll have fun. You’ll get to meet some really cool people. And maybe you’ll even make a bit of money. What do you say?”

I laughed. “Do you think that I’m a prostitute?” I asked.

I heard a number of men laughing inside the car. The blonde man looked back to shush his friends, then he turned back to me. “Are you a prostitute?” he asked.

Now my smile was pressed thin. “No—I’m not,” I said.

“Good. Because we have a no prostitute rule. That could get us into a lot of trouble.” The guys in the car started laughing again.

I stood still for a moment, and then I turned to continue walking. “Have a good night,” I said.

“Wait!” the blonde man said. “Don’t be in such a rush! I’m serious. My friends and me want to party with you. You’re a beautiful lady. Some of my friends are very handsome. I think you’d like them.”

“That’s very nice—but I’m not interested. Got it?” I said. I was starting to consider breaking character, just to scare the guy away. But I couldn’t even remember how to do my normal male voice. I’d been using that fake female voice for so long that it wasn’t fake anymore; now it felt natural—something I would have to spend a bit of time breaking once I was home.

“We’ll pay you!” he said, stopping me again. “I’m going to cut right to the chase, okay? Me and my friends, we have this tradition, and it’s been an on-going tradition for some time now. We have to find a girl willing to party with us—all of us—otherwise our luck seems to run out.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you’ll have to find someone else,” I said. Now my heart was starting to throb. I suddenly felt cold and far from home. Maybe it was time to call a cab. Maybe walking home was a bad idea. What if this blonde guy and his friends got angry with me? What if they got fed up and just forced me into their big Hummer? How long would it be before anyone noticed me missing? Did I even tell anyone at the party that I was leaving? Did anyone have a tab on me?

The Hummer pulled up next to me once again. The blonde man leaned out, trying to make eye contact. “Sleep with us, and we’ll pay you ten thousand dollars,” he said.

I suddenly stopped. At first, I thought I misheard. Did he just say ten thousand dollars? That number pinged around in my head for a moment. That was more money than I’d ever had in my life. But I obviously couldn’t do it—I wasn’t even a woman. And I was still half-convinced that he was just screwing with me for a laugh. So I shook my head and said, “Sorry. No.”

“Fifteen thousand dollars,” he said.

“I said no.” I kept walking—and they kept following.

“We can’t go any higher than twenty-thousand dollars. That’s our final offer. Twenty grand is a lot of money, you know. I bet that’s more than you make in six months. Think of everything you could do! Think of all the dresses and shoes you could buy. You could even go on vacation for a couple of weeks and still have lots left.”

I stopped and looked at the young man. “You know you can probably get a high-class escort for less than a thousand bucks, willing to party with you and your friends,” I said.

“I told you: we have a no prostitutes rule.” He stared at me now with a big ear-to-ear smile. Then he looked back and said something to one of his friends. When he emerged again, he was holding a thick stack of money. “It’s all here: twenty grand. And it could all be yours.”

I stared at that amazing wad of cash. I really could have used the money… But it was still irrelevant. I still wasn’t a woman. And even if I were, I wouldn't let a bunch of strangers fuck me. Or would I? How long would it take? An hour or two at the most? That was a lot of money to make in just a couple of hours. I looked up at the blonde smiling man and I said, “I’m sorry. But I’m not even a woman.”

His eyes narrowed and his smile shrunk. “What do you mean, you’re not a woman?”

“I’m a man. I just came from a drag show.” I tried to do my male voice, but it wasn’t working. So I cleared my throat and just stuck to the female voice, hoping my honesty would be enough for them. “I don’t have a pussy.”

“Prove it,” the blonde man said. “I don’t believe you.”

“Prove it? No—fuck off,” I said.

“I’ll give you five hundred bucks if you prove it.”

He slipped five hundred dollar bills from that big wad and held them out towards me. I stared at those bills with amazement glowing inside of me. Did he just want me to quickly flash him? Hell—I could flash him for five hundred bucks. I was drunk enough that I didn’t care. It’s not like I would ever see him again. And even if I did, he wouldn’t recognize me. So I pulled up my romper to expose my panties, and then I fished my cock out for a quick show. I watched as his eyes grew wide and his lips parted. Then I heard laughter from inside of the vehicle. It took the car a minute to calm down.

“I guess we owe you five-hundred bucks,” he said, holding the money out. I cautiously snatched it from his hand and counted it. I made sure the cash was real—and it was, as far as I could tell.

“Thanks—I guess,” I said.

“Don’t mention it,” he said.

I stared at him for a moment, and then I turned to continue on my way home. This time the Hummer didn’t follow me. The young men in the expensive vehicle were probably dying with laughter. The blonde was probably getting made fun of hard for not being able to tell the difference. And I could care less because I was five hundred dollars richer. I was already fantasizing about what I could do with the money. Maybe I would buy a new computer—or get that new PlayStation. Or maybe the money was better put into my savings account, so it could grow for when I wanted to buy a house in a few years.

And then I started thinking about that twenty grand. I was already feeling a bit jealous for the lucky girl who would get it. Sure, she would have to submit to a degrading night—but that was a lot of money. I wondered: if I were actually a chick, would I do it? Could I spread my legs for a group of guys? Who knows? I had no idea what that would even feel like… But think of all the things a person could buy with twenty grand! That was a down payment on a nice condo. It was a couple years of college. It was a brand new car. Or, like the blonde man said, it was a nice vacation, some new clothes—and maybe a new computer and a PlayStation on top of it.

Suddenly, I heard that rumbling again. I looked back and saw that the Hummer was coming towards me again. I stepped away from the curb and bit down on my tongue. Now I was legitimately worried that I was about to get into some trouble. Maybe they wanted their money back. Maybe they were going to rough me up for embarrassing them.

That window rolled down and that blonde man stuck his head out again. “We did some talking, and the offer is still on the table,” he said. “Twenty grand to come and party with me and my friends.”

I was frozen, with ice tingling up my spine and cold beads of sweat tickling the back of my neck. “W—What?” I said.

“Twenty grand—to let me and my friends fuck you. Don’t worry—we won’t hurt you. Well—your butt might hurt for a couple of days, but there won’t be any permanent damage… I don’t think.”

“I’m a man. I already told you that—right?” I said.

“You mentioned that. But we decided we’re fine with that. It’s 2019 after all,” he said with a big smile. “We don’t discriminate.” Then I heard laughing again.

I stood still as my body began to tremble. That number kept pinging around in my head: twenty thousand dollars. But I’d never been fucked before. In fact, I’d never even had sex with a woman, never mind a group of men. Did I really want to lose my virginity to men for twenty grand? Was that the price of my innocence? I tried to say no, but I was rendered mute. I cleared my throat and tried again. But the word ‘no’ never came out from my lips. Instead, I said, “Let me see the money again.”

He showed it to me. It seemed to glow magically in his hand. I wanted to grab it and rub it all over my body. I needed that money, now that I knew it was available to me. I couldn’t possibly turn that money down. “Okay,” I said. My voice was shaken and quiet.

The blonde man smiled, and then he turned and grabbed a clipboard with a sheet of paper and a pen on it. He held it out to me. “This is a NDA—a non-disclosure agreement. It says that you can’t tell anyone about this, or we can sue you for a lot of money—and I mean a lot. You can’t tell your friends, you can’t tell your family—you can’t even tell your shrink. Got it?”

The agreement was long and written in legalese. I tried to read the first few lines, but it was too complicated, and I was still too drunk. So I just took the pen and signed the page. My signature was shaky. My hands were trembling violently. Was I seriously agreeing to this? Did I really want that money this badly?

I handed the clipboard back, and then the blonde man opened the door for me. “Come on in,” he said. I took a deep breath, feeling the warmth radiating from inside the Hummer. I took a step forward and noticed my legs were almost buckling from trembling so hard. “Oh God,” I muttered to myself. But I wasn’t able to stop myself. I took the blonde man’s hand and he helped me up into the vehicle.
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It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the darkness inside of the vehicle. The seats were red and black leather, and I was surprised to see that there were only five seats. I was the sixth person in the car, so it was a tight squeeze on that back bench. Everyone save for the driver was looking at me now, grinning as if they liked what they saw.

I looked into their eyes, and then I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly overwhelmed. “Can I have that money?” I asked.

The blonde man handed me the stack of cash. I wanted to count it, but I thought that might be rude to do in front of all of them. So I just slipped the money into my little purse, along with the five hundred they gave me before.

“That’s a lot of money,” said the young man sitting up front in the passenger seat. “Be sure to save some of it. It’s good to have money in your savings.”

I looked up at the man and forced a smile. My heart was pounding ferociously fast and my mind was spinning out of control. I felt sick, but I managed to keep myself together. It would all be over quickly.

“You’re all clean, right?” I asked.

One of the men snickered. The blonde man put his hand on my back. “We’re clean. Don’t worry. You’re clean too—right?”

I nodded my head. “I’m clean,” I said. My stomach turned and gargled.

The man to the blonde’s right was still snickering. I looked over at him, and then my heart skipped a beat. I recognized him, but I couldn’t quite figure out how I recognized him. Was he a student at my school? Were these my classmates screwing with me? Were they going to tell everyone that I agreed to be a hooker for twenty grand? Was I going to be the laughing stock of the whole school?

“Thanks for helping us out tonight,” the driver said. “We’ve been driving around for two hours trying to find someone. I was starting to worry that our lucky streak was going to end.”

I sat in cold silence, trying to calm down my pounding heart. “Do you do this a lot?” I asked, trying to create conversation to get my mind off of what I was getting myself into.

“After every game,” said the man next to the blonde. “Three times we couldn’t find a girl. We lost our game after each of those times.”

He looked over at me, into my eyes and into my soul. And that’s when I figured out how I knew him—and every other guy in that car. They were players with the Rockets, my favourite hockey team. The blonde next to me was one of the rookies—Justin Addison. The dark haired fellow next to him was Frankie Hull. Then sitting next to him, pressed against the window was their goalie, Jimmie Fowler. Up in the passenger seat was Tanner Davidson, the first line right-winger. I didn’t recognize the man driving the car, but I could only assume that he was also on the team.

“You guys are the Rockets,” I said. “I just watched your game.”

A few of them snickered, as if I’d said something funny.

“Are you a fan?” the driver asked.

“I’m a big fan. I’ve watched every single game this season. You guys are on fire,” I said.

“Well, girls like you are a big part of that,” Justin said next to me. “We started this new tradition at the beginning of the year, and we’ve been on a crazy streak ever since. So we really appreciate your sacrifice.” He turned to the driver and said, “How far away are we?”

“A few blocks,” the driver said.

“So you know who we are,” asked Jimmy, the goalie. “Then that NDA is even more important. You really can’t tell anyone about this, or we’ll all be in big shit.”

“I won’t. I promise,” I said. I suddenly felt like the biggest fan girl—I mean fan boy. I was shaking with the strangest excitement, overwhelmed to be sitting with guys that I’d spent so many evenings with. I’d seen them score so many goals. I’d gone to games and cheered for them as loud as I possibly could. And now I was hanging out with them.

But I hadn’t forgotten what I was there to do. That terror continued to linger in the back of my mind. I was there to let them fuck me. I was going to have five cocks inside of my body. I was going to lose my virginity in a terribly humiliating and degrading way: dressed as a chick while guys took turns stretching out my backside.

I’d seen enough porn to know that it was possible. I’d watched tiny girls take cock after cock on my computer screen—and none of those girls ever died… at least as far as I know. And I was still drunk. Maybe I could get another few drinks in me and I wouldn’t even remember this. Maybe I would just wake up in the morning with twenty grand in my room and no idea how it got there.

We pulled up to a motel. The Hummer came to a full stop, but we didn’t get out right away. First, the men looked around, as if to make sure the coast was clear. Then, Justin put his arm over my shoulder and said, “Just keep your head down until we’re inside.” He opened the door and ushered me out, looking around frantically with wide, frightened eyes. If the press saw me with them, going into that motel room, would it really be such a stain on their careers? Could they not lie and charm their way out of trouble? Who even cared what they did when they weren’t on the ice? They were winning games—that’s all that mattered.

He made me run, which wasn’t easy with my bare feet. I stepped on a sharp rock and nearly tripped as the pain nipped my foot. He rushed me through the door. The blinds were already closed inside.

I looked up and saw a dozen more men—players from the team—all staring at me with wide eyes and big smiles. They cheered, raising their drinks into the air. “I was starting to think it was going to be another dry night!” one of them said.

I looked around the room, recognizing all of their faces. And then I saw Mitch Martin standing in the corner, holding a beer as he stared into my eyes. He wasn’t cheering and smiling like the rest of them. He looked serious, as if he was preparing for a big game.

“What’s her name?” someone asked.

They all stared at me, waiting for my answer. “Er—uh—it’s Erin,” I said.

“She’s cute.”

“Good pick. Though her tits are a bit small.”

“Shut up, Stevie.”

“No, you shut up.”

“You’re a drunken idiot.”

“Guys—quit fighting in front of the girl.”

I wasn’t sure I was able to move. My legs were frozen and my heart seemed to have stopped beating. I tried to think of that twenty thousand dollars, but it suddenly seemed so irrelevant. Did I really put a price on my virginity and my innocence? Was I really about to go through with this?

But now it wasn’t just about the money. I felt like I had no choice, even if I gave the money back. I made a promise, and there was a lot riding on me. I couldn’t just back down now. I had to help them out. I didn’t want them to lose a game because of me.

But why did I care? I wasn’t part of the team. It wasn’t my job to satisfy their silly superstitions. Or was it my job? Was I finally in a place where I could positively assist the team, rather than just being a helpless fan?

The other guys made their way inside. The room was packed now, and I couldn’t keep track of how many guys were all around me—to many for my tipsy brain to count. I tried to keep a smile on my face, but it was hard, especially once Justin made his little announcement. “We have a special girl here today. She’s beautiful and feisty—but she’s not exactly what you may think. Erin here is a trap.”

The room was silent. My heart stuttered. I’d seen some of these players get into violent fistfights on the ice. I’d seen them covered in blood, with teeth dangling from their battered gums. I didn’t want to be one of their victims. I didn’t want to know what they were capable of when there weren’t referees around to break up their scraps.

“She’s a trap?” someone said. “You mean she has a dick?”

“That’s correct. I’ve seen it,” Justin said. “But she’s all we’ve got—and she’s willing to help us out.”

“Isn’t that kind of… gay?” someone asked.

“Only if you want it to be. When you look at her, do you see a guy or a girl?”

“I see a girl. But when her cock is out, I’ll see a cock.” A few of the guys laughed.

“Okay. Well, do you want to win tomorrow’s game, or do you want to lose and end up giving The Riot home ice advantage in the playoffs?”

The room became silent. Then, one of the men said, “She can just keep her cock tucked, right?”

Everyone looked at me, as if waiting for an answer. I wasn’t even able to force a smile. I just stood there terrified, trying to figure out if I was having a nightmare or if this was really happening. I took a deep breath and tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Whatever you want,” I was finally able to say.

“I don’t know about this,” someone said.

“How badly do you want to win The Cup this year?”

“Badly—obviously.”

“Then suck it up and do it. Be a man.”

And now they were all looking at me again.

“I know she’s actually a dude, but I think she’s hot. And look: she’s got nice cock-sucking lips.”

My heart was now somewhere deep in my stomach, rolling around in my stomach acid. I wasn’t sure how I was still standing. I couldn’t figure out how I wasn’t having a heart attack.

Justin walked up next to me and gently grabbed my wrist. “This way,” he said. And then the hockey players parted, making a clear line towards the bed. I stepped slowly, looking around at all of the eager and nervous faces. When I reached the foot of the bed, I paused. Most of the men were behind me now but I could still feel their gazes. “Go ahead. Get up.”

I climbed up onto the bed. The mattress was hard. I crawled forward and then a hand grabbed me by the ankle. I looked back and saw one of the older players holding me. “That’s far enough,” he said with a deep voice. The atmosphere was cold and stagnant. No one in the room seemed to be smiling anymore. I took a deep breath.

“Who’s going first?” a voice asked.

The silence returned. Then one of the veteran players stepped forward. “I’ll go,” he said. “You’re all a bunch of pussies.”

He stepped up to the bed and then he started to undo his belt. My heart fluttered and spun up into my throat. This was really happening. I was really about to be gangbanged by the Rockets. “Please be gentle,” I muttered under my breath. And then the guys all laughed. No one replied. No one gave me a pat on the back and told me it was going to be all right.

The vet pulled down his pants, revealing his long cock and dense mane of pubic hair. He pulled off his shirt, exposing his hard muscles, scars and bruises, and his tattoos. I looked away. I’d never seen another man’s cock before. Even when I was in a public changing room, I always went into one of the little privacy stalls.

He climbed up onto the bed, in front of me, dangling his large cock in front of my face. I turned my head away, closing my eyes, wishing I could go back in time and call a cab instead of leaving that hotel on foot. Hell—if I could go back in time, I would probably skip the charity even altogether. It’s not like my presence was going to do anything to cure cancer.

“The sooner you suck it, the sooner this will all be over—for all of us,” he said with his deep voice. He was gently stroking his cock, getting it hard for me, so that I would have less work to do with my mouth. And was that even part of the agreement? When I signed that NDA and took that money, was I also agreeing to suck their dicks? “Open up, beautiful,” he said.

I didn’t open my eyes, but I did open my mouth. I tilted my head up and I tried not to cry. I kept the image of that money in my mind, but it didn’t help to quell the anxiety. He slipped his cock through my lips. I groaned, feeling utterly humiliated. I admired the men in that room. I watched them every night and wished that I were one of them. And now, I didn’t know what to think.

He grabbed my head and gently began to thrust, back and forth, sliding his long cock along my tongue. “Feels just like a girl,” he said.

There was suddenly a man behind me, with his hands on my ass. He was feeling my butt cheeks, squeezing them and spanking them—gently at first. “Her butt is pretty girly too,” he said. Then he unsnapped the little snaps holding my romper together between my legs. “Should we leave her panties on or take them off?” he asked.

“Take them off,” someone said. “And just make sure she’s tucking that dick.”

He pushed my knees together and then he tugged down my panties. I closed my eyes as tight as I could, feeling my face turning red with humiliation. I didn’t think it could get any worse, but now I wanted to throw up, I was so embarrassed. There was still a cock in my mouth, sliding back and forth. I could feel that heavy tip rubbing against my cheek, and I could feel his veins pulsing as he got bigger and harder. It didn’t feel right. I could feel my innocence fluttering away with each throbbing penetration into my mouth.

I let a whimper slip out from my lips. The humiliation was overwhelming—but at least I was getting paid, and at least I was helping out the team.

“I dare you to eat her out,” one of the players said with a chuckle.

“Gross. No way,” said another.

“I’ll convince the coach to put you in on the power play tomorrow if you do it.”

There was a silence—then a man crawled up behind me. He took my butt cheeks and spread them wide. “Fuck. Here goes nothing,” he said. And then I felt his warm face pressing in. His breath tickled my thighs, and then his tongue tickled my hole. I tensed up and puckered tight. A gasp escaped my lips. I could feel that warm, wet tongue drawing circles around our hole. It was a disturbing feeling—especially because it actually felt kind of nice. I didn’t want it to feel good, and I didn’t want anyone knowing that I thought it felt good. But it was hard not to let a little moan slip when the pleasure got more intense.

“Get her nice and wet for the rest of us,” someone said with a laugh.

He leaned back from my hole. “I better end up on the power play tomorrow,” he said. Then he leaned back in and continued eating my out. I moaned again.

The man in front of me pulled his cock out from my lips. I opened my eyes to see another man shuffling over to take his place. And next to him was a line of men with their clothes off, all waiting to get into my mouth. I wanted to resist the new cock, but I remembered what he said: the sooner I did it, the sooner it was over with. So I opened my mouth and a new cock slid inside. This one was shorter, but thicker. It throbbed more intensely, and it curved drastically to the left, as if he spent a lot of time jerking off. He grabbed my head tight and he fucked my face. Luckily his cock wasn’t quite long enough to suffocate me.

“Move over,” the man with the deep voice said. The man eating me out suddenly stepped back, leaving my asshole feeling wet and cold and alone. I squirmed slightly, trying to get comfortable on that hard mattress. But finding comfort was proving to be impossible. The next hour or so was just going to be torture.

I felt his warm tip press up between my cheeks. He slid his rod up the length of my crack and then he brought his tip back down to my tight anus. I heard his chest expand as he took a deep breath. His tip pressed in hard, but it didn’t penetrate. I was clenched too tight, and I was too afraid to relax. He put a hand on my ass. “Stop clenching,” he said.

I tried, but I was just too scared. I’d never been penetrated before. I’d never even stuck a finger into my asshole—never mind a dozen cocks. I felt tears swelling in my eyes. I tried to hold them back, so I wouldn’t cry in front of the team. I bit down hard on my tongue again and then I forced myself to take a deep breath. And then I managed to relax, just enough that he was able to penetrate me and rid me of my virginity.
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He sunk in deep, getting his whole cock into my anal cavity. He held me firmly in place, so I wouldn’t squirm or pull forward—not that I could pull forward with a ripped man standing in front of me, with his cock deep in my mouth.

“Ouch,” I said as he tried to shove his cock a little bit deeper. Now I could feel his hairy pelvis against my tush. He groaned deeply and then he began to pump. “Oh God!” I said. It hurt—not bad enough that I was going to scream out in pain, but bad enough that it didn’t feel right. I clutched the motel bed sheets with both hands and I tried to keep my body relaxed. When I wasn’t clenching my asshole, the pain was lessened. But it was hard not to clench. I kept worrying that he was going to rupture something inside of me if I stopped clenching him back.

“Ride that cowgirl, cowboy!” one of the players said. Then a few of them cheered.

“She’s tight,” the veteran player said with his deep voice.

“How tight?”

“Real tight.”

He groaned as he continued to pump. The pain was going away now. Maybe I was going numb. No—I couldn’t have been going numb, because I could feel his cock throbbing inside of my ass. I could feel his tip swelling, and I could feel every slap of his pelvis against my tush.

A new cock had entered into my mouth. This one was small, but very hard. His veins were bulging and pulsing as if they were about to explode. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used my tongue to stimulate his tip, hoping it would get him to his climax sooner, so the night would be over with more quickly. I heard him moan before saying, “That feels so fucking good.” I kept sucking.

And behind me, the vet was almost finished. He was groaning loud now, slapping down with force. He grunted and dug his rugged fingers into me, and then he announced his climax: “I’m coming.” After another loud groan, I felt his tip blasting hot fluid into my body. It was a strange feeling—very unnatural. I squirmed and tried not to imagine the image of his slimy substance oozing out of me.

He pulled out, but it wasn’t even five seconds before someone else pushed their cock into me. This cock was long and narrow. It wasn’t stretching me out nearly as much, but it was pushing further into my body. I felt it slide through the warm cream that the vet left inside of me. I felt that ooze spreading around inside of my body as the new man pumped slowly, getting himself warmed up.

“Shit,” the man in front of me said. I didn’t think much of it, until a moment later when a blast suddenly splattered against the back of my throat. I gagged and choked. More blasts coated the inside of my mouth, and then I managed to spit his dick out. His final blast got me on the face. He didn’t apologize. Instead, he just laughed, and the others laughed with him. Cum was dripping off of my face. And the taste was off-putting: like old bread batter. I spat it out onto the mattress, and then I tried to wipe my lips, using one of the hands that was supporting my body weight.

“She’s not a swallower, boys,” the man said, and everyone laughed. And a moment later, there was another cock pressing up to my lips, wanting in, even though the inside of my mouth was still coated with sticky cum. The men didn’t seem to mind rubbing their cocks in each other’s cum. If they were used to gangbanging chicks, then they were probably used to rubbing around in their white substance. Apparently it helped them win games, so who was I to judge?

Another cumshot blasted off in my ass. I’d lost track of time. I wasn’t even holding myself up anymore. Whoever was pumping my asshole was also responsible for keeping me up on my knees. Whenever the men traded places, I would nearly collapse. I had no energy in my body. My legs and arms were trembling and I was quickly losing count of how many creampies were in my butt, and how many guys have shot their cum onto my face. I couldn’t even open my left eye because of all the warm, thick cum.

When Justin finally got his turn in my asshole, he said, “My God, she’s so full of jizz.” I felt his cock squishing through the half-pint of gooey loads. When he pumped, some of it would squish out from my stretched hole. It was a strange feeling—and maybe it should have been gross, but I had quickly become desensitized.

While he was pumping me, something strange happened. Someone reached between my legs and gently grabbed my cock. They began to massage it, pulling back my foreskin, and stroking my length. I was too exhausted to look back—but it felt good. I was getting hard fast.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in. That hand continued to pump me while cocks moved in and out of me. No one was saying anything. No one was calling anyone gay. Maybe no one noticed. Maybe someone was doing it subtly and carefully. But whoever was doing it sure knew how to work a shaft. It was only a minute later when I started to groan and tremble and squirm. “Fuck,” I said through clenched teeth. Then I sprayed the motel bed sheets with cum. That hand clutched my shaft tightly, and then Justin came deep inside of me with a loud groan.

Justin pulled out as another man pulled out from my mouth and came on my face, coating my right eyelid with jizz so that I was completely blind. But I didn’t have the energy to wipe it off. I just went lip as the men moved away from me. I planted my stomach down onto that blanket, which was still warm with my load. No one was penetrating me anymore. Were they finished? Did I survive the gangbang?

I wanted to open my eyes, but the cum was stopping me, and my lack of energy was still stopping me from wiping away the cum.

“She did good,” someone said. “I think we’re going to be just fine tomorrow.”

“Should we just leave her here?” someone else asked.

“She’s fine, right? As long as she’s out before noon tomorrow. You can do that, right? Baby?” Someone prodded me.

I groaned.

“I think that means yes. Now let’s get out of here. We’ve got practise in six hours.” I heard the men shuffle out of the room, leaving their mess behind. And I continued to remain still on that bed, covered and full of cum. I felt that collection of loads finally oozing out from my stretched hole, trickling down my ball sack and pooling onto the bed. But I was too exhausted to do anything about it. I just let it pool there while I dozed off.
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When I woke up, the sun was shining bright through the small slits in the blinds. I rolled my face away from the light, hoping to get another hour or so of sleep, hoping more sleep would help with the throbbing headache I had. And then I suddenly remembered the night before. I sprung up quickly and opened my eyes. I could feel the crusted cum on my face. White speckles were in my eyelashes. My lower body felt wet. I looked down and saw that the cum on the blanket still hadn’t fully dried out—probably because there was so much of it.

“Shit,” I said as my heart began beating where it left off the night before. The gangbang was real. I was actually covered in the cum of over a dozen men. I stood up and felt a pain in my asshole. I reached back to feel that my hole was still slightly agape—still tender from being fucked repeatedly. I limped over to the bathroom to look at myself in the mirror.

I looked rough, with my makeup smeared and running down my face. My braids were a mess and my outfit was stained with cum that seemed to almost be a neon-white colour. “Holy shit…” I said. I stared at myself for another five minutes before stripping down and getting into the shower. I stayed in that shower for the next forty-five minutes, letting the hot water wash that cum away, along with my makeup and all of the dirt on my feet from walking barefoot in the middle of the night. But the hot water couldn’t wash away the shame. And it also couldn’t wash away the phone number that was written on the palm of my left hand with a black Sharpie.

I couldn’t remember anyone writing on my hand—but then again, I was out cold before the hockey players had even left the motel room. So I could only assume that the phone number belonged to one of them. Was I supposed to call it?

I remembered the money while I was in the shower. So I turned off the water, dried off my body, and I rushed over to the purse I borrowed from my sister. I opened it up and was thrilled to see that large wad was still there. I couldn’t help but smile, even though I was still feeling ashamed and humiliated. At least it wasn’t for nothing.

I called a cab and stuffed everything into a plastic bag that I found in an empty garbage can: the purse and my clothes. Then, I stole one of the motel’s towels when I got into the cab. The driver gave me a strange look. “No clothes?” he said.

“It’s a long story,” I replied. I gave him my address and then he took me home. I had him pull up in the alley, so that I could sneak into my bedroom through my bedroom window in the back. I didn’t want my sister to see me coming home in a towel. I didn’t need any attention while I got myself tidied up and dressed. Thankfully she was still asleep when I put her romper into the wash. I could tell her that it got muddy on the walk home—as long as she didn’t find out that it was covered in the cum of many men.

I found out that morning that the fundraiser was a success. The school raised almost thirty thousand dollars for cancer research. And my picture ended up on the school website: me on the stage wearing drag. I was waiting for my friends to mock me for being so convincing as a woman—but strangely, no one seemed to care. Apparently I got mockery immunity because it was all for charity.

I hid my money under my mattress. I still wasn’t sure what I wanted to do with it yet—but I knew I couldn’t let my sister see it. I didn’t need her wondering where it came from. I wasn’t a great liar.

Our parents were out for the night, so we had the house to ourselves. I planned on playing video games all night, to take my mind off of my humiliating night at the motel. I went downstairs to grab a soda from the fridge, and then my sister flicked on the hockey game. “Don’t you want to watch your game?” she asked.

My heart stuttered. I’d forgotten about the game. My mind had been so preoccupied with that embarrassing memory that I forgot the Rockets were playing a back-to-back. “Oh, right,” I said. “Um…” I wasn’t sure I wanted to watch it. It was a few seconds before puck-drop. The camera did a quick close-up on Jimmie Fowler in net. “Why are you watching it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I think that Mitch guy is cute. You know—the guy you have a crush on.” She giggled as if she just told the funniest joke ever. My stomach turned. I tried to remember Mitch’s cock. When did he fuck me? Was he one of the ones who stuck it in my ass, or was he one of the one’s who came in my mouth and on my face?

I didn’t want to seem suspicious, so I forced a smile and migrated over to the couch. “I guess I’ll watch,” I said, taking a seat.

That first period was torture. Every time the announcer said one of their names, my heart would skip a beat. I would suddenly remember the face that belonged to that name. I could remember exactly where each one of them was standing in that motel room when I walked in. It was even worse between plays, when the camera would do a close up on one of the players, making vivid memories flash in my mind. My bum was even starting to hurt, as if it was having some PTSD of its own. When the camera went to Justin Addison after he nearly scored a goal, I had to look away quickly.

I’d had almost all of their cocks inside of my body. And I could still feel them, stretching me wide and rubbing up against my anal walls. I wasn’t sure I would ever be able to forget the warm sliminess of their cum as it oozed out of me and pooled between my legs while I remained limp on the bed.

The camera did a close-up on Jimmie Fowler in net, and a nausea entered my stomach. I looked away again as cold beads of sweat began to form on the back of my neck. Would I never be able to watch a hockey game ever again? Was I going to have to pick a new favourite team, and then skip the games against the Rockets?

“What’s wrong with you?” my sister asked. I looked over and saw that she was looking into my eyes with a narrowed gaze.

I tried to force a smile, but it didn’t come out correctly. “I—uh—I’m fine,” I said. “What do you mean, what’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with you?”

I was relieved when the period break came. I got up and went to my room, where I was free from the constant repeating of those names, and the constant reminded that of what I’d done in that motel room. But even in my room, I wasn’t safe from that reminder. That giant wad of money was in my room. It was hidden, but I could still feel its radiating presence. Would I feel that nauseating presence until I got rid of the money? And then would I feel it whenever I was around whatever I bought with it?

I paced around my bedroom, closing my eyes tight, trying to figure out a way to forget about that night in the motel room. Maybe I could convince myself that it was just a nightmare, and that I’d found the money on the ground, on my way home from that charity event. Or maybe I could just get rid of the money, so I wouldn’t have to think about it. Maybe I could go and give it to that charity, and then pretend like I never had it… No—no—I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t possibly allow myself to know that I’d let a dozen men fuck me for nothing. I was going to keep that money. I would find another way to clear my mind of my dirty actions.

“Ernie! You’re going to miss your game!” my sister shouted. I poked my head out and saw that the puck was being dropped for the second period. I went back into my room and grabbed my coat. Then I darted towards the front door. “Where are you going?” she asked.

“I’m going to watch the rest of the game at a friend’s house,” I said. And then I took off, with no actual plans. I was just determined to get far away from that hockey game.
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It was the first Rockets game I’d missed that season. And apparently I wasn’t the only one who knew that.

I ended up at a friend’s house. I showed up without sending a warning message, because I knew he was always home, playing video games in his bedroom. When he answered the door, he gave me a strange look. “Isn’t your game on?” he said.

“I’m not watching it,” I said.

“Why not? Isn’t your team doing well this year?” he said.

“Can I come in or not?” I said. He moved aside and let me in. He continued to stare at me strangely, thinking there was something wrong just because I was missing a hockey game that I would normally be watching. “So wait—why aren’t you watching the game?”

Was I really so predictable? Did all of my friends really know me as the guy who was obsessed with the Rockets? “What difference does it make?” I asked. “It’s a weekend. I thought that maybe we could go out and get a drink somewhere—on me.”

“On you?” he said hesitantly. “Why on you?”

“Because you’re always saying that you can’t afford to go out—and I want to go out. So the drinks are on me.”

“You also stay in all the time because you can’t afford to go out,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “Where did you suddenly get money from?”

My heart twitched and I forced a smile. “I did some work for my dad’s company last weekend. So I’ve got some spare cash—what difference does it make? Let’s go get drinks.”

He stared at me strangely for a moment longer, and then he went to grab his coat. “There’s that new sports bar down the street,” he said. “They probably have your game on.”

“No sports bar,” I said quickly. The faces of those hockey players were already back in my head, just from the thought of being near a television playing that game. “Let’s go to a club. We never go to clubs.”

“A club? You want to go to a club?” he said.

“Yeah—why not?” I asked.

He stared at me with those narrow eyes again. “Okay. Whatever,” he said. “It’s your money, I guess.”

So we went in the other direction from that sports bar. I didn’t even want to walk past it. I didn’t want to even catch a glimpse of that game through a window.

We had to stand in line to get into the club, but I didn’t mind. At least no one in that line up was talking sports. Though there was a chick standing near the front of the line who was dressed in a tiny, tight dress and high heels. Her outfit wasn’t too different from what I wore at the drag charity event. Just the sight of that little dress made my heart leap, sending my mind back to the previous night. “You think that chick is hot?” my friend asked.

“Huh?” I said, looking away quickly. “No—why?”

“You keep staring at her. If you want me to be your wingman, I’m sure you can hook up with her.”

“I don’t want that. I’m not into her.”

“So why do you keep staring at her?”

“I’m not staring at anyone. I’m just... thinking.”

“Thinking about what?”

“Nothing!” I snapped.

He stared at me for a moment and then he shook his head. “Have you lost your mind or something? You don’t have a bomb strapped to your chest or something, do you?”

“Screw off,” I said. “I just want to get a drink. Is that really so crazy?”

We finally reached the front of the line. The bouncer stamped our hands and then let us into the buzzing club. It was packed and the music was loud. We fought our way to the bar and made sure to order a number of drinks, so that we wouldn’t have to fight our way back to the bar over and over. I downed my first drink fast, happy to feel the buzz setting in quickly. My buddy stared at me while I went straight for my second drink. “I’m not carrying you home,” he said.

“Don’t worry about me,” I said. “When was the last time we really cut loose?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t know you liked to cut loose,” he said.

I finished both of my drinks and then I went back for more. That blissful state of drunkenness set in quickly. It wasn’t long before I was on the dance floor without a worry on my mind. I couldn’t even remember why I’d been so paranoid. I had a beautiful girl in front of me, staring me in the eyes when she wasn’t grinding her ass against my lap. She was cute, though a bit chubby. It didn’t help that he dress was a bit too tight. But I admired the impressive way she danced in her tall heels, swaying her big tush from side to side. After another couple drinks, I had my hands on her body and half of an erection rubbing against her big bum. We ended up kissing for a few minutes before we were bumped and shoved off of the dance floor.

I was hoping to take her home, and then one of her friends came over and pulled her away from me. “Are you trying to take advantage of a drunk girl?” the friend asked.

“What? No. I’m drunk too,” I said.

“Oh, so that makes it okay?” She gave me a mean glare and then I never saw that beautiful chubby chick ever again.

But now I really had to pee. So I made my way towards the bathroom and found myself standing in a long line. I wasn’t the only one squirming in that line. I bit down on my tongue and tried to think of some way to distract myself from my swelling bladder. I started eavesdropping on nearby conversations. And that’s when I heard about the outcome of the Rockets game. “I’ve never seen goals like that before,” one man said to the other. “I still can’t believe that snipe from Addison.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen a game end 12-0,” said the other man.

12-0? The Rockets scored twelve goals while Jimmie Fowler got a shutout against one of the best teams in the league? I caught myself grinning, excited for my team.

“If they play like that in the playoffs, they’re going to win The Cup for sure.”

“No doubt. I wish they played with that kind of energy every night.”

I got a little bit closer to the bathroom, but my mind was no longer on my swelling bladder. Now I was thinking about that motel room again. I couldn’t help but wonder if I contributed somehow to that magical energy that the team apparently brought to their game.

“With their win tonight, they clinched a spot in the playoffs,” one of the men pointed out.

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. They’re going to be playing the Giants in the first round. If they beat the Giants, it’s going to be an easy run.”

“But they have to beat the Giants first. They’ve haven’t been able to beat the Giants all year.”

“Well if they play at all like they played tonight, that shouldn’t be an issue.”

I couldn’t stop smiling, feeling strangely accountable for the epic win. Maybe my motel room humiliation wasn’t for nothing after all. Maybe letting all of those men into my asshole was worth it. Maybe I’d sparked a newfound confidence in my favourite hockey team that would last until long after they were holding The Cup over their heads.

I smiled the whole time I peed in that small, dirty bathroom. I was having a good night. My buzz was still going strong and I still had a few dances left in me. And I was going to head straight to the dance floor once my bladder was empty—and then I saw him: Mitch Martin. Everyone was looking at him with glowing eyes as he stepped into the club. A few of his teammates walked behind him, including the blonde-haired Justin Addison.

They were like A-list celebrities, glowing like golden gods. A few guys walked up to shake their hands. Girls squirmed as their pussies became wet. And I just stood silently, remembering every second of the previous night.


8



Ino longer wanted to dance. My buzz was suddenly lost and I was left sober and cold and frightened. I moved towards the wall and watched nervously from a distance. I was terrified that the men would look towards me and recognize me. I should have just left, but I couldn’t bring myself to go, even though I was done drinking and it was late.

Everyone moved aside as the hockey players made their way to the bar. The bartender quickly ran over to serve them. He poured them shots and didn’t make them pay. “They’re on the house,” he said, over and over. The boys took the shots and held them up. Then, my blood went cold when Justin Addison said, “To Erin!”

The other guys said it as well. “To Erin!” They downed the shots and then carried on with big smiles on their faces, as if they weren’t at all awkward about reminiscing about a gangbang with a biological man. It was only ten minutes later when they made that same toast with new drinks. “To Erin!” they all said.

I overheard a woman near me saying, “Who the hell is Erin?” I sulked further back, still terrified that the men would look at me and then say, ‘There she is!’ Though another part of me wanted to jump forward and say, ‘I’m right here!’ so that I could bask in the glory with them. I felt like I was a part of their epic victory. And I was justified in thinking as much, because they kept yelling my name as if they were praising a god.

My heart swelled with pride while my stomach turned with terror. My head was spinning around and around—not being helped at all by the liquor in my system. Maybe I needed another drink to set myself straight. Maybe I just needed another shot of whiskey.

Once the hockey players were out of sight, I slipped towards the bar to buy one last shot, and one last pint. It took a few minutes to nudge my way up to the bartender, and then it took another few minutes for the bartender to even notice me standing there. I ordered my drinks, and then he disappeared for another few minutes—probably prioritizing the orders of pretty girls.

And before he returned with my drinks, Justin Addison slipped up beside me. He had cash in his hand and he was trying to wave down the bartender. Without Mitch Martin by his side, the sea of partiers didn’t part. He was a familiar face to most of the people in that bar, but only because he was part of Martin’s entourage—not because of his own merit. And maybe I was the only one who knew that he was on the team. Maybe I was the only one who knew that he had twelve goals and fourteen assists on the season: a pretty great record for a rookie.

He looked over at me and I looked away quickly.

“This bartender is slow, huh?” he said. His voice made me remember our conversation on the street, when he was leaning out of that Hummer window.

I looked at him with a thin smile. I nodded my head, afraid to speak, afraid that he would recognize my voice.

“You’d think they would have a few bartenders working on a night like this,” he said.

I nodded again. Then the bar started to seem terribly quiet. That moment dragged on forever. I clenched my left hand tight, so that he wouldn’t see the phone number written on it—just in case he was the one who wrote the phone number there.

I bit down on my tongue. I was tempted to walk away from that bar and abandon my drinks, even though I’d already given the bartender my money. The silence was too horrible. Justin’s aura weighed down on my shoulders.

“Congratulations on clinching a playoff spot,” I said awkwardly. I regretted saying it as soon as I said it.

He looked over at me. “Hey—thanks,” he said. “Are you a fan?”

I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. “Yeah,” I said, nodding my head.

“That’s great,” he said. “The fans are a big part of why we’re doing so well this year.”

I smiled and nodded my head. Then the bartender returned with my drinks. “Here you go,” he said. Justin tried to wave to get the bartender’s attention, but the bartender was already on his way down the bar to serve someone else.

“Damnit,” Justin said.

And then I acted. I stood up tall on the balls of my feet and I yelled. “Yo! Bartender! Get back here!” I said.

He turned and looked at me. “What?” he said.

“This guy’s been waiting here,” I said.

“Lots of people have been waiting,” he said.

“But this guy’s been waiting longer than them.”

He stood still for a moment, and then he begrudgingly walked back over to serve Justin. Justin placed his order, and then he turned to me with a smile. “Thanks for that,” he said.

“Don’t mention it,” I said.

Now he was looking into my eyes. My heart fluttered in my chest. Would it be possible to recognize me from just looking into my eyes? I looked away quickly as my heart began to pound. “I should get going,” I said.

I quickly took my shot and then I downed my pint, slamming the glass on the bar. He laughed and then I zipped away, towards the door. I had no idea where my friend was, but I didn’t feel like sticking around to search for him. I needed to get out of there. I needed to get far away from those hockey players, before they realized I was the girl they were all praising.
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The Rockets’ luck ended after that 12-0 victory. They had eight games left in the regular season, and they ended up losing each and every one of them. The losses didn’t matter in terms of their playoff spot—they were positioned to play the Giants in the first round regardless—but it did matter in terms of momentum and confidence.

The headlines going into the first game of the playoffs were bleak. Journalists suddenly had the Rockets with lower than 10% odds of moving onto the next round. Even the interviews with the players were bleak. Mitch Martin’s Sportsnet interview ended up being plastered all over the Internet, because he looked so timid and meek on camera, as if an entire season of good luck had managed to dissolve in just a handful of games, right before the most important games of the season. “I think we’ll be okay,” he said in the interview. But it didn’t even sound like he believed himself.

I watched that first game—it was the first full game I’d watched since the night in the motel room. The Rockets did okay in the first two periods, getting a 2-1 lead on the Giants, despite analysts predicting a blowout sweep. But the third period went sour. Mitch Martin missed an empty net, and then the Giants managed to score three straight goals in just four minutes.

The next game didn’t go any better. Five minutes into the game, the Rockets were down 3-0. The camera did a pan of their bench, and the whole team appeared defeated, even though there was still fifty-five minutes of game time left. That defeat remained on their faces until the game was over and they were gone into their changing room. The score of that second game was 7-0.

Game three was in our town. During the regular season, tickets were being sold for almost $200 each. But now, after a ten game losing streak, decent tickets could be purchased for less than fifty bucks. A guy from school messaged me, asking if I wanted to buy his pair of tickets for just thirty dollars. “Why aren’t you going?” I asked.

“Why would I want to go?” he asked.

The fans had lost confidence in the team, and it was starting to seem like the team had lost confidence in themselves. I tuned in to that third game. It was just like the first: the first two periods were fine, and then it all went downhill from there. They ended up losing 4-2. Now, the Giants were just one game away from sweeping the series. The Rockets were just one game away from a long summer of disappointment and golf.

I went to my room and I pulled that money out from under my bed. I stared at it and thought about it. Those players gave it to me because they thought that my body would help them win. And did it? Sure—maybe that one game. But was it worth it? If that luck wasn’t permanent, then what was the point?

I fell onto my bed and stared up at my ceiling. I’d watched many seasons before. The Rockets had only ever made the playoffs a few times since I’d started watching, and they never made it far. So I knew that I should be used to that disappointed feeling. But this was different. I wasn’t just disappointed. I felt strangely responsible, but I couldn’t figure out why. I felt like there was more I could do that I wasn’t doing. Was I not cheering hard enough? Was I just contributing to the negative atmosphere that seemed to permeate that town?

I rolled over and saw that little piece of paper on my desk: the piece of paper where I wrote that phone number down before it washed off of my hand completely. I don’t know why I kept that number—it was just another reminder of what I’d done. But it was starting to fade from my hand and I didn’t want to lose in completely, in case it was written on my hand for a good reason. And what was the reason? Were they really expecting me to call?

I got up and walked over to my desk. I picked up the paper and then I dialled the number into my phone. Before I called, my heart stuttered. What exactly was I doing? Why did I even care whether the Rockets won or not? It’s not like I was a part of the organization. It’s not like I had money on them. It was completely out of my control.

My thumb hovered over that call button. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. I didn’t even know if the number belonged to one of the players. As far as I knew, it was the number for a Vietnamese hair salon.

But I called it anyway. I listened as it rang, and then I heard the voice. “Hello?” It was a man’s voice. “Who is it? I don’t have your number in my phone.”

I was silent. I recognized the voice. It was Justin Addison—the team’s young rookie.

“Hello?” he said.

I cleared my throat and then I tried to muster up that female voice that I used back when I was dolled up in drag. “It’s Erin,” I said.

The line went silent. I felt so awkward and embarrassed, but somehow I managed not to hang up the phone. “Erin—Erin from earlier this month?” he said.

“Um, I think so,” I said. “You wrote this number on my hand.”

“Yeah. I did,” he said. “Is it still on your hand?”

“No—I washed it off. But I wrote it down first,” I said.

“Oh,” he said. Then the line went silent again.

“So did your superstition stop working then?” I asked, still using that girly voice, which seemed to come strangely naturally this time.

“Not really,” he said. “It’s just been hard to find girls—especially now that we’re losing.”

“Have you tried that club down on 5th?” I asked. “The girls that go there are usually really slutty.”

He laughed. “Believe it or not we’ve tried. Even slutty girls don’t want to party with a bunch of losers.”

“You aren’t losers. You’re just on a bad streak,” I said.

“Losing eleven straight games is more than a bad streak,” he said. “I think we’ll have to find a new superstition for next year.”

“This year isn’t over. You aren’t out yet,” I said.

He laughed. “Tell that to the ten guys who didn’t even bother showing up for the morning skate today.”

My heart ached. It just wasn’t right. They’d worked so hard this season, and now they were just throwing it all away, even though it wasn’t over yet. Sure, they’d lost eleven straight. But they only had to win four straight to get a new lease. And they’d had many long winning streaks that season.

“What if…” I said. “What if we met up tonight—at the same motel? Do you think it would help?”

The line was silent, and this time the silence was painful.

“Maybe,” he said. “Would you really do that for us?”

I had a thick lump in my throat, but somehow I still managed to say, “Sure.”

“Okay,” he said. “Tonight at 10:00 PM. It’s a date.”

My stomach gargled and burned. “Okay. See you then,” I said. Then I hung up. I slowly sat down on the ground, knowing that my legs wouldn’t support my body weight for much longer. Did I really just make that call? Did I really just agree to another gangbang?

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Maybe it was a stupid idea, or maybe it would turn the team’s luck around. Maybe I could be the saviour of the playoff run. Maybe I could finally be the hero for once in my life.
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Ididn’t have my sister’s help getting ready, but luckily she was out of the house for the night, out with friends. I snuck into her room, grabbed a bunch of makeup supplies, that blonde wig, a tight black dress, a strapless bra, and a pair of panties. Then I took the haul over to my bedroom, hiding it under the bed while I went to the bathroom to shave my legs and crotch. I had to shave slowly because my hands were trembling so hard. Once I was hairless, I went and started on my makeup.

And with some help from the Internet, I didn’t do so badly. Sure, it took a lot longer than expected. I was in front of the mirror for nearly three hours, getting every little detail perfect. I learned a lot about different makeup products that evening—and I learned a lot about how small details can dramatically change a person’s face.

Justin sent me a text message, letting me know that he had the same room booked. “They key is on top of the door frame. Just let yourself in,” he said.

I showed up an hour early, with my sister’s makeup in my purse, just in case anything got smudged and I had to restart. But luckily, everything looked perfectly fine when I walked into that room. It was empty, but the lights were on. A bottle of wine was left on the mattress—definitely not a gift from the motel. I went to it immediately, opened it, and started drinking straight from it in an attempt to cut my nerves.

That room gave me chills. I could still clearly remember waking up on that bed in that pool of cold cum. I could remember the soreness that lingered in my ass for days. Luckily, everything down there went back to normal and I wasn’t left with any permanent damage—but I could still remember the horrible anxiety, thinking that I would have a gaping asshole for the rest of my life.

This time, I came prepared. I had a bottle of lubricant, a few condoms, and a cucumber I stole from the fridge. I still had time to kill, so I figured I would gently get my asshole warmed up, so the pain wouldn’t be so intense when it was time to be gangbanged. I put a condom on the cucumber and then I squirted a healthy dab of lube onto the tip of the phallic vegetable. Then I got up on my hands and knees and gently reached the item back. I carefully squirmed a couple of inches into my ass. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as I felt my anus stretching wide. I reminded myself that it wouldn’t be permanent. In a few days, everything would be back to normal.

I pushed the cucumber deeper. I was surprised that it didn’t hurt. My asshole was quick to accommodate the vegetable. Maybe there was some lasting stretchiness from my first fucking. Maybe this time wouldn’t be so bad. I pushed the cucumber deep, until my fist was pressed against my ass cheeks. I took another deep breath in, and then I started to pump it in and out. I focussed on my rim, letting it stretch as wide as it wanted. Maybe this really wouldn’t be so bad.

There was a gentle knock at the door. I jumped up quickly, pulling the vegetable cock out of my ass. I looked at it for a moment with a pounding heart, and then I tossed it into the garbage bin. But it looked silly in the bin, clad with its lubricated condom. So I pulled a bunch of tissues out from a nearby tissue box to bury it.

There was another knock at the door. I closed my eyes, but that was a mistake. When my eyes were closed, I was only able to see a vivid screenshot of that night: that moment when I walked into the room and saw them all staring at me. I could still remember the grins and the cruel excitement. I still remembered the veteran’s rigid, veiny cock as it slid up and down on my tongue.

But I had to answer the door now. The sooner I answered the door, the sooner the night would be over with. I walked up slowly and grabbed the handle, ready to see all of those faces again. But surprisingly, there was only one face standing at that door.

“Hey,” said Justin.

“Hey, Justin,” I said. “Where is everyone?”

“They aren’t coming,” he said. He stepped past me, into the room. “You look nice, by the way.”

“Thanks,” I said. “But what do you mean, they aren’t coming?” My heart was sent aflutter in my chest. How could they not be coming? I needed them to come—I didn’t want to think that I got dolled up and lubricated for nothing.

“They don’t think it’ll make a difference. The Giants are just too good. We can’t seem to figure out their goalie, and the pucks just aren’t bouncing in our favour.”

“But isn’t it worth trying?” I said. I couldn’t believe the words coming out from my mouth—as if I actually wanted to be gangbanged by two dozen men in a musty motel room. “Shouldn’t we try?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “They’re more experienced than me,” he said. “I guess they just know something I don’t.”

I went and sat down on the edge of the bed, feeling defeated and humiliated—and strangely rejected. I looked down at my feet and shook my head. “So you guys are just going to lose tomorrow?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I guess so. Sorry you got all pretty for nothing,” he said. “I like that dress.”

“Thanks. It’s my sister’s,” I said.

“Well it looks good on you.”

I looked over at the mirror to check out the dress, and I saw that I was blushing. I bit down on my tongue, feeling embarrassed. Why was I blushing? Why was I taking his compliments seriously? Even if they were true, they weren’t compliments in my eyes. He was telling me that I made a convincing woman—which isn’t something a man wants to hear. But still, my cheeks were a shade of dark red.

I looked up at him. “Too bad you already paid for the motel,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s nothing,” he said. “I made half a mil this year, and I’ll probably make twice that next year. The motel room was fifty bucks.”

“Well that’s good, I guess,” I said.

He walked over and sat down next to me. Then he put his hand down on my thigh. He started rubbing. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Your legs are so smooth,” he said.

“Why are you rubbing my leg?” I said.

“Because you’re beautiful.”

“Stop saying that,” I said. My stomach growled. But he wouldn’t stop rubbing. I felt hotness rushing into my face. “Why are you doing that?” I asked.

“Just be quiet,” he said. Then he stood up and turned to face me. He looked suddenly big—and he was big: easily 6’4”. He reached out and put his hands on my shoulders. Then he gently pushed me back. I fell down like a ragdoll with a pounding heart. Then he took the skirt of my dress and pulled it up, revealing the bulge in my panties.

“Seriously, Justin. What are you doing?” I said.

“Let me suck your cock.”

I was suddenly speechless. The lump in my throat was back and bigger than ever. I tried to swallow it, but it wouldn’t go down. Now Justin had his fingers under the lace of my panties. He was gently lifting them, pulling them to the side, revealing my smoothly shaved package. My heart skipped a beat. He stared at my cock for a moment, and then he leaned down, lifting up my cock and slipping it through his lips.

Why wasn’t I stopping him? Why was I letting him suck me off? Why did I think it felt good? “Oh God,” I moaned. I could feel my shaft throbbing in his mouth. He moved his tongue around my tip quickly, stimulating me in a way I’d never been stimulated. My legs trembled and I let out a loud groan. “Seriously—what are you doing?” I said.

“Just relax,” he said. Then he kept sucking. And for some reason, I let myself relax. I put my head down on one of the motel pillows and I took a deep breath. I was rock hard in his mouth now, throbbing intensely. I groaned and squirmed.

Then I looked down at him and saw that he was naked. I’m not sure how or when he got naked—apparently he was quick and agile. His own cock was rock hard between his legs, standing tall and pulsing along with the beat of his heart.

“You’re going to make me come,” I said, embarrassed.

“That’s the idea,” he said.

Now he was beating my cock with his fist, using his tongue to tickle my tip. It felt good. I rolled my head to the side and saw myself in the mirror. And he was right: I did look beautiful. My eyes were stunning and my skin was vibrant. And my body looked like it belonged on the cover of a magazine.

I groaned and my body became tense. The euphoria between my legs was intense. “Just tell me if you’re going to come,” he said.

“I’m already coming,” I managed to say before the euphoria took over completely.

Then he put a hand over my tip and caught the first few blasts of my hot load. He moved his hand away, letting the last few blasts end up on my thighs and stomach—with one big glob dribbling down the length of my rod.

He took the caught cum and rubbed it up and down the length of his cock. Then he said, “Spread your legs.” I didn’t hesitate. He shuffled forward and pressed his tip up to my warmed-up asshole. He took a deep breath and then he pierced me, shoving his cum-covered cock in deep.

I let my head fall back again as he started to pump me. I could hear my own cum squishing around in my asshole. It felt nice: warm and gooey and stimulating. It was only a couple of minutes before I felt like I was having a second orgasm. My legs trembled and my muscles tensed up. No cum came out of my dick—there was no cum left to come out—but it still felt like I was shooting a huge load.

Justin didn’t last long. He didn’t have to. A few minutes of hard pumping was just enough to leave me feeling elated and satisfied. He pulled his sloppy cock out and slapped it onto my abdomen as his final bead of cum oozed out from his tip. I reached down and fingered that cum, and then I brought it to my lips for a taste. He laughed. “How does it taste?” he asked.

“Good,” I said.

“You’re so hot.”

I blushed. “Thanks.”

“I mean it.”

He rolled over next to me and threw his arm over me. “Can you reach the light?” he said.

The lamp was just within my reach. I managed to turn it off, making the motel room dark. It was five minutes before I realized he was going to sleep, and he wanted me to sleep with him. My mind was still spinning, but I was exhausted. I closed my eyes and I allowed myself to cuddle into his slight, muscular body. It actually felt kind of nice, even with his boner pressing against my bum. I fell asleep in his arms. And when I woke up early the next morning, he was sneaking out the front door. “Morning practise,” he said when he saw that my eyes were open. “I left a pair of tickets on the dresser—good seats.”

He slipped away, leaving me alone. But this time, I didn’t feel horrible embarrassed and ashamed. I didn’t feel like a giant whore—and maybe it was because I didn’t have a huge wad of money next to me.

I went to that game alone, dolled up in my sister’s makeup, wig, and a nice long-sleeved dress. I watched the first two periods with sadness as the Rockets went down 3-0. Then, in the third period, I watched as Justin scored a goal. I jumped to my feet and screamed with excitement. Then he scored a second goal. Mitch Martin scored the equalizer, bringing the game to overtime. And in overtime, Justin pulled off a hat trick, winning the game and forcing a Game Five. The crowd went wild, even though the outcome still looked bleak.

It was the next night when I met Justin at the motel room again. We sucked each other’s cocks and then he pumped my ass until it was tender and buzzing with euphoria. He scored two goals in the next game, bringing the team to a 3-2 lead—once again ending in overtime. So we fucked again the next night. Game Six ended 4-1 for the Rockets, with Justin scoring another pair.

And then, on the night before Game Seven, I let Justin fuck me four times. He came in me over and over that night, until he had nothing left to expel from his balls. He scored another hat trick, winning the series and taking the team to the second round of the playoffs. They were calling it ‘The Rookie Miracle’. Justin was on the cover of every local newspaper. He was the town hero—and I was his hero.

We stopped meeting up at that motel. Instead, I would go to his downtown apartment and we would fuck on his bed. It was before Game Three of the Cup Finals when a news reporter snapped a photo of us holding hands outside of his building. The next morning, the reporter followed me home—which I didn’t know until the next day, when the headline ran that the Rockets’ hero, Justin Addison, was fucking a part-time cross-dresser. My picture ended up in the paper next to his.

But it wasn’t the catastrophe I thought it would be. In an interview when he was questioned about it, Justin attributed his success to me. “She’s the reason I’ve been playing well,” he said. “I think I love her.” That night, he scored four goals—a league record in the playoffs. And when the stadium camera turned to me, and my dolled up face ended up on the Jumbotron, the crowd roared with cheers, as if I was a member of the team. And in a way, I was. Justin even pointed at me before he held the Cup up over his head.

THE END


PLAYING WITH THE GIRLS



PLAYING WITH THE GIRLS



Nate wants to bulk up, but gyms make him nervous. So it takes all of his willpower to sign up with a personal trainer named Cory. It helps that she’s stunningly beautiful, bubbly, and fun to be around. But after a few weeks, Nate begins to worry that Cory’s workout plan isn’t working. In fact, Nate’s lost weight since starting his three-days-a-week program. Now, he’s starting to wonder if she’s got a different plan for him—a plan that involve high heels and panties.
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Imust have sat in my car outside of that gym for forty-five minutes before I finally got the courage to get out and walk to the door. When I first pulled up, I thought I had that courage, and then I saw the two-hundred and fifty pound slab of muscle enter the building, and I panicked. Is that Cory? Is that going to be my personal trainer? The guy could undoubtedly curl me with a single arm.

I was so afraid everyone would look at me and laugh, wonder what the hell I was doing in a gym with a personal trainer. I was hardly one-hundred and twenty pounds, hardly a muscle on my body—another scrawny shrimp destined to drop out within a week or two. They probably saw it all the time, guys like me signing up, paying big money for a personal trainer, and then giving up as soon as they realize it’s hard work. I liked to think I wouldn’t be one of them, but how would I know? It took me this long to build up the willpower to even sign up, why would I suddenly have the willpower to show up three days a week for an hour each day? Why would I suddenly have the willpower to follow the diet, eat all the protein, get all the rest, and the rest of it?

They would see me walk in those doors, and they would turn to each other and roll their eyes, and say, “Here’s another one.” And every time I saw one of the staff smirking, I knew it would be about me, in reference to some bet they had going behind closed doors. How many weeks would my own personal trainer bet on me? And the gym regulars—would they be in on it, too?

All of these thoughts plagued me as I walked up to the door. I tried to convince myself they would all be nice and that none of them would give a damn whether I was serious or just another dud. To them, it was a job. And with all jobs comes indifference, with enough time. Cory, the trainer that had been assigned to me, had supposedly been with the company for three years already. Three years is more than enough time to foster that indifference. Here’s to hoping…

The smell of disinfectant hit me like a wall when I walked in. I was on my way to the reception desk when one of the sweaty hulks brushed by me, towel flung over his bulging shoulders. I stopped and waited for another to pass, looking over at the sea of fitness equipment, the long mirror where a line of babes were lunging and sculpting their asses, a row of older men on stationary bikes behind them, watching, drooling. Everything shone, clean. The floor was wet, recently mopped, adorned with a sandwich board that read, ‘Caution! Floor is slippery when wet!’

“Can I help you?” the receptionist asked. She had a lethargic look about her, with heavy eyes and the complete absence of a smile. She hated her job but loved the perks, the free use of the gym on her time off. Her shoulders bulged with muscles that don’t belong on a woman, and her hair appeared greasy, tied in a tight bun behind her head, exposing the acne on her forehead from her probably illegal supplement regimen.

“I’m here for a training session,” I said, feeling so small, even a good fifty pounds smaller than the receptionist.

She raised her eyebrows without widening her eyes. “Okay. And with who?” I was fairly sure she said it in a heavily condescending tone, but that may have been my own paranoia.

“With Cory. For four o’clock,” I said.

She looked over at the clock. “It’s four-fifteen,” she said.

“I know. I’m sorry. I was late getting off of work,” I lied. I’d arrived thirty minutes early, completely misjudging the time it would take to get to the gym in my swirling state of anxiety. Perhaps I had the foresight to know my anxiety would hold me back from stepping inside the place.

“I’ll let Cory know you’re here. In the meantime, go ahead and change into your workout clothes,” she said. “And then you can wait there, on that bench.”

My heart plunged into my gut. My workout clothes? I didn’t have that—I just had the shorts and t-shirt I was currently wearing, what I’d assumed would be good enough. Now, as I looked at the gym regulars pushing heavy weights, I realized I had it all wrong. The internet forums that said “Wear whatever you feel comfortable in!” didn’t take into consideration that sometimes comfort means blending in. I’d thought about buying all the gear, but I was worried I would look like a tool when I showed up in the whole getup, without even knowing what ‘deadlift’ means. But now I just felt like an unprepared loser.

I went into the change room regardless, just for the sake of following procedure. I scoped out the lockers, the steam room, the showers—

There was a naked woman in the showers, warm water cascading down her perky breasts, between her legs, over her plump pussy. I jumped back, hid around the corner, and suddenly realized I was in the woman’s change room. I hadn’t checked the door—I’d just gone into the door the receptionist pointed to. My heart slammed into my ribcage. In case my first trip to the gym wasn’t horribly awkward enough, now I was going to be labelled a pervert on top of it. I carefully tiptoed towards the door, but then it opened, and I froze.

A man walked in, topless, muscles bulging. He looked at me, smiled, and then continued towards the showers. My head was spinning, my gut turning. And then, as the door swung towards closed, I noticed the sign that said ‘This is a co-ed change room. Please respect one another’s privacy.’ Next to me was a line of changing stalls with curtains. There were a number of curtained-off shower stalls as well, for the people who didn’t want to be seen naked by strangers—for me, in other words. Everyone else that came and went seemed fine getting naked in front of one another. Who can blame them? They all had perfect bodies. I couldn’t quite figure out why they were even at the gym—were they not done yet?

I slipped back out from the change room. I took a seat on that bench and then I noticed the gorgeous woman standing and staring at me. She had long blonde hair tied into two braids, glowing blue eyes, and a rack to die for, even squashed into that firm, tight sports bra. I looked away from her right away, but she kept staring at me, her gaze burning, making me feel even smaller and weaker. “Well?” she said, and I looked back at her.

“Excuse me?” I said.

“Are we going to work out, or what? You’re Nate, right?” she said, and that’s when I realized she was Cory—she was my personal trainer. I wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved that she wasn’t some intimidating monster, or to feel ridiculed, because I’d been paired with a young woman who was about my same size.

“That’s me,” I said. “You’re Cory?”

“Heck yes, now get your butt up and let’s get to work,” she said with a spunky bounce. Her tits jiggled as they settled. My heart fluttered. The challenge wasn’t going to be following the workout and diet plans—it was going to be keeping my eyes off of her body, keeping my focus on the workouts. And for the love of God, willing my cock from springing hard.
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She started me on the treadmill. “Start running,” she said. I had to dig my heels in to make the thing go, and then she started to press buttons, making the belt spin faster and faster. She stepped back and watched me, arms akimbo, with a smirk on her face. “Don’t slow down, keep going.” It seemed like a cruel first exercise, the belt spinning faster and faster until I was in a full-blown sprint. She pressed another button, making it slope up, in case it wasn’t hard enough. I began to panic, wanting to jump off, but not sure how to do so gracefully. I couldn’t stop running, or I would fly backwards, into the other runners who were probably watching with tongues buried into their cheeks, trying not to laugh aloud.

“I can’t do anymore,” I said between heavy breaths. Her smile grew bigger, and she was slow to turn the machine off. I jumped off while it was still winding down, fell to my knees, and tried to catch my wheezing breath.

“That’s all you’ve got?” she asked.

Once I had enough energy to speak coherently, I said, “I’m not sure if you read in my application, but I want to put on weight. I don’t want to run marathons.”

“Cardio is important if you want to properly put on muscle. Plus, we need to get you warmed up before we hit the weights. You wouldn’t want to pull anything, would you?”

I pulled myself to my feet, took another deep breath, and said, “That was a warm up?”

She laughed and my heart sunk again into my gut. She did just see me as another shrimp that would come and go and never come back—so why not have fun with me? Why not push me to my limits and see if she could make me throw up so she could go to her buddies and say, ‘Hey! Did you see me make that little loser barf in front of everyone?’ Maybe they had some sort of game that they played, where they tortured guys like me for kicks.

We arrived at a large metallic rack. It was an intimidating thing, strung with heavy plates and a long bar that looked heavy enough as it was. Before even asking me what I could lift, or getting me to try the bar without plates on it, she started to load the bar up, placing the biggest plates on each end. “Alright. I want you to stand in front of this bar. Okay, good. Now put your feet shoulder-width apart. Good. Now straighten your back. Good. Stick out your butt. And now squat down, like this.” She showed me the technique and I replicated it. “Good, now step under the bar and do the same thing with the weight.” I stepped under the bar, cradled it onto my shoulders. She put her hands on my hips, nudging me into the perfect position, and then she said, “Good, now squat.”

I lifted the bar with a grunt, lowered myself down as she held her hands on my hips. I could feel her pelvis against my butt as I sunk low. Looking forward into the mirror, it looked like she was straddling me, fucking me from behind. She had a smirk on her face as if she could see it, too. “Now lift,” she said. I tried to stand back up, but it was too heavy. My legs started to tremble under the weight. “Push!” she said. She put her hands on my waist and helped push me up. I could feel her breasts pressed against my back. It made the whole ordeal tolerable. Once I was upright and I had the bar back on the rack, she still had her hands on my body, now up on my sides. She was feeling me.

“You’re all ribs!” she said, running her hands up and down my sides.

I felt my cheeks rush with warmth. “That’s why I’m here,” I said. I watched her in the mirror, that smirk still on her face.

“You know, women would kill for a body like yours.”

“Well, I don’t think that’s something to be proud of,” I said, feeling increasingly embarrassed by her hands, which were still feeling my body.

“You aren’t out of shape. You’re just small. You don’t like being small?”

“No,” I said. As I said it, I could see one of the man-hulks in the mirror, chatting with a gym-babe, with her perky cleavage prominent. I watched her eyes drift down to the bulge of his chest as she gently bit the corner of her bottom lip.

“Let’s do another set. Okay?” Cory said, so we kept going. After the squat rack, we moved to the dumbbells. She had me do a series of lunges and box jumps. After just a few exercises, my legs were wobbling. I couldn’t do any more. “You did good today. Get lots of rest tomorrow and we’ll go hard again on Wednesday,” she said.

It wasn’t until she walked me to the door that I noticed her slight limp, and then I noticed the long-healed scar on her thigh. I looked away before she noticed me staring. “I hope you had fun today,” she said as I reached for the handle. I turned and looked back at her. And it was that image of her that made me want to come back on Wednesday—that image burned itself into my mind: the way she stood with her weight on one leg, her hands behind her back, her chest perky and perfect. She was beautiful. If bulking up meant seeing that body every day, then I was looking forward to bulking up.

Had it not been for that lasting image, I wouldn’t have come back. As soon as I woke up the next morning, hardly able to stand as the muscles in my ass throbbed, I considered giving up. I couldn’t go through this three times a week! But if I didn’t go through it, I wouldn’t get to see Cory again. I was looking forward to chest day, when she would be standing over me, spotting me as I did the bench press, the underside of her breasts consuming my vision. I couldn’t wait, pain be damned.
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Ithought it was strange, though I didn’t say anything, when she had me doing strictly cardio on my second day at the gym. I’d read online that doing lots of cardio will stop your body from putting on muscle—that the best way to bulk up is to avoid cardio almost altogether. But she sat me on the stationary bike and had me go for thirty minutes before moving me over to the mat to run me through more cardio exercises. I didn’t question her, but I did look around. The guys with my ideal body were all pushing big weights, staying far away from the bikes and treadmills as if their lives depended on it. Besides the elderly, the only people on the bikes were chicks. The only people running through exercises on those mats were chicks.

I just figured it had something to do with my recovery from my first day.

But on my third day, she had me doing lunges and squats and box jumps again. It wasn’t until the next week that I finally got to work out my arms, but it seemed off—she had me pushing light weights with lots of reps. I was no expert, but I knew that wasn’t how to build muscle. According to the internet, which I double checked when I got home, light weight with lots of reps is how you tone existing muscle. I hardly had any muscle to tone. I would have called the gym and asked to switch trainers if I wasn’t looking forward to seeing Cory every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday afternoon.

It was my second Wednesday, when I was doing another set of squats, that she asked me, “What do you do for a living, Nate?”

“I’m a journalist,” I said. “Well, I’m almost a journalist. I work for a newspaper in the editing room. Soon though.”

“Wow. That sounds like fun,” she said with her bubbly smile. That smile made my heart melt, made me forget how many sets we’d done, made me wonder what I was even doing in that gym.

“It’s okay,” I said, my cheeks red. “And what do you do?” As the words slipped off of my tongue, I realized how stupid the question was. “I mean, when you aren’t here. What do you do?” I thought it was a good save, but she still laughed.

“Well, these days, not much. I used to compete in Show, but I haven’t been able to since my accident.” Her smile was forced now, a gleam of sadness in her eyes. “But I like working here, so it’s all good.” She perked right up, but now that I’d seen that gleam of sadness, I couldn’t un-see it.

I considered keeping my mouth shut, to get away from the obviously-sensitive topic as soon as possible, but I couldn’t help myself. “What’s Show?”

“You know, like a fitness competition. It’s basically competitive modelling. A lot of my old competitors even train here.” She looked around. “Like her, over there.” She pointed to a girl who was wearing little more than a bikini, her nipples pressing hard against the thin fabric of her flimsy sports bra. “Or him—that’s Jerry.” She pointed to one of the massive men without an ounce of fat on his body. He was lifting a dumbbell that probably weighed more than me. And when I looked back at Cory, she had that look in her eyes again, that gleam of sadness for her lost passion.

“When your leg is better, are you going to do it again?” I asked.

And she just forced another smile, which said enough. The scar on her leg was old—years old. It had healed as much as it was going to heal. The limp was permanent, and there was no sense in competing with girls who had no limp. And that limp was a real damn shame, because Cory was beautiful and she had the perfect body. And it was one small imperfection, outside of her own control, that was stopping her from living out her dream.

“Let’s finish this set,” she said, so we continued the workout and the topic didn’t come up again that day.

She gave me the weekend off, told me to recover and eat lots of protein-rich foods. We had our first weigh-in since my first day when I returned on Monday. My heart sank into my gut when I saw the number on the little LCD screen. I was down four pounds. After weeks of rigorous training, I was even scrawnier than before. I tried to reason the lower weight in my head. Maybe on my initial weigh-in, I was carrying lots of water weight. Or maybe I’d lost more fat than I’d gained muscle. But doesn’t muscle weigh more than fat? I looked at Cory, and she was smiling with bright eyes. “Very good,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Yeah, this is perfect. The hard work is really starting to pay off.” She looked at my body, scanned up and down, her gaze stopping for a moment on my butt. “And look at your bum—really perking up!” I tried to look back at my butt, over each shoulder, and then eventually using the mirror across the gym. My butt was perkier and my stomach was flatter. But that wasn’t what I was there for.

I didn’t say anymore. I just let my heart flutter in my gut. I figured she was trying to create some sort of base to work off of, get me down to my bare minimum so she could build me back up properly. She was looking at me with beaming eyes and a big smirk, and she seemed to think I was on the right track, so why not trust her? It’s not like I had anything to lose. Even if I ended up more scrawny in the end, I’d be going from zero action to zero action. So all I could do was give her my faith.
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When I arrived at the gym on the next Friday, the place was bustling. Every piece of workout equipment was in use, with lines of muscular men and stunning women behind each. They had the music turned up, so people could hear it over the loud swarm of conversations pinging off the walls. As I walked up to the receptionist, I was bumped four times by different people zipping from the change room to the battleground.

“What’s going on?” I asked the receptionist.

She just shrugged her shoulders. She didn’t give a shit. So I checked in and went to the change room to get into my workout clothes (which I’d finally bought just a few days before). All of the changing stalls were taken, so I found a corner, faced away from the bustle, and I got changed, my cheeks turning dark red as I slipped out from my jeans and into my shorts. As I bent down to pull my shorts up, someone slapped me hard on the ass, making me jump and shriek. “Nice tush—” the guy said, and then his face turned white as I turned around. “I’m sorry, I thought you were a…” He couldn’t finish his sentence.

I couldn’t even begin mine. I didn’t know what to say, humiliation tingling in my nerves. He thought I was a woman. After a month of training, men were mistaking me as a woman. I thought about changing back into my jeans, walking up to the receptionist, and cancelling my membership. Maybe Cory didn’t know what she was doing. Maybe she was just running me through her regular routine, a routine that was designed for young women trying to get beach ready. Maybe she knew nothing about bulking up.

I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I didn’t want to hurt Cory’s feelings, and I didn’t want everyone to think I was giving up. I had to see it through. And I was starting to think that meant manning up and telling Cory I wanted to start pushing heavier weight around, spending less time on the bikes and the mats.

I finished getting changed and I went back out into the bustling gym. Cory was standing there, waiting for me. She didn’t notice me emerge from the change room, her focus on the gym-goers, all of them smiling and having a great time, teeming with excitement. The only person who wasn’t smiling in that room was Cory, her gaze inward, lost. “Hey,” I said, tapping her on the shoulder, and she jumped. She looked at me and forced a smile.

“Hey, are you ready to work out?” she asked.

“What’s going on today? What’s with all the people?” I asked.

“This weekend is the State Qualifiers for Show. Everyone’s getting their final workout in before tomorrow morning.” She looked back at all of the gym-goers, her former competition, the company she wished was still her own.

We had to wait in line to use the squat rack. Once it was finally our turn, I noticed Cory staring at my ass as I squatted down and back up. Her gaze seemed to be lost, her lips parted slightly. “I can’t believe the progress you’re making,” she said after the set, but I still wasn’t sure I believed her. I felt fitter, healthier, stronger, but I was still small. And I could still feel the mild tingling from being slapped on the ass in the change room.

I caught her admiring my butt again a few times that afternoon. When she was spotting my last set of squats, now with heavier weight, I caught her hands sliding down over my hips, a gleam in her eyes that I couldn’t quite figure out. It wasn’t until the end of the workout that she finally said, “I’ve trained for the last five years and haven’t been able to get a waist like yours. You have no idea how lucky you are.”

I forced a smile. Lucky? Is being slapped on the ass by a strange man considered lucky now? Is being confused for a woman considered lucky?

She laughed. “You know, you would win every Show competition. It wouldn’t even be a competition. I mean, if you were a woman, anyway.” As she said it, her cheeks turned red and her eyes widened. “I mean, no offence. I’m not saying you have a girl body—I mean, you do, but not in a bad way. I’m sorry, that all came out wrong.” Her face reddened further and she tried to force a smile but failed. “I’m just saying, I would kill to have your body. But I know that doesn’t sound right. Let’s just pretend I never said anything, shall we?”

I smiled, said goodbye, and went home to do some more research. I made a post on a fitness website forum, detailing Cory’s workout routine, asking if it sounded like she had a plan for me that made sense to the armchair professionals. “Sounds like she’s getting you bikini ready!” one user wrote. The other users made similar posts. No one seemed to think Cory had me on the right track, save for one user who said, “It sounds like she’s just trying to give you the healthiest, most functional body possible. And isn’t that the point of working out? An excess of unnecessary muscle can lead to problems in the future with bones, joints, deterioration, and fat distribution.” The post was down-voted by all the muscle-heads, and I was left scratching my head, not sure what to think.

I decided to check out the event that Saturday. I found the info online, and tickets were only five bucks. I showed up late, missing the first half of the men’s competition. I watched a few guys take the stage, but it wasn’t my thing. I couldn’t help but cringe at the series of guys all oiled up and spray-tanned, flexing their oversized muscles, smiling like idiots for the flashing cameras. I couldn’t figure out how the judges were coming up with their scores—every guy looked the same and did the same pose. Some guys smiled bigger than others, and some guys’ veins looked closer to popping than the competition—maybe that was all there was to it.

The girls, on the other hand, were more entertaining. They were so beautiful, and they all looked so genuinely happy. I loved the way they walked out onto the stage in their tall heels, arms akimbo, with so much confidence. And the crowd reaction was much different—not just whistling from the single ladies like when the men came out. People were actually cheering and clapping and the judges’ eyes sparkled and it just seemed right. I also loved the way the girls’ butts jiggled as they walked the stage.

And as the finalists took the stage, I noticed Cory at the far end of the room, alone, watching with a long face. Had she been up there, she would be winning, no doubt about it. But that damn leg of hers—such a shame. I was surprised she was able to watch. If it was me, I would put as much distance between myself and the peculiar sport as possible, sparing my emotions to hold onto the little shred of dignity I still had. But somehow, she could stomach watching the event.

The next Monday, as she ran me through a new set of exercises, I couldn’t help but notice that lost gaze of hers, her mind still at the event, still wishing the accident never happened. And when her mind was back at the gym, she was staring at me with a look of jealousy, or maybe even contempt, as if I was wasting a God-given gift—but what could I really do with my body? I wasn’t a woman, so it’s not like I could compete or anything like that.

As the thought crossed my mind, a thought crossed her mind, making her eyes grow wide as a smile grew on her face. “By any chance,” she said, “do you want to come over to my house after your workout? I want to talk to you about something.”

I had a bad feeling buzzing in my nerves, but I forced a smile and said, “Sure.” That buzzing didn’t go away, not even once I was at her place, walking up to her front door.
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Cory had a bright house with a big backyard. She had a nice arrangement of flowers on her kitchen table that gave the whole house a pleasing floral scent. “Do you want a coffee or anything?” she asked. “Or a tea?”

“A tea, maybe,” I said, and then I watched her closely as she prepared the tea, that smirk still on her face, her eyes still glowing with fantasies desperate to be let out from her mind.

“I know I keep telling you this, but you really are making very good progress,” she said.

“You really think so?”

“I know so. I can see it.”

I watched as she poured the boiling water into the mugs, dipped in the tea bags. “I have a sort of proposition for you, and I don’t want you to take it the wrong way. I’ve been trying to think of the right way to word it, but I’m starting to think there is no right way.” She sat down across from me at the table, her smile bigger than ever, eyes brighter than ever. I didn’t realize until that moment that her eyes were blue—a bright, vibrant blue, like the eyes you would see on a little husky puppy. Her cheeks turned red and she looked away “Gosh, maybe this is silly. Maybe I shouldn’t even say it.”

“Just say it,” I said.

“I was wondering if—well—if you might be interested in competing. In Show. But—you know—not with the guys, but… with the girls.” She made a big smile, her face now a shade of dark red, her teeth clenched tight.

I said nothing back, my heart now somewhere in the pit of my stomach, boiling in my stomach acid. My head was spinning.

“I know what you’re thinking, and I know it sounds crazy, but you would win. I know you would win. You’ll make all those girls so jealous. You’ve got the perfect body for it. You really do. It’s like you were born for it.” She bit her lip and stared into my eyes. I wasn’t sure I’d heard her accurately, my ears ringing so loudly.

“You want what?” I said.

“For you to compete in Show, with the girls. There’s a competition in two weeks. The grand prize is five thousand dollars, but it’s not about the money. It’s really not about the money. If you win—and you would win—you can have all of it. But I just think it would be such a shame not to show the world your body. Because you really do have the perfect body,” she kept saying that same phrase, as if it would eventually sink in as a compliment and not an insult.

“I have a chick’s body, is what you’re saying,” I said.

“No, no, no,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s more than that. This isn’t about boys and girls. You have a killer body, plain and simple.”

“So why don’t I compete with the men?” I said, knowing the answer already.

“Don’t think of it as boys and girls, Nate. There’s the hunk-body contest, and then there’s the fit, healthy body contest. Girls tend to compete in the latter, men in the former. That’s it. Just think of it like that.”

“So I’ll be competing against the girls… as myself?”

She bit her lip again. “Well, technically that wouldn’t be allowed. The rules are kind of muddy. But that’s just a formality. But Nate, you need to understand this: you really—”

I cut her off before she could finish. “I really have a great body—I know, you’ve said.” I felt sick. I found myself looking down her hall, trying to locate the bathroom in case the nausea became too much and I needed to make a dash for the toilet.

“It’s really not that big of a deal. You’ll put on a wig and a bra, and I’ll do your makeup. Otherwise, it will be all you.” She smiled big, her face still red. “Maybe a voice, too, if that’s okay…”

She didn’t realize I was at the competition that weekend, and I’d seen the girls, walking the stage with their skimpy bikinis, their butt cheeks out, feet in tall heels, fucking the judges with their eyes. It wasn’t as simple as putting on a bra and a wig and a little bit of makeup, and we both knew it.

“You would be like my prodigy. Five thousand dollars, Nate—but it’s really not about the money. I’ll do anything,” she said with a big smile, showing lots of teeth.

“Anything?” I said, that light-headedness making its rounds again, along with that swirling nausea.

“Anything,” she said, and then our eyes met and I suddenly felt flustered. I couldn’t help but let my mind wander. She did say anything, whether or not she really meant it—so I couldn’t help but think of her naked, on the bed, putting out for me. My cheeks became hot and I looked away quickly. I had to get my mind out of the gutter before she thought I was some little pervert. I couldn’t even bear the thought of showing up for our sessions every day after asking her to put out, like I was just some desperate dweeb.

But when I looked back into her eyes, she was smiling, biting her lip. “Even that,” she said, as if she’d read my mind. But she didn’t read my mind—she read my face, my red cheeks, my glossy eyes.

“Even what?” I said, playing dumb, hoping to salvage a bit of dignity.

“I’ll tell you what: I’ll suck you off now, and then after the competition, I’ll go all the way—assuming you go through with it.” She was smirking big now, still biting her bottom lip.

“What?” I said, my voice stuttering. I’d never been sucked off before. I’d never even been naked in front of a woman before. And now, one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen was offering herself to me. And for what? I couldn’t even remember. I couldn’t calm my mind enough to think for more than two seconds before the thought of her soft, plump lips came into my mind, her tongue caressing the length of my shaft.

“Consider it a sampler of what you’ll get,” she said, and then she stood up, walked around the kitchen table, and sunk down to her knees. She looked up at me with those shining puppy eyes and then she looked down at my crotch. Embarrassingly, I was already erect—my cock pressing hard against my jeans. She hadn’t even touched me yet. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to last more than thirty seconds—and was it worth thirty seconds? Plus another thirty seconds after the competition—if that? Inside of her tight pussy, I doubt I’d last ten seconds. And how long would I be on that stage, in those skimpy outfits? The girls at the last competition took the stage three times—once in a dress, once in a bikini, and again for the final judging. Each time was about thirty seconds; and then there was the backstage to consider, waiting with the other girls for my cue, accepting the prize at the end, assuming I made it that far, and trying to convince them all…

How was I going to convince anyone I was a girl? I’d only been mistaken once, by a man in the change room from behind. I was going to need to be a lot more convincing than that, with my body, my face, my voice, my posture, my everything. It was impossible.

But still, I wasn’t stopping Cory. She had my fly down, her fingers in my pants, slipping around my bare, erect penis. She started to stroke, her eyes wide. “You’re big,” she said, her fingertips gliding over my throbbing tip. I squirmed slightly. It felt so good and she hadn’t even done anything yet. With a little tug, she hand my jeans down to my thighs, my erection springing free into the open. I had the instinct to cover it up, but I fought that instinct away, already embarrassed enough.

She looked into my eyes again, making me melt, making me wonder why I was putting up a fight—even a pathetic fight, as it was. I let my shoulders relax and I took a deep breath. She bent down, opened wide, and slipped my hard member into her warm, wet mouth. She began to suck. It was worth it—it was so worth it. Even if I embarrassed myself and everyone realized I was actually a man in drag, it was still worth it.

I slipped my fingers into her hair as her tongue moved up and down the base of my shaft. Her hair was soft like her plump lips. She plunged down deep, getting my whole length into her throat, and then she surfaced so she could tickle my tip with the tip of her tongue. My body shuddered. It felt so goddamn good.

“Just like that,” I said as she began to suck my tip, pumping my rod with her hand. I was squirming like mad, moaning like a lunatic, my legs closing on her and releasing, over and over. I didn’t want it to end. It was the greatest sensation I’d ever felt. But as she leaned back to ask, “Do you like it?” I came on her face, taking her by surprise, making her jump as my hot load got her on the lips, on her eyelid, on her nose, her chin, her shirt, her hair, everywhere. I couldn’t stop coming. She winced away and I felt guilty and euphoric in the same moment. “I’ll take that as a yes,” she said with a giggle once my cock was oozing its final few drops.

My face was red-hot. I tried to smile, but it was all too embarrassing. And in case it wasn’t embarrassing enough, now I was locked into a day of dressing and acting like a woman in front of a large crowd.

“Should we get started then? I’ve got so many cute outfits that would look great on you,” she said as she wiped my cum off of her face. She made me tremble with a second euphoria as she licked my cum off of her finger like it was icing from a cake. She winked, and I couldn’t say no. I was hers to do what she wanted with, even if it meant dressing me up like a little doll and making me walk around her house in stilettos.

But it was worth it. In a few weeks, it would be me and her in bed, her naked body mine before me, her soft, jiggly breasts in my hands, her pussy wet around my girth. So what was one day imitating a woman?
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Iwill admit, I was terribly uncomfortable when I looked down at the clothes she had sprawled out on her bed for me: the outfits she wanted me to try on. I felt my body shudder and my face become red as the whole thing became a reality. I can’t count how many times I wanted to step away and say, ‘Maybe we shouldn’t do this,’ but she’d already put up her end of the bargain, and now I had to do the same

I didn’t understand why she wanted me to wear the panties, so I asked.

“You aren’t going to wear your boxers under the dress, are you?” she said. I looked down at the dress she had picked out. It was red and small—so tight and so short. I had a hard time believing it would even fit on my body. But if it did fit, she was right: my boxers would look ridiculous under the outfit, all scrunched up and bulging. But the panties didn’t look big enough to cover my cock, to hold it down from making a thick bulge of its own.

But still, I took the panties into the corner, turned around, and waited for her to do the same. She didn’t. “What?” she said. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen already.” And she was right. I don’t know what I was being shy about. She’d already seem my cock, seen it erect, seen it coming. What was I even hiding anymore? So I changed in front of her, dropping my pants and boxers to the ground and pulling the tiny panties up.

I didn’t mind the way they felt, hugging my crotch firmly in place, pronouncing my hips and showing off my butt. They seemed to make my butt look perkier, or maybe I just hadn’t spent too much time until then looking at my butt in the mirror. My ass cheeks instantly absorbed the thin strip of fabric that covered my asshole, making it look like I was bottomless from behind.

She walked up behind me, put her hands on my ass, and lifted my cheeks slightly. “This is where we want you by the competition,” she said. I looked into the mirror and blushed. With her holding up my ass, I looked like I had the body of a model. “Here, I want to see something,” she said, and then she went to retrieve a tall pair of black strappy heels from her closet. “Put these on.”

I held them up, wondering how the tiny things could possibly support my weight. I sat on the edge of the bed and put the shoes on. The most embarrassing part of it all was that they fit perfectly, as if designed for my feet. The worst part of this whole thing was that Cory was right—I did have the body of a woman. I had the ass of a woman, the legs of a woman, the waist and hips of a woman—I was just missing the tits, but she had a solution for that, which she was getting ready as I tried to balance in the shoes. “Look at that! We hardly have to do anything,” she said.

Standing in the shoes seemed to force my butt to perk out, understandably as I had to flex my ass in order to stay upright. Maybe it was the recent set of squats, but walking in those heels was one of the hardest leg workouts I’d ever had. But yet again, Cory was right. They made my ass look great, and my legs, too. I just needed a good shave and my lower half would have been indistinguishable from a woman’s, save for the bulge of my cock, which Cory seemed to think wouldn’t be an issue. “Do you mind?” she said, and I had no idea what I was minding, but I said “Sure,” regardless.

I wasn’t expecting her to reach down my panties, grab my cock, and slip it between my legs. She pushed on my balls, making me squirm. Somehow, she managed to push them up into my body, and the tight panties prevented them from falling back down. “Sometimes the guys do this so their leg muscles don’t squash their balls while they’re posing,” she said, and the thought made me uncomfortable—the thought of my balls being squashed by dense legs. How do they walk around all day like that? Do they have to keep their balls pushed inside all the time? Maybe that’s another reason to not want a big hulking body…

Amazingly, the dress fit. It not only fit, but it fit as though it was made for my body—seemingly like all of Cory’s clothes. It stung to think about, seeing as I could never find men’s clothes that fit properly. Everything was always baggy somewhere, or just way too tight all over. But Cory’s clothes were perfect on every part of my body. Even shoes were hard to find as a man, but all of Cory’s were so comfortable. Maybe I even had girl feet—is that even a thing?

Cory disappeared into her basement storage while I stood in front of the mirror, getting used to the heels, getting used to the padded bra she had me wear. The bra was awkward. It would have been perfect had it not been strapless, for the sake of the dress, which was strapless. But the weight of the pads made the little undergarment fall down. So I tied it on its tightest setting and it held, but it was far from comfortable. At least with the bikini, which I tried on next, I could slip the pads from the bra into the cups of the bikini top.

For a quick DIY contraption, the faux-breast pads sure looked realistic. When I jumped in the bikini, my fake tits bounced up and down like the real thing. I found myself cupping them with my hands, squeezing them, wondering what it would feel like if they really were real, if I could wear a skimpier bikini that showed off more cleavage.

Cory came back with a black wig. “I thought I had a blonde one, but I could only find this. It’s from an old Halloween costume, but it looks real. I wore it a few years ago at a party, and everyone thought it was my real hair,” she said, handing the wig to me. I put it on, feeling like a complete lunatic until I looked in the mirror and realized that this whole crazy idea might actually work. I didn’t even have makeup on yet, and my legs and arms and chest were all still hairy, but still, I looked like a chick. I was staring at a woman—at myself in the mirror. I watched the colour drain from my face as my heart plunged into my gut once again.

Cory stepped up behind me, ruffled my hair up a bit, rearranging a few strands until she was satisfied and her face was beaming with a big smile. “This is going to work,” she said, as I thought the same thing.

I noticed the time as I did a lap around her house in the heels, feeling a bit more comfortable but still needing a lot of work. It was almost 10 PM. The windows were dark, and the streets were quiet. I had to work in the morning, so I started getting undressed. “I’ll see you on Wednesday,” I said to Cory.

“Just hold on one second,” she said, running back to the bedroom. The house became silent for a moment as I stood in the doorway, waiting to leave. She came back with a little bag full of clothes.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“It’s your gym outfit for Wednesday.” I looked into the bag. It was women’s workout gear: a sports bra, the breast pads, little short-shorts, the wig, and a little makeup kit. “You’ve got a razor at home, right?” she said with that big smirk.

I tried to reply, but I didn’t know what to say. She needed to establish me as her protégée before the big competition. There would be people working out at the gym who would be competing in the same contest, who could potentially recognize me if I just suddenly showed up as a woman. Better to plant the seed now—and not to mention, get me into character before the big day.

My one simple afternoon as a woman was turning into so much more. And was it really worth a quick blowjob and a quick fuck after the fact? I was starting to wonder…
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Iwas late for my Wednesday session—again, not late to show up, but late to gather the courage to enter the building. This time my anxiety was justified. I was wearing a wig, a tight-fitted top and shorts that were shorter than the boxers I usually wore. I had dark eyeliner on—mascara, eye shadow, a bit of lip gloss, a bit of blush. It took the better half of the afternoon getting the makeup just right (using plenty of online tutorials for reference), but even with everything just right, I was still terrified I would be recognized.

Thankfully, the receptionist didn’t even look up when I went to check in under my new name, “Natasha Greenwood.” Cory had gone in and put the new name into the system for me. She’d also already gone ahead and signed me up for the competition, which was now just ten days away.

I’d spent the last day practising my voice, speaking aloud to myself for so long, my throat was sore when I woke up. Now it sounded like I had a cold, which helped to hide some of my faux-voice’s imperfections. But it still needed work. I had a feeling the next ten days would be spent with that voice, whenever possible, until it was natural and my real voice was the forced one.

I walked slowly into the gym, hyper-aware of the people around me. I could feel the gazes of men turning my way. One man looked right at my ass. I even caught him, and it took a few seconds before he pulled his gaze away, unabashed. He smiled at me and winked, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. I decided to go with relieved. If I could fool an alpha male into thinking I was the real thing—not just thinking, but bodaciously flirting with me—I could fool anyone. Or could I? Could I fool a woman? Could I fool anyone with my voice? Sure, the receptionist didn’t seem to notice, but she was preoccupied, or maybe she just didn’t care enough to think too hard about it. Regardless, I wasn’t in the clear yet.

“Hey Natasha,” Cory said, jogging up next to me. “You look great.” She looked into my eyes with a big smile. I couldn’t hold the eye-contact for more than a few seconds before looking away. It was all so embarrassing. Can you imagine? Trading weeks of humiliation for a couple minutes of pleasure? Now, it seemed so absurd, like I’d made a terrible, terrible deal, and now I was stuck facing the consequences. If there had been any amiable way to back out of our deal, I would have—but there wasn’t.

We did our usual routine at the squat rack, then doing some lunges, and then doing some strength exercises. It was harder than usual, my focus constantly being stolen away by the glaring eyes I could spot in the mirrors. My worst nightmare was being confirmed: I had a girl’s body. But the worst part about it was when I caught myself letting a smirk slip. I even caught myself winking back at one of the men in the gym near the end of my session, when I was at the fountain filling up my bottle. I had to go into the bathroom and slap myself on the cheek, remind myself that what I was doing was humiliating, not fun, not sexy, not exciting. I should have been too embarrassed to even leave that bathroom without covering my face. But instead, I was more comfortable in that gym than I ever had been before—and that scared the hell out of me.

Cory cut our session early. “We’ll do some more training back at my place,” she said, so we carpooled back to her house. She got me back into a pair of heels, this pair white and closed-toe, and she had me walk around her house. She taught me how to walk on stage, placing one foot in front of the other, keeping my back straight, my hands on my hips. And for the first time, I could feel the progress from the gym. I could feel my bum jiggling firmly. I could feel the smooth definition of my muscles with each step. It felt good. I felt strong. And for quite possibly the first time in my life, I felt like I could do anything.

She let me take a pair of heels home so I could do some practicing on my own. She even gave me another bag of dresses, so I could get more comfortable in the formal attire. There was a long white dress that I loved, with a long slit down the side that exposed my hip. The dress went perfect with the white heels. I ended up staying up until the wee hours of the morning, trying out different outfits, different makeup styles, different hair styles. The possibilities seemed endless, and it was so much fun seeing all the different ways I could make myself look.

And it wasn’t until I was getting undressed and washing off my makeup that I realized there was something very bad happening to me: I was starting to succumb to a new sort of addiction. I was enjoying it, more than I enjoyed being myself. I was just like those strange men who dress up in women’s clothing and hang out outside of the gay bars, waving at passing cars, their five o’clock shadow beginning to show. The only difference was that I was convincing, but was that really a big difference? In a way, it made it worse. Those guys could get changed and go back to being men. I was stuck with my woman’s body. I would be stuck being slapped on the ass every time I turned around and bent over in the change room.

I stared at the pile of clothes, wishing I’d never gotten into this crazy deal. But at the same time, all I wanted to do was put the clothes back on, put the shoes back on, do another lap, one leg in front of the other, arms akimbo.
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The competition seemed to creep up fast. I didn’t even realize it was the day before the competition until Cory sent me a text message asking me how I was feeling about it. I wanted to feel nervous and full of dread, but I was secretly excited, excited to walk onto the stage and see if I really could convince a whole auditorium that I was a woman—not just a woman, but a woman worthy of winning what was essentially a beauty contest.

I probably would have been more nervous had I not already gone out into public wearing the female workout clothes that Cory had leant me. I’d already gone to a gym across town, worked out in a packed room, chatted with a few strangers, got a few phone numbers. I was nervous when I walked into that gym, having never spoken to anyone but Cory as a woman before, but now, those nerves were gone. I knew I could pull off the voice, the look, the whole deal.

My only concern was my cock. Sometimes when I put on the bikini or the dress, I would get… excited. I was out of the house in the bikini, going down to the beach to see just how convincing I really could be, when I felt the tingle and my growing girth began to push against my tiny bottoms. I had to slip behind a bush and wait for my excitement to pass. It was my own reflection that did me in—seeing myself all hot, thinking about all the guys who wanted to fuck my brains out. Being a good looking lady comes with a lot of power.

All I would have to do is go up to a man and ask, “Can I suck your dick?” and within seconds, I would have an erect dick before me—not that I could actually go through with it. But as a man, if I went up to anyone and said anything similar, I would probably end up with a black eye. Even as an unattractive woman, I probably wouldn’t be able to get away with it. But when I was out in that bikini, heads turned. Men stared at my ass, eyes glazed, drooling, their girlfriends scorning me. It was too much fun.

And as soon as I was on that stage, I would have everyone looking at me—hundreds of people, some wishing they could fuck me, some wishing they were me. I’d never felt anything like it as a man.

I didn’t sleep for more than a couple of hours the night before the contest. My heart was racing. I couldn’t decide how I wanted to do my makeup, how I wanted to do my hair. Once I thought I knew, a new idea would pop into my head and I would be back to square-one.

But it was as I was slipping into my panties the next morning that the nervousness hit me all at once, or maybe it was regret. I’m not sure whether I was regretting agreeing to do the competition, or if I was regretting getting so into it. Probably both. Because now I had a real problem. Now I had a fetish, a dark secret I could never tell anyone about, something that would always be on my mind. And once the contest was over, I couldn’t continue this madness. Once I gave all of Cory’s clothes back, what was I going to do? Go out and buy my own women’s clothing? And wear them where exactly? Down at the bars, like those weirdoes who stand around outside of bars, waving at cars with their apparent Adam’s apples? I didn’t want to be one of those people.

Cory showed up at my house to pick me up. “Why aren’t you dressed? We need to be there in thirty minutes,” she said, her eyes wide and face quickly becoming pale.

“I don’t think this is such a good idea.”

“No one will be able to tell you’re a man—no one will recognize you,” she said.

“It’s not that,” I said. I looked at the little dress—my outfit for the first round. I wanted to wear it so badly, and that made me so angry.

“Then what is it?” she asked.

I wanted to tell her, but it was too embarrassing. How could I ever admit such a thing? I didn’t have to admit it. I could simply give the clothes back, apologize for wasting her time, and cancel my gym membership—be done with it and forget it ever happened. Maybe I would never forget my new secret fetish, but I didn’t have to indulge. And if I resisted the temptation to indulge, maybe it would never get any worse. Maybe it would even get better. So I just shrugged.

And then I saw that sad gleam in her eyes. She was so close to returning to the world she loved so dearly. I could see her heart breaking in those eyes, her soul being crushed under the weight of the car that caused the accident that ruined her Show career. And I just couldn’t do it—I couldn’t let her down. “Just give me ten minutes,” I said, and I zipped over to the bathroom to do my hair.

I didn’t have time to make my hair too fancy, so I decided simply to straighten it. It looked good straight. I wore it straight at the beach and got more attention than I’d ever gotten in my life, tenfold, so straight it was. For makeup, I went simple: just a bit of eyeliner, a bit of eye-shadow, and some simple contouring—a technique I’d gotten very good at in the past couple of weeks. I quickly wiggled into the dress, grabbed my bag with my bikini, and we were out the door, on the way to the competition, that smile once again on Cory’s face.

We had to sign forms at the entrance. Cory signed next to the spot that said ‘coach’. She was beaming with excitement, her name finally back on the protocol, and soon to be on the trophy, too. And I was excited for her. So what if it left me with a little bit of confusion. I was doing it for her, not for me.

We went backstage, she touched up my makeup, and then she put her hands on my shoulders. “You’re going to do great. I’ll be watching from the floor,” she said. And then I could hear the announcer calling out names, going down the list in alphabetical order. Girls began to flock towards the edge of the stage where they could watch their competition, see what they were up against. The girls were all so pretty, their makeup perfect, their hair so elegant. And I was one of them, and they were looking at me the same way I looked at them. And it was great.
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Icouldn’t do anything to calm my shaking hands when it was finally my turn to take the stage. I put them on my hips and walked out hoping no one would notice. The shaking stopped as soon as the crowd cheered, men whistled, and the judges perked up. Everyone was looking at me, and no one had any idea that I wasn’t actually a woman. When I reached the end of the stage and looked around, I saw Cory, her face glowing with a big smile. She was clapping along with the rest of them. I got an even louder reaction when I turned around to show off my best asset.

The competition director gave me a pat on the back when I returned backstage. “How have I never seen you around here before?” he said, letting his clipboard dangle at his side.

“I’m new,” I said with a smile.

He looked into my eyes for a moment before looking down at my body. “Well, you did great,” he said. I could see the shine in his eyes, the same shine I’d seen down at the beach from men I’d caught staring at my ass. It didn’t surprise me anymore, but I still loved it.

I went back to my little curtain square to change into my bikini. I slipped out from the dress, pulled the pads out from my bra, and fished my bikini out from my bag. And then I felt his presence behind me and I froze. “You’re going to be out in the first batch—” he said, and then I felt a cold tingle crawl up my spine. My cock was out, dangling between my legs, and there was no question that he could see it, if not from behind than through the mirror that was in front of me.

It was the competition director. He’d just let himself into my curtain cubicle, maybe with the intention of seeing me naked, or maybe he was just a blundering fool. Regardless, I was caught. I quickly pulled the bikini bottoms up and I threw my arm over my flat chest, but it was too late. He’d seen enough. “You—You’re a…” he couldn’t say it aloud. His face was red, and he was unmoved, unable to move. Probably humiliated from eyeing me up a few minutes earlier—eyeing a man up.

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I wanted to apologize, to beg him to pretend he saw nothing, but I knew it was all useless. All I could do was hope that he was feeling sympathetic, though he had no reason to give me any sympathy. I tried to swallow the copper-flavoured dread in my mouth, but the lump in my throat wouldn’t allow it. I was caught, pure and simple. “Please don’t say anything,” I finally managed to say.

“This is a violation of the rules,” he said.

“What rule?” I asked. Cory had told me there technically wasn’t any rule that said men couldn’t compete in the women’s competition, and vice-versa. I looked into it myself, and there was only a vague reference to the competition being women-only when it said, “Women must sign up twenty-four hours before the competition,” but it didn’t say anything about men. In fact, one could interpret that rule as ‘Meanwhile, men can sign up whenever they want.’

“It’s a women’s competition,” he said, keeping his voice low, his face now red and his eyes glossed over.

I shrugged. “I am a woman,” I said. “If it looks like a duck and quacks like a duck, it is a duck. Right?” I said, forcing a smile, hoping to be saved by political correctness, hoping he would look the other way and keep his mouth shut in the name of tolerance. How did he know I wasn’t transgender? Is it not considered discrimination to label a transgender woman as a man?

“I have to disqualify you,” he said, after trying to swallow the lump in his own throat.

I could only picture Cory’s face, her disappointment when she found out I was caught. It would look bad on her—they might even ban her from coaching in the future, totally eliminating her from her dream hobby.

“Please don’t. I’ll do anything,” I said.

The space became silent. “Anything?” he finally said, quietly, almost whispering. His eyes drifted down. Was he suggesting what I thought he was suggesting? Was he asking for a sexual favour?

I took a deep breath. “Anything,” I said.

He pressed his lips thin in an attempt to hide the smile—a failed attempt. He looked back to make sure the curtain was drawn closed. I could hear the other girls getting ready all around, chatting, laughing. If I could hear them, they could hear me. And if the competition director could simply throw that curtain open, anyone in that large room could, too.

He looked back at me. He shushed me, and then he reached down for his belt.
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I’d never been with a man before. Technically, I’d never even been with a woman, save for the blowjob I got from Cory a couple of weeks before. I’d never even thought of being with a man—it was such an alien idea. Yet there I was, on my knees, with a big, fat cock in front of me, ready to be stroked and sucked.

He was hairy. His balls were hairy, his pelvis was hairy, his legs were hairy. But my God, was his cock huge. I reached for it, my hand trembling. I took another deep breath before slipping my fingers around it. It was warm, throbbing, already growing before I did anything. I wasn’t sure what to do with it, how to begin, what exactly he was expecting of me. So I gently began to pump it, pulling back his foreskin, exposing his red, throbbing tip. My God, he was big. I wasn’t sure the thing would even fit through my lips.

“Lick it, baby,” he whispered.

I bit my tongue, looked up at him, thought of Cory’s face, finding out she’s been banned from all future competitions. And then I stuck out my tongue and I licked his bulging tip. It wasn’t as bad as I thought, tasteless—just warm. But still, my heart pounded and my nerves tingled cold.

His cock grew so thick that I couldn’t reach my fingers all the way around it—as thick as my own wrist. It stood tall, nearly as tall as my forearm. I had to bend at the elbow to stroke the whole length. “Spit on it, babe,” he whispered, so I followed the command, spitting on his tip and spreading my saliva down the length of his rod. He moaned gently as someone walked right by the curtain. My heart skipped a beat and then throbbed relentlessly. They kept on walking, oblivious to what we were doing in that little cubicle.

His fingers nestled into my hair as I continued to circle his tip with the tip of my tongue, feeling every single vein throbbing in his member with my clenched fist. Somehow, he was getting even bigger and harder.

It occurred to me that if I pumped harder and faster, I would get him off quicker, and I would be on my way quicker—this whole experience behind me. I couldn’t wait for the whole experience to be behind me. So I clenched my fist and I beat him hard. His legs tensed up and he shuddered. “Oh shit, just like that,” he said.

I took one more deep breath and then I sunk his cock into my mouth—as much as I could, anyway, which wasn’t much relative to his whole impressive length. But it was enough to make that shudder more intense, to make sweet pre-cum ooze onto my tongue. He took my head with both hands, held it steady, and began to face-fuck me. He pushed himself further down than I would have liked, making me gag, making saliva run down my cheeks, making my face turn red from lack of oxygen. But damn, did it feel good—to think I was getting someone this excited, this horny.

I looked so good that a man wanted to fuck me, even knowing that I was actually a man.

I could feel him hardening, his throbbing intensifying. He started to groan. I thought he was about to come, and then he pulled his long member out from my mouth and said, “Turn around. Hurry up.”

My mind was spinning. I couldn’t even remember why I was doing this. I couldn’t even process why he would want me to turn around. But for some reason, I followed the command, spinning around, letting him bend me over. I grabbed onto the edge of the makeup counter so I wouldn’t fall forward. He yanked my bottoms down to my knees and he slapped that monster-cock of his between my butt cheeks, my warm saliva making the slap especially loud. It wasn’t until his throbbing tip was lined up with my asshole that my mind finally clicked and I really realized what was happening. He was about to fuck me from behind.

But I didn’t stop him. I just closed my eyes, tried to picture Cory’s face when she stood next to me, her name etched into that trophy along with mine.

And then I felt it pushing in, stretching me wide, sinking deep—deeper and deeper. It was never-ending, pushing in so deep that I thought it was going to slip out of my mouth. I clenched and then he slapped my ass. “Don’t clench. Just relax,” he whispered. Another couple of girls passed by the curtain. Being caught naked was embarrassing enough—I couldn’t even imagine being caught with a big cock in my ass. And to make matters worse, I had a big erection of my own, which seemed to come out of nowhere.

I was so hard, and once he started thrusting into me, my hard rod began to bob up and down. I definitely wasn’t expecting him to reach around, grab my cock, and beat me off—but that’s what he did. “You like that, you little slut?” he whispered into my ear through clenched teeth.

“Yeah,” I said, moaning. He used his free hand to cover my mouth, to stop me from moaning. But the fingers of that muffling hand ended up in my mouth, hooking me like a fish. I couldn’t help myself—I sucked his fingers while he pumped my ass with his huge rod.

A warm, powerful shudder passed through me, making my legs tremble. I would have collapsed if not for the support of that makeup counter. The warm shudder seemed to linger in my crotch, growing stronger and stronger until I was coming everywhere—my hot load shooting all over the underside of that counter, one blast even shooting up and hitting the mirror. “Oh fuck,” I muttered, muffled by his hand. Thank God for that hand, or everyone would have heard.

“I’m going to come,” he whispered into my ear, and I was ready for it. I couldn’t wait. And then I felt it as he grunted loudly: his load of cum blasting inside of me—deep inside of me. His fingers dug into the skin on my hips as he thrust deep, getting all of his impressive length into my colon. And then after a final warm shudder, he stepped back, his load following fast, splatting onto the floor, running down my legs.

He was breathing heavily as he gathered his composure and his pants. “You’d better get ready,” he said. “You’re on in five.” And then he was gone—just like that. But I was still in the competition. Cory’s dream still lived on.

I got another loud cheer when I took to the stage in my bikini, another great response from the judges, who watched me closely with wide eyes, and then once I was backstage, I watched them go down to their notes, scribbling wildly, ignoring the girl who went out next. And we won. At the end of the day, they called out my name and then they called out Cory’s name. We took the stage together and accepted that trophy. A lone tear ran down her cheek.
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I’d completely forgotten the unsatisfied terms of the deal until we were back at Cory’s house with a bottle of champagne, a cheque for five-thousand dollars, and a big, shiny trophy engraved with our names. She leaned over the couch and kissed me. “What was that for?” I asked, not even realizing I was still using my girl voice.

“We had a deal, didn’t we?” she said with a big smile. She put her hand between my breasts and slowly sunk it down, across my abdomen, my pelvis, and onto my cock. She started to rub. She looked into my eyes, her eyes glowing, her whole face glowing. “I owe you, big time,” she said.

My face turned red. “No, I owe you,” I said.

“You owe me? What do you mean?” She looked at me with a tilt of the head, and then a smirk grew on her face as she realized what I was saying. I didn’t have to say it.

I bit my tongue. “So when’s the next competition?” I asked.

Her smirk turned into a big, goofy smile. She bit her lip and then kissed me again. And the next thing I knew, her hand was down my pants, fingers around my cock. And damn, did she know how to work it, getting me rock-hard within seconds. She took my hand and brought it up to her chest. I squeezed her tit and she moaned. “You think if I got a fake set, they would feel this good?” I asked, giving her chest another firm squeeze.

“You tell me,” she said, and then she brought my hand down to her crotch, down the waistband of her shorts. And that’s when I felt her long, semi-erect penis. She smiled, biting the corner of her lip again, her cheeks red. “Do you want to be top or bottom first?” she asked.

I didn’t answer. I just sunk down, pulled her shorts and panties away with a tug, and I began to suck her big, hard dick.

THE END
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When Ken accidentally opens the wrong locker after basketball practise and finds a cute little dress, he is overwhelmed by an unexpected curiosity to try the dress on and see how he looks. The dress fits perfectly and he actually looks pretty good in it. But despite what he thinks, he isn’t alone in that locker room.
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Idon’t know what came over me that day in the locker room. I suppose I was just overwhelmed by a buzzing curiosity. My mind was still out on the court, apparently along with my sensibilities. Never before had I considered putting on girl’s clothing, so I’m not sure where the sudden urge came from.

But the moment I opened the wrong locker and saw that pink bag stuffed with girl’s clothes, there was that urge, as strong as ever, as if it had been there, growing my whole life. Maybe it was the fact that the clothes in the bag were the kind of clothes I liked on a woman. I’d never thought about wearing girl’s clothes before, but I had looked at girls in the streets and thought, if I was a woman, that’s what I would wear—or the opposite—if I was a woman, I would never wear that. Occasionally I found myself staring at a questionable outfit and thinking: you’re a woman, you have all the options in the world, so many sexy outfit possibilities, and that’s what you choose to wear? I always figured those thoughts were normal, and I sure as hell never thought they had anything to do with any urge to wear women’s clothing. Apparently I was wrong.

I’d never really felt girl’s clothing until that day in the locker room, when I reached into that bag to see if there was a wallet or some piece of ID, so I could find the owner to return the lost bag. It was obviously lost. Our gym lockers didn’t have locks on them and there were signs everywhere saying not to leave anything in the lockers overnight. Now, it was an hour after school and all of the after-school activities were wrapped up. There was no ID in the bag, but there was a great deal of lace and satin and cotton that was so soft, it made me wonder which burlap sac my clothes were made from. I picked up a little dress and it was so soft and light; I loved the way it felt in my hands. That was around the time my heart started to beat loudly against my chest. That was around the time I was struck by the consideration.

I didn’t have a sister and my mother bailed a few weeks after I was born. Growing up, all my friends we male. And the first nine years of my schooling were spent at an all boys school, so my female exposure was slim. I remember talking to a girl in the tenth grade and thinking, is this the first time I’ve ever talked to a girl before? I couldn’t think of any real conversations aside from a few shared words with store clerks and door-to-door saleswomen. So naturally, I was cripplingly shy around women. Everything about them was so mysterious, even legendary, like characters from mythology. Whenever I saw a beautiful woman walking down the street, and I saw all the men turning to look at her, I wondered how she felt. She must have felt like a goddess, commanding that kind of awe and attention.

When I walked down the street, I went unnoticed. Sometimes I would bump into people by accident and I wasn’t even sure if they noticed. I tried to smile as much as possible, making eye-contact whenever possible, but it always seemed unwelcomed if at all noticed. I was either ignored or met with confused glares. Why the hell are you staring at me, kid? When I saw girls doing the same thing, looking around on the bus and smiling at strangers, I just saw men perking up, their faces lighting up, their bodies becoming tense with nervous excitement.

But what was so different between men and women? According to the many sexual education classes I’d sat through in my schooling years, not a whole lot. There’s wasn’t much difference at all, aside from a couple of body parts, some hair, and places on the body where fat tends to form. In fact, when my biology teacher was going over the differences between the sexes, he kept saying “tend to” along with every point. “Men tend to have wider foreheads… Men tend to have broader shoulders… Men tend to have straighter jawlines…” I remember looking around the class at all of the guys who were suddenly self-conscious about their shoulders, their foreheads, and their jawlines. And I remember thinking, half of the girls in this room have broader shoulders than most of the guys, and half of the guys have smoother foreheads. So what’s really the difference? Why do I find myself staring at women in a hypnotic daze but I never stare at men?

The only major difference I could see was the clothes and the hair. But what was stopping a man from growing out his hair and wearing a dress? If that man doesn’t ‘tend to’ have those general characteristics, then what’s the difference. How am I supposed to know whether I’m approaching a chick or a dude in a bar?

That question pinged around in my brain as I held up that little dress in that empty locker room. There was a big mirror next to the sinks. My hair was about as long as most of the girls’ hair in our school, though it wasn’t cut as nicely (I’d just been too lazy to get it cut). My body was fairly slender, and I was a bit shorter than average, still waiting for my final growth spurt (or I should say, still hoping for my final growth spurt). So why not see for myself—see if there really wasn’t a big difference between guys and girls.

I looked around, heart beating fast and hard, and then I pulled the dress over my head and slipped it on. It was a bit of a struggle to get into. I probably wasn’t doing it right. But once I was in it, it fit nicely, hugging my waist and hips before flaring out at my thighs. It was soft and I liked the way it felt against my skin—strangely comforting. The only issue was the looseness at my chest. I dug into the bag to see if there was a pair of socks I could stuff into the top, but then I found a padded bra. The pads were thick and slipped out easily, and fit perfectly into the dress’ cups. I did a little bounce to make sure they were securely in place, and then I went to the mirror to see how I looked.

And shit, I looked pretty cute. I swayed from side to side, watching the skirt of the dress wave freely. My legs looked great. With a quick shave, they would be magazine worthy. My face did look quite masculine, but I couldn’t help but wonder if all I needed was some makeup. I could remember a few times one of my female classmates would show up to school without makeup, and the guys would all get together and gossip about how boyish she looked. It was your usual high-school cruelty, but sometimes in cruelty is honesty.

And then I found myself laughing. Who was I kidding? I looked like a guy in a dress. I wasn’t a girl, and I could never pass as a girl. I had abs—how many girls in the world have abs? Maybe a few weirdoes. I looked down at my hairy legs and wondered, would they really look good if I shaved them? Or were they too well-defined? I didn’t have hunk legs, but I didn’t exactly have the smooth Kate Moss legs that so many girls seem to have.

I looked back up and then I saw him standing there, staring at me with wide eyes and a big, open-mouthed grin on his face. It was Harry Allen, the captain of the basketball team. I’d been caught.
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Harry was the worst person who could have been standing there. Not only was he the captain of the basketball team—a team that I was on—but he was also one of the most popular guys in the school. People practically worshipped him. And to make matters worse, he was notoriously a huge asshole. He was proving that now as he took out his cellphone and began filming me.

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said, my heart throbbing intensely. I tried to take in a breath of air, but the lump in my throat prevented it. My legs began to tremble.

“So what does it look like?” he asked with a little snicker, trying to hold in a full-blown fit of laughter. He kept his camera on me, doing his best to hold it straight and steady, so the video would be easier to watch once it was publically available on YouTube and Facebook and anywhere you go to stream viral videos. “Are you wearing panties under there?” he asked, letting another snicker slip.

“Harry, put the phone down. Please,” I said. My whole body was now trembling. There was no way out of this mess. There was nothing I could do to stop Harry from posting that video. Even if I’d had a bunch of money I could give to him, he wouldn’t take it. He had rich parents who gave him whatever the hell he wanted—and nothing they could give him would be worth forfeiting that video.

I went straight for my locker, slipping the straps of the dress over my shoulders. He followed me, camera still drawn. I tried to think of a way out of the mess. I considered waiting for him to get close enough that I could slap the phone out from his hand and crush it mercilessly underfoot. But I couldn’t guarantee that I would destroy the phone’s memory, and I couldn’t guarantee that Harry wouldn’t stop me before I was able to carry out the manoeuvre. He was captain of the basketball team for a reason. He had an easy forty pounds of muscle on me, half a foot of height, and way more fighting experience. When we were in the seventh grade, he fought two tenth graders behind the school and won. So to think I could overpower him, even for thirty seconds, was wishful thinking.

“Leave the dress on, beautiful. It looks really great on you,” he said, and then he snickered again.

“I just put it on as a joke,” I said.

“A joke for who?” he said. He turned and looked around, making sure the camera could see that the locker room was empty. It was a bad excuse—a joke? Who was I joking?

“Harry, just drop it, okay?” I said. It was getting harder and harder to breathe.

“Not unless you do a little dance for me,” he said.

“A dance?”

“Yeah, just do a little sexy dance and maybe I’ll delete the video.” Maybe was the keyword in that sentence, and I knew damn-well that it meant he wouldn’t delete the video. It would just make the video more embarrassing. So I refused, and then he said, “Well I guess I’ll just have to post it on Facebook then, won’t I?” And then I was in a terrible position. At least if I did the dance, there was hope—even if it was a tiny glimmer in a sea of darkness, it was still hope. But first, I tried to lunge at him, to slap the phone out from his hand. It was worth a try, but he was too fast. He turned around, dodging the attack, laughing as if he didn’t expend even a little bit of effort. “Hey now,” he said. “You wouldn’t want this sent to the whole school now, would you?”

I found myself frozen in the middle of that locker room, feeling like a complete idiot, wishing I could go back in time and ignore that pink bag and that little dress. What had come over me? Where did the sudden urge to put on girls’ clothing come from? It sure as hell wasn’t there now. Now, I was cringing at the mere idea of wearing girls’ clothing. Was it a moment of insanity? Did I have a mini-stroke?

“Dance,” he said, this time without a hint of snickering. He was dead-serious. It was dance or end up on the internet. So I started to dance, my joints stiff. I swayed robotically from side to side for a moment before he said, “I said sexy. Does that seem sexy to you? Run your fingers through your hair. Grab your tits. Maybe twerk a little bit.”

“Harry, c’mon. Can you not do this? Please.”

“If you don’t start sounding like a lady, this video is going online,” he said. “Now tell me how hot you are for me—and say it like you mean it. And don’t stop dancing.”

I took a deep breath, wishing a bolt of lightning would come down through the roof and strike me in the head, putting an end to it all. If that video ended up online, could I continue living? Could I ever show my face in public again, never really knowing who had seen the video and who hadn’t? Every time someone looked my way, it would be at the front of my mind—do they know? My regret turned into bubbling nausea. But I kept on dancing, swaying slowly, running my fingers through my hair, squeezing the pads in the dress’ top. “I’m so hot for you, Harry,” I said, doing my best female voice, praying that he would have the heart to spare my life. There wasn’t much hope.

He started to laugh. “Holy shit, that voice is great. How long have you been practising that for?”

“Harry…” I said.

“Seriously—that voice was so good. Keep talking to me like that. I’m into it. Tell me how badly you want me. And don’t stop dancing.” He bit the corner his bottom lip in a mostly unsuccessful attempt to suppress the laughter.

I kept dancing. “I want you so bad, Harry. You’re so sexy and I wish you were my boyfriend. I wish you would take me right here in the locker room.” I figured if I really hammed it up, he would spare me. If I disappointed him, took away his fun, then the video would be set free into the world. I couldn’t let that happen. “I want your big cock in my pussy.” I turned around, bent over, and found myself shaking my ass they way I’d seen Miley Cyrus do it in a music video. I had no clue if I was doing it right. I didn’t really care either—I just hoped it was enough for the cruel basketball star.

“Holy shit,” he said just before breaking into another fit of laughter.

“Now give me your phone, baby,” I said, reaching out as I continued to sway, my face red hot with humiliation.

He started to reach it out and then he pulled it back, that smirk still prominent on his face. “You want my phone, huh? So you can delete the video?”

“Yeah. Give it to me, baby,” I said.

“What are you willing to do for it?” he asked.

“Anything you want.”

“Bend over and let me slap your ass,” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. I felt dizzy, oxygen-depraved, on the brink of collapsing. Maybe if I collapsed, he would feel guilty and delete the video… Yeah right—as if. I didn’t have any other option, so I turned around, bent over, and waited for that spanking. I didn’t expect him to lift up the skirt of my dress to expose my bare ass. I wasn’t wearing any underwear, which I immediately regretted. “Nice ass, babe,” he said with a chuckle, and then he slapped it hard, making me jump. He slapped it again, and then he took a good handful and squeezed it tightly. “Tell me how much you like it,” he said.

I looked over my shoulder. He was still filming my increasingly humiliating embarrassment.

“Jesus. Hide your balls. Girls aren’t supposed to have balls, darling,” he said, so I pulled my ball sack forward and I closed my legs. “That’s better,” he said, and then he continued to squeeze my ass. Then he used both hands to spread my cheeks. “You should really consider bleaching your asshole. And a good shave wouldn’t hurt either,” he said.

“Anything for you, baby,” I said. Now I didn’t just feel humiliated, I felt violated, exposed, and horribly vulnerable.

“Shake your butt for me,” he said, so I did. I looked over my shoulder again, and he was still getting it all on camera. “Just like that. Damn, that’s a nice ass, girl.” He laughed some more.

“Okay, now delete the video,” I said, standing up suddenly. I couldn’t take anymore of his torture. I would sooner have been at Guantanamo Bay, being water boarded. “You had your fun.”

“I had some fun, sure, but I’m not finished yet. Besides, we have the whole place to ourselves. I even locked the door—maybe you should have considered locking the door before your little game of dress-up,” he said. “Now kiss my neck.”

“I’m not kissing your neck,” I said. “I can explain all of this, Harry, if you would just let me speak for one minute.”

“If you can explain it all, you won’t have a problem explaining it in the comments section of the YouTube video.” A chill ran down my spine. This was really happening. I was really caught wearing a little dress and posing like a little bimbo in front of the mirror. What the hell was I thinking? “Now kiss my neck.”

I took another deep breath and then I stepped forward. I bit my tongue hard and then I went in, locking my lips with his neck. I began to kiss. “Like you mean it, darling,” he said, so I began to use my tongue. He reached around and grabbed my ass with his free hand, still recording with the other. There was no way he would put this video up on the net, with him grabbing my ass. Everyone would wonder why he was so interested in my ass, knowing it was a man’s ass.

In fact, why was he so interested in my ass? He wasn’t gay—he’d dated the hottest girls in the school. He’d fucked most of them as well. Was it just an act? Was he bisexual? Or was he just having a laugh with me? I thought about calling him out on it, but I didn’t want to anger him. The last thing I needed was to give him an excuse to ruin my life. So I kept sucking.

“Now suck my nipples,” he said, pulling off his shirt in one quick motion, exposing his hard muscles.

“Harry…” I said, but it was hopeless. He just waited for me to suck his nipples. So I did. It was a strange feeling. My cheeks were still red hot, but the nausea was starting to go away, as if I’d accepted defeat, accepted my fate. Now I was just numb. It couldn’t get any more humiliating. Or could it?

“Tell me how much you want my cock again,” he said. “I liked that.”

“I want your big fat cock so bad,” I said, and then I continued to tease around his nipple with the tip of my tongue.

“Okay, now turn around and bend over,” he said. A cold jolt ran through my body.
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Imade one last attempt at grabbing that phone, but he was just too fast. I’d never been able to get the ball away from him either. There was a reason he was captain, a reason he was looking at some serious scholarships despite his lousy grades in just about every class except for gym. There was a reason his picture was in the school’s trophy case by the main entrance, and my name was just a tiny etching at the bottom of one of the trophies, below the word ‘alternates’.

“Bend over, beautiful. Or this video goes live,” he said, his voice low. He shook his phone gently as if to remind me he had my future in the palm of his hand.

So I bent over. I didn’t actually think he was going to do it. I just figured he was baiting me into making an even bigger fool of myself on camera. But then I heard the zip of his fly and I heard the dull thump of his pants hitting the ground. I didn’t look back. I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to see what was about to happen to me, but I knew. And it was confirmed when I felt the warm, dull pressure of his erection between my butt cheeks. He was going to fuck me in the ass.

I looked up and could see that big mirror across the room, and there I was, bent over, in a little dress, with my hair hanging down, Harry behind me, naked and erect. And instead of crippling fear and humiliation, I suddenly felt excited. I was strangely aroused by the sight of me in that little dress. From the distance, I really did look like a chick, and I was about to be fucked by the most popular guy in the school. Wait—was I really excited? Was I really letting him do it? Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe I did have some sort of mental breakdown the moment I found that pink backpack.

He was still holding up his phone, pointing it down at my asshole as the tip of his cock pressed up firmly. “Damn, I love that ass,” he said, feeling it and giving it another firm squeeze. Then he took his cock in his hand for extra support and he started to push in. I was completely frozen, my mind swirling with god-knows what. I couldn’t catch a single thought. Everything was a messy blur. Whenever I tried to make sense of the situation, I just found that peculiar excitement. What exactly was I excited about? Getting fucked by a man while dressed like a lady—on camera? Excitement should have been the last thing buzzing inside of me. It should have been cold dread, curdling nausea, crippling anxiety. Not excitement.

He pushed in deep, stretching my tight hole. It suddenly dawned on me that I was losing my virginity—not at all the way I’d always imagined it, with a woman, squeezing her breasts, rubbing her clit… It was like my whole life had spiralled out of control in the span of a few minutes.

And worst of all, it felt so damn good. There was something about the particular angle he was pressing in at that made my legs tremble in euphoria. A warm tingling overwhelmed my cock as he started to thrust in and out of my body. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the mirror, watching myself getting stuffed. I wanted to look away—or maybe I just wanted to want to look away, but I didn’t want to. I wanted to watch. I loved seeing myself getting dominated, stuffed, pounded. I loved the sound of his hard pelvis slapping against my red, sore tush. I loved the feeling of his veiny member massaging my anal walls. I loved the feeling of his hands gripping my hips, holding me in place while he dominated me. And I hated myself for loving it so much.

And there was a real glimmer of hope now. There was no way he would post that video, even if he edited most of it out, just to show me in the dress. He would never risk having me tell the whole school he bent me over and fucked me, that he let me kiss his neck and suck his nipples.

And there sure as hell was no way he would risk me telling the whole school that he got off in just a couple of minutes, pulling out and coming all over my reddened butt cheeks, coating me with his warm load. That video was going to stay on his phone. Once the act was over, I didn’t even need to ask him not to post it. Strangely, it wasn’t even a worry on my mind. Now, I was only worried about the fact I’d just lost my virginity to a man, and I liked girls. I’d let a man fuck me in the ass, and I liked it. I liked it a lot.

“Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said without looking me in the eye. He wasn’t laughing or smirking or snickering anymore. He probably had the same rumbling in his gut, reminding him that he’d just fucked a man.

I didn’t respond. I didn’t have to. The agreement was mutual—no one finds out about the tape and no one finds out about the fucking. We both got dressed without saying another word, and then we parted ways without making any eye-contact. That tingling euphoria lingered inside of me for the rest of the afternoon, as if I could still feel his warm rod ramming me from behind, massaging that sweet spot, making my legs tremble. When I got home, my dad said, “You’re glowing. Is it a girl?”

My gut turned and I went straight to my room. My heart was pounding. I looked in my mirror and I was glowing. I couldn’t keep the smirk off of my face. It made me hate myself, but even still, I kept on glowing.
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It wasn’t until I went to set my alarm that night that I realized it was Friday and I had a weekend between then and when I would see Harry again. For once in my life, I hated the fact it was a weekend. I had to suffer through two full days of not knowing what the hell was going on with Harry and that video. So many thoughts could go through his head, and one of those thoughts could be: should I post that video?

Would I actually tell everyone that he fucked me in the ass? Sure, it would be humiliating for him, but it would be just as bad for me—if not worse. I was the one taking it, after all. And it wouldn’t exactly dampen the embarrassment of being caught in the dress… That would still be there, now three times as horrible. And surely Harry knew that I would keep my mouth shut regardless. The only real question was, was he really that cruel?

The Harry I knew was that cruel. When we were in the fifth grade, he invited me to his birthday party, told me it was a western themed party, and then him and all of his friends laughed at me when I showed up in a cowboy hat and tasselled chaps. It wasn’t like I was some special victim. He picked on every guy who didn’t meet his standard of excellence. Harry filled my friend Martin’s textbook with pages from a gay porn magazine, which all fell out when he opened his textbook in class. Everyone laughed and Martin’s face became a shade of red I didn’t know was possible.

As I lay in bed, staring up at my ceiling, listening to the grandfather clock in the living room as it chimed three times letting me know it was 3:00 AM, I considered the fact that Harry could get expelled from school for sharing that video, even without the pornographic ending. It was a video taken without consent in the locker room—surely that was grounds for some serious punishment, right? With his big scholarships looming on the horizon, certainly he wasn’t dumb enough to risk everything. Or was he?

It was a relieving enough thought that I was able to fall asleep, though I woke up with an all new anxiety. There was a message on my phone, from Harry (it was an unknown number, but I knew). There was no text in the message, just a photo of me in the dress—a still from his incriminating video. You couldn’t tell it was me in the photo because my back was turned to the camera. It was from when I was dancing, swaying with one hand in my hair and one on my breast. I looked hot in the photo, and my curves were impressive. I found myself staring at the photo, realizing how good I really looked. I wasn’t sure if that made the video more or less embarrassing. At least if it got out, some people might actually think: at least he looks good in the dress. There’s nothing worse than those hairy dudes who stand outside of the gay bars wearing lingerie that hardly fits their bulging bodies. I, at least, looked cute.

Harry didn’t want me to forget. He sent me another still from his video later that day, of me bent over, before he flipped up the skirt of my dress. My butt looked great in the photo, and the curve of my back brought that excitement back into my bones. My heart started pounding all over again.

I sent Harry a message back. “You said you would delete it.”

“No I didn’t,” he replied quickly.

“What do I have to do to make you delete that video?” I said.

And then he sent me back some gibberish. “sapnu puas.” I felt like I could hear him laughing in the message. It took me a few minutes before I realized he’d spelt out “send nudes” upside-down and backwards.

“Are you kidding?” I wrote back.

“No. But no cock shots. Nothing homo. I want them by tonight.”

I wrote back, “Are you serious, Harry?” but he didn’t respond, though my phone told me that he had read the message. So what other choice did I have?

I found myself in the bathroom, in front of the mirror with my clothes off, trying to find a pose and an angle so I could be unrecognizable. I got a good frontal shot, with my cock tucked between my legs and my head turned to the side, but my legs were too hairy. I took a few more shots, playing around with my phone’s camera filters, but the hair was too overwhelming. So I got my razor out and I started to shave away the hair. But what was I going to tell the guys at school when they saw my smooth legs? I stopped shaving and thought for a moment. I could wear pants, and wear my socks up high during practise. No one would notice. I tried to remember if I’d ever noticed anyone else’s leg hair before—no one looks at that stuff, right?

I shaved my legs smooth, and they looked pretty good. I took a few shots of just my legs, crossed over one another. They actually looked like girl legs, which I wasn’t too proud of. I even shaved my pubic hair into a cute little strip, so with my cock tucked between my legs, it really looked like I was a lady.

My dad knocked on the bathroom door. “What are you doing in there?” he asked, his voice booming, rattling in my bones. I tossed the razor aside and quickly got my clothes on.

“I’m just using the bathroom!” I called back.

“You’ve been in there all afternoon.”

“I’ve got a stomach ache,” I said.

There was a long silence and then my dad walked away. I slipped out from the bathroom and went to my room to finish the photo-shoot. I closed the blinds and took a few shots of myself in the mirror, deleting any of the shots that showed off my face. I looked pretty sexy, but I knew I could do better. I went into my closet and fished out an old pair of soccer socks and my older brother’s old soccer jersey which was handed down to me but had always been way too big for my body. I pulled up the socks and put on the jersey. I fashioned a makeshift bra out of socks and my old heart rate monitor, and it looked good enough for the pictures, once I had the socks squashed together just right. I looked like one of the models in my sporty babe calendar. Teasing the camera was fun—lifting up my jersey to show off my hips and ass, getting down on my knees and covering my crotch with my forearm.

And then I had the idea to go even further. I set up my camera phone on a chair across the room, set to record video, and then I got down on my knees, ass facing the camera, and I took the rounded back end of a thick marker and began to tease my butthole, sticking it in just slightly. I felt so naughty, my heart pounding. I was starting to like that feeling, quickly becoming addicted to the adrenaline that pulsed through my body. I sunk the marker deeper and deeper, and then I started to pull it out and push it in, repeatedly. My cock started to get hard, but I kept it hidden from the camera. I kept plunging the marker in and out, faster and faster. My long jersey started to ride up, showing off my back and my belly, only stopping once it was caught on my makeshift tits. I bit my tongue to stop myself from moaning. The pleasure was so intense. Who knew anal penetration could feel so good? My God, did it feel good.

A warm buzzing pulsed in my cock. I looked down. I was coming. Warm jizz was running out from my flaccid cock, onto the floor of my bedroom. I froze as the euphoria consumed me, and then I quickly grabbed the camera and shut the video off. And then, strangely, I found my thumb hovering over the send button, ready to send it to Harry.

What the hell was I doing? I couldn’t send him that video! I couldn’t just give him more to blackmail me with, more to humiliate me with. The locker-room video was one thing—I was pretty sure that was illegal—but this was a whole different story. This was something I’d recorded myself, fully consenting, and I was about to send it to a guy who got immense pleasure out of the humiliation of others. Was I insane?

I took a few deep breaths, flicking through all of the pictures I’d taken. What exactly was he going to do with the shots? Did he just want more cruel ammunition, or did he want them for his own personal needs?

I sent him the video. I couldn’t help it. I wanted to feel that intense excitement as I waited for him to watch the video, as I waited for his response. I started to wonder if I was gay, and then I immediately disregarded that thought and started to wonder if the real issue was that I was a masochist. Maybe it wasn’t dressing up and getting pounding in the backdoor that got me going, but the idea of being humiliated…

No, it couldn’t be that. Could it? If that was the case, then would I not secretly want Harry to leak the video? Because I certainly didn’t want that. I would have sooner died than to have that—but still, I sent him the video. And he replied eventually… “Hot,” he said simply. A warmth filled my body. Hot? Was I hot? I looked in the mirror and did a little pose. I had great curves, a killer butt, and amazing legs. My face wasn’t so bad either—maybe with a little bit of makeup and a bit of a haircut…

I really was losing my mind, wasn’t I?


5



Ididn’t see Harry until basketball practice, after school on Monday. I looked over at him a few times while we were doing drills, but he never looked back at me. When our coach told us all to take a break, Harry went over to his group of buddies and I watched them talking and laughing from across the gym. Harry pulled out his phone to show them all something and they all broke off into hysterical laughter. My heart was aflutter. He wasn’t showing them me, was he? One of the guys looked over his shoulder and his gaze connected with mine, making my heart stop for a moment. He looked away, back to his friends. I didn’t know what to think.

Suddenly I felt like everyone Harry came into contact with was looking at me, but I kept reassuring myself it was just paranoia. Harry wouldn’t dare risk his own reputation to ruin mine. I’d given him what he had wanted, hadn’t I?

After practise, I stayed behind, volunteering to put away the bibs and raise the nets. I took my time, hoping everyone would be gone by the time I got into the locker room, so I wouldn’t have to face them in the off-chance Harry did spill the beans. I even lingered for a few minutes in the storage room, counting the seconds in my head. It usually took the guys about six or seven minutes to get changed and take off. I gave them a good ten before I slowly started making my way to the locker room.

The room was empty. I considered locking the door behind me, but why would I? It’s not like I planned on getting dolled up again. It’s not like I had anything to hide anymore. In fact, it would just seem more suspicious if the door was locked and someone tried to get in. Why is the door locked? What were you doing in here? So I took a deep breath and made my way towards my locker. Was this how it was going to be from now on? Would the paranoia ever cease?

I opened up my locker and my heart stopped beating for a moment. My stuff was gone, replaced by a nicely folded piece of black lace. I looked around and then I lifted it up. It was lingerie, a one-piece teddy. There were already thick gel pads in the top. At the bottom of the locker was a yellow sticky-note. “Put it on,” the note said simply. My heart broke away into a frenzy.

My gut turned. I wanted to put the thing on. It was so soft and I loved the way it was cut. I wanted to see how it looked on my body—and that scared me half to death. I looked around, walking around the row of lockers to see if he was hiding there somewhere, waiting to jump out with his camera again. Was I falling into a trap, or was he just looking to have some fun? And if I didn’t do it, then what? Was this just another part of the blackmail? Would he leak the original video of me in that dress to the school if I didn’t put on his little lace teddy?

“Hello?” I called out, but there was no answer. If he wasn’t even there, why did he want me to put on the lingerie? I looked around for hidden cameras, but could see nothing. Not to mention, I don’t think Harry was smart enough to figure out how to set up a hidden camera system.

So I bit the edge of my tongue and then I got undressed. If he wasn’t around, then what was the harm in indulging? I had the room all to myself. I went to the door, locked it, and then I slipped into the lace teddy. I loved the way it hugged my curves and my cock. The gel inserts felt surprisingly real. I cupped them with my hands and I squeezed, then I did a little hop, watching them bounce in the mirror. I ruffled up my hair and wished I had some makeup to complete the look. Goddamn, I would have looked so good in a bit of eyeliner and some eye-shadow. I would have been a fox, dripping with sex. Without, I wasn’t so bad either. I couldn’t complain, and I couldn’t help but smirk at my own reflection.

I felt something scratchy at my side. I thought it was a tag, and then I reached into the lingerie and pulled out another stick note. “Go to the last shower on the left,” it read. My heart skipped a beat, but I followed the order. I expected to find him standing there, but the stall was vacant. But hanging on the enforced steel curtain rod was a pair of handcuffs. “Cuff yourself,” another note read. This command wasn’t so easy to follow.

There were two possible scenarios, and I didn’t like either: he was there, hiding somewhere, and he would be free to take pictures and videos of me while I was cuffed to that steel bar; or, he had gone home, leaving me to be found in the morning by one of the teachers, or worse, the whole first period gym class, in a little piece of skimpy lingerie. At least with the second option, I could claim I was bullied, forced into the little outfit and cuffed to the bar against my will.

But there was also the possibility that he just wanted to have some fun, and the idea of being his to do whatever he wanted with while tied to that bar got my heart pounding and my nerves buzzing. I reached up and slipped my hand through the first cuff, closing it with the other. Then, I got my wrist into the second and clumsily managed to get it closed. I was trapped. I gave the bar a good tug but it was bolted down firmly, not going anywhere. I really was insane. I really had lost my mind.

And now what was I supposed to do? Was I just supposed to wait? Was I supposed to call out to him? A cold panic crept down my spine—what if I was supposed to leave the door unlocked? What if he couldn’t get in, and I was stuck there until the janitor came by in the morning to unlock everything? Oh God, what have I done? I took a series of deep breaths, but they did nothing to calm my nerves. My arms were already starting to hurt after a couple of minutes. They would have to be amputated after sixteen hours suspended in the air!

And then I heard the footsteps, coming from inside the locker room. And I heard his snickering, and the strangest relief washed over me.


6



Itried to turn around to face him, but the cuffs dug into my wrists when I spun more than a few degrees, so all I could do was awkwardly look over my shoulder. But it was him, and he was standing behind me with nothing but a towel around his waist. “How’s it hanging?” he said, and then he started to laugh.

Throughout the years, I’d always hated his mean sense of humour and his condescending laughter, but now, I found myself liking it. It filled me with the strangest excitement. I liked it when he called me a slut, and I liked it when he slapped me on the ass, like he was doing now. “Tell me how much you missed me this weekend,” he said.

“I missed you so fucking much,” I said in my girl voice, which I’d secretly been practising throughout the weekend, whenever I was alone.

“How much did you miss my cock?”

“It was all I could think about, baby,” I said.

He reached around my body and he cupped my tits. He gave them a good squeeze and then he started to explore my body.

“Why aren’t you recording?” I asked.

“Who says I’m not?” he said. I tried to look behind me to see what he was referring to, but I couldn’t cork my neck enough. I could tell that he wasn’t holding his phone, but that didn’t mean his phone wasn’t propped up in the adjacent shower stall. Hell, as far as I could tell, one of his buddies could have been in that adjacent stall holding up one of the school cameras from the film classroom.

One of his hands slid up from my breast, up my neck, and onto my face. He stuck two of his fingers into my mouth and I had the strangest instinct to suck. I got his fingers covered in my saliva, and then he reached the same hand down to my ass, pulling aside the lace strip of fabric to reveal my asshole. “Did you miss my little hole?” I asked, my heart racing.

He gently penetrated me with one of his saliva-covered fingers. He pushed it in slightly and then pulled it out. When he went in again, it was with two fingers. “Fuck yeah, I did,” he said.

“Are you going to come in my little asshole?” I asked.

“Maybe,” he said.

And then I heard snickering, but it wasn’t his snickering. My heart stopped and my body became frozen. After a moment of cold terror, I managed to turn my head enough (uncomfortably) to see two other guys standing behind Harry. They were also just in towels, staring at me with hungry eyes and evil smiles. “What’s going on?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat became too overwhelming, making it hard even to breathe.

“Some of the other guys wanted in on the action. You don’t mind, do you? Of course you don’t—you’re the biggest slut in the school,” he said, and then the three of them started to laugh. “Who wants first?”

“Me,” Kyle, the nearly seven-foot-tall team point guard said. He was half-black, slender, with short black hair. “I don’t want no sloppy seconds.”

My ears started ringing, making it impossible to hear the rest of their discussion, how they were going to split me up between them. I was about to be fucked by three athletic men, in the asshole, while hanging from a steel curtain rod. “Well? What are you waiting for? I’ve got shit to do,” Harry said, stepping aside, holding the strip of lace aside for his buddy, keeping my little asshole exposed.

“You’re totally right. She is pretty hot,” Andrew said. Andrew was one of the shorter guys on the team, a power forward who could run faster than anyone. He had shaggy hair and thick, muscular legs that bulged with every step he took. “She even sounds like a chick and everything.”

“I told you,” Harry said. “Believe me, I wouldn’t touch her if she didn’t.” I thought it was peculiar that they kept saying ‘she’, as if to convince one another and themselves that what they were doing wasn’t gay, that because I looked and sounded like a girl, I was a girl, and there’s nothing gay about gangbanging a girl in a locker room shower stall. I kind of liked them calling me a girl. It seemed to justify everything about what was happening—particularly my strange urge to put on girl’s clothing. If I just looked like a dude when I got dolled up, it wouldn’t be the same. It would just be downright embarrassing—but thankfully, I was hot.

“You ever been stuffed with a big black cock before, honey?” Kyle asked. He grabbed my ass cheeks in his hands and he squeezed. His hands were huge, covering my whole ass. He spread my cheeks and then said, “Look at that little fuckhole.” I didn’t expect him to sink down to his knees and eat me out like he did. He got his tongue in deep, fishing around in my hole, making my legs tremble slightly. It felt good—warm and wet. “What are you doing, faggot? Are you going to fuck her or not?” Andrew said.

“I’m just getting her ready, asshole. You gotta warm a woman up—you would know that if you’d ever been laid before.”

“She looks warm enough to me,” Andrew replied.

“Oh, she’s warm now,” Kyle said, and he was right. My fear and anxiety was still there, but it was being overridden by an intense excitement and pulsing euphoria. I wanted the men inside of me. I wanted them to fuck me senseless, until my whole body was trembling. I wanted them to make me come inside of my little piece of lace lingerie.

“Just fuck me, big boy,” I said. That got a rise out of the men.

“Careful what you wish for,” Kyle said, and then he dropped his towel. I felt the tip of his thick rod pressing up against my wet, puckering hole. “She’s a tight one alright,” he said with a low grunt, and then after a moment of pushing, he got through. He pushed in deep—deeper and deeper and deeper, as if his cock was endless. I felt like I could feel it up in my throat. I looked down once his pelvis was finally pressed against my tush, and I swear I could see a slight lump in my stomach where his cock was. He was hung like a goddamned horse, and somehow, I was taking all of it. And the most amazing part of it all was, it didn’t hurt. It felt amazing. I wanted more of him! I wanted him to start ramming me stupid. I wanted to be his glorified sex toy. “You ready, cunt?” he said.

“Are you?” I asked, biting the corner of my lip.

Then he started to thrust, pumping me with his long rod, pulling out entirely until the tip of his cock was teasing the rim of my hole, and then plunging down ruthlessly, filling me completely, making me gag.

“Damn, she can take a cock,” Andrew said.

“I told you,” Harry said.

I felt so naughty, being fucked with an audience behind me—and loving every second of it. “Slap her ass,” Andrew said, so Kyle started to slap my ass. It hurt, but I didn’t mind. I could feel his cock hardening, as if it was turning him on even more.

“Don’t stop,” I said. He was starting to grunt.

“I can’t hold back,” he said between breaths. “She’s too tight.” I could feel his rod pulsing, getting ready to—

He came. His giant, hot load filled me up deep. He made sure he was completely inside of me when he started to erupt. I trembled all over, and then he stepped back. “Don’t let it fall out,” he said to Andrew, who was quick to have his erection pressed against my stretched out hole. I could feel Kyle’s hot load about to trickle out. But Andrew plugged the hole, and pushed the load back inside.

“Holy fuck, how much cum did you spray in her?” Andrew asked. I could hear his cock squishing around in my now very wet hole. Andrew’s cock was short and fat, stretching me wider, his thick veins massaging my anal walls just right.

“Remember—everything that happens in this room stays in this room. Got it?” Harry said, and the guys all mumbled in agreement. Then, I really wasn’t expecting what happened next: Harry came around me, fished my cock out from my lingerie, and then he sunk to his knees and began to suck. He was sucking my cock. He was no longer pretending I was just some slutty chick that needed to be stuffed.

“What are you, a homo?” Kyle asked.

“You were the one who came in his ass in under a minute,” Harry replied. That shut Kyle up fast, and rightly so. Kyle came quick—but I didn’t blame him. I looked fucking sexy and I was clenching his cock like I didn’t want it to leave my body—because I didn’t.

Harry tickled the tip of my rod with the tip of his tongue, getting me rock-hard in a matter of seconds. “Shit,” I said. He started to run his tongue up and down the underside of my shaft. “You’re going to make me come,” I said.

“Then come,” he said. He made sure I was inside of his mouth when my cock started to pulse and bloat.

I tried to hold back for as long as I could, but I ended up coming—the exact moment Andrew started to come in my backdoor, another massive load deep inside of my tush. Harry swallowed and then said, “My turn.” He had his cock in hand and ready the moment Andrew stepped back, plugging me up before the massive load of cum poured out of me. Harry didn’t last long. He fucked me hard and fast, like a horny rabbit, holding my hips tightly so I would stay in place. The sound of my sloppy asshole made me tremble in ecstasy. When he finally came, I felt like I was having as second orgasm, my whole body trembling, filled with intense pleasure. “Fuck, it’s so wet in here,” he said moments before pulling out. When he finally pulled out, it was like he’d turned on a cum faucet. It all poured out of me, and it just kept pouring for what felt like ten seconds. The pile of cum on the ground was impressive.

Harry unlocked my cuffs and the room became silent as the guys got dressed and parted ways. It was just like the week before, everyone realizing suddenly what they’d done: fucked a man in the ass. And I was silent because I was realizing this secret wasn’t going to remain a secret for much longer. It had already spread from one man to three, and in high-school, no one keeps their mouth shut.

There was no basketball practise the next day, and thankfully I didn’t have any classes with Harry, Kyle, or Andrew, and we didn’t cross paths. But I felt like I was getting more looks, particularly from Harry’s friend group, which was a large friend group. One guy stared at me for so long, I couldn’t help but wonder if one of the three guys let the secret slip, if I was moments away from total humiliation, or a single basketball practise away from being gangbanged by nine well-endowed men.

I skipped the next basketball practise. I couldn’t bring myself to show up, too afraid of what was awaiting me. I went home and found myself locked in my room, fantasizing about what kind of outfit was sitting in my locker, waiting for me to try on. I pushed the thought away.

I needed to stop indulging in those impulses and those fantasies. I was getting carried away, letting the strange new addiction take over my life. It was all I could think about as I lay in bed, sleepless. It was all I could think about at all hours of every day.

I ended up dropping out of basketball. I was just an alternate anyway. I’d played a total of five minutes that entire semester. And I needed to distance myself from my cross-dressing fantasies. It wasn’t fair—I looked so good in those little dresses and lacy pieces of lingerie. For once, I was actually good at something. Why was it that the one thing I was good at was frowned upon by society, mocked by everyone who considered themselves sane?

It was Friday afternoon, two weeks after my first afternoon alone with Harry, when I got a package in the mail. The return address sounded fake, and the name was definitely fake: Barf McBarferson. I brought the package up to my room and opened it up. I froze as soon as I realized what was inside: women’s clothing—a number of different outfits. Barf McBarferson was Harry. There was a note included with the package. “Come to school wearing the clothes and I’ll be your boyfriend,” it said.

I didn’t even consider the possibility it was a setup. I knew it was real, that Harry really wanted me to be his girlfriend. I covered my goofy smile with the palm of my hand, even though I was alone. It was perfect—too perfect. Had it been anyone else, I would have been mocked and bullied endlessly. But it was Harry, the most popular guy in the school. If Harry started dating a trans chick, then everyone would wish they were dating a trans chick.

It would be so much fun, picking out an outfit every morning, messing around with different makeup styles and hair styles, feeling sexy in my own body. And if someone did look down their nose at me, then screw them—I was going to be dating the most popular guy in school, the star of the basketball team, a future NBA prospect. Who are you dating?

I went straight to the store to buy myself a little makeup kit, a hair straightener, and a curling rod. I set my alarm for early in the morning, and as soon as I was awake, I put on the white short overalls, with a white blouse underneath, and I started to get dolled up. My heart was pounding with excitement the whole time. I looked so good, the way I was meant to look, the way I would look from now on. And I started towards school, practically running, biting my glossy bottom lip in a failed attempt to contain my excitement. I didn’t even hesitate as I stepped through those front doors. It took most of the morning for people to realize that I wasn’t ‘the new girl’, but I was the ‘old guy’.

Harry was wearing a freshly ironed dress shirt and a red tie. People kept asking him why he was dressed so nicely for a regular ol’ Monday, and he didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to—when he kissed me in the hallway, in front of everyone, that said everything that needed to be said.

THE END
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Xander is best friends with the football team’s superstitious quarterback, Tiger. Tiger is a town hero, constantly being scouted by high-level talent scouts. Then the losing streak starts. Tiger thinks the losing is because of broken pregame rituals: unexpected renovations at the football field, not being able to find the right laces for his shoes, and so on.

Just one loss away from a lost season, Tiger finds himself at a party with Xander. He’s not supposed to drink, but he can’t help it in his depressed state. Xander tries to cheer him up by dressing like a girl and acting like a goof. But one thing leads to another, and the friends find themselves in a locked room together, making a big, drunken mistake. Then, Tiger wins his next game.

Now, Tiger has a new pregame ritual, and it can’t be broken for the rest of the season if he’s going to have any chance of making the playoffs.
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Iwas surprised when Tiger showed up at the party. I wasn’t the only surprised one. The whole place became quiet as he stepped through the door and looked around with that emotionless look on his face. I waved at him. He made an attempt at smiling, and then he went towards the kitchen to get a drink. It was a minute before people started chatting again, and ten minutes before they all stopped talking about his season.

It was the most important season of his football career, and it had been a complete disaster. At the end of the previous year, the stands were always teeming with talent scouts. At his last game—his sixth loss in a row—the stands were mostly empty. They nearly won, and then Tiger fumbled the ball. Sadly, it wasn’t his first terrible fumble of the season. It wasn’t the first time he lost the game for his team.

I went up to him in the kitchen. He was standing alone in the corner, looking out the window with a drink in his hand. Even from behind, he looked upset. I couldn’t imagine how he was feeling. Half the town hated him for tanking the team’s season. The other half looked at him like he was a terminal cancer patient, living out his final few months. I was probably in the latter camp, though I knew he didn’t want me pitying him—but it was hard; his gaze was so far gone and his lips seemed incapable of curling into a smile. “You didn’t tell me you were coming out tonight,” I said, trying to be cheery and upbeat.

He stared into my eyes for a long moment before nodding his head. “Coach said I could have one drink before the game on Tuesday.”

I smiled. “Did you see that new Star Wars movie?” I asked, hoping to change the subject away from sports. It was so obvious that football was the only thing on his mind.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Is there a new Star Wars out? I didn’t see the last one,” he said. “Coach doesn’t like us watching those movies. He says all the flashing lights reduce reaction times.”

“No kidding,” I said. I watched him as he looked back out the window. Then I looked out the window to see what he was looking at. But it was a cold evening and nobody was outside. He was just staring at an old swing set, probably just reliving his terrible season over and over in his mind. It was awful seeing him so depressed. When he was winning games, he was the life of the party. He would drink fifteen beers the night before a big game, jump off the roof into a swimming pool, and still be the first star of the game fifteen hours later. He always had a joke and he was always able to breathe life into the shy partygoers. But now, that man was gone—lost somewhere in the empty shell that was his seemingly lifeless body.

I looked around the kitchen and spotted a cute blonde. I’d overheard her talking with some other girls earlier. She had a French accent—likely from Quebec, or maybe New Brunswick. She was tiny: maybe five feet tall and maybe ninety pounds: not my type, but I knew that Tiger loved pint-sized beauties. Tiger was nearly seven feet tall, so it was always funny to me to see him flirting with a girl nearly half his size. But there was something about small girls that always made him beam. So I gave him a nudge. “Hey Tiger—see that blonde over there? I overheard her talking to some other girls. She’s in town for the week, visiting family. She’s cute, huh?” Tiger looked slowly over at the girl, who had her long hair tied into a pair of cute braids.

Tiger nodded his head slowly. “Oh yeah, she’s cute,” he said before turning back to the window.

“I think she’s single. She mentioned something about breaking up with her boyfriend,” I said. “And she’s got a cute accent. I think she’s from Quebec.”

Tiger’s face remained expressionless as he stared out the window. I watched as he closed his eyes, as if he was about to cry.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said. Then he took a deep breath. “Next month we’re playing in Montreal, and they’re probably going to crush us. God, it’s going to be such a disaster.”

I bit down on my tongue. Maybe my efforts were pointless. Maybe there was no sense in trying to cheer him up. So I gave him a pat on the back and told him that I would catch up with him later. I wanted to get away from his negative energy, but escaping it seemed impossible. Even when I was in a different room, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I didn’t have many friends with bright futures. Even my smart friends couldn’t afford college. But Tiger already had a scholarship for a great school. Girls loved him and teachers swooned over him because of his great grades. He was the guy everyone wanted to be, and he’d always been such a great friend. He was there when I broke up with my girlfriend. He stayed at my house for three days, until I stopped crying like a fragile little child. Growing up, he was the only guy who ever showed up for my birthday parties. My birthday was at the end of July, so everyone was always gone on vacation—but Tiger always made a point of being in town for me. So I felt guilty now, knowing that he was in the other room with no shoulder to lean on.

I had to cheer him up. So I poured a strong drink and brought it to him. He stared at it for a long moment. “I can only have the one drink,” he reminded me.

“Two won’t kill you. C’mon. Drink it. It’s good.”

He stared at it for a moment before taking it. “What’s in it?” he asked.

“It’s a shot. Just take it.” But really, it was a little more than a double: enough to warm his bones and hopefully pull him out from his funk. He took the shot and perked up. Then he coughed and shook his head.

“That’s strong,” he said.

“It’s good for you. Come into the other room. You should ask that little blonde to dance. Isn’t this your favourite song?” I asked. He followed me to the other room. Usually, he wouldn’t need the help. But now, he was just staring at the girl while his song played. She was alone, looking around, seemingly waiting for someone to ask her to dance. Tiger was a great dancer. He could sweep a woman off of her feet in a matter of seconds on the dance floor. But now, he just stared with a blank look on his face. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“I really shouldn’t dance,” he said. “Remember last year, when I danced before that big game?”

Tiger was a superstitious football player. He had an endless list of rituals and superstitions. Before each game, he would knock gently on every single trophy case between the changing room and the field. He would jump up and slap the overhead beam before the players’ hallway. When he got onto the field, he would close his eyes and take five deep breaths. Whenever he scored a touchdown, he would change his shoes. Whenever the kicker was attempting a field goal, he would sit on the ground and place his bare hands on the grass. After wins, he would only drink Kokanee. After losses, he would drink Budweiser. He never put ice in his water, because he thought that ice was bad luck within three days of a game.

I have no idea where his rituals came from. They probably developed over time: one game at a time. At first, they were silly. Girls thought his little superstitious mannerisms were cute. But now, they were starting to become obsessive. It took him over an hour after every game to go through all of his little rituals—including changing the laces of every pair of shoes he wore on the field. And he was always filled with a nervous sort of dread, worried that his old rituals were now responsible for his losing streak—but he was too afraid to end his rituals in case he needed them to win. Even now, as he held his bottle of beer, I could see him twirling it clockwise in his hand. I remembered him telling me once that twirling a bottle counter-clockwise was bad luck. He seemed to think that every time he twirled a bottle counter-clockwise, he would fumble the ball in his next game: nonsense, of course, but he was too afraid to take any chances.

“Maybe dancing with her will be good luck,” I suggested. “Maybe she’s like a leprechaun or something. I mean, she is quite small. Do they have those in Quebec?”

He laughed: a small laugh, but maybe the first laugh in six months. It was nice to hear that there was still a sense of humour dwelling deep inside of him: a little piece of hope that he wasn’t completely lost to his football woes.

“Well? Go and dance with her. Look at her. She’s exactly your type.”

He squirmed and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. I need everything to be perfect for the game on Tuesday.”

I tried not to sigh as I watched his expression drop. He sunk back into his funk, looking away from the cute blonde who was waiting for him to approach her. I slipped away and had a few more drinks with friends. We went outside for a smoke, and then we started talking about Tiger. “Because of him, I lost three hundred bucks this year. I’m definitely not putting any more money on their games—unless I’m betting against them,” said Juan.

“Be nice to him. He’s going through a tough time,” I said.

“Maybe he should just step down as quarterback then. Maybe then we’ll have a chance of making the playoffs.”

I sauntered over to the window and looked into the house. I could see him standing across the room with that sad, quiet look on his face. I had to help him. I had to cheer him up—even just for one night. So I went back inside. I went to the kitchen to pour him another strong drink, but I couldn’t find the vodka. I asked Jimmy if there was any more in the house somewhere.

“Check downstairs,” he said. “In my parents’ bar—but don’t take too much. I’m not supposed to go down there.” So I went down to the basement and checked the bar of Jimmy’s parents. I looked through drawers and cupboards. There was no vodka, but I did find a blonde Halloween wig. I chuckled as a silly idea entered my mind.

I looked around the room for more pieces to complete my costume. I found Jimmy’s sister’s bedroom, and inside I found a little black dress and some fishnet stockings. I found a tube of lipstick, which I carefully applied to my lips, and then I put on the dress and the wig. Giggling, I went back upstairs.

I got the reaction I was looking for from my friends. They all started laughing when they realized who I was. Juan, who had been openly gay for a few years already, came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. “You know my birthday isn’t until next week, right?” he said.

“No touching,” I said. “Or I’ll hashtag-me-too your ass.”

The guys laughed. “Why are you dressed up in my sister’s dress?” Jimmy asked.

“I’m going to try to cheer up Tiger,” I said. And then I looked around for him and spotted him on the other side of the room. I knew Tiger wouldn’t be able to resist the urge to laugh. He loved ridiculous gags. So I sauntered over to him, snuck up next to him, and then I wrapped my arms around him. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” I said in my best girly voice.

He looked at me with a curious and reserved look. “I’m sorry. Who are you?” he asked.

“Oh, darling! Don’t play silly! It’s me—your beautiful girlfriend.” I did a little spin, trying not to laugh. And it took him a surprisingly long moment before realizing he was looking at me and not a real girl. His face suddenly turned red and he chuckled.

“Where did you find that dress?” he asked.

“You didn’t actually think that I was a girl, did you?” I said.

“I—I didn’t know what was happening,” he said. “I was zoned out, I guess.”

“Well don’t you like the dress? It’s a size too small and I think it makes my ass look big,” I said, turning my backside to him. It was a minute later when one of his favourite songs came on. I grabbed his hand and I pulled him towards the dance floor. “Dance with me!” I said, giggling. He started giggling as well: a bit tipsy and finally starting to relax.

I felt silly in the dress. I kept getting weird looks from people who didn’t know me—but I didn’t care. I’d never been a terribly shy person. One time, both Tiger and I showed up for a sorority party dressed like girls. We both looked ridiculous, but we thought it would be hilarious—and we were right. They let us into the party and we were the only guys there, surrounded by fifty hot girls. And then there was the time that Tiger dared me to run across the football field in the middle of the game, dressed in my own sister’s lingerie. He didn’t think I was going to do it, but I did it, and we both laughed about it for weeks.

Now, he was starting to break away from his funk: exactly what I wanted. His face was red as he looked around at the girls; they were all probably wondering why Tiger was dancing with a drag queen.

The funky song ended and a slower rap song came on. I stumbled slightly, suddenly feeling the effects of my last stiff drink. I giggled, and then I turned around and started to twerk (a not-so-impressive attempt). I backed into him and grinded against his lap. He laughed nervously, cautiously putting his hands on my hips. Now lots of people were watching, probably unable to tell if we were just screwing around or if Tiger was seriously dirty-dancing with a boy in a dress.

It was all just a big joke, until I felt his erection. I wasn’t sure what it was at first, rubbing hard between my butt cheeks in that tight dress. Then I paused and felt him pressing hard against me, sliding that hard shaft up, cradling it between my cheeks. I took a deep breath and then I stood upright, turning around to say, “I’m getting kind of tired. I think I need a break.”

He smiled and nodded. It was nice to see him smiling—but what was up with that erection? Was it just from all the rubbing, or did he have a confused moment? I caught myself looking down at his crotch, to see if it was real. And sure enough, he had a stiff bulge between his leg. He quickly tucked it away with a quick move, and then we went back to the kitchen. This time, he poured himself a strong drink. I poured one for myself as well. We were quiet for a minute, and then he said, “You know, you actually kind of look like a girl with that wig.”

“Really?” I said with a nervous laugh.

He nodded, and then the silence returned. It was getting awkward, so I decided to turn my goofiness back on. As the other guys walked up, I threw my arms around Tiger. “Oh, Tiger. Introduce me to your friends. Tell them all about me—your new girlfriend.” I giggled. The guys chuckled. And even Tiger let a smile slip.

He put his arm around me and pulled me close against his warm, gym-toned body. He was playing along—maybe too much. I could feel his fingers digging into me: not painfully, but enough that I couldn’t quite move. His hand gently slid up from my side to my rib cage, and then his fingers pushed forward, over my chest, where my tits would have been had I been a real girl.

It was all very strange and unexpected. He was touching me as if I was a real girl, getting carried away with our little role-playing game. So to get a break, I excused myself for the bathroom. I was happy that he was starting to relax, maybe for the first time since that first loss of the season, so many months ago. But at the same time, I didn’t like being grabbed and groped. I didn’t like thinking that my good friend was legitimately attracted to me while I was wearing some chick’s tight dress and blonde wig.

There was a knock at the bathroom door. “Just a minute,” I said. I stared at myself in the mirror, looking into my own eyes. Maybe I did look a little bit like a real girl. With a bit of eye makeup, I would have definitely looked like the real thing. My small size didn’t help, and neither did my tiny nose, big eyes, and long eyelashes. I guess I did have some girly features. Family friends were always telling me that I looked more like my mom than my dad, but I didn’t think that they meant I looked more like a girl than a boy.

The person knocked again. “I said I’m in here!” I called out.

“It’s me,” whispered Tiger. Why was he at the door? I walked over and opened the door a crack.

“What is it?” i asked.

“Can I come in for a second?” he asked.

I let him in. “What is it?” I asked. I thought he was going to tell me something private: a secret or a confession. I stared into his eyes, waiting for him to tell me what he came to say. “Well?” I asked.

“Turn around,” he said.

So I turned around, reeling with confusion. He put his hands on my sides, making me feel small as his long, muscular fingers stretched over my ribs. “Bend over,” he said. So I bent over.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Shh,” he said, hushing me. Then his fingers moved down to my thighs. He grabbed the tight bottom of my dress and started pulling it up.

“What are you doing, Tiger?” I asked.

“Shh,” he hushed again. I felt a cool draft tease my butt cheeks. I laughed nervously, feeling weird with my bare butt in his direction. “Nice panties,” he said. I’d forgotten that I put on panties. I originally had my boxers on when I put the dress on, but they looked silly, bunched up under the tight fabric. So I grabbed a clean pair of red lace panties. Now I felt awkward about the girly underwear.

I froze completely when he took the panties and pulled them down, over the cusp of my butt. “Seriously, Tiger. What are you doing?” I asked. I looked back and became cold with terror. He had his cock sticking out from his unzipped fly. He was erect and throbbing, with long, thick veins crawling up to his massive tip. He spat into his hand and then rubbed the spit down his mighty shaft. “Oh God,” I mumbled. “Tiger?”

“Just relax,” he said with a deep, quiet voice. He pressed his free hand against my back as he gently stroked his shaft, pulling back his foreskin while his erection throbbed.

“Tiger, I’m not gay,” I said. But I couldn’t move. I was too terrified.

“You’re not a guy,” he said with a slight smirk in his voice. Now I was regretting giving him the booze. Maybe the one drink limit was a good idea. I tried to squirm away but he grabbed me with both of his strong hands, pinning me in place. But he only needed one hand to hold my slight body still. He slid the other hand down to my butt and he used that hand to spread my cheeks wide. I gasped as he gently tickled my butthole with the tip of his finger.

I was speechless—too scared to move—to scared to stay still. I felt his wet, warm tip press up against my hole. I clenched tight and bit down on my tongue. “Relax,” he said. And then he began to push. His tip was so warm! I felt so vulnerable and so weak. He could do what he wanted to me; he was twice my weight, with more than eighteen inches of height on me. I kept clenching, and then I had a moment of weakness where I let my anal muscles relax. He suddenly penetrated me and I gasped.

He groaned. I could feel his shaft throbbing inside of my body. I closed my eyes and tried not to cry. He grabbed my hips firmly and let a grunt slip. Then he started to push inside of me. I felt everything stretching: including parts of my body that weren’t designed to stretch. My legs trembled and shook, but he didn’t stop. Even when I clenched hard, he didn’t stop. “Oh God, Tiger. It hurts!” I said.

“Just be quiet,” he said. “And take it.” He kept pushing. It felt like forever before I felt the soft tickling of his pubic hair against my bum. Then he let a long sigh of relief out. He caressed my naked ass and then he began to gently thrust in and out. I felt a tear trickle down my cheek. The pain was intense, but I was too afraid to stop him, worried I would make him remember his abysmal football season. At least I had him distracted. At least he was cutting loose for a night. At least I felt like I was paying him back for everything he’d ever done for me.

And the pain was starting to go away. Each thrust hurt less than the one before. In fact, a warm tingling was starting to grow between my legs. I finally allowed myself to unclench, and then most of the pain vanished. I let out a long sigh, curling my fingers against the bathroom counter. I looked down my chest at my dress-clad body. I could see my blonde hair dangling down, teasing the counter. I felt weird, remembering that I was dressed like a girl, being fucked by one of my best friends. I really wasn’t gay. I’d never thought about being with a guy before. In fact, the thought had always scared me, and made me shudder slightly. I had no issues with gay people, but I’d always been into tits and pussies.

But for some reason, I was starting to feel comfortable with Tiger: his strong body was strangely comforting. I liked it when he moved his big hands up and down my sides, caressing my body, sending warm shivers crawling across my skin. It was a long moment before I realized I was pressing my bum back with every penetration, bouncing against his lap while his long shaft explored the inside of my body.

I let out a loud moan. I could feel all of his veins rubbing my anal walls. It felt so good. I found myself squirming, trying to hold back the euphoria. I didn’t want the moment to end. “Fuck me harder,” I whispered. And then his fingers gripped me tighter and he began to thrust harder. I looked down my body again and noticed that my cock was erect and bouncing up and down, reaching for my abdomen. I felt my face turning red. I didn’t want him to see the erection. I didn’t want him to know that I was liking this, even though I knew he was liking it. “Don’t stop,” I said. If I didn’t want him knowing I was enjoying myself, then why was I begging him to ram me harder? Why was I begging him not to stop?

He fucked me faster, slamming down harder. The euphoria became overwhelming. I let another loud moan slip out and then I pressed my forehead against the bathroom counter. I spread my legs wide and he moved in tighter, ramming me harder and faster. I could feel his thick shaft bloating up inside of me as his fingertips dug into my skin. “Don’t stop!” I said again.

“I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I said as warm beads of sweat began to tickle the back of my neck. Then he came. I felt his hot load gushing inside of my body. I gasped and clenched my hole as he pushed himself in as deep as he could, with his pubic hair pressed against my bum. His body trembled as his huge load unloaded inside of me. Then he stumbled back and I felt it flowing out of me. I gasped and remained slumped on the counter while the warm goo began to pour down my thighs.

“What time is it?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“I should get going,” he said. “I have to train in the morning.”

I managed to peel myself up. I stumbled slightly, feeling the redness as it entered my face.

“Let’s not talk about this,” he said. “Let’s just pretend like this never happened.”

I nodded my head. “Okay,” I said.

He smiled, and then he turned away and left, leaving me alone in the bathroom. When I finally got myself cleaned up and I returned downstairs, he was gone. The party was starting to die down. And my butthole was still throbbing from five minutes of blissful ramming.
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Iwoke up wishing the night had been a nightmare. But I knew as soon as I stood up that the fucking had really happened. My bum was still sore and my hole was still slightly agape. I took a long shower, letting the hot water wash down my legs where his cum had dribbled down. My heart was pounding hard, constantly reminding me of what I’d done. Why didn’t I stop him? Why did I let him fuck me? Was he gay, or was he just drunk and I looked a bit too much like a girl?

When I got out from the shower, I spent some time staring at myself in the mirror. I ran my fingers gently down my face, feeling my skin and the curves of my jawline and cheekbones. I did have some traditionally feminine features, but did I look like a girl? I’d dressed up like a girl before, but no one ever thought that I was the real deal. Tiger was just drunk, and that wig had helped to hide parts of my face—maybe the more masculine parts.

I paced around my apartment. On my kitchen counter was the dress and the blonde wig. The rest of my night was a bit of a blur, as the alcohol had seeped into my brain and left me in a bit of a drunken fog of my own. I knew that I was wearing my normal boy clothes when I got into the taxi… apparently I took the dress and the wig along with me, presumably in the grocery bag that was on my kitchen floor. Now, I knew that I needed to return the outfit, but I was embarrassed to call Jimmy to tell him that I had it. I would have to find a way to sneak it into his house… or maybe I could just hold onto it. His sister had a thousand dresses. Would she really notice the one missing? And that wig smelled like dust when I pulled it out from that cupboard. I was probably doing the family a favour by removing it from their house and freeing up a bit of space. But what the hell was I going to do with it?

It was later that day when I saw Tiger, for the first time since I saw him in the bathroom. We had class together, but he hardly noticed me. He had that faraway look in his eyes again, probably thinking about his upcoming game, making sure he was going through all of the correct traditions so that the football Gods would give him a chance at winning. I was glad that he was distracted. I didn’t want to have any awkward encounters. Though I couldn’t help but think that he couldn’t remember what we’d done together. He was fairly intoxicated when he slipped into that bathroom with me, and he was stumbling slightly when he left me alone, with cum oozing down my legs. Maybe the whole night was a blur to him. Maybe he only remembered fragments. Maybe he thought that he fucked a random girl in the bathroom.

He looked over at me at one point. He forced a bit of a smile: nothing unusual, nothing that suggested he was thinking about our romp in the bathroom. Maybe the romp was now my own little secret. Maybe I was the only person on the planet who knew that it happened. Maybe I would forget about it, given enough time.

The next day was Tuesday: game day. It had only been a few days since their last game, and the Nova Scotia Hurricane was just coming off their rest week: well rested and heavily favoured to win against our slumping team. It was a cool afternoon and attendance was at an all-time low. I showed up wearing a big jacket, with a blanket to rest across my lap. There were a few girls in the stands: girlfriends of players—none of whom seemed particularly interested in the game.

Even I wasn’t too interested, just there to support my friend, not wanting him to think that I was giving up on him like everyone else. I caught myself zoning out with my phone in my hand a few times. And then something strange happened. The announcer screamed, “What a throw! Thirty yards, straight into the hands of Heidelberg! It’s a touchdown!” I looked up and saw Tiger gently stretching his shoulder after making the amazing throw. They replayed the play on the big screen: an amazing play by Tiger. And it wasn’t the last amazing play of the game.

The team was down by three points with just two minutes left. Tiger had the ball, thirty yards from the end-zone, and it was the third down. He was about to throw the ball, and then one of the Hurricane players attempted a tackle. Tiger dodged the move gracefully, and then he started to run the ball. He dodged another player, and then another. Then he jumped over a diving Hurricane: an impressive jump, eliciting a gasp from the crowd. He ran the ball the whole way, into the end-zone, taking the lead with just ninety seconds remaining. It was his last play of the game. The defence managed to run down the clock, keeping the Nova Scotia Hurricane away from the centre line until the buzzer rang.

Tiger’s slump was over. His team ran up and embraced him. They still had a long way to go before they were even in the running for the playoffs, but it was a step in the right direction—and it was all thanks to two amazing plays by Tiger.

I saw Tiger an hour later, at the after party down the street. His eyes were glowing. His gaze was still lost inwards, but he was happy. His face was beaming and he kept biting his bottom lip, trying not to smile. Many people congratulated him on his win, but there were still many sour grapes in the crowd: people who had money riding on the team. The team was favoured to win the playoffs when the season started. Now, they only had a five percent chance of making the playoffs, and most people blamed Tiger for that. The worst of the scorn came from the parents of the other players: parents who were hoping for a playoff run that would place their kids in front of elite talent scouts.

There was still a chance, and I could see that chance glimmering on Tiger’s face, glowing in his eyes. “Congratulations,” I said. He turned around and looked into my eyes. He smiled and nodded his head slowly.

“Thanks,” he said. “And thanks for coming out. I saw you up in the stands, even though it was cold.”

“I don’t mind,” I said. “So is this the start of an epic winning streak? If you win eight straight, you guys will probably make it in—right?”

He laughed. “Eight straight wins. That’s asking a lot,” he said.

“If anyone can do it, it’s you,” I said.

And then I watched as his smile grew. He stared into my eyes and nodded his head slowly. Then a strange tingling dread filled my gut. What was on his mind? Was he remembering our moment in the bathroom? I cleared my throat. “Well, I’d better get going,” I said. “I’ve got class in the morning. I’ll see you later.”

He nodded his head, and then I turned to leave, feeling weird about the whole thing. I could still feel a bit of soreness between my butt cheeks.
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Iwas in a cafe the day before Tiger’s next game. I overheard a group of friends chatting behind me in line. “You saw that they won, right?” said one of the friends.

“One game—big deal. You know that they would have to win every single remaining game just to make the playoffs, right?” said another.

“It’s not impossible.”

“It’s basically impossible. Want to know the worst part? My cousin’s on the team. Apparently he had a scholarship pending for UBC. He got a call two weeks ago saying the scholarship is going to someone else. Is it his fault? No. He didn’t botch all of those games. It’s bullshit, if you ask me.”

I was tempted to turn around, to defend my friend. But a part of me was scared to stand up for Tiger. The town hated him more than ever before.

“I’m just saying there’s still a chance,” said the friend to the other.

“Hardly. They should have been playing the alternate QB. Then we wouldn’t be in this mess. You know why they’re not playing the alternate, right? Because Tiger’s parents fund the whole team. It’s all bullshit.” The man was angry, but he wasn’t lying. Tiger had rich parents; they were the richest couple in the town, and everyone knew it. Tiger’s dad employed a third of the town, and Tiger’s mom was the principal of the school, which technically owned the team. Had Tiger’s parents been poor, then he probably wouldn’t have been played after the third straight loss of the year. “He’s just another useless rich kid.”

“You’re probably right,” the other friend said, and then my coffee finished and I left the cafe. I wasn’t free from the town’s hatred for Tiger. Most of the people my age knew that we were friends, so even I got the odd scorn on the street: people thinking I had something to do with Tiger’s miserable season. And maybe I did contribute just a little bit to the season from hell. During the summer, I convinced Tiger to skip more than a few practices, so we could hang out. I pushed him into drinking more than he was supposed to be drinking. I was partly responsible for giving Tiger his big ego: constantly telling him that he didn’t need to train so much, because he was naturally talented. Tiger listened to me—until the season started going downhill.

Tiger’s family was hosting a big event that night. All of the rich people in town were invited, and a few journalists from out of town were coming to interview Tiger’s family. Tiger had sent me an invite a few weeks before, but I declined, not wanting to end up being photographed by any journalists. The odd scorn on the street was bad enough. I didn’t need the whole town lumping me in with the abysmal football season. “You should come,” Tiger texted me, twenty minutes after the event began.

“I’m just going to stay home tonight. I’ve got that big biology test tomorrow,” I wrote back.

“You really don’t want to come? The drinks are free,” he wrote.

“Are you even drinking?” I asked.

“No. But you can drink if you want to,” he said. But it didn’t exactly sound like a ton of fun: drinking by myself, surrounded by rich people and journalists. It seemed like a bad idea: to have a big, rich celebration while the whole town was grinding their teeth with anger.

“I think I’ll pass tonight,” I said. “Thanks for the invite though.”

I didn’t really need to study too much for my test. It was a small test, and it was easy material. I looked over my textbook and then I watched some TV. It was around 11:00 PM when I decided it was probably time to go to bed, so I could get enough rest for the test. Then I got a text message from Tiger. “I’m at your back door. Let me in,” the message said. I went over to my window and peered out. Sure enough, he was standing there on my back porch, looking around nervously, as if he just robbed a bank and he needed somewhere to hide. I went down to let him inside, creeping across the living room because I knew my parents were still awake: I could hear the TV playing in their bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” I whispered as he slipped into my house.

“I had to get away from that party,” he said. “What are you up to?”

“I was just about to go to bed. Shouldn’t you be sleeping? You have that big game tomorrow. You can’t lose or the town will crucify you.”

He nodded his head slowly. “I know. But I can’t sleep. I can’t relax. I’m going to lose tomorrow.”

“Why?” I asked. I heard a creaking overhead. I paused and looked up, worried my parents were awake. I wasn’t supposed to have friends over after 10:00 PM. My parents knew about my upcoming test, and they wanted me to do well, even though they knew I couldn’t afford college, and they couldn’t afford it either.

“Nothing’s right,” he said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

He scratched the back of his neck. “I went to buy new laces for my shoes, but the store is closed for the week. I guess the owner is on vacation. So I went online, but the website said it would take three days for express delivery. And then I went to practice this morning, but our locker room is locked because I guess there’s asbestos or something in there, so they have us in another room—and it’s just not right.”

“None of that stuff matters,” I said.

“I know it doesn’t, but it’s all I can think of. You know how I am: I need things to be right,” he said.

I shook my head. “Was every little thing right before your last game? You had more drinks than usual, and you still won. Isn’t that one of your things?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Some things were different,” he said. “But they were all right for the most part.”

“You just need to relax and keep reminding yourself that none of that stuff matters. Things aren’t always going to be right. Sometimes rooms need renovated, and sometimes stores will be closed. If you were playing in the Grey Cup and suddenly your locker room was closed, would you just give up? If you’re going to make it to that professional level, you need to find a way to control your own destiny. Don’t let all these little habits decide your fate for you.”

“I know that it’s just in my head, Xander. But I can’t change that—not overnight.”

I took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. He was staring into my eyes, looking like he had something else to say, but he was too afraid to say it. “Just go home and try to sleep,” I said. “You’ll do fine tomorrow. You just need to relax and focus on the game—not on the little things. That’s all I can say. The rest is up to you.”

“Xander, I hate to do this. But I need your help,” he said.

“With what?” I asked. I was starting to feel tired. My eyes were becoming heavy while my gut churned with a dread that had been lingering since the night in the bathroom.

“The night before that win. You had that wig and that dress,” he said. His face was white and he was staring down at the floor now, unable to look into my eyes. I looked down at the floor as well. My heart suddenly started pounding. I’d convinced myself that he was too drunk to remember the romp in the bathroom, but now I was realizing it was as clear in his mind as it was in mine. “Do you still have that stuff?”

“The dress and the wig?” I said softly. My voice cracked slightly.

“Yeah.”

“Um. Yeah. Why?” I said, unable to look up at him.

“I won that game the next day,” he said. “I don’t know that I’ve ever played as well as I did the next day.”

“So what are you getting at?” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“Put on the wig and the dress and we’ll go down to the basement,” he whispered. “I’ll pay you money. My parents gave me a thousand bucks for my birthday two weeks ago. It’s yours.”

I opened my mouth to reply but there was a giant lump in my throat preventing words from escaping. “Y—You want me to do what?” I asked.

“Put on the dress and the wig, and we’ll go downstairs. It’ll be fast. Please. I need you to do this for me. Nothing else has gone right.”

I could taste copper in my mouth. My lips were suddenly dry. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and then I attempted to clear my throat. “I can’t do it,” I said.

“I’ll seriously give you a thousand dollars—and it will only take a few minutes. Please Xander. We’ll just do it and never talk about it again.” He reached into his pocket and fished out the wad of bills. I stared at the money, shocked and confused. And then my brain started to consider the offer. I’d already bent over for him once before, so it’s not like I would be losing my anal virginity. And I could still remember how good it felt once the pain went away. For an hour after the act, I was tingling with euphoria. And then there was that thousand dollars. I really needed that money. I only had about fifty bucks in my bank account. I’d never had that much money before.

“You promise it’ll be fast?” I asked with a dull, quiet voice.

“Promise,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. “Come down to the basement in ten minutes.” I turned slowly and went to retrieve the wig and the dress. My legs were already wobbling while my heart throbbed violently.
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Ifelt like I was on the verge of fainting as I paced back and forth in my basement. I was wearing that dress and that wig. There was a dusty mirror across the room that I kept staring at: staring at my reflection, not sure how to feel about my curves. Especially from afar, I actually looked like a girl. Up close, I could see my face, which ruined the whole illusion. And then I opened a drawer and found some of my sister’s old makeup supplies. I didn’t have enough time to doll myself up, but I did decide to put on a little bit of mascara on my eyelashes, and a touch of lip-gloss on my lips. Those two items were enough to make me look a little bit girly: enough for me to get into the right headspace.

I had no shoes or socks on. My bare feet were on the cold cement floor in that unfinished basement. I had to keep moving or my toes would go numb. But whenever I moved, I could feel the satin of the dress rubbing against my skin: a feeling that brought me right back to that party bathroom: the last time I wore the dress. It was a nice feeling: soft and pleasant. But it was a constant reminder of what was coming. It took two days for my asshole to return to normal after Tiger fucked me. Now I had another two days of recovery to look forward to.

I heard him coming down the stairs. A part of me was terrified that it was my father, so I jumped behind the wall and peered out from the shadows, until I saw that it was him. Then I stepped out and he looked at me from across the room. I held my arms out and whispered, “Is this okay?”

He nodded his head slowly. He cleared his throat. “You look good,” he said softly.

“Where do you want to do this?” I asked.

“Anywhere,” he said. Then he looked around and spotted the dresser where I found the makeup supplies. “How’s about there?”

I nodded my head, and then I walked over. I gave the dresser a little nudge, to make sure it was properly grounded. I didn’t want it rocking and squeaking and making a ton of noise that would wake my family up. But it was heavy and steady: good enough to hold my weight. I planted my elbows down on the wooden surface and I spread my legs enough for him to step in.

He stepped forward and put his hands on my hips. Then he began to gently caress up and down, feeling my curves and my sides. “What are you doing?” I asked. “Just get it over with.”

“I can’t,” he said. “I’m not hard.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but then I paused. The words were stuck in my throat. I could feel his big hands moving up and down while confusion swilled in my head. Was he using me to get hard? Could I get him hard? Did that mean that he was gay, or did it mean that I really looked and felt like a woman to him? My heart stuttered. I wasn’t fond of that moment: feeling gay while a strong man handled my body. I wanted to get the act over with, and I knew that standing still wasn’t doing me any favours. So I pushed my bum back into his crotch and I began to sway, grinding my ass against his lap. “How’s this?” I asked in my best girly voice.

He laughed nervously. “I think that’s working,” he said. I closed my eyes and tried to stay in character. That’s all I was doing: acting. It was just a favour for a friend, and a way to make a few bucks. And I kept reminding myself that I had nothing to lose. I’d already let him inside of me once before, so what was once more?

I could feel his bulge growing in his pants: getting harder and harder with each passing second. I heard him let an elated sigh slip out. Then his fingers began to squeeze me, the same way they did a few nights before. “Take off your pants,” I whispered.

He quickly undid his belt and dropped his pants to the ground. Then he stepped forward again, pulling up my dress and pressing his semi-erect cock between my butt cheeks. I kept grinding and he kept groping. But he wasn’t getting fully-erect. I started to wonder if there was something wrong with me. Was I not turning him on? Was I not sexy enough? For some reason the thought of leaving him unsatisfied was frightening. If I was going to be doing this, I at least wanted to do it right. I looked back at him. “Get it up already,” I said.

“I—I can’t,” he said. “I can’t stop thinking about the game tomorrow.”

I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to help. I needed to help. I could come this far and then just fall flat. I couldn’t let him down. So I turned around and looked down at his extended semi-erect cock. I took a deep breath as my head became hot. Then I dropped to the ground, pressing my knees against the cold cement. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but it was my only idea—and I had to do something to move things along. I couldn’t spend all night in that basement with him. I grabbed his long cock, squeezed it firmly, and then I pressed his tip through my lips. I began to suck with my eyes closed. I kept telling myself that it was just another part of his body: no different than any other part. I bobbed my head quickly while I sucked. I tickled the underside of his tip with my tongue. I tried out all of the techniques that used to drive me wild with my ex-girlfriend. And sure enough, he started to throb intensely. His cock began to thicken, hardening, pushing up against the roof of my mouth. I spat him out for a moment to catch my breath. While I was breathing, I tugged his shaft, pulling his foreskin up and down, squeezing a drop of pre-cum out from his reddened tip.

“Does that feel good?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Yeah. Really good,” he said.

“Good,” I said. Then I stood up and spun around. I bent over, placing my elbows down. “Fuck me then.” I waited a moment, and then I felt that big, warm tip pressing between my butt cheeks. He used his free hand to spread my ass open, to make access easier—or maybe so he could see my puckering hole while it was being penetrated. I was clenching hard, but I managed to convince myself to relax, knowing that it would all be over with more quickly if I could relax. He began to push in.

I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. I could feel the stretching, but this time there was no pain. Maybe my asshole was still stretched out from our previous romp. Maybe the pain was never really that bad to begin with, and it was all in my head. I took a deep breath and felt his veiny shaft sliding deep. I moaned, feeling the throbbing against my anal walls. “Fuck,” I muttered. “That feels so good.” But this time, he hadn’t even started thrusting yet. I couldn’t help myself. The euphoria was stronger this time—maybe because I had fewer reservations. Maybe I was starting to accept that I was gay. But was I gay? Did I like being with men? I never caught myself staring at men on the street or daydreaming about men during school—but I certainly did those things with women. So why was I so aroused now? Was the arousal just a consequence of the penetration? Was my pleasure just a response to the stimulation of my prostate?

He slid in deep and began to thrust. This time, I didn’t close my eyes. Instead, I turned my head and stared at that dusty mirror. I watched my small body being dominated by the big, muscular quarterback. I watched as his long cock slid in and out: emerging like a long snake one moment and then disappearing inside of my body the next moment. It felt so good. I was moaning loudly, unable to control myself. Thankfully, Tiger reached around and placed his hand over my mouth, muffling me.

He was more comfortable this time, pounding me harder and faster. And I was taking it: pressing my bum back with each penetration, bouncing on his lap, getting all of his huge cock inside of my body. “Don’t stop!” I begged before biting down on his fingers.

He was groaning and grunting, sinking his fingertips hard into me. I couldn’t believe how deep his long shaft was inside of me. I could almost feel it pressing into my lungs, sliding up along my abdomen wall, up towards my sternum. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end.

My legs began to wobble. I started to picture his perfect cock in my mind. I remembered the feeling of his cum oozing down my thighs, and I wanted to feel that everywhere. So I said, “Come all over me.”

And it was only a few seconds later when he pulled out and said, “Turn around. Quickly.” I spun around and dropped down to my knees, trembling all over. He squeezed his erection tight and began to spray my face and dress-clad chest with his amazing cumshot. It was so warm and it felt so good. I could feel his thick globs sliding down my skin. I moaned and rubbed it all over me, spreading it everywhere while it oozed down. I looked down at my body and saw my big erection pushing up against my dress. There was a small wet spot against my tip: pre-cum. I was on the verge of coming, but I didn’t want to finish myself off in front of him, so I reached down and tucked my cock away before standing up. He fingers a glob of cum off of my collarbone and brought it to my lips. I licked it up, and then we kissed. His tongue penetrated my lips for five long seconds before reality returned to me and I jumped back.

“That’s it,” I said. “Now you should get home to get some sleep—and I should do the same.”

He nodded his head slowly. His eyes were glistening and his skin was pale, with rosy cheeks. He was smiling, biting down on his tongue in his moment of pleasant embarrassment. “Okay. Thanks for this,” he said.

He left, leaving me with a bit of a mess to clean up. It wasn’t until I returned with some paper towel to clean his cum off the ground that I noticed the thousand dollars sitting on the dresser. He must have put it down while I wasn’t looking. I fanned through the money, fighting back the urge to smile. I felt good, although conflicted. I liked having money, but I didn’t like that I’d now allowed my male friend to fuck me twice.

And it wasn’t until the next day that I realized my act wasn’t over. Tiger led his team to a decisive victory: a tremendous blowout, complete with a number of amazing highlights by the star quarterback.
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Tiger came by my house that evening with an envelope. He didn’t look into my eyes as he passed it to me. “Thanks,” he said softly before leaving. Inside the envelope was a note that said ‘Thank you’ and five crisp hundred dollar bills. It was a tip, or maybe a bonus. I didn’t know what to think of the money. It was a reminder of what I’d done. Tiger obviously thought that I was the reason he played such a tremendous game—and I was starting to wonder if it might be true as well.

Maybe he was getting some anger out on me. Maybe he was unloading his frustrations, using his cock. Maybe he just needed a way to get his mind off of football, and having taboo sex with me was his outlet. Or maybe it was just a mental block that I was lifting him over—either way, I was responsible, was I not? So I felt giddy, smiling as I went about my day.

It was the next day when I received a text message from him. “The next game is on Wednesday,” he wrote. “Then it’s our week off. You have Tuesday night free, right?”

It took me a few minutes to reply. My hands were trembling, but I knew that I now had a duty to fulfil. “I’ll leave it open,” I wrote.

But my job wasn’t as simple as bending over and letting him have at me for however long he needed. I needed to turn him on. I needed to get him aroused, and I needed to get his mind off of football. The town was starting to buzz with hopefulness. Articles came out, suggesting the possibility of a comeback. The odds of making the playoffs had risen to twelve percent. Rumours were buzzing that there would be a talent scout at the next game, which made many parents in the town very happy—even though the talent scout was obvious coming to see Tiger and not the other kids on the team.

I had work to do. I went online with my newly padded bank account, and I ordered a few items: a piece of black lace lingerie, a pair of heels in my size, a few makeup supplies of my own, and a black lace choker to cover my subtle Adam’s apple. My Adam’s apple had been a bit of distraction for me during our last romp. When I looked over at the mirror, I kept seeing it when I tilted my head back. Now that wasn’t going to be an issue—and I would look a little bit sexier for Tiger, getting him into the mood a little bit faster.

My items arrived a couple of days before our date. Tiger texted me to let me know that he had a motel room booked for the night. I told him that I would be there. Then I went into my room, locked the door, and began to practise my makeup. I wore my wig and the lingerie and the heels. I waited until my family was out of the house before practising my voice and my heeled walk. I took a few pictures of myself to see how I looked, and then I found myself ogling my own photos. I really did look hot, especially with that choker around my throat. My lips looked so plump with a bit of lip-gloss. My cheeks looked so prominent with a bit of blush. My eyes looked so big and stunning with a stroke of eyeliner.

I looked at the clock and realized three hours had already gone by. I needed to get myself cleaned up before my family came home. Strangely, I hated the feeling of washing off my makeup and taking off my tight lingerie. It was fun dressing up. Being sexy was a surprising thrill. I found myself praying that Tiger would win his next game, so that I could have another chance to dress up: so I could pick out a new outfit and try out a new makeup style. I couldn’t wait for him to see me all dolled up. I couldn’t wait to see his reaction to my curvy figure in that tight lingerie. I was literally counting down the hours until our date.

And then the moment came. It was 4:00 PM on Tuesday, the evening before the big game. I went to the motel early and checked into the room. I knew Tiger would arrive until 7:00 PM, so I had three long hours to make myself perfect. I spent an hour and a half doing my makeup: getting every little brush and stroke just right. Then I spent some time getting my wig looking realistic and cute. I used a borrowed curling wand to give my hair a bit of bounce. I already had my legs and armpits shaved. I used a product called Leg Shine to make my legs glisten. I even rubbed some on my butt so that my butt would have a cute shine to it. Then spent the rest of my remaining time alone getting the room ready: turning out overhead lights, using pieces of red fabric to cover lamps, to make the room more intimate. I turned up the heat a bit and I put on some soft music. Then came the knock at the door.

My heart raced. I rushed to the door and then I paused with terror. I looked through the peep hole and saw him standing there. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then I gently opened the door and stepped back. He came in and his gaze fell upon me. He said nothing and I said nothing. He put down his bag, closed the door, and then he walked up to me, putting his hands on my sides. I looked up into his eyes. He was wearing cologne. His face was freshly shaved, still smelling of aftershave. He gently caressed my body, and then he kissed me on the lips. “You look beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said in my practised girly voice. He cracked a smile. I ran my fingers down his chest, and then I looked down at his crotch. His bulge was already beginning to throb. He was excited: aroused by the mere sight of me. My heart jumped up into my throat. The extra work was worth it. The idea was to get him in the mood quickly, so the job would be easier. But now I was feeling a bit of regret, worried that I’d done too good of a job. Now foreplay was mostly unnecessary. I knew he would come quickly once he was inside of me. How could he not? I was sexy. I looked like a fuckable sex kitten in my lingerie and choker.

I turned around and strutted to the bed. I crawled up and swayed my bum in the air for him. When I looked back, he was already half naked: shirt on the floor, fingers at his fly. It was only a few seconds before his ripped body was naked. He came up on the bed with me. He ran his hands down my smooth legs and then he ran those hands up my chest. He cupped my tits and squeezed, making me wish I really had tits for him to squeezed. Then he pushed me forward until I fell on my stomach. He bent down and sunk his face between my butt cheeks. He pulled my lingerie to the side and began to tongue my asshole. It was a strange feeling—but a pleasant one. I moaned, squirming as the euphoria pulsed through my body.

I could feel my cock hardening, pushing firmly against the lace of my lingerie. I wanted to reach down and jerk myself off so badly, but I couldn’t ruin the illusion for Tiger. I let him eat me out for the next ten minutes, and then he rolled me over and climbed up my body. He aimed his erection down at my lips and made me suck him. I put my hands on his rock-hard thighs and held on tightly, feeling his hard veins against my tongue as he plunged up and down in my mouth. Another blissful fifteen minutes went by in the blink of an eye. Then he crawled down my body, feeling my curves along the way. He spread my legs and pulled my lingerie to the side, exposing my asshole. He stared into my eyes while he pressed his tip against my hole.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

He nodded his head. His face was red and beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. He took a deep breath, and then he started to push his cock into me. Now, for the first time, he wasn’t fucking me from behind. He was penetrating me while staring at my face. I must have looked hot because his cock was harder than ever before. He was practically salivating at the sight of me, making me feel sexy. I loved that feeling. I didn’t want it to end.

He paused for a moment and then he grinned.

“What is it?” I asked, with three inches of his cock pressed into my asshole.

“Before the next game, I want you to dress like a cheerleader,” he said. “I can get you the outfit.”

I nodded my head and bit the corner of my bottom lip. “If that’s what you want,” I said. He pushed his cock further into me. I moaned and he grunted. He looked down my body with lust glowing in his eyes. Then he began to thrust. I felt so vulnerable and so submissive underneath him. A part of me hated that he was staring at my face while pumping me, but another part loved it. I loved looking hot. I loved being his sex toy.

He pumped me hard and fast, holding me tight with both of his hands. I tilted my head back and let out a loud cry. I could be as loud as I wanted, now that we were in a motel room and not in the basement of my parents’ house. He fucked me harder and harder. “Please don’t stop!” I begged. “Keep fucking me. Fuck me harder!” I could feel the whole length of his impressive cock sliding in and out, massaging my anal walls, making my body pulse with excitement. I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair. The euphoria was intense: more intense than ever before.

I could feel a tingling between my legs. I could feel my whole body buzzing. Then suddenly, I felt like I had to pee. I tried to hold it back, but then I just couldn’t tolerate the ecstasy anymore. I let go and looked down as a big wet spot began to form around my crotch, where the tip of my cock was. But it wasn’t pee—I was coming. His cock was perfectly slamming into my prostate, and ten minutes was enough to make me climax. The white cum seeped through the small holes in the lace. I reached down and wiped some up, pulling it up my torso, tasting a little bit of it before rubbing it on my chest.

He watched with glowing eyes, getting even harder inside of me. His mouth fell open and then he groaned loudly. He quickly pulled out, squeezed his shaft, and began to unload all over my torso and face. It was an amazing feeling—but I was sad that our romp was over. It would be two weeks before his next game, and there was a chance that I wouldn’t even be dressing up again for him.

But there was the chance that he would need me again. There was a good chance that I would be putting on a cheerleading outfit and taking it in the ass again. Maybe he would make me come again. Maybe he would make me experience a whole new level of orgasm.

Or maybe this whole thing was spiralling out of control. Maybe this needed to stop. Maybe I needed to get him to realize that he didn’t need to fuck me in order to win games. He wanted to make a career as a quarterback, after all. I couldn’t just be around for him to fuck before every game for the rest of his career.

I needed to convince him that this was all nonsense. I needed to convince him that he didn’t need me, even though I was staring to like our romps together—especially because I was starting to like our romps together. I had to save him, as well as myself.
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It was the night before the next big game. Tiger had been sending me text messages all day, but I hadn’t been replying. I’d made the decision to cut him off. He needed to win a game without me and realize that he didn’t need me. It was my form of tough love: teaching him a valuable lesson the hard way.

Of course I was terrified that he would lose the game. I couldn’t help but be sucked a little bit into his own superstitious mentality. What if he did lose? Would he blame me? Would it sort of be my fault for tripping him up mentally the night before? But I had to do something. He wanted to be a quarterback as a career. I couldn’t just be on call for the next ten to fifteen years. And what about when he had to make road trips? Would I have to go on the road with him?

“I’m going to come over,” he messaged at 9:00 PM. I panicked. I took a deep breath and began pacing my room. My parents were downstairs. I knew that they would let him into the house if he showed up at the door. I thought about going downstairs to tell my parents that I was feeling sick, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t stop them from letting Tiger in to see me. So I quickly got dressed and went down to the living room. “I’m going to a friend’s house,” I said.

“This late?” my mom said.

I bit down on my tongue. “He needs help with a project due tomorrow,” I lied.

“What friend is this?” she asked.

“Frankie.”

“Who’s Frankie?”

“You know Frankie,” I said. “He comes over all the time.” She gave me a blank look, because there was no Frankie—I made him up.

“Oh. Okay. Well don’t stay out too late,” she said.

I left quickly, knowing Tiger would be at the door within minutes, like a junkie looking for a fix. I slipped out the back and started in the opposite direction of Tiger’s house. I had nowhere to go, so I just walked and walked until I reached a dog park that was abandoned for the night. The air was a bit cold, but not unbearable. I took a seat on the bench and then I looked at my phone. It was ten minutes later when Tiger sent another message. “Where are you, Xander? I really need to see you. The big game is tomorrow,” he wrote. I didn’t reply. Then a minute later, he wrote. “Don’t make me wait at your place.” Was I going to be sleeping on that bench overnight? “The town will kill me if I lose tomorrow,” he wrote. “I have that cheerleader outfit.” Then he sent a photo of the outfit, spread out on his car’s passenger seat.

My heart skipped a beat. The outfit was cute. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to see myself in the little skirt and the tight halter top. I wanted to feel the soft fabric against my skin. He even had a little thong resting under the skirt on his seat: red to match the team colours. I sighed and squirmed—but I remained strong, taking a deep breath and biting down hard on my tongue. I didn’t reply to the message.

“Please, Xander. I need you. I don’t know where you are, but I need you.”

It was hard to resist, but somehow I managed. It was 2:00 AM when I finally returned to my house, creeping down the alley as I snuck up to the door. I looked around to make sure he wasn’t camped out anywhere. Then, without turning on any lights, I made my way to my bed and crawled under the covers. His messages had stopped. I couldn’t help but wonder if he managed to find another fix, or if he’d just accepted that he wasn’t going to be getting any. Did it have to be me? Could he have a fling with another lady—or a ladyboy?

The thought made me tense up. I didn’t like the thought of him being with someone else, but I wasn’t sure why. It’s not like we were dating. It’s not like we were an item. Or were we? It felt like we had something together: something special, that I was ruining by hiding away. But I had to hide—I had to teach him that he didn’t need me.

But when I woke up in the morning, my will wasn’t so strong. As I opened my eyes, my heart started pounding. A horrible coldness crept down my spine. Did I just ruin the team’s season? Was I about to be responsible for Tiger’s crucifixion? Were all of those kids about to be stripped of their college dreams? I looked at the time. It was almost 10:00 AM: I slept in.

I sprung out of bed. The game was due to start in just two hours. Tiger was probably already down at the field, getting warmed up. On the radio, the local hosts were talking about the game. “Will Tiger extend the team’s win streak? If they win this game, they might actually have a shot at making the playoffs.”

I paced around my room. My parents and sister were gone. I had the house to myself. I took a deep breath and then I found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror. “What are you doing?” I whispered. I looked at the time. Now there was only an hour before kickoff. I had to get ready.

I ran to my sister’s room and I began to dig through her closet. I needed an outfit. I dug until I found something that seemed appropriate to wear out: a tight grey crop top (almost like a sports bra), a tiny pair of white denim shorts, and a little jean jacket that tied the whole outfit together. I knew that my sister was down at the field to watch the game; her and her friends got tickets the day before. So I had to make myself unrecognizable. I put on more makeup than usual, going thick with the eyeliner, dark with the eye shadow, and heavy with the contouring. I used lipstick instead of lip-gloss, and then I put a black hat on top of my wig, giving me a bit of a hipster look. I squeezed my feet into my sister’s black flats, and then I took off for the game with just fifteen minutes to kickoff.

I knew I was going to be too late. I was fifteen minutes away from the field. And to make matters worse, the parking lot at the field was full. The streets were all crammed with parked cars, so I had to park many blocks away and run the rest of the distance. I could hear the anthem ringing out while I was still three blocks away. I knew Tiger was already on the field, but I kept going. I had no plan, but I knew I had to do something.

I went to the ticket booth. “One ticket, please,” I said softly. I expected the man behind the desk to laugh in my face. But instead, he just looked into my eyes and said, “Sorry, ma’am. We’re all sold out today. First sell-out this season.”

I bit my tongue. “I don’t mind standing.”

“I can’t let you do that. Sorry, ma’am.”

I was a bit distracted by the fact he really thought that I was a woman. Did I really look the part? Was Tiger possibly not bluffing when he told me that I looked cute? Was he maybe not secretly gay? When I was dolled up, did I really look like a chick? “There must be some way for me to watch the game,” I said.

“On TV,” the man said.

“I need to get in there. It’s really important,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know what you want me to say,” he said.

I looked behind him. There was a door into the stadium. “Where does that door go?” I asked.

“Why?” he said.

“I want to know,” I said.

He shrugged again. “It goes to the offices, the locker rooms, and the field. It’s not for the public.”

“I’m friends with one of the players. I really need to see him,” I said.

He laughed. “Okay, lady. I’m going to have to ask you to go now,” he said.

I shook my head. “Please let me in. I’ll give you five hundred dollars.”

His eyes lit up. “Seriously?” he said.

I had the money. Tiger left it for me after our last romp. I pulled it out from my wallet and showed it to him. He wavered. “No. Sorry. I can’t,” he said. “If I let you back there, I’ll get fired. It’s not worth it.”

“No one will catch me. And I’ll just tell them that I snuck in through another door,” I said.

He paused again. “No. I can’t. It’s not worth it,” he said again, shaking his head. But I could tell that he was considering it.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll give you the money, and I’ll suck you off.” His eyes lit up and he became tense. I became tense too, surprised to hear the words coming out from my own mouth.

HIs lips parted but no words came out. Then he looked around at the empty space behind me. “Okay, come in,” he whispered, opening the little door. I stepped in slowly. My legs were trembling. I wasn’t actually expecting him to take the offer. I looked at the door to the hallway. I thought about running, but I knew he would chase me and call security. If he called security, I would never find Tiger. “Duck down,” he whispered, looking around again. “Before anyone sees you back here.”

So I sunk down to my knees, dipping my head below his little counter. I looked up at him. His face was red. His body was tense. He reached for his belt and started to undo it. Was I really going to do it? Was I really going to suck his cock? I bit down on my tongue and watched as he pulled down his fly. He was really going to pull it out, so I had to decide if I was really going to suck it.

I thought about Tiger. I thought about how devastated he would be if he lost the game. But maybe that’s what he needed. Maybe he needed to lose the season, so he could figure out how to stand on his own two feet, without charms and superstitions. I closed my eyes for a moment, and I was about to stand up and walk away. I could keep the money and I wouldn’t have to suck a stranger’s penis.

Then, I heard the announcer. “Touchdown! What an unfortunate fumble by Tiger Wilkinson! Just two minutes into the game, the Edmonton Wheat Kings find themselves up after an unfortunate giveaway.” The sound of the crown groaning was sadly audible.

I couldn’t let them eat Tiger alive. I had to help him.

In front of me, the ticket man now had his long, thin cock out. It was flaccid. “Well? Aren’t you going to suck it?” he whispered, looking around.

I reached out with a trembling hand. I wrapped my fingers around his soft member. He perked up. I took another deep breath, then I pulled it into my mouth. I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly while I got him aroused. And it didn’t take much. After just a few seconds, he was throbbing on my tongue, getting hard and large quickly. He moaned slightly, reaching out and grabbing his counter. I bobbed my head faster. His cock wasn’t getting any thicker, but it sure was getting longer, stretching out further and further, until his round tip was pressed into the back of my throat. Two long minutes went by. He moaned and groaned. His cock was fully erect now, throbbing intensely, dripping pre-cum onto the flat of my tongue. He reached down with one hand and grabbed the back of my head, pulling me tight into his unshaved crotch. His pubic hair tickled my nose and cheeks. I kept sucking.

“Another fumble and another touchdown!” yelled the announcer. “Not even halfway through the first quarter!”

My heart pounced. This was all my fault. I had to do something. I had to save Tiger.

I pressed my lips firmly around the cock and I bobbed my head faster. “Whoa,” the man said, gripping the counter with a firm grasp. I reached up and grabbed his ball sack. I massaged it with a tight grip, making his legs tremble. “Shit,” he moaned. “It’s coming. It’s happening.” I braced myself, and then I received a huge cumshot straight into the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I took all of it. I swallowed awkwardly, and then I stood up, wiping my lips.

“T—Thanks,” he said. “I’m Billy, by the way. Can I have your number?” he said.

I shook my head. “I have to go,” I said. I slipped through that door, and I closed it behind me so I wouldn’t have to see the man’s face. I wanted to forget all about the awkward blowjob. I had to find Tiger and I had to fix the mess I’d created.
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The hallways were confusing. I felt like I was lost in a maze. There were no signs, but many, many forks and turns. I even found myself on a whole different floor, trying to open locked doors. I could hear the muffled announced when he said, “Ten minutes remain in the second quarter.” I just wanted to find the field so I could wave down Tiger, but I couldn’t find it anywhere.

I was trying to open a door when it suddenly swung open. I threw myself to the side, hiding around the corner, before I was spotted by a group of men in suits. They were coming out from an office. They were all fuming. “He’s off the team. I don’t care how much money his family gives us,” the oldest of the men said. “That’s our season. Already down by twenty and the half isn’t even over. What a goddamned joke!”

The other men were red in the face. They were apparently too angry to notice me squashed in the corner, next to the door they just threw open.

“I’m just going to go down to the field, to tell Mackey that we’re leaving early,” said one of the men. He turned around and started in the other direction. I remained frozen, and then I realized I needed to follow him if I was ever going to find Tiger. So, keeping my distance, I followed the man down the long hallways. He went down a flight of stairs and then he turned many corners, until he came to a door with the word ‘FIELD’ written in big letters overhead. He stepped out and I remained in the hallway, squashed into a little nook beside a closet door. The man came back a minute later and walked by me without seeing me. Once he was gone, I ran up to that door I poked my head out.

I was on the field, staring at the back of Tiger’s team. The defensive line was out on the field. The offence was sitting on the benches, staring down at the ground. I read their names on their jerseys until I spotted WILKINSON. He was close, hanging his head particularly low. Then the coach looked back and I jumped back into the hallway. How was I going to get his attention?

I looked back down the hallway and saw the labeled doors. The first was the players’ changing room. Then was the janitorial closet. Then the third door simply said ‘CHEER SQUAD’. My eyes lit up and I ran to check the door. It was unlocked, and sure enough, all of the outfits were there: their cold-weather outfits, their summer outfits, and their special occasion outfits. I grabbed the classic skirt and halter top combination and changed quickly, even grabbing a pair of pom-poms. Then I crept back out onto the field as the announcer said, “We’ve reached our final minute!”

I felt my blood turning cold as I saw all the faces in the sold-out crowd. I took a few steps out, then some music started playing. Along the sidelines, I saw the cheerleaders shaking their pom-poms and extending their arms to the beat. I paused for a moment, then I began to imitate them, trying to blend in. I turned towards the crowd and saw a number of faces staring right at me. I was terrified that they would see that I was actually a man, but instead, they just watched with casual smiles. One of the men winked at me, and another whistled. I smiled, feeling strangely amused and warm inside.

A few of the players looked back at me, probably wondering why I wasn’t where I was supposed to be.

It was two minutes before Tiger turned around and saw me. He started at me with a curious look for a moment before recognizing me. I smiled and his eyes lit up and his lips parted. I nodded my head towards the door, and then he rose to his feet. Once the song was finished playing, I turned around and zipped back through that door. It was ten seconds later when he came through the door and said, “You’re here.”

I nodded. “I’m sorry about last night. I’m sorry about all of this,” I said.

He shook his head. “It’s not your fault. I don’t own you,” he said.

“No, but I don’t want for you to lose everything. I might not always be around for you. At some point, you’re going to have to figure out how to take control of your own destiny. But I’m here now, and maybe I can help you turn this game around.”

He smiled and nodded his head slowly. “I like you,” he said. “Last night, when I couldn’t find you—I was disappointed; not because I thought that I would lose this game, but because I’d been looking forward to being with you for so long. I don’t know—I guess I felt heartbroken.”

“Really?” I said, feeling strangely light and giddy.

He nodded his head. “They just told me that this is my last game on the team. So I guess you don’t have to keep dressing up for me.”

My heart swirled down into my stomach. “But I like dressing up,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well maybe you can just dress up for me for fun then,” he said.

I smiled, but I felt terrible. He was playing his last game, and it was partly my fault. I looked over at the janitorial closet. “Want to slip in there for a few minutes—just for fun?”

“Okay,” he said.

So we went into the closet. He pushed an old chair against the doorknob after flicking on the light. The room smelled like bleach and it was oddly warm. He turned to me and I threw myself into his arms. He was warm and wet with sweat, but I didn’t mind. I pressed my face against his and we kissed. I didn’t care that he was a man. I liked him, even though I was normally attracted to girls. I had no idea if that meant I was gay or bisexual or something else—but it didn’t matter. The label was irrelevant. I let him feel my body while I reached under his jersey to feel his sweaty muscles. Then I sunk down to my knees and he helped me fish his cock out from his equipment. He was already erect for me. I grabbed his thick shaft quickly. I squeezed it and moaned. I missed that amazing piece of meat!

I pressed it through my lips and sucked while his veins throbbed on my tongue. He was so big: so much bigger than the ticket man—so much warmer and harder, too. I ran my tongue up the length of his veiny member, and then I tickled the tip of his erection. He laughed and moaned. I leaned back and stared at the impressive towering dick. “It’s so big,” I said in awe, having never truly looked at it and analysed it before.

“It’s all for you,” he said.

I stood up. I extended my arms and he hoisted me up as if I weighed nothing. Then I reached down and grabbed his wet erection. I aimed his tip between my butt cheeks while he pulled my thong to the side. Then he lowered me down slightly, so his thick member would penetrate my butthole. I moaned as I stared into his eyes, his thick arms wrapped around me, holding me against his sweaty body. “Fuck me,” I said.

He started to bounce me, holding me up by my butt cheeks. I could feel his veiny member stretching me wide. I could feel every inch of him throbbing inside of my body. I went limp, overwhelmed with amazing euphoria. My erection popped out from my thong and slipped out from under my short skirt. Now it was rubbing against his warm, sweaty abs. He seemed to like it, looking down at it with rosy cheeks and glistening eyes.

I came first, and it didn’t take me long. He moaned as he watched my cum spewing up the length of his body. Then he pulled me tight so that I was pressed against my own substance. It squished and spread all over both of us. Then I could feel him bloating up inside of me. “Are you going to come?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

“Good,” he said.

Then I felt it, blasting inside of my body, filling me deeply. I gasped and squirmed and moaned. “It feels so fucking good,” I said.

“It’s yours whenever you want it,” he said.

“Every day,” I smiled.

He smiled back and we kissed. Then he set me down gently and his huge load poured down my thighs. He helped me get cleaned up before darting back to his changing room to be with his team. He told me to wait in the cheerleaders’ room. “There’s a TV in there. You can watch the rest of the game. The cheerleaders won’t be back until after the game.” So that’s where I waited for him.

In the third quarter, Tiger threw three amazing passes, two of which turned into touchdowns. In the fourth quarter, he threw another amazing touchdown, and then he ran in his own touchdown to take the lead and the victory. After the game, he slipped into the cheerleaders’ room to give me a kiss. “Just remember: that had nothing to do with me,” I said.

He nodded his head with a smile. “It had everything to do with you, but not for the reason you think. Come with me to talk to the press.” He reached out and took my hand.

“Like this?” I said.

He nodded with a smile. “You look great,” he said.

“Okay.”

I took his hand and we went out to the swarm of journalists. My picture ended up on the cover of the paper: me standing next to him while he told everyone that I was the reason the team had been on a win streak. I was nervous at first, knowing I would be recognized by close friends and family members. And I was recognized, but no one was upset with me or embarrassed; instead, I got calls from people thanking me. My own mother told me that she was proud of me, which took me by surprise.

Just like that, I turned into a sort of town hero. Nobody seemed to care about the fact that I used to be a man. It didn’t even make it into any of the news stories that mentioned me by my new name, Alexa.

The only people who had mean things to say were the bitter players that Tiger beat out on the field. A few of them called me ‘tranny’ and ‘trap’, but I didn’t mind. It was just the price of winning—and the price of love. It was a small price to pay, if you ask me.

THE END
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Jake was just a couple of strokes away from qualifying for the men’s Pro-Am golf tournament. So instead of competing in the tournament, he gets stuck caddying for it, watching what could have been. And now that he’s not on the pro circuit, it looks like he’ll be caddying for minimum wage all summer.

But his friend, Andrew, gets an idea: why not compete in the upcoming women’s Pro-Am qualifier? It was a transgender who won the year before, after all. Fifty-thousand dollars and a spot on the professional circuit. All Jake would need is a wig, some makeup, and a little skirt. Andrew is going all-in, but can Jake muster up the same courage?
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Saturdays were always the worst days to be scheduled for work at the golf course, but that particular Saturday was especially bad. It was the annual Pro-Am Golf Tournament and we were severely understaffed, because half of the caddies were participating in the tournament. I would have been participating with them, had I not had the worst game of my life during the qualifier.

Most of us were stuck caddying for two players at a time, the full eighteen holes, no breaks between games. I must have walked that course six times that day, dragging two heavy golf bags around. The worst part of the day was when I was caddying for one of the older pro players, who decided to use his late-father’s old club set, made from the heaviest solid wood on the planet. That bag must have weighed one-hundred goddamn pounds.

At least it was good exercise. And I didn’t take it nearly as hard as some of the other guys. You should have seen Frank at the end of the day, slumped in that lawn chair behind the pro shop, tongue hanging out of his mouth like an exhausted German Shepherd dog. I watched as he tried to drink a glass of water, and it just splashed and poured all over his face, like a toddler using an adult cup for the first time. It was embarrassing.

But it was better to be exhausted than bitter. Every time I crossed paths with Andrew that day, he was mumbling profanities under his breath. It didn’t help that he got stuck caddying for another caddy, Thomas, who usually worked with us. Thomas beat Andrew in the qualifier by a single stroke, stealing that last position at the tournament. At the end of the day, when we all convened behind that pro shop, Andrew was still mumbling profanities under his breath. “What a fucking waste. He can hardly swing a fucking club. The stupid bastard just got lucky. What a goddamn fucking waste.”

I felt the same, but I did a better job keeping it to myself. I was only a couple of strokes behind Thomas. It was the eighth hole that got me. I sliced my first shot, ended up in the rough, and then I just couldn’t get out to save my life. I ended that hole at six over par, and then my confidence was ruined. That one hole cost me my spot at the Pro-Am tournament. Had I made the tournament, I know I could have done well enough to make the next tournament, and the one after that, ended up on the circuit—that was my dream, and I was so close. It was just that damned eighth hole.

And now, I was stuck caddying for the rest of the summer, with Andrew, and with Thomas—Thomas’s score was so bad that he was already eliminated from the circuit.

“At least we still get to be on the course, to watch all the pro players,” I said. “Maybe we can learn some new tricks for next year.”

Andrew rolled his eyes. “The pro players,” he said with a snicker. “Next week is the women’s trials, and the week after that is the women’s Pro-Am. And then the week after that is the junior competition, and then the handicapped tournament. Which one of those are you looking forward to learning from the most?” His sarcasm was thick and heavy.

“I’m just trying to stay positive,” I said. I looked over at the schedule, and he was right. That Pro-Am was the last real professional tournament, unless you count the women. But I’d caddied the women’s tournament before, and I hate to say it, but it was a joke. The second the camera crews showed up for work, the tournament turned into a fashion show. The girl I was caddying for kept slipping aside after every hole to check her makeup. The girl who won the tournament finished three under par… I finished three under par on a bad day. And these girls were supposed to be some of the best in the country?

And the juniors… Don’t even get me started on the juniors. At least their clubs were light and easy to lug around the course. The junior winner the year before finished eight over par, and that was apparently a record.

So Andrew was right—there wasn’t anything to look forward to aside from a barely-above-minimum-wage paycheque and a good workout. There was always next year to look forward to. Hopefully that would be better.

Thomas poked his head around the corner. “Hey guys,” he said. We both looked over at him with disdain. He got into the contest fair-and-square, but I couldn’t help but feel like he’d wasted an amazing opportunity. Andrew was feeling the same. He even said so, making Thomas’s face turn white. “I did the best I could. I guess I just need more practice,” he said.

Andrew shook his head, his face a shade of pink. “Yeah, more practice… You need a hell of a lot more than practice. You didn’t take any of my advice out there. I said to use that seven iron on that tenth hole, but you just had to use the pitching wedge.”

“Maybe you were right…” Thomas said, taking the seat next to me.

“Maybe? I know I was right. Who uses a pitching wedge at one-hundred and fifty yards? That’s just stupid.”

“It was so flat,” Thomas said in a sheepish voice.

“All the more reason not to use the pitching wedge, ding-dong.”

“Sorry,” Thomas said, and then we were all silent. We watched as a couple of the other caddies shuffled by, their shirts soaked with sweat, their lips dry and their eyes heavy. “Man, you guys all look beat.”

Andrew gave him the death glare, making him slouch into his seat with eyes filled with guilt. “Hopefully some of the girls will be hot again this year,” Andrew said as he gave his shoulder a good rotation, making it crack and pop. “Remember that little blonde last year? The one with the little skirt that was so short, you could see the bulge of her puss whenever she went to tee off…”

How could I forget? We all gathered to watch her tee off at every hole. I don’t think she ever did better than par, and she maybe even only got par a couple of times, but no one missed her tee offs, as if she was Tiger Woods 2.0. Her blouse was so tight, she popped a button on the last hole when she swung, eliciting an audible sigh from the crowd.

“Or that brunette,” Thomas said, and we immediately knew who he was talking about. She was one of the better girls, and she was smoking hot. She had huge tits, which she tried to hide with a tight sports bra, but the bra only squished some of that beautiful boob meat out the sides of her top. Her hair was crazy long, almost touching her bum. And between holes, she would hang around and flirt with the caddies—probably hoping for some pro tips or the occasional ball nudge. I’m sure she got plenty of illegal help from her caddies throughout the tournament. Oh well, who cares—it was the women’s tournament. No one cared about the women’s tournament.

“Or even the girl who won,” I said. “She wasn’t too bad either—looking, I mean. She wasn’t the greatest golfer on the planet. Rebecca, or whatever her name was…”

Both men looked at me strangely. Andrew’s eyes were narrowed.

“What? Don’t you think she was kind of sexy? The redhead,” I said, but they just kept giving me that same silent look. “What?”

“Dude, that was a guy,” Andrew said.

“Yeah—the winner of the tournament last year was a trans chick,” Thomas said. “It came out a week after the tournament. It even made the local news.”

I could feel the colour flushing from my face. I’d accidentally admitted to finding a tranny attractive. I had a feeling that I would always remember that moment as one of the most embarrassing of my life.
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The guys had a good laugh, and I couldn’t blame them—I would have done the same had the roles been reversed.

But was it really true? Was that redhead actually born a dude? When I got home, and once the humiliation had subsided slightly, I looked it up. I found the Women’s Pro-Am Tournament protocol from the previous year. Her name was right there at the top: Rebecca Jones. I looked her up on the internet, found a bunch of photos. She was pretty good-looking in the photos, but maybe that was just Photoshop… Maybe it was just the angles…

But my friends were right, she was a man. A quick search turned up a number of news articles, mostly questioning whether her participation in women’s professional sports was fair, seeing as she was technically a biological male with biological male advantages, like muscle mass and bone density. I found a video interview with her where she spoke with a reporter. Her voice was far from convincing. She wasn’t even trying. Even I could do a better girl voice than that…

One of the articles I found was from the New York Times. It was yet another article questioning whether Rebecca’s participation should be allowed. The article had an interview with the president of the Pro-Am Tournament. “We don’t want to discriminate against anybody. If someone says that they are a woman, we need to respect that,” he said. The statement was apparently quite controversial, particularly with the other competitors, but it didn’t matter how controversial it was—that was the tournament’s official stance on the position.

And it gave me a crazy idea. It was an idea so crazy, I wasn’t actually considering it, but I did send the idea over to Andrew, along with the article. “Why don’t we just say we’re ladies and compete next weekend?” I wrote to him.

He called back a few minutes later. “You’re a goddamn genius,” he said.

“What? I wasn’t being serious,” I said. And I really wasn’t being serious. I even ended the message with one of those laughing emojis.

“Why not? It’s an amazing idea. You know the top three finishers get cash prizes right? Isn’t third place like ten grand? Last year, the girl who finished third was five over par, Jake. I could finish five over par with a hangover and a broken arm.”

“No you couldn’t,” I said.

“It’s called exaggeration, Jake. The point is, we should do it.”

I couldn’t tell if he was being serious or not. He sure sounded serious, but it was so ludicrous, how could anyone really be serious about such a thing?

Though he was right—the top three spots got cash prizes: fifty-thousand, twenty-thousand, and ten-thousand. And if the competition was the same as the year before, it was easy money. And it would be easy qualification into the next competition in Los Angeles, where there would be more money to be made—far more than we were making as caddies, that’s for damn sure.

“It’s the perfect idea, Jake. You really are a genius,” he said again, before going off on why it was such a good idea. He made some good points. For instance, the golf course we worked for allowed us to miss work to play in tournaments. There weren’t just the cash prizes, but there were also other prizes, like big gift certificates, medals and trophies, and so on. Not to mention, it was fun to play golf. It wasn’t fun to drag around someone else’s golf clubs. “So are you going to do it with me or what? Don’t leave me hanging on this one,” he said.

“I can’t do it,” I said. I couldn’t even begin to imagine going through with it, stepping foot on the course in women’s clothing. Or would we even have to dress like women? According to the president’s statement in that New York Times article, it was enough to just identify was a woman. It didn’t even say anywhere that we would have to shave…

But still, I couldn’t do it. It almost seemed worse to just show up as myself, in my usual attire, with my five o’clock shadow. The other competitors would hate me even more than they should—and they really should.

I didn’t really think Andrew had the balls to go through with it. The year before, there was a girl working in the pro shop that he really had the hots for. He kept saying he was going to ask her out, but he never did. He never even had the balls to go up and talk to her. I had a feeling it was going to be that all over again—hearing him saying he was going to do it for the next week, and then seeing him chickening out at the last minute.

But sure enough, about ten minutes after I showed up for work the next morning, there he was, wearing a clean white skirt and a pink women’s polo shirt. He had white socks pulled up to his knees, and white golf gloves to match: white with pink lining. I didn’t recognize him at first, especially with his Taylor Swift-style wig and his dark red lipstick. But when I saw him reach under his skirt to dig his panties out from his butt crack, I knew it was him. Suddenly, I recognized his eyes (even with his eyeliner) and his mannerisms. He looked uncomfortable. The red on his cheeks wasn’t blush, but embarrassment as he walked into the pro shop.

I ran to follow him in. He went up to the counter and rang the little bell, reaching up his skirt once again to fish his panties out from his butt crack. “Can I help you?” the pro shop girl asked.

“Um, yeah, I’d like to sign up for the tournament qualifier this weekend,” he said in a the fakest girl voice I’d ever heard. I watched the shop girl’s face turn white as her eyes became wide.

“Uh, okay, just, um, fill out this form here and, uh, let me know when you’re done.” She handed Andrew the form. As Andrew took the form, he turned and noticed me standing in the doorway. His expression dropped.

And I started to laugh. I couldn’t help it. It was one of the most ridiculous sights I’d ever seen—ridiculous because he actually looked like a girl. “Yeah, yeah, laugh it up,” he said in his fake-as-hell girl voice.

“You look great, Andrew, but you sound insane. You’re probably better off not doing the voice.”

“What’s wrong with the voice? The voice is fine,” he said.

“It’s really not.” I started laughing again.

“Whatever. Just laugh it up. I’m going to win that money and I’m going to use it to buy all new clubs, maybe a down payment on a nice house. And with the money I make at the next tournament, I’m going to buy myself a new car—I’m thinking a BMW.”

“Well, you know in the rules, it doesn’t say anything about having to look like a girl. You just have to tick off the F on the form,” I said, motioning to the form that he was currently filling out. “You didn’t need to go out and buy an outfit and a wig and all that makeup. Where did you learn to do your makeup like that, by the way?” I laughed again. Even the pro shop girl was snickering behind the counter, covering her mouth with her hand to stop herself from bursting into a hysteric fit.

“My sister did it for me. And it’s my sister’s outfit. I just bought the wig—and it was on sale.”

“Your sister is helping you with this nonsense?” I said.

“Yeah. She’s in for five percent of my winnings,” he said with a big smile, as if it was some kind of achievement. “She’ll give you some clothes and do your makeup if you give her five percent as well. I already asked.” He finished filling out the form and he handed it back to the snickering shop girl. He gave her a dirty look.

“I told you, I’m not interested,” I said.

“Fine. Easier money for me then,” he said. “Now if you don’t mind, I have a tee-time I need to get to. I need to get used to playing in this skirt.”

“Have fun, Andrew,” I said.

“It’s Annie, to you,” he said as he walked by me towards the first tee. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—he was actually doing it. He was actually going to play in the women’s qualifier—and probably the Pro-Am tournament as well. And unless he messes up big time, he’ll probably win a whole bunch of money as well.

I went to the caddy shack to see my schedule for the day. I looked at the board, and my name was right at the top, paired with the day’s first tee time. I got into my work uniform, filled my water bottle, and I set off for the first tee. I was a bit late, but the golfers were almost always late, so I wasn’t too worried. And then I saw her standing at the tee—or I should say, I saw him standing at the tee. I was paired with Annie—I mean Andrew.

She was smirking in her little skirt, leaning on her driver, her ball already on a tee, ready to go. “You’re late. Quit dragging your feet,” she said.


3



Icouldn’t take the voice anymore by the third hole. “Okay, man, if you insist on doing the voice, then we need to practice it,” I said. “You sound more like Elmo than a girl.”

“Let’s hear your voice if you think you’re so good at it,” Annie said as she teed up her drive.

I cleared my throat and took a breath. “You need to sound more like this. Relax your voice, and don’t go so high,” I said, doing my best girl voice.

She stopped and looked over at me with wide eyes. “Hey, that was actually pretty good,” she said. “So I should speak more like this, is what you’re saying?” she said doing her best to imitate my voice.

“Yes, but you need to raise your inflection just a little bit near the end of each sentence, almost like you’re asking a question. Girls have a raised inflection, not so much a raised pitch.”

“How do you know how to do this?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. It just seemed obvious to me. It wasn’t a hard voice to do—just like doing any impression. I’d always been pretty good with impressions. I could do a pretty spot-on Freddie Mercury that was always a party favourite. Doing a girl’s voice wasn’t much different.

We worked on Annie’s voice for the next few holes. By the ninth hole, she had it down pretty good. She seemed quite satisfied with herself, now speaking aloud constantly, as if she just wanted to hear herself speak. Though I must say, she was convincing now with the voice. Though I could still see Andrew through her makeup. And I could still tell that her tits were fake as hell—probably just bundles of socks stuffed into a push up bra.

She was playing a good game. She finished the first nine holes under par by a couple of strokes. The back nine was tougher, but Annie was already doing better than any of the girls had done the year before at the tournament (never mind the qualifier). So there was no question about it: she was going to make the tournament, and she was probably going to claim one of the big prizes, too. I have to say, I was jealous.

While she would be winning tens of thousands of dollars playing a game that she loved, I would be lugging around her clubs, making a buck over minimum wage, constantly wiping sweat off my forehead.

After the round, I went off to caddy another tee time, and Annie went to change back into Andrew—he had a lunch later that afternoon with some visiting family members.

It was a long day. I ended up working the very first tee time and the very last. And by the end of the day, my legs were pounding. I had the next couple of days off, and thank God for that. I went to my locker to stash away my working uniform, and then I noticed Andrew’s locker, slightly ajar. I opened it up and looked inside. He’d stashed away his wig and his skirt and his little pink polo shirt.

I looked around. Everyone was gone for the day, my manager included. The pro shop girl was locking up and heading for her car, and the greens keeper was getting on a golf cart and heading out across the course, to start moving the holes. And I couldn’t help but wonder what I would look like in the little outfit, if I could pull it off like Andrew.

I put the bra on first. It turns out, it wasn’t stuffed with socks or toilet paper, but it had built in foam cups. I felt incredibly stupid wearing the thing. I put on the pink polo next. It was tight, but it fit, and it made my fake tits look less ridiculous. If I were going to dress up like a girl, I would probably get my own bra, with a more realistic tit solution—maybe make something more gel-like. I felt even stupider putting the skirt on. I was taller than Andrew, so the skirt was shorter on me. My hips were apparently bigger as well, so the skirt sat high on my body, hardly covering my tush, leaving my legs completely exposed.

I put on the wig and the white stockings because I figured I may as well complete the outfit—I’d already come this far.

The clothes were all so tight, but not uncomfortable seeing as the fabrics were all so soft. But looking down at myself, I knew I looked absurd. I knew anyone who saw me would burst into a fit of laughter and I would regret ever putting the stupid outfit on.

And then I turned and saw my reflection in a nearby window. I made myself jump, thinking there was a girl standing there, and then I realized it was just myself. From afar, I really looked like a chick. I took a few steps forward, towards the reflection. And then I took a few more steps forward. And shit, I really did look like a girl—at least when I wasn’t looking at my face.

My breasts looked surprisingly real—better than Annie’s, even though it was the same bra. It just seemed to fit my body better. And my butt, amazingly, looked great. I never knew I had a nice butt, but that skirt seemed to prove otherwise. I turned profile to the mirror and gave my bum a little shake, making the skirt sway from side to side. I ended up blushing, trying to hide my smile but failing.

I quickly got undressed, worried someone would show up to pick up a forgotten wallet or something, and I got back into my regular clothes. My heart was pounding. The image of myself dressed up like a chick was burned into my mind.

Before I left, I slipped into the pro shop (sometimes I opened, so I had a key). I grabbed a tournament sign-up form from behind the counter and I filled it out. I left it in the pile before heading home.

It was an insane idea, but what did I have to lose? I had everything to gain—potentially tens of thousands of dollars and an invite to tour around the country playing my favourite sport. Andrew was right—wearing a bit of makeup and a cute skirt was a small price to pay for such a big dream.
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Idecided not to tell Andrew. I tried to tell him when I first got home, but I just couldn’t do it, as if there was something physically stopping me from pressing send on the message I’d written. I knew he would be happy to hear it, happy to find out he wasn’t going into it alone, but still, I couldn’t take the sting of the humiliation. But he was going to find out sooner or later, so what difference did it make?

Or maybe he didn’t have to find out. Maybe no one had to find out. It’s not like they would be announcing it at the trials or at the tournament. I knew I had the convincing body and the convincing voice—I just needed to figure out my face.

Andrew was lucky; he had his sister dressing him and doing his makeup for him. I didn’t have a sister, and I wasn’t about to wear my sixty-year-old mother’s clothes and makeup. So I was going to have to make an embarrassing trip to the mall. And my God, was it embarrassing.

I started at the makeup store, assuming there would be some simple makeup kit that had everything in one convenient box. Such a thing did not exist, at least not for adults. There was a Hello Kitty themed makeup kit for young girls, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t do the trick. So I was forced to ask the woman working behind the counter for help. “I need everything,” I said.

She looked at me in silence for a moment. She knew it was for me. She didn’t even have to ask. No one goes out and buys an entire arsenal of makeup as a gift. She led me through the store and picked out one of everything. “What kind of, um, look are you going for?” she asked.

I looked around the store. There was a giant poster of Kate Upton on a nearby wall, and I thought she looked pretty good. Plus, she had the same roundish face as me. So I just said, “Maybe something like that,” while pointing at the poster. The woman looked to Kate Upton and then she looked back to me and said, “So, like, classic minimalist?”

“Sure,” I said.

I didn’t realize how expensive it all was until she was ringing it through. “That’ll be three hundred and eighty dollars.” Had I known what any of it was, I would have gone and put things back—but I didn’t know what was a necessity and what was just frivolous. So I paid the bill. I just thought of it as extra motivation to win the tournament—an investment, if you will.

Next, I went to Wigs and More, which was a costume store during Halloween, and a wig store the rest of the year. It was almost Halloween, so most of the wigs were in storage, but there was still a wall of quality wigs to choose from. I decided to stick with my Kate Upton theme (seeing as there was yet another Kate Upton poster in the Wigs and More store). It was a long blonde wig, that extended a few inches past my shoulders. It was incredibly soft, and incredibly expensive. Six hundred dollars. “It’s made from real human hair,” the shop girl said from behind me, making me jump. “If you’re making a costume, I can show you to the artificial hair wigs. They’re much cheaper.”

“I actually want something more realistic,” I said. I could feel my cheeks turning red. And like the girl at the makeup store, the wig girl knew it was for me.

“Oh,” she said. “Well, that’s a nice wig. It doesn’t get more realistic than that. You know, we have special bras in the back that we sell to breast cancer survivors. If you’re interested…” she said it slowly and sheepishly, as if she wasn’t entirely sure I was buying the wig to dress up as a woman, but she was pretty damn sure.

“Yeah, I might be interested,” I said. She brought me to the back to size me up for the special bra. And it was so much better than Andrew’s sister’s bra with its foam pads. The bra was made to look like there were actual tits inside, with a flesh-toned latex beneath the white lace, formed over soft silicone that felt just like real breast tissue. When the store employee wasn’t looking, I squeezed the breasts firmly. They felt so real! But I noticed the price tag while I was fondling my fake rack. Another six-hundred bucks. The redness in my cheeks drained away in an instant. I was already into half of my bank account—that didn’t leave a hell of a lot for clothes, never mind rent.

But I bought it anyway. I didn’t want to be found out. I knew what the girls were going to think of Andrew, pretending to be a woman just to dominate a competition. I didn’t want that same hate hurled in my direction. I didn’t want a New York Times articles written about me. I read the comments under that article about Rebecca—they weren’t pretty.

I didn’t need much in the way of clothes. At the golf store, I found a little white skirt that looked like the same white skirt that all the other girls wore. The one that actually stayed up around my hips wasn’t very long though, hardly an inch or two longer than the cusp of my bum. My other option was a pair of shorts, but the girls’ shorts were all so short and tight—no way in hell they would hide my bulge.

At least picking out a few tops was easy. I picked out a white top, a pink top, and a black top—all polos with very short sleeves. Again, they had options that were sexier—including tank tops and belly-shirts, but I wasn’t looking to draw attention. I just wanted to blend in.

My phone rang while I was leaving the mall. “Hey, who’s this?” I said, answering it.

“Oh, um, hi. I’m looking for… Carrie Klassen. Do I have the right number?” said the woman on the other end.

Carrie Klassen was the fake name I put down on my application. I opened my mouth to answer, but I was suddenly frozen with anxiety. I looked around. There were people near me. “Um, hold on. I’ll go grab her,” I said. I took a deep breath. I knew I could do the voice—I’d practiced it with Andrew just the day before. But now it was different. Now it was real, and now it had to work.

I cleared my throat and raised the phone back up. “Hello, this is Carrie,” I said putting on my best girl voice.

“Hi Carrie, this is Joanne Smyth with the Women’s Pro-Am Tournament Committee. We’ve got your application here. I just wanted to confirm a few details with you.” My heart was pounding through the whole minute-long conversation. All she wanted was for me to confirm my birthday—apparently my handwriting wasn’t very clear. My hand was probably shaking when I was filling out the form.

When I hung up the phone, I realized there were a few people staring at me with strange looks on their faces. I quickly made my way to my car, feeling awkward and flustered. But my super uncomfortable trip to the mall was over, and I had everything I needed. Now I just had to make sure my golfing skills were sharp, so I had the best chance possible at winning that money, so this wouldn’t all be a big waste of time.
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Iwas doing a good job of blending in when I showed up for the qualifier. I figured everyone there would be so nervous that no one would even bother to notice the slight lump of my Adam’s apple—which was the only little sign that I wasn’t really a woman. Besides, I’d read online that women can have Adam’s apples as well sometimes, so it really meant nothing.

Rebecca Jones was the first to tee off, as she was the top ranked golfer going into the qualifier. She had enough points from previous tournaments that she would qualify as long as she didn’t come dead last out of the one-hundred and thirty golfers in attendance. I was the thirtieth to tee off, which gave me a couple of hours to relax, though that was the opposite of what I did.

For those couple of hours, I found myself in and out of the bathroom constantly, looking at myself in the mirror, making sure everything was still in place and looking okay. Every time I touched my face, I would run to the bathroom to make sure I didn’t smear my makeup. It was always okay. And whenever I was away from a mirror for more than fifteen minutes, I would start to doubt my looks. I could only calm myself down by looking at myself in the mirror.

And during those couple of hours, I had more time to think than I wanted—time to realize how outrageous this all was. I was currently dressed up like a girl, putting on a girl voice, to win a girls’ competition, because I didn’t qualify for the men’s competition… How could it get any more insane?

A young woman made me jump by tapping on my shoulder. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” she said. She was a cute little blonde with an adorable ski jump nose. “I just wanted to ask you where you got your skirt. It’s so cute.”

“Um,” I said. I cleared my throat. “At the mall downtown. They have a golf store with lots of good stuff.”

“I don’t even know where downtown is. This is the first time I’ve ever left Nevada. Can you believe that?” She reached out and pinched the fabric of my skirt. “I just love how soft it looks. It must be really comfortable.”

I smiled and nodded. “It is,” I said. And it was true—it was probably the most comfortable thing I’d ever worn—though I can’t really say the same for the panties I was wearing underneath, which did a good job of holding my junk in place, but a bad job of keeping me comfortable. I would have worn boxer shorts had my boxers not been just as long as the skirt. The boxer-skirt combination would have looked absolutely ridiculous.

The girl looked around at all of our competitors. “I’m so nervous,” she said. “Everyone here looks so serious—I think I’m out of my league.”

“I’m sure you’ll do just fine,” I said. As I said it, my name was called by one of the marshals. “I’ve got to go. Good luck out there.”

“You too,” she said with a cute smile.

Now I didn’t just feel stupid and embarrassed—I felt guilty, too. Maybe this little blonde was good for a girl—maybe she would have qualified had it not been for me, the way Andrew would have qualified had it not been for Thomas. But at least Thomas had business being at the qualifier—he wasn’t pretending to be a man to make easy prize money.

On my way up to the tee, I passed Andrew, dressed up as Annie. Unlike me, she wasn’t trying to blend in. She was wearing a bright pink skirt and a super-tight tank top. She had big, blinged-out sunglasses and gold hoop earrings. She was chewing a piece of bubble gum and leaning on her golf bag. I don’t know whether she was trying to intimidate the competition, or if she was just feeling really confident and she wanted everyone to know. I will admit, she looked good—better than before. It seemed as though she’d figured her look out more—found a more relaxed bra that looked more realistic, had her legs all waxed and smooth.

She looked at me as I passed, but I don’t think she recognized me—she didn’t react, but that didn’t stop my heart from pounding like a war drum.

I stepped up to the tee with my golf bag. Then I looked over, and there was Thomas standing next to me with a smile on his face. He was looking right at me. My heart sank into my gut. Did he recognize me? Was he about to break into a fit of laughter in front of the entire tournament?

“Hi, my name is Thomas. I’m going to be your caddy today,” he said, walking up and grabbing my golf bag. It took my heart a moment to begin beating again. “Here’s your driver.” He took the cover off of my driver and handed it to me.

I’d played golf with Thomas before. He’d borrowed my clubs before. But he didn’t seem to recognize them, and he didn’t seem to recognize me. “Thanks,” I said after some hesitation. He already had a ball teed up for me. I turned to look back, and now there were dozens of people looking at me, all waiting for me to make my drive. My hands were trembling, my palms sweaty. I was suddenly regretting this whole idea. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t for the life of me remember what I was doing there—why I’d gotten all dressed up to begin with.

“C’mon Ms. Klassen,” one of the event coordinators called out to me. “We’ve got a lot of golfers to get through here today.” I could feel all of their gazes still on me as I looked down at my ball. I took a deep breath, lined up my driver. As I bent over slightly, I could feel a cool breeze tickling my bum, and I realized everyone could probably see the better half of my tush.

I bit my tongue and made my drive. It wasn’t my greatest drive, but it got a strong reaction from the crowd. They all clapped. Even Thomas said, “Wow, nice drive,” even though it was far from great. Though I suppose it was pretty good for a girl.

I finished the hole two over par, which wasn’t a great start. Away from the big crowd, I was much calmer at the second hole. My drive was much better, and I ended up finishing under par. After the fourth hole, once I was a few strokes below par, Thomas said, “Hey, you’re pretty good. I think you might be winning, you know that?”

“Really?” I said.

It was true. At the end of the fourth hole, one of the officials came up to us to let us know I was in the lead. I started gaining a bit of a crowd—some golfers who were already done for the day, some random bystanders. They followed me through the course as I golfed a mediocre game. But to them it wasn’t mediocre—it was one of the better games they’d ever seen at a women’s tournament. Had I not been so nervous, I would have been doing even better. It was at the eighth hole—my worst hole on that course—when I botched my drive and ended up in the rough, just like I did in the qualifier for the male tournament the week before. It took me a few strokes just to get out from the rough, and then it took me a few puts to get the damn ball in the hole. I fell from five under par to two over. Most of my crowd left me after that hole, which was honestly a welcomed relief.

I finished the day at perfect par, which placed me in the third spot—easily making the next week’s Pro-Am tournament, seeing as the top forty got in. In first was Rebecca Jones. In second was Annie Peterson—or I should say, Andrew Peterson.

As I was packing up my things to leave, the little blonde from earlier came up to me. She had a bitter smile on her face as she looked into my eyes. “Hey, good job out there,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. I could tell by that look on her face that she didn’t qualify. I was tempted to ask where she placed, but I was terrified of hearing she ended up in that forty-first spot. I was already feeling enough guilt.

“I’m cheering for you next week,” she said. “Beat that Rebecca Jones and that Annie girl for me. I can’t believe they even let them compete, to be honest with you.”

I forced a smile. “I’ll do my best,” I said.

If the tournament finished the way the qualifier finished, then no biological woman would walk away with any prize money. All of it would end up in the hands of biological men, dressed up as women. At least Rebecca had the implants—but still. It was far from fair.

I saw the way the other girls looked at Rebecca and at Annie when they went up to accept their medals. They didn’t look at me the same way, because they were oblivious to my reality. I looked at my medal with a combination of guilt and disbelief. I was holding a bronze medal for finishing par on a relatively easy course… I’d never won a medal before, even after finishing ten under par.

But there was no sense in drowning myself in guilt now. I was in—I was on my way to winning way more money than I’d ever had in my bank account. And everyone thought I was really a woman.


6



The medal was useless to me. I hid it in the back of a drawer the moment I got home. It said ‘Women’s Pro-Am Qualifier’ on it. I couldn’t have people coming over and seeing it and wondering what the hell I was doing with a women’s golf tournament medal. I probably should have just thrown the medal in the trash. Why was I keeping it? When was I ever going to take it out and reminisce over it?

For some reason, I kept it. I even took it out later that night and looked at it, feeling the strangest sense of pride in myself. I’d spent years trying to win a medal, and here it was. But it belonged to someone else—so where the hell was this pride coming from?

It was the next day when there was a knock at my door. I didn’t think anything of it—I just assumed it was a delivery guy or some neighbour inviting me to some community gathering. I wasn’t expecting to see Thomas in the doorway. “Jake?” he said, looking at me strangely.

“Hey Thomas,” I said. My heart was aflutter. I’d never had Thomas over at my house before. How did he know where I lived? And what did he want?

“Do you live here?” he asked.

I was slow to respond. My brain was desperately running through all the possible reasons why Thomas could be at my house. But none of them made sense—except for one possibility, which I wasn’t ready to accept. “Yeah,” I said. “This is my place. Why?”

“I’m looking for Carrie Klassen. I was going through my locker this morning and I found one of her club covers. I got her address from the pro shop, and this is it. Why is your house…” Before he could finish speaking, it clicked in his head. His eyes became wide. “Wait, are you…”

“I, uh, think you have some sort of mix up. You must have gotten the wrong address,” I said.

“No, this is the address on the file,” he said. “You’re Carrie Klassen? You’re in on this whole thing, too? Who else is in on it? You, Andrew, and who else?” He shook his head. “Oh my God, I had no idea. I mean—you looked so… so… convincing.” His cheeks turned red. “And your voice was so real. How did you do that?”

“Please don’t tell anyone,” I said. Now my heart was thudding loudly into my ears. I felt faint. Now Thomas knew—and that was the beginning of the end. It wouldn’t be long until Thomas told Andrew (they were close buddies), or one of the other caddies. And then it wouldn’t be long before Andrew or one of the other caddies told everyone else. I would be booed at the Women’s Pro-Am Tournament, along with Rebecca and Andrew. And there was no way I could perform under that kind of pressure and scrutiny. It was hard enough without everyone knowing. And if I fell from third to fourth, or worse, then it was all a big waste of time—no money for me to take home, just guilt and humiliation.

“I should have known it was you,” he said, shaking his head. “Girls can’t drive like that. I don’t know how I couldn’t tell sooner. Do the voice for me. I want to hear it again, now that I know the truth. C’mon—do the voice,” he said.

“Thomas, I don’t want to. I don’t really want anyone finding out about this,” I said.

“Just do the voice,” he said.

I sighed and did the stupid voice. “Is this what you want to hear? Please don’t tell anyone,” I said.

“Wow. You sound so genuine.” He let himself into my house and started looking around. “Now show me your outfit. I’m still not even sure I believe you right now—I need to see it to believe it.”

“Thomas, I’ve got shit to do today. I don’t have time to put on the outfit. It’s really not a big deal. Could you please just keep it a secret between you and me?”

“Maybe,” he said with a big smirk. “But first you have to put on the outfit.” He was getting a kick out of all of it—my begging especially. But what choice did I have? I had to meet his demands, or risk having everyone find out about me. I’d be letting down so many people, enraging so many others—and ruining all of the work and time and money I’d put into this whole scheme. “Does Andrew know?” he asked.

“No, and I want to keep it that way,” I said.

“I don’t blame you. Now let’s see you all dolled up. I want the wig and the makeup and everything.”

I looked at the clock. I didn’t really have anywhere to be, but I really didn’t want to spend the next hour or so getting myself ready for no reason. But again, I had no choice—he wasn’t giving me any. “Fine,” I said. “Just wait in here and give me a good forty-five minutes.”

“Do you mind if I help myself to some snacks?” he said, but he was already going through my cupboards before I answered. He had blackmail on me, and he was going to get the most out of it until he was bored and satisfied—and I had a bad feeling it was going to take a while.

I put on my little golfing outfit—the only female outfit I owned. I pulled up the socks, straightened my little white skirt, and I got into my wig. It actually didn’t take as long as I thought it would, now that I knew how to do everything. Even my makeup only took about fifteen minutes, now that I needed far less trial and error.

I looked in the mirror, now all dolled up. The sight of myself seemed to make that heavy guilt that had been weighing on my shoulders disappear. For some reason, I didn’t feel like I was gaming the system anymore. I was looking at a woman. I had the body of a woman. I was hardly one-hundred and forty pounds, with little muscle. I was short. I even used female golf clubs (regular clubs were too long for my short arms). So what really was the difference? There were stronger women out there than me. There were women in the LPGA with better handicaps than me.

When I emerged from my bedroom, he was comfortable in my recliner, sitting back with a bag of chips. His eyes lit up at the sight of me.

“Holy shit,” he said. “You weren’t kidding.”

“Are you happy now?” I asked, using my girl voice. When I was in that little skirt and that blonde wig, I couldn’t help but use my girl voice. If I wanted to use my male voice, I had to force it, and it felt extremely awkward, like trying to make a cat bark.

“So your tits… They’re not real? What are they?” he asked, standing up and placing his bag of chips on the side table.

“They’re just gel inserts,” I said. He stepped up and grabbed them without asking. He squeezed them, his cheeks turning red. It was strange—I felt like I could feel him squeezing, I felt like I could feel those fake breasts, as if they were a part of me.

“They even have little nipples,” he said, beginning to play with the fake nipples on the inserts with his thumbs and pointer fingers. “Do a little spin for me,” he said. I sighed and did a little spin for him. As I turned my back to him, he spanked me on the ass. “Nice butt,” he said. “Is that fake, too?”

“No,” I said, my cheeks turning red.

“I don’t believe you,” he said.

Reluctantly, I spun around again and lifted up my skirt, so he could see my butt cheeks. I wasn’t expecting him to reach down and grab my cheeks in his hands. I would have spun around and slapped him on the face had I not needed him on my side. I needed to give him a reason to keep my identity a secret—if my reality got out, everything would be ruined. Not just the tournament, but my whole golfing career. How could I ever show my face at a tournament again? Everyone would know that I once impersonated a woman in an attempt to win some money. I would be booed off of every golf course I ever stepped foot on.

“You know, I’m embarrassed to admit this, but when you were golfing yesterday, I kind of had the hots on you. When you bent over to line up your put on the tenth hole, you even gave me a boner.” He laughed nervously as I straightened my skirt.
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My cheeks were warm with blush. I don’t know why I was blushing, as if it was some sort of compliment. I should have been slapping his face, calling him a pervert, telling him to get the fuck out of my house—but instead I was blushing.

“Do you want to fool around?” he asked. Now his face was red. He was biting his bottom lip.

“You know I’m not really a chick, right?” I said. My muscles were tense. The silence in the room was seeping into my nerves.

He shrugged his shoulders. “You look like one, so what’s the difference? No one has to know,” he said. And I thought about it: if we fooled around, then he couldn’t tell anyone about me, unless he was willing to let the world also know that he fooled around with me.

Wait—was I actually considering it? Was I really considering fooling around with a man, one of my friends, while dressed like a woman?

He stepped forward and put his hands on my hips. He was just as tense as me. What was happening? He leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. For some reason, I kissed back. My legs trembled. I felt his hands move slowly up and down my sides, slipping around my back, pulling me in closer to him. I had to stand on the balls of my feet so he wouldn’t have to tilt his head down too much. I got my hands on his body, under his shirt. His body was surprisingly hard, muscular, and defined. I ran my fingers over his pecs and his abs, and then I stopped.

“What the hell are we doing?” I said, my head spinning.

He put his finger up to my lips. “Let’s worry about that later,” he said, and strangely, it made plenty of sense to me. We kept kissing. And my hand that was on his chest started moving down. I carefully undid his belt, pulled it out, and let it fall to the floor. I made quick work of his fly, and quicker work getting his warm erection out from his pants. I was touching his cock, holding it, stroking it—but why?

I liked girls, not boys. At least I thought I did. Now, I wasn’t so sure. I had the strangest desire to be dominated, to be with a man who was taller than me, stronger than me, who could hold me down and do whatever the hell he wanted to me. Thomas was that man. His muscles were bulging. His cock was huge—way bigger than mine—and I couldn’t help but run my fingers all along it, feeling his pulsing veins. I wanted to suck it, to taste his pre-cum, to get him so hard that he had no choice but to relieve himself.

As I sunk to my knees, I caught my reflection in a nearby mirror. I looked so damn hot in my little skirt, the way my back curved, the way my chest perked out so prominently. I even loved how sexy I looked as I lined that big cock up to my lips, as I stuck out my tongue and tickled his bulbous tip. I loved it too much. My heart stuttered. This wasn’t right. Why was I enjoying this? Why did I feel so good about myself?

It would drive me crazy later that night, but in the moment, I let myself go. I accepted it, I indulged. Because there was no sense letting my anxiety ruin the moment. I sunk his member into my mouth and I sucked him until I could taste that small blast of his sweet pre-cum on my tongue. His fingers were in my hair. He was moaning gently. And I couldn’t keep my eyes off of that mirror, watching that sexy girl sucking off that big, hard dick. I had a hard time believing I was even looking at myself. Was that really me? Was I really about to get a man off?

I leaned back, started stroking his cock with my hand, and I looked up into his eyes. “Do you like it?” I asked. And as I asked it, he came on my face, without warning. I gasped, closed my eyes right in time. Cum blasted my eyelids, my nose, my chin, my forehead, my hair—everywhere. His body shuddered and he let out a long moan, and then he took his cock in his hand and pressed it to my lips, so I would suck that last drop of cum out from his dick. I did.

And then I stood up, looked in the mirror, and saw my skirt jutting out like a tent, my own erection having slipped out from my panties. I hid it quickly, before Thomas noticed.

“That was amazing,” he said. “You sure know how to suck a dick.”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing again. I still couldn’t believe that made me blush. It should have made me angry—but no.

He left satisfied, with a promise to tell no one about my little secret. But he wasn’t done with me. He came back the next day with a couple of shopping bags. “I bought you some things. Go get dolled up,” he said. I didn’t put up a fight this time. I went into my room and started putting on makeup. In fact, I was excited to see what he had in store for me.

He’d bought me some skimpy lingerie—a few things, but that afternoon he wanted me to wear the sexy Sailor Moon outfit he’d picked out. It was so slutty, but I looked so great in it. I made sure he was facing the right direction when I sucked him off, so I could see myself in the mirror. When he asked if he could fuck me in the ass, I hesitated and reality seemed to hit me like a bag of bricks.

“You want… what?” I said.

“Bend over, and I’ll fuck you,” he said.

My heart was racing, but I still found myself spinning around, placing my hands on the edge of the couch, and bending over. I still had a good view of the mirror, where I could see myself, all sexy, about to take a big dick in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but how bad could it be? People love doing anal, right? Maybe I’d been missing out my whole life.

It was amazing. He was relentless, and I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way. He pounded the fuck out of my ass, slapping his muscular pelvis against my butt cheeks, making them red, getting his cock way up into my belly. He made me so hard, so fast. Without even thinking about it, I reached down and started to jerk myself off. My head was spinning. There was a warm buzzing in-between my legs, and eventually all over. And that buzzing didn’t stop, not even after I was blasting cum all over the back of my couch.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I moaned.

“I’m going to cum,” he said. His nails dug into my sides, and then I felt it: the hot rush of his big load, deep in my tush. It felt so good, unlike anything I’d ever felt. I trembled all over and nearly fell to the ground in my skimpy Sailor Moon outfit. He spun me around, kissed me on the lips, and then he pushed me to my knees, so I could taste the last drop of his cum, and the taste of my asshole on his dick.

I could hardly walk when I woke up the next morning, my ass still sore from his pounding, and my legs still shaking. We were going to have to be careful about fucking too close to the tournament. If I was going to walk away with any of that prize money, I needed to be in peak physical condition.
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The big day came. I showed up early for the tournament, and so did most of the other girls. The clubhouse was swarming with girls trying to get registered so they could get their tee times and start the tournament where someone would leave with fifty-thousand dollars.

I was ready to be nervous, with a box of tissues packed into my golf bag, to wipe the sweat from my palms. I expected the nervousness to overwhelm me as soon as I was surrounded by the other golfers, but that nervousness never came. Even once I’d registered and mingled with some of the other contestants, I was still as cool as ever—cooler than most of the other golfers.

Not only was I not nervous, but I felt better than I’d ever felt in my life on that course. I felt so at ease, so happy, so sexy. I loved looking at my reflection in the pro shop windows. I loved all of the smiles I got, from men and women.

As the third seed, I was third to tee off. I’d seen my caddy around the course before, but I didn’t know his name. I was just happy that I wasn’t paired with Thomas again. I needed the clearest head possible.

Though it was distracting when my caddy was staring at my ass as I bent over to line up my drive. I suppose most of the girls at that tournament had to deal with the same nonsense, so in a way, it was just my caddy’s way of evening out the playing field. I didn’t really mind—it was a nice reminder that I was pulling off looking like a girl, and that I was fitting in with the other contestants. I could start worrying when men began staring at my throat, or between my legs, trying to spot a bulge.

I was one hole behind Annie. Whenever she would tee off, I could hear the booing crowd from two hundred yards away. A large portion of the attendance were girls who didn’t qualify the week before—some of them just like me, probably a few strokes away from qualifying. Those same booing ladies would stick around for my tee offs, where they would cheer and clap enthusiastically. They wanted me to win, to prove some sort of point.

But what point were they trying to prove? This wasn’t boxing. It wasn’t running, it wasn’t weightlifting, it wasn’t skiing. It was a technical sport that had very little to do with strength. That course was a par-three course, and women were just as capable as men to get a hole-in-one. The only reason men tend to score better than women in golf is because of interest—more men are interested in golf, so there is more competition. Greater competition means greater competitors. Waste disposal crews aren’t full of men because men are better at picking up trash—they’re full of men because women don’t generally want to work in waste disposal. Right?

After the front nine, I was tied with Annie at two under par. Rebecca was four under par. It was my understanding that a second-place tie would result in the two of us splitting the second and third-place prize money—so fifteen-thousand dollars each. Not a bad payday, considering I would have made less than one-hundred bucks caddying the event.

But I still felt guilty. I still felt like I was somehow wronging the women’s golfing community. Was I? If the official position of the tournament was that anyone who says that they’re a woman is a woman, is a woman, was it really such a horrible crime?

The course’s back nine was far from the scoreboards—which was a relief, in my opinion. It was one less distraction. I could just focus on playing my best game possible, and if I won, I won. If not, then it wasn’t meant to be. I had a solid streak of birdies between holes ten and fifteen, putting me at eight under par. Eight under was better than I’d ever seen at a women’s tournament, and there were still three holes left. On hole sixteen, I went two over. On hole seventeen, I had a bogie. And on the eighteenth hole, I finished at par, despite a stellar drive.

In the end, I was five under, which was still better than I’d ever seen at a women’s event. But I had no idea whether that meant I won or not. The crowd seemed to think I’d done quite well. They were cheering loudly as I picked my ball out from the eighteenth hole, and that cheering went on for a while—though they were just as oblivious to the final score as me.

I got a ride on a golf cart back to the first hole, where the giant scoreboard was set up. My heart was racing the whole way. There was a good chance that I came in first place. There was a good chance that I was fifty-thousand dollars richer, and on my way to the next big tournament, over in Los Angeles. You know they pay for your flights and your hotels and your meals once you’re on the circuit? It was my dream, and that dream was just moments away from being realized.

But I didn’t win. Neither did Rebecca, and neither did Annie. In the top three spots were girls with names I didn’t recognize. I was up there, in fourth place. Annie was below me. Rebecca was below her. Our plan had failed. Three girls had worked up a stellar back nine to pull into the lead. Those three girls were already standing up on the podium when I pulled up. Rebecca and Annie were already standing in the back with white faces. I could see Annie’s lips moving as she mumbled profanities under her breath. Rebecca had tears in her eyes.

All of that humiliation was for nothing—for Annie, anyway. As for me, I couldn’t help but smile. I’d come out of that tournament with something far more valuable than money or gift cards: I’d learned something about myself. I’d learned who I wanted to be, who I was more comfortable being. It didn’t hurt that I still made the professional circuit with my fourth place finish.

They called me up onto the stage, along with Annie and Rebecca and four other girls—the top ten finishers who would be travelling to Los Angeles in a week. An interviewer went from girl to girl, asking stock questions like, “How does it feel to be on the professional circuit? What do you hope to accomplish in Los Angeles?” When she came to me, she asked me the same questions.

The whole crowd was looking at me with eager anticipation as I stood in silence. Annie and Rebecca before me were booed so loudly, no one could hear their stock responses. Even if they weren’t booing, no one would have been able to hear Annie, as she was so rattled her mouth hardly produced a sound.

“I’m not really a woman,” I said to the crowd, ignoring the question that was asked to me. I just needed to get the weight off of my shoulders. I couldn’t live with the secret any longer. “I mean, I wasn’t born a woman. But I feel like a woman now.” The crowd was silent. My body was cold and stiff. My mind was blank, but I kept on talking. “You can boo me if you want, I probably deserve it, but I don’t think it’s fair to boo Rebecca. Unlike Annie, she’s really trying to be a woman. I don’t think she’s trying to cheat the system. In fact, I think we proved here today that you can’t cheat the system—that boys aren’t really better than girls at golf. Rebecca won last year because she’s a good golfer, not because she was born a man. The girls who won here today won because they’re good golfers, not because they’re women. I mean, look at the scoreboard. Is that top finish not better than the men’s top finish last week?”

“It’s the same!” someone in the crowd pointed out.

“Well, there you go,” I said. “Sure, there are fewer female competitors, which means the chance of winning is better, but that doesn’t mean it’s any easier. Rebecca is trying her best to be a woman, to be accepted as a woman. And I think we should be applauding her for managing to finish in the top ten, despite being booed every time she approached her ball. I can’t even imagine playing under that kind of pressure.”

The crowd was silent for another moment, and then people started to clap. Then more people started to clap. And then everyone was clapping. Because for the first time, they were really thinking about it, realizing they’d been blinded by gender politics, realizing men and women aren’t really that different when it comes to golfing.

Annie took the mic from me. “I want to say something, too,” she said, and then she cleared her throat. Her voice was starting to slip. She’d forgotten all of the tips I’d given to her, and she’d reverted back to her weird, high-pitched Monty Python voice. “I would have won today had you all not been booing me so much. Just like Rebecca and all of the other girls here, I’m a woman today. Sure, other days I identify as a man, but today I was a woman—and you all booed a woman.” Her little speech was met with a flurry of booing.

Someone even yelled, “Get off the stage!”

But for whatever reason, they accepted me, and they accepted Rebecca. They didn’t seem to have any issues with us wanting to be women, not just for the tournament, but for the rest of our lives.

And I have to say, the support was nice. It definitely helped when I returned home and packed all of my old male clothes into an old suitcase, which I stuffed into my basement storage room. I knew I was making the right choice, and I was excited to finally feel the way I felt on the course all of the time.

THE END
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Tim is a world-famous poker player. Having just won the biggest poker tournament in the world, there’s nothing left for Tim to achieve in his career. That is until he gets an invite from a former world-champion, to a secret, high-stakes game in the basement of a Las Vegas casino—with a prize of 150 million dollars. How can Tim say no?

But when Tim’s lucky-streak comes to an end and he runs out of money, his host makes him an offer: he’ll buy Tim back in if Tim agrees to play the rest of the game as a woman. And with every future buy-in, there’s another catch.
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Icouldn’t figure out why they kept insisting I take my money and leave. “It’s not too late to duck out while you’re ahead, Tim,” Roger Berg said to me as I neatly stacked the big pile of chips I’d just won. I laughed. Duck out while I’m ahead? Sounds like a guy who didn’t want me to take any more of his money. He wasn’t looking out for my best interests, he was looking out for his own—and so were his two multi-millionaire friends at the table, Matt Fergusson, and Liam Stole.

It was me against three of the richest people in the city, maybe even some of the richest people in whole country. Roger was the only one who made his fortune playing cards in some of the biggest poker tournaments in the world. The other two guys were just buddies of his, poker hobbyists, easy money as far as I was concerned. Not to mention, it had been years since I’d seen Roger’s name floating around any of the big tournament circuits. It had been a hell of a long time since he’d been a big name in the poker world.

Not like me—I was at the top of my game. I’d just won the biggest tournament in poker, the World Series of Poker’s Main Event, to the tune of sixty-one million dollars. Not bad, huh? It was the biggest pay-out in poker history. I was ready to pack it in, on top of the world. I didn’t think I could get much higher. I had just over a hundred-million to my name.

I thought I’d achieved it all, until I got that knock at my hotel room, and that little red envelope slipped under the door. It was an invitation to a private game with higher stakes than any tournament I’d ever played in before: a pot of one-hundred and fifty million dollars, with buy-ins. It was the buy-ins that piqued my interest, especially once I found out I was going to be playing a couple of hobbyists with insanely deep pockets.

Though I didn’t expect the game to be quite so private. It was in the basement of the casino, behind a series of locked doors, guarded by armed guards. “No cameras?” I asked as I was led into the room. They all laughed at the question, as if it was the stupidest thing they’d ever heard. It had been years since I’d played in an un-televised game.

“You read the whole invite, right?” Matt asked me. He had a pair of dark sunglasses on and a black baseball cap with no logos on it. I’d skimmed the invite. It was a rather vague thing that said “anything goes” a few times, as well as “creative buy-ins considered”. All that meant was, if you lost all your money, you could use your brand new Ferrari to buy back into the game. Back when I was starting out, we used to use “creative buy-ins considered” as an excuse to get girls to take their clothes off. It was surprising to see it on an invite to a game populated by borderline billionaires, with such high-stakes. How much money were they looking to spend, exactly?

The game room was stark. No art on the cracked cement walls—nothing but an air vent that produced an inconsistent humming noise, and a big, dirty mirror on the wall to my left (too far for anyone to use to their advantage).

It had been a long time since I’d played in a private game. I’d forgotten that private games generally attracted the hardcore gamblers. Sure, your average poker player was somewhat of a gambling addict, but the private game types were the real deal—the kinds of guys who would trade their wives for another buy-in, a ghost of a chance at the big pot. Matt and Liam definitely fit that bill. Roger seemed to keep his cool, but I could tell the game was slowly getting to him, too. Let’s be real: one-hundred and fifty million would get to anyone.

I won three of the first five hands, folding after the draw on the other two. In just twenty minutes, I was up fifteen million and in a serious power position.

Luck was on my side. My next hand was a pair of aces. I peeked over my cards to try to get a read on Liam and Matt. I knew I wasn’t going to get a read off of Roger, and in trying I might just psyche myself out. Liam and Matt, on the other hand, were expressive (whether or not they knew it). I was quickly learning that Matt would bite his bottom lip gently every time he had a good hand (a lot of players did this to hide the inevitable smirk from their faces). Now, he was biting the corner of his lip, which made me think he had a mediocre hand and he was trying to decide whether to call the blind and bluff, or fold.

He called. Liam folded. I raised, and then Matt called again. The flop came down with another ace. I was holding three-of-a-kind. I caught Matt smirking briefly before he bit his lip again, which made me think he was holding the fourth ace. I checked and he raised. I called. The pot was up to eight million. It’s not too often you see a pot worth eight million.

He raised again on the turn (I called), and then he raised again on the river. This time, instead of calling, I made my own raise—an extra five million. He was quick to call, thinking he had me beat. He was quick to lay down his hands and say, “Two pairs, aces and tens.”

“Three of a kind, aces,” I said, laying my hand down. Even I couldn’t hold the smirk from my face. All the winning was making me cocky. But who could blame me? I’d just won a twenty-million dollar pot. I had seventy-five million dollars in a pile in front of me—the most money I’d seen in my entire poker-playing career.

And that’s when Roger said, “It’s not too late to duck out while you’re ahead, Tim.” I probably should have listened. I had half of the one-hundred and fifty million dollar pot. We weren’t playing tournament rules—I was allowed to walk whenever I wanted to. But I didn’t walk—I stayed in the game.

Roger smiled. “Suit yourself,” he said as the dealer collected the cards and began to shuffle. I’ll admit, I felt a breeze of anxiety cross over me before the next hand was dealt. Roger seemed a little bit too calm for a guy who was down nearly ten million dollars. I couldn’t help but think he was trying to pull some sort of hustle. But if he was trying to hustle me, why would he offer to let me leave? He was the one who made the rules. It was him that said we weren’t playing tournament rules, that we could leave whenever we wanted.

My next hand was another good one: An ace of hearts and a jack of hearts. I called the blind. Matt folded, and then Liam followed. It was just me and Roger. He checked on the flop, so I did the same, even though a two of hearts came down. I was just one heart away from a flush, putting my odds at 50% of landing the fifth best hand in the game.

The turn came down and answered my prayers: a two of hearts. I had my flush. The river was another two, this one of diamonds. I raised five million. He counter-raised twenty million. My heart stuttered. The pot was up to twenty-five million—the exact amount I’d won up to that point. I stared at the draw and wondered, what could he possibly have to beat my flush? Was he just bluffing? Did he think he was calling my bluff? There weren’t even any face cards down.

I didn’t just call his raise, I upped the stakes. “Thirty million,” I said.

“Make it forty.” He smiled. It was painfully obvious that he wanted me to fold. He wanted me to think he had something—maybe he wanted me to think he had a flush. I almost laughed. It was a strategy I used to see all the time back in college, when kids thought bluffing just meant raising over and over. A good bluff shouldn’t make you think twice. A proper bluff is invisible. Roger’s series of smirking bumps couldn’t have been more comical. I was about to call, thinking it was nothing but easy money, and then I realized forty-million for him meant he was all-in. Either he had something I couldn’t see, or he was bluffing like a fool. Even if he did have a flush, it was impossible for him to win. At the very best, we would draw. So I called and we flipped over our cards.

And I lost. He had four-of-a-kind, twos. In all of my contemplation, I never considered the possibility that he was holding pocket twos. I didn’t think twice about the two twos that came down. Who goes all-in with pocket twos? Just like that, I went from having seventy-five million to having thirty million (twenty of my own gone).

My winning streak was over. Stellar hands stopped coming my way. And as the blinds circled the table, the remainder of my money slowly disappeared, one measly chip at a time. I thought about walking once I was down to twenty million, but I couldn’t bare the thought of leaving the room with thirty million less than I had when I entered.

I started to become paranoid, watching the dealer closely, making sure he wasn’t slipping cards in and out of the deck. As far as I could tell, he wasn’t. As far as I could tell, I was just losing, and I was losing a lot. When a decent hand finally came my way, I ended up going all-in, hoping to buy the pot in an attempt to slowly climb back into the game. Liam and Matt both folded but Roger called. We flipped our cards. He didn’t have a great hand, a nine and a five, off suited. But unfortunately, it was enough to beat me. A six, seven, and an eight came down on the flop, and I didn’t even need to see the turn or the river to know I was toast. That was it—fifty million dollars lost in just over an hour.

“Do you want to buy back in?” the dealer asked me.

I should have left and cut my losses, but I couldn’t bare the thought of losing everything. I only had about fifty-five million left in my bank account, which I was hoping to use to retire. “What’s the minimum buy-in?” I asked.

“Fifty million,” the dealer said with a cold casualness.

The worst kind of addiction is a gambling addiction. With a liquor addiction, when you get carried away, you end up passing out, vomiting, but after a day or two, you’re back to normal. With a sex addiction, you might ruin a relationship or two, but as they say, there are plenty of fish in the sea. With a gambling addiction, one wrong move and you could end up homeless, with nothing to your name. There’s nothing worse than that little glimmer of hope—maybe I could buy back in and win just one or two hands, and then I could walk away with something.

I bought back in. But my luck didn’t look up. I lost hand after hand after hand, and sure enough, I once again found myself on the brink of elimination. “I’m all-in,” I said, pushing the last of my second round of chips forward.

“You sure about that?” Roger said.

I didn’t respond. Instead, I just waited for him to call, and as expected, he did. And sure enough, he beat me with another miraculous hand.

That was it—everything I had was gone. I had a couple million left in the bank account—probably not even enough to pay my year-end taxes. “Do you want to buy back in?” the dealer asked.

“With what?” I said with my face buried into the palms of my hands.

“I could sell you some chips,” Roger said with that increasingly familiar smirk on his face.


2



Icouldn’t afford the fifty-million dollar buy-in, so I didn’t have many options. I could either walk away from the table and hope to make some major victories at some of the upcoming poker tournaments, or I could take Roger up on his offer, and personally buy some chips off of him.

In any other scenario, buying chips off another player would be strictly against the rules. But down in that casino basement, there were no rules. The invitation only vaguely said “anything goes” and Matt and Liam didn’t seem to mind the proposal. Even if I could just buy five-million worth of chips from Roger and turn it into ten, at least then I would have enough to survive a couple of years while I got back onto my feet. “I’ll buy five,” I said.

He smiled, but he didn’t slide the chips to me. “I don’t want your money, Tim. I’ve already got plenty of that,” he said, motioning down to his large pile of what represented my entire life-savings.

“So what do you want? My penthouse apartment? My car? Name it,” I said.

Roger looked over at Matt and Liam, who were both smiling. Were they all working together? Was this some sort of team effort hustle? If it was, how were they doing it? Could they somehow see each other’s hands? “I tell you what—I’ll make that five million into ten million.”

“For what?” I said. I was getting impatient and frustrated. It was starting to seem like he was just kicking me while I was down, trying to get under my skin so I would make more stupid mistakes and give up more of my quickly dwindling net worth.

“Play the rest of the game in a dress,” he said, now biting the corner of his lip.

“Excuse me?” I said, staring at him, assuming I’d misheard him. “Seriously, what did you just say?” I was totally convinced I’d misheard him. Then he said it again and I realized I’d heard him fine and clear.

Roger called for one of the girls who had been bringing us drinks. “Could you grab the black dress that’s hanging in the closet over there? And grab the black bag on the floor as well. Thank you, babe.” The girl went and retrieved a tiny black dress and a black bag. She placed it down in front of me and went to stand at the back of the room.

“Everything there should fit. The shoes should be your size. You’re a nine, right?” How Roger knew my size, I have no idea. I suppose when you have tons of money, you can know whatever the hell you want.

I held up the dress. It sure didn’t look like it would fit, maybe if I was thirty pounds lighter (and I was already a thin guy). “Don’t worry, it’s a stretchy fabric,” Roger said.

I looked in the bag, inside of which was a pair of black high heels, black lace panties, and a set of black lace stocking. “You just said a dress,” I said, my heart sinking into my gut at the thought of going from a multi-millionaire to a humiliating disgrace in a matter of a couple of hours.

“We can make it five million, if you want,” he said. For an extra five million, the shoes and stockings weren’t really that big of a deal. I looked around for a change room. “Where can I change?”

“Right there,” he said, and at first I thought he was kidding with me. But then I noticed no one was laughing. He was serious. He wanted me to change right there, in the game room.

“You aren’t serious,” I said.

“I’m very serious.”

After a long moment of crippling silence, I started to change. I took my shirt off and let it drop to the floor. Then, I put the dress on before slipping off my pants and my boxers. The dress was tight. I looked down and could see the bulge of my cock as clear as day. The panties helped hide the bulge, though I probably preferred the humiliation of the bulge to the humiliation of the panties. There’s a real embarrassment in knowing everyone around you knows you’re wearing women’s underwear. Despite that, the stockings were somehow the most humiliating part of the outfit.

Roger slid ten-million dollars in the form of poker chips towards me. “Good luck,” he said.

My first hand was total garbage, but I wasn’t on the blind, so I folded. My second hand wasn’t much better, a five and an eight, but now I was the big blind, and no one was raising, so I played into the flop. A six and a seven came down, and I was suddenly just one card away from a flush. I decided to raise one million. Roger and Matt both folded, leaving me facing just Liam. He called and we went into the turn: an ace of clubs. Shit, I thought. When you don’t have an ace in your hand, there’s nothing worse than seeing one on the draw. I kept my cool and checked. Liam raised five million.

Fuck. I’d already invested two million into the pot. Another five and I would only have three left. I looked up and tried to get a read on Liam. He looked nervous, face red, lips pressed thin. He wouldn’t look me in the eye, which made me think he was hiding something. I called his bet, and we went into the river. I closed my eyes. I just needed a four or a nine—any suit.

I opened my eyes: it was a queen. I was fucked. I had nothing and I didn’t have enough money to bluff my way out of the mess I was in. “Raise or check?” the dealer asked me, as if I didn’t know the rules to this game they called poker. “Check,” I said, hoping Liam would just check and call it a day. But it must have been so clear on my face that I had nothing, because he raised two million—just enough to put me all in. I should have folded and taken the two million—at least it was two million I didn’t have before I put on the stupid dress. But instead, I stupidly called. He won with three-of-a-kind, aces.

I suddenly felt even more vulnerable and exposed in that dress and those panties and those stockings. I’d put them on for nothing—for a single hand in a doomed game of cards.

“You lost but at least you lost looking pretty,” Matt said with a smirk on his face. I wanted to smack him. He only had about fifteen million left. It wasn’t exactly looking like he was going to win. “Hey, don’t get mad at me,” he said. “You have to admit, you look pretty good in that dress.” The guys all laughed.

I couldn’t help but sneak a glance at myself in the mirror across the room. He was right, I didn’t look half-bad (aside from my short hair and stubble beard). But looking good in the dress didn’t exactly make me feel any better about myself—if anything, it was the opposite. “You want to buy another ten million?” Roger asked, still with about ninety million in his possession.

“What do you want this time?” I asked.

He smiled and then said, “Let’s hear your best female voice.” I stared at him in silence, too embarrassed to open my mouth. “C’mon, Tim. You won’t do a lady voice for ten million dollars?”

“Is that it, you just want me to do a lady voice?” I said.

“That wasn’t much of a lady voice,” he said.

I took a deep breath and I tried my best to swallow my pride. “You just want a lady voice?” I said, doing my best female impersonation.

They all looked at one another with wide eyes. “Holy crap, not bad. He sounds better than my wife,” Matt said. I guess that was one thing I picked up living in Las Vegas for so long, listening to all of the trannies on the streets and in the casinos every day. I once heard a couple of trannies giving one another tips on how to sound more realistic. Apparently, the knowledge stuck in my brain—and it was a good thing it did, because it bought me another ten million dollars. “A shave, some makeup, and a wig, too. But you can’t break character, or I get the money back. Anything I tell you to do, you have to do. I’m your master now. Deal?”

“Deal.” I was already in the stupid dress, what was a wig, a shave, and a dumb voice? How bad could it be? And again, I just needed to win a couple of hands and I could walk away with something—or with a fortune, if my luck finally decided to make a comeback (highly unlikely). Roger called for one of the servers to go and fetch the shaving kit from the back room. I wanted to ask why there was a shaving kit, a wig, and a dress all stored nearby, but I didn’t want to speak any more than I needed to, now that I had to speak and act like a woman. The easiest way out of this was by keeping my mouth shut and keeping my mind on the business at hand.

The girl came back with the shaving kit. “Is it okay if we play a few hands while you get ready there, Tina?” For a moment I thought he was talking to the server, maybe her name was Tina, and then I realized I was Tina now. That was apparently the name of my new character. “Go ahead,” I said in my girly voice.

“Lean your head back,” the server girl whispered to me, and I did. She rubbed some shaving cream on my face and began the shave. God, I felt ridiculous, having a beautiful woman shaving my face so I would look more like a woman in my little black dress and stockings. “Shave her legs while you’re at it,” Roger said, so she did. While I sat out, Roger won a few more hands. I could only hear them as I stared up at the ceiling, the server girl carefully shaving my neck, making sure she got really close so I would look as feminine as possible. She used a soft rag to wipe my face, and then she spent a couple of minutes getting the wig on my head just right. Then she said, “Close your eyes,” and she started to apply the makeup.

After she walked away, I caught my reflection in the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. I looked good. I looked really good. It took me a moment to realize I wasn’t staring at a stunning woman through a mirror. I was looking at myself. I found myself zoning out, completely captivated by my own visage.

“I’m all-in,” Matt said, pushing his chips into the middle of the table, successfully pulling my attention back to the poker game. Matt was going all-in against Roger, who seemed to be unbeatable. However, that unbeatable streak did not come to an end with Matt’s all-in.

“Three of a kind beats your two pairs,” Roger said. “Thank you very much.” With a long reach, he pulled another mountain of chips towards himself.

Matt let his face sink into the palms of his hands. “That was everything I had,” I could hear him saying quietly over and over to himself. I found a strange comfort in knowing I was now in third place, even if I did have to spend one-hundred million dollars, put on a dress, shave my legs and face, and put on makeup to get there. I was still determined to, at the very least, claw my way back to even—which meant increasing my current stack 1000%. Not exactly an easy feat.

“Do you want to buy some chips, Matt?” Roger asked, that smirk bigger than ever.

“What do I need to do for ten million. I’ll do anything. Just name it—anything,” Matt said, sounding increasingly desperate with every word.

Roger was biting his lip. Before making his offer, he made it clear to all of us that we couldn’t just accept his offers and walk away (which meant I couldn’t just walk with the ten million he gave me, just because I put on a wig for a couple of minutes). We were locked in until the end. “I apologize if I didn’t make that clear before,” he said. I’ll admit, I was somewhat disheartened. That meant that I couldn’t just stop once I broke even. I needed to go all the way (and I needed to do it dressed as a woman).

“Ten million is a lot of money, Matt,” Roger said.

“I know—I said I would do anything.”

“Would you go down on the beautiful Tina?” Roger asked, and the room became silent.

“Go down on her?” Matt asked, and I was happy he asked because I was wondering the same thing. What did Roger mean, go down on me? As in, give me a blow job? I didn’t want a blowjob from Matt, or from any man. I liked girls, not guys.

“For ten million?” Matt said.

“For ten million.” Roger looked over at me.

I nearly got up and gave him a piece of my mind, but then I remembered that would be ‘breaking character’, which was all I needed to do to lose the ten million I’d been given. “Not to be rude, but I don’t know if I’m exactly in the mood for that,” I said in my girly voice.

“Well I don’t know if that’s exactly up to you, Tina,” Roger said. A chill ran down my spine. He was right—I gave him the right to give me whatever orders he wanted. Had I known that would mean sexual orders, I wouldn’t have taken the money. Or maybe I would have—ten million dollars is a lot of money. Besides, it wasn’t like I was going to be the one giving the blowjob. “Here’s the deal, Matt,” Roger said. “You can have the ten mil as soon as I see Tina’s cum in your mouth.”

Matt was as rigid and pale as a concrete statue. He wasn’t even blinking. I wondered if his heart had stopped beating. And then, after a moment, he snapped back to life, looked at me, and then said, “Fine, I’ll do it.” He got up and walked towards me. He stood awkwardly over me for a moment.

“Mind scooting back?” he said.

I looked back to Roger to make sure this wasn’t just some cruel prank. The worst part of it all was that I was letting it happen. I was letting Matt slide in between my legs and suck my cock. There was no one putting a gun to my head. There was no one threatening to find and kill my family members. It was all in the name of money and greed.

I let Matt in and then he sunk down, under the table. I felt his shaking hands make their way up the skirt of my dress. I felt his finger tips running against my skin as he pulled down my panties.

“Let’s keep playing, shall we?” Roger said, motioning for the dealer to continue. The dealer and the server girl both seemed totally unphased by the whole ordeal, as if they’d seen it thousands of times over. Maybe Roger did this all the time? Maybe I wasn’t the first victim of his cruel feminization.

As I picked up my hand to see what I’d been dealt, Matt grabbed my cock and began to stroke it. I perked up. My instinct was to close my legs, but they only closed in on his body. He was determined to get me off, and the sooner it was over, the better it was for both of us. I did my best to imagine a beautiful woman between my legs. Roger motioned over the female server. “Make sure he’s using his mouth, would you?” The girl came around the table and stood over my shoulder, looking down at Matt, who now had my cock in his warm, wet mouth.

And shit, it felt kind of nice as he bobbed his head up and down, running his warm tongue along the base of my shaft. One of his hands was stroking my leg, the other was stroking the part of my cock that wasn’t in his mouth. He was actually getting me hard—my God, he was actually getting me hard.

“Tina, call, raise, or fold?” the dealer asked. I was so disoriented from the blowjob, I didn’t even know what was in my hand. I looked down—a jack and a queen, off-suited. “I’ll call,” I said, throwing two chips in to match the blind. Roger folded. It was just Liam and I.

The flop came down: a four, a jack, and a queen. Right off the bat, I had two pairs. I felt my cock slide down deeper into Matt’s throat. A warm jolt ran through my body. Liam raised, and I called. The dealer flipped over the turn. It was another jack. I had a full house. There were only four hands that could beat me, and they were all statistically impossible under the circumstances. Now I just needed to play him. “I’ll raise two million,” I said, sliding two more chips forward. He considered my raise, not falling for it straight away.

Using the tip of his tongue, Matt tickled the tip of my cock, sending a wave of elation through my body. My stocking-clad knees quivered and I let out a soft moan, biting my lip to contain anything more.

Liam called my two million and raised me another two. Obviously, I called. The river was a three of spades—useless in just about any scenario. Liam raised again, trying to put me all in. In my swirling euphoria, I didn’t bother to consider all the possibilities (in the off chance I was forgetting something). I called, and we flipped our cards.

As expected, he had three-of-a-kind, nothing close to my full house. And just like that, I was up to just over twenty-million. All I needed was a few more big wins and I could be back up at one-hundred million. Unfortunately, I would still have to play to the bitter end, win or lose.

My next hand was nothing special—pocket eights. I was the big blind, so I checked and ended up seeing the flop. A third eight came down, so I decided to raise the stakes. “I’m going to raise—” Before I could finish my sentence, I came. Matt did something with his tongue around the tip of my cock that sent me into a sudden warm paralysis. I bit down on my lip and my body trembled. I could hear him gagging between my legs as his mouth filled with my cum.

“Raise how much?” the dealer asked.

Matt stepped out from beneath me and proved his victory to Roger. I had to take a moment to recompose before I could get my head back into the game. “Ten million,” I said, but I didn’t mean to say it. I had only intended to raise one million. The only reason I said ten was because I was thinking about Matt and how he was now back in the game with ten million. It wasn’t until the dealer used his little rake to pull my chips forward that I realized how much I’d bet. It was too later to take it back. I would have never bet ten million with pocket eights, especially seeing as there was an ace on the table.

“I’ll call that,” Roger said with that smirk returning to his face. He could probably tell I’d made a blunder with my raise. Maybe he could see it on my face as I watched my hard earned chips being scraped into the middle of the table.

“I’ll call that, too,” Liam said. And the pot in the middle became a hell of a lot bigger—thirty-three million in total. My heart started to beat rapidly. I took a deep breath as the turn came down: a five of spades. Useless. Roger raised three million. What option did I have? I still had three of a kind, and I wasn’t going to lose the twelve mil I’d already bet because I didn’t want to take a little extra risk (if you can call three million a little extra risk). We all put our money in and just like that, the pot grew to forty-two million dollars.

The river came down: An ace of hearts. Fuck. There really is nothing worse than an ace on the river when you don’t have an ace in your hand. Liam’s face lit up. All he needed was a single ace and he had me beat. “I’m all-in,” Liam said, sliding his final eight million into the middle of the table. Roger called. I considered folding, but something inside of me told me to stay in—it’s not like I had much to lose at this point. If I folded, I would only have eight million left. I’d be losing by a large margin. And now that Matt was back in the game, it was going to be a real pain in the ass trying to claw my way back. “I’ll call,” I said, pushing my chips into the mix.

“Okay, show ‘em,” the dealer said, and we all flipped our cards.

No one had an ace. Both Liam and Roger only had single pairs. I won. I won sixty-six million dollars in a single hand. I was up to eighty-eight million. Even Roger only had about sixty left. I was winning—by a lot. I was back in my power position.

At least, I was in the power position in the game of poker. Roger still had power over me, as per our arrangement. He was still my master. Anything he wanted me to do, I had to do. But now, that the smirk was gone from his now-pale face, I had a feeling he was about to up the ante.
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Iwon the next few hands, but only because Roger kept folding before the flop. Either he was getting dealt crap hands or he was comfortable letting the three of us take each other out chip by chip. Whenever Roger folded, I knew I could win any hand. I had enough money that I could intimidate both Liam and Matt regardless of what was in my hand, and as their chips began to dwindle, they became increasingly stressed out, making them even easier to read. I ended up eliminating Liam with pocket queens. “Fuck,” he said, slamming his fist into the table, realizing he’d just lost fifty million dollars.

“Sorry, darling,” I said, winking at him. Either the winning was getting into my head or my female character was starting to overtake my body. At one point I even looked down and realized my legs were crossed. Never in my life had I crossed my legs before.

Roger was getting frustrated. His winning streak was over and mine was back. The more I got into my female character, the harder I was to read—and it was all his fault.

I caught both Matt and Liam checking me out a few times. They were distracted by my looks (and I’ll admit, I was even a bit distracted at times, catching myself in that mirror).

Liam was much richer than Matt. He had the money to buy himself back in ten times over, but his window had passed. In poker, the blinds are increased every so often to force action into the game, so players can’t just fold every hand as they wait for the perfect deal. Usually, it’s after the first twenty hands that the first bump happens. When it happens, you are no longer allowed to buy back into the game. If the rule didn’t exist, the game could potentially never end, assuming the players were rich enough to keep it going. “I’ll buy back in,” Liam said, hoping the dealer would forget about the rule.

“Sorry, sir, but you can’t buy back in any longer,” the dealer said without making eye-contact with Liam.

Liam looked to Roger. “What do I need to do for ten million?” he asked. I giggled. What was he going to do with ten million? He’d already squandered fifty and he’d hardly won a single hand. Roger and I were just on a whole different skill level.

Roger shrugged. “Maybe when I’m back up,” he said without looking up. His face was red, embarrassed that he’d screwed up his winning streak in his attempt to humiliate me.

“Five million then. I’ll do anything. I can’t go home to my wife and kids like this. How am I supposed to explain that I lost fifty million dollars?” Liam was jittery.

Roger remained silent for a moment as he stared at his dwindling pile of chips. Then, he looked up slowly, gaze inward, as if he had something on his mind. “You can fuck Tina,” he said.

My heart skipped a beat as a cold sensation crossed over me. Fuck me? Liam only took a short moment and a single deep breath before he said, “Sure,” and stood up.

“What?” I said.

“All of that money is only yours if you do what I say, remember?” he said ,that smirk finally making its reappearance. “Or until you win—which hasn’t happened yet.” Sadly, he was right. Those were the terms I foolishly agreed to. Could you blame me? I didn’t exactly think he had this kind of treatment in store for me. “Now stand up and bend over,” he continued. He looked to the dealer. “What are you waiting for? Deal.”

The dealer didn’t miss a beat. He quickly shuffled the cards and dealt. Once again, I got a great hand, one I couldn’t pass up if I wanted to win: a king of hearts and an ace of hearts. I called the blind, and so did Matt. Roger checked. Liam flipped up my skirt and shimmied down my panties.

Then, as the dealer was laying down the flop, I felt it: the tip of Liam’s big, warm, pulsing cock nestling between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes, knowing it was going to hurt. I’d never had a cock in my asshole before (never mind such a massive cock). I’d never had anything in my asshole before. Liam started to push it. “She’s clenching,” he said after he could only get the very tip inside.

“No clenching, Tina,” Roger said. “And it’s your turn. Let’s go.”

I took a deep breath and tried to relax. Everyone was staring at me. I couldn’t even remember what cards were in my hand. “I’ll check.”

“Roger raised,” the dealer said.

“Okay, I’ll call,” I said, but I didn’t even know what Roger had raised. I didn’t even know what cards were thrown down with the flop. As the dealer grabbed a small pile of my chips, I looked down. Two queens and a Jack. Shit. Had I looked sooner, I would have folded. How much did I just call? It looked like a lot. Liam pushed in deeper. “Shit, she’s tight.” I could feel his thick veins throbbing against my anus. He pushed in deeper and deeper and deeper. How long was his cock? I was practically choking on it. He grabbed a handful of my ass and squeezed. “Stop clenching, you slut,” Liam said.

I did my best, letting my muscles relax. He slid in even deeper, filling me completely. “Tina—your turn,” Roger said with a growl, and I looked down. The turn had come down—another queen. If someone had a queen in their hand, they won. But chances were slim, less than 4%. But my chances weren’t much better. I needed an ace and I would have a full house, ace high. My chances were around 6%, otherwise I had absolutely nothing.

“Did someone raise?” I asked, my voice shaken.

“Pay attention, Tina,” Roger said. “Matt raised five million. I called.” The pot was big, and I had a lot invested. Should I go in with my 6% odds or should I cut my losses? Liam started to thrust his cock in and out of me, sending jolts of energy pulsing through my body. My knees buckled and trembled. “I’ll call,” I said. Roger’s plan was working. I was making bad, poorly thought out decisions. It was too hard to focus with the giant cock in my ass.

“Oh fuck,” Liam said with a grunt. His hands were on my hips and he was pulling me in hard with every thrust. He was hitting a sweet spot, eliciting a powerful euphoria. I started to moan uncontrollably. The river came down. It was a king—not the ace I was hoping for, but better than nothing. I still had my full house, but it was only king-high (which was still a very, very strong hand). Matt raised again. “Two million,” he said, pushing his chips into the middle.

Both Roger and I called, then the euphoria took over and I melted down into the table. He was plunging me hard, slapping his rigid pelvis against my reddening butt cheeks. “Oh fuck,” I heard myself saying over and over, but I wasn’t in control. Liam was in control. Or maybe it was some alien entity—all I know is, it wasn’t me. “Full house, king high, wins,” the dealer said after flipping my cards over for me.

“Fuck!” Roger yelled, but I was too far gone to care. I watched the dealer slide the pot into my pile. Both Roger and Matt were looking at me with disdain, but I couldn’t have cared less. I was on a whole different plane.

“I’m going to come in her,” Liam said through clenched teeth as the dealer passed me my new hand.

“Don’t stop playing, Tina,” Roger said in his warning tone. If I didn’t satisfy his wishes, he could still take away my money—as per the vague “anything goes” rules. So with shaking hands, I picked up my hand—a five and a seven, off-suited. I folded just before Liam came, and I felt it, his big, hot load filling up my asshole. He moaned and thrust himself forward one last time. His fingernails dug into my already-sore butt cheeks. “Shit,” he muttered before stumbling back, sliding his huge rod out of my body. His heavy creampie drained down my leg.

“Five million,” Liam said to Roger, reaching his hand out.

Roger was hesitant, slouched into his chair with a big frown on his face.

“Roger…” Liam said, and then Roger snapped.

“Just take it!” he threw five-million dollars worth of chips across the table. Between the three of them, there was only about thirty-five million left. I had the rest. I had over one-hundred and fifty million on my side. As long as I played it safe, there was no way I could lose. And Roger didn’t have the chips left to throw any more curveballs at me.

Three hands later, Matt was out. Another two rounds and Liam was out. Roger was down to his last five million. “I want to buy more chips,” he said to the dealer.

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“It’s my game, let me buy more,” he said, clenching his hand into a fist. But the dealer stuck to his guns. So Roger looked to me. “What do I need to do for five million? I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” I said. Five million was nothing to me at this point. What he thought he could do with it, I have no idea. But if he was delusional enough to think he could do something, all the power to him. It was my chance for a little bit of revenge.
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As luck would have it, there was another cute little dress in the closet (red satin), along with a long, brunette wig. Begrudgingly, Roger not only agreed to put the dress and wig on, he also agreed to a full shave and a face of makeup. His lady voice wasn’t half bad either (he’d also lived in Vegas for most of his life). He was actually kind of cute in his little feminine getup.

“Cross your legs, darling. And sit up straight,” I said. He almost looked better than me in that red dress.

But even as a woman, he only lasted a couple of rounds before he was once again facing elimination. When the dealer dealt the final hand, Roger shook his head. It was obvious he had nothing. He’d finally lost hope. “Let me leave with something,” he begged. “Even just five million. C’mon—you’ve got two-hundred million in your stack.”

“If you let Roger leave with five million, I want to leave with five million,” Liam said.

“Me too,” Matt said.

It was Roger’s unofficial surrender. I’d won the game. I’d won two-hundred million dollars. And Roger was right—what was I going to do with two-hundred million dollars? That was more money than I could spend in a lifetime.

“Five million is a lot of money, darling,” I said, biting my lip.

“I’ll do anything,” he said. “Please.”

I got up, walked around, and sat down on the edge of the table in front of him. “Stand up,” I said, and he did. I put my hand on the back of his head and pulled him forward, kissing him on the lips. His lips were soft and warm. He was slow to kiss back, but he wanted the money. He let me slide my tongue into his mouth. “I’ll tell you what,” I said. “You make me come in your mouth, and you make Liam and Matt come in your ass—then you can all have your five million.” His pupils were dilated and his breathing was slow.

Then, without saying anything, he bent over, flipped up my skirt, and shimmied down my panties. He only hesitated for a couple of seconds before taking my cock and sinking it into his mouth. Matt was first to mount Roger from behind. I knew Matt was inside the moment Roger’s fingernails dug into my thighs and he let out a loud moan. It’s amazing what a person will do for five-million dollars.

And Roger must have really wanted that five million. He sucked my cock with a serious passion, pumping it intensely whenever he surfaced for air. He took both Matt and Liam’s cocks like a trooper, too. We all got up at one point to reposition—Liam taking a seat on a chair, Roger mounting him cowgirl-style. I stood behind Liam, my cock over Liam’s shoulder and in Roger’s mouth. It felt incredible, his warm, wet tongue exploring the length of my shaft.

I was especially impressed when Matt managed to get his cock into Roger’s asshole at the same time as Liam. Who knew an asshole could be stretched so wide? I imagine Roger was sore the next day.

It didn’t take Roger long to get me off in his mouth—it helped that he made for one beautiful woman.

That final act of humiliating Roger completely was well worth the fifteen million dollars. The sight of Roger stumbling up to his feet, cum pouring down his legs was worth the fifteen mil alone. And now, not only was I a good eighty-five million dollars richer, I discovered my new favourite kink.

And with one-hundred and eighty-five million dollars, you can buy a lot of really cute dresses and shoes.

THE END


THE ULTIMATE SACRIFICE



THE ULTIMATE SACRIFICE



Drew wants to make the school’s hockey team, but tryouts haven’t been going so well. He’s missing all of his shots and botching his passes. He needs to make the team if he’s going to have any chance at getting a scholarship, and he needs that scholarship if he’s going to have any chance of going to college.

There’s one last hope. Coach Brown was fired from his last job for reasons that were never disclosed, but Drew’s friend, Jules, knows why. Coach Brown has a bit of a thing for girly boys: the girlier, the better—and he’s always willing to give a spot on the team to someone who can satisfy his unmentionable addiction.
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Ididn’t feel good.

No, that was an understatement. I felt like throwing up. My skin was cold. When I stood up, my legs would wobble and I would become overwhelmed with panic, worried that I was going to black out. Hell, I was kind of hoping that I would black out, because if I was blacked out, I wouldn’t be able to go through with this nonsense scheme.

It really did seem like nonsense, but Jules assured me it would work; he assured me that he did the same thing, and that’s how he got his spot on the team.

A part of me was worried that he was pranking me, that the whole team was in on this joke, and I was just falling for it. But Jules story did add up; the whole school was perplexed when Jules was picked for the team the year before. And I’d heard the rumors that Coach Brown had been frisky with a few students before…

There was that nausea again. I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths. Then I looked down at my naked body. One leg was shaved. It looked weird. I looked like a pre-pubescent boy… maybe a little bit like a girl. I flexed my toes. I let out a small groan.

I really thought that I was going to throw up.

But it was a sacrifice that I had to make. “Worst case scenario,” Jules had said to me, “he just scorns you and tells you to scram. It’s not like he’s going to tell anyone. He wouldn’t risk the embarrassment.” I spent a lot of time thinking about all of the possible scenarios; it really did seem unlikely that he would tell anyone about what I did. He didn’t need any more controversies in his career.

Three years earlier, he was fired from Virginia after some private allegations found their way to the dean. What happened was never released publicly, but the rumors spread around the town. Melissa’s parents wouldn’t let her try out for the girls’ team because they heard that Coach Brown forced himself on one of the female athletes at Virginia. Danny told me that he heard Coach Brown paid a hitman to kill the rival team’s star player. I also heard a rumor that Coach Brown killed his girlfriend but was never arrested because the police mishandled the evidence.

It was all probably nonsense. Coach Brown seemed like a perfectly normal guy: quiet, happy, extremely fit. I spent a good amount of time trying to find out what he did at Virginia from a reliable source, but nothing came up. I guess I was just hoping to find some piece of information that would validate what Jules was telling me, because it was just so hard to believe—

But I was so desperate.

I wanted to be on that team. I loved hockey. I always thought that I would end up in the NHL, but those dreams were crushed when a doctor confirmed that I would never grow taller than 5’5”. Short guys don’t make the NHL unless they can shoot like Ovechkin and skate like McDavid; I wasn’t that good. But I could still make a good college team one day, be good enough to get a scholarship or two, tour with a team, make lifelong friends… Maybe it wasn’t the NHL, but it was a compromised dream…

But let’s face it: I would never make a college team if I could make the high-school team. And tryouts hadn’t been going so well. Maybe I was just trying too hard. Maybe I wasn’t as good as I thought I was. I missed most of my shots. I fell on my ass more than a handful of times, which was unusual for me. I kept getting mixed up; I was used to playing center, but Coach Brown had me on the left wing. It wasn’t a position that I was used to. I was overwhelmed. I wasn’t playing to my full potential.

I had to make that team. A hockey scholarship was my only ticket into college. My grades weren’t going to get me there, and my family was too broke to be making any sweetener donations. I had to make that damned team.

There was one day left: a day of scrimmages. Coach Brown had already sent out the lines, and I was on the B-team’s fourth line, suggesting that I’d already been cut before the trials were over. I wasn’t going to get enough ice time to change his mind, so I had to resort to extreme measures. I had to do something crazy, humiliating, and completely degrading. Jules was a worse skater than me and he made the team doing the same thing.

“It was horrible, but it was only horrible for ten minutes,” Jules told me. “I put on a wig and some makeup, and I borrowed one of the girls’ track outfits. He had his way with me, and then that was that.”

“Did it hurt?” I asked with a pounding heart.

“No,” he said. “Not physically, anyway.”

“But… he was inside of you?”

Jules nodded his head and let his gaze fall to the floor. His skin turned pale. I was pretty sure that Jules wasn’t some talented actor. That reaction seemed genuine.

“If you want to do it, I’ll get you a wig and some makeup and a dress. You’ll have to do the rest. And Drew?”

“Yeah?” I said, biting down on my tongue.

“Only do it if you really want to be on the team,” he said. “Because… well, I thought I wanted to be on the team, and then I found that it really wasn’t for me. It wasn’t worth it. Yeah, it looks good on a college application, but I’ll never forget those ten minutes. I have to live with that forever.”

“I probably won’t do it,” I said. “It’s just too weird.” But it was a lie. I just didn’t want him knowing that I was going to do it. I had access to my sister’s clothes and makeup. I didn’t need him to source any of that stuff for me. And there was a chance that Jules was pranking me; if he was, I definitely didn’t want him knowing when and where I was going to do it.

I took another deep breath, now finishing up my second leg. I ran my fingers down my smooth skin. It was a weird feeling. Without leg hair, somehow my feet looked smaller; is that possible?

And then I shaved around my crotch. This was probably the closest I came to throwing up. I even stopped and ran to the toilet, falling to my knees and heaving, but nothing came out—probably because I hadn’t eaten anything in two days. It was two days earlier when I decided that I was going to do it.

Once I collected myself, I looked over at the counter where the outfit was. It was an outfit I stole from my sister’s closet: a tight red bodysuit, a pair of tight jean short-shorts, fishnet tights, and a pair of tall black boots. It was honestly just the first thing that I grabbed from her closet; I didn’t want to be in her room for any longer than I needed to be. My original plan was to get a dress, by all of my sister’s dresses were so low cut, and I didn’t have breasts. The red bodysuit covered the whole chest. I could hide a pair of pads in there to make me look more feminine. “Don’t go overboard with it,” Jules told me. “He likes girly boys, not girls.” I think that was the most unnerving comment that Jules made.

What does that even mean? Why did he like ‘girly boys’? How did Jules find out about Coach Brown’s little fetish? I asked him, but he didn’t give me an answer. His face just turned red and he told me that he had to go.

“Why are you telling me this at all?” I asked.

“Because I know you want to make the team,” he said. “Just please do me a favor and don’t tell anyone what I told you. It’s a secret. I like you, Drew. You’re a nice kid. Just… don’t do anything you’re going to regret. Make sure you actually want to be on that team.”

“I’m not going to do it,” I said to him, lying.

Now, I was all shaved up. My body was slippery all over. Without body hair (and I didn’t have much to begin with), I felt ten pounds lighter. I felt a few inches shorter. But worst of all, I felt completely emasculated—though that was about to get much worse.

Next, it was time to slip into that outfit. It was much tighter than anything I’d ever put on before. That red top was kind of sporty: red with a white collar and white trim around the short sleeves. The sides were exposed, held together by crisscrossing laces, tied into little bows above my hips. Between my legs were a pair of little clips, holding the stretchy bodysuit together. A very thin strip of fabric held my penis and ball sack in place.

I hated that the outfit fit at all. I’d seen my sister wearing it before, and my friends all called my sister ‘petite’. They’d also seen her wearing it. “Your sister is fucking hot,” Greg said to me when he saw her wearing that exact combination: red bodysuit, short-shorts, fishnet tights. So maybe that had something to do with me picking it. I figured I had a better chance of winning over Coach Brown if I could be ‘hot’.

A chill ran down my spine. As if I thought that I could actually be hot! I probably couldn’t even pass as a woman, so why was I wondering if I could be an attractive woman? Coach Brown was going to take one look at me and then he was going to be overwhelmed by the same nausea that had been crippling me for two days. I looked ridiculous! This was such a ludicrous plan!

I looked at myself in the mirror. So maybe I didn’t look quite so ridiculous. Maybe my body was a bit feminine. I knew that I was about the same height as the girls in my classes, and maybe around the same weight too…

I shook my head, trying not to get too down on myself. I just told myself that anyone could look like a girl by shaving their body and putting on women’s clothing. And it’s not like I actually looked like a girl; it’s not like a random guy would see me and have no clue that I wasn’t actually a woman. “You can do this,” I whispered to myself.

The urge to ripe those clothes off came strong, but I resisted. I’d been fighting similar urges for two days. I didn’t want to give myself to Coach Brown. I didn’t want to suffer the humiliation. I didn’t want the lifelong trauma. But I kept reminding myself: ten or fifteen minutes of humiliation for a lifetime of opportunity. I had no other prospects. This was it for me.

If you’ve never been truly desperate before in your life, then you probably can’t begin to understand how I was feeling. This was truly my last hope to avoid a pathetic life. Without that hockey team, I wouldn’t be getting the bonus credits I needed to sweeten my college application. And a college application was useless without a scholarship; my family had no money to send me to college. My grades alone weren’t enough—but I mentioned that already. When it came to tools, I was useless, so going into a trade was a guaranteed disaster. My options, without a hockey scholarship, were scanning groceries, flipping burgers, and cleaning bathrooms at nail salons.

I looked in the mirror again. I saw the tears in my own eyes. I really didn’t want to have to do this. I didn’t want to have sex with my gym teacher… But I had to make the sacrifice. What was the lesser of two evils? A lifetime of cleaning bathrooms or an awkward afternoon?

I picked up the wig that I picked up that morning. It was a long ginger wig. It was a cheap thing, but it looked real, at least to me. It was thirty bucks at a costume store, and I planned on returning it as soon as I was done with it. I spent five minutes moving the hair around, trying to find the best position to make it cover my face.

Someone pulled on the bathroom door, making me jump. The lock stopped the door from opening. I slapped the palm of my hand against the middle of my chest. “Someone in there?” a voice called out.

“Yes!” I tried to call out, but my voice was broken—and I’d been practicing my ‘sissy voice’. That’s what the internet tutorials called it, anyway. I’d been practicing all day. I cleared my throat and then found my proper voice. “I’m in here.”

“Are you almost done?”

“No,” I called back. “Go use another bathroom.”

He grunted and then stormed off. It took a few minutes to settle down my heart rate. Then I checked the time. It was 3:45 PM. I only had thirty minutes before Coach Brown left his office for the afternoon. I needed to hurry up. I hadn’t even touched the makeup yet.

“Alright,” I whispered to myself. “You can do this, Drew. You have to do this.”

I looked in the mirror again. Now, a tear was racing down my cheek. I sniffled and wiped the tear away.

The night before, I snuck down to my kitchen and stole a cucumber from the fridge. I spent an hour in my room with it, trying to build up the confidence to put it in my ass. The internet said it wouldn’t hurt and it wouldn’t damage anything, but I was too afraid. I never got more than half an inch into myself before panicking, curling up into a ball, and spending twenty minutes or so in a state of panic. I never did penetrate myself, so I really didn’t know what to expect.

But I really didn’t think it would get to that. I really didn’t think that Coach Brown would actually fuck me. I just assumed he would reject me. I assumed he would turn me away.

Or did I assume that? Why was I putting in all of that work and taking such a big risk if I really thought he was just going to turn me away?

My hand trembled as I put on eyeliner. I did a practice run at home the night before, after my parents went to sleep. I wasn’t going for anything too complicated—just enough to make my face look more feminine. The eyeliner helped. The mascara made the biggest difference. The concealer was ideal for making me more-or-less unrecognizable.

Another panic attack came. I had to squat down on the floor, worried I was going to topple over. My eyes were starting to water, but now I couldn’t let myself cry. I couldn’t ruin my makeup. I had to keep myself together. “This will all be over with in the next hour,” I whispered to myself.

I stood back up. I took a deep breath. I stared at my fully feminized self. I hadn’t put on the makeup, the wig, and the clothes at the same time. Now, seeing it all together… I was starting to think that this scheme might just work. Maybe I wasn’t going to end up being rejected.

“Even if he doesn’t reject you, it might show him just how serious you are about wanting to be on the team,” Jules had told me. For some reason it made sense, though it was probably totally senseless.

“You can do this,” I whispered one last time.

Then I bit my tongue. I was a virgin. I’d never been with a woman or a man. To think that I might be about to lose my virginity to an older man was just horrifying. It was beyond horrifying, but it seemed necessary.

It was the ultimate sacrifice.
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It was a long walk down that hallway. I moved quickly, not wanting to be seen by anyone—not even the janitor. It wasn’t a long stretch—maybe fifty meters, but time seemed to be moving in slow-motion. The hallways were silent. My footsteps were soft since I was wearing nothing on my feet, unless you count the fishnet tights, but they were still echoing in the silent school.

The students had all left over an hour ago. All of the after-school programs had ended. Most of the teachers were done for the afternoon.

I took a deep breath as my gaze fell upon the gym door. I looked back to make sure nobody was watching me.

I felt cold, even though it was a hot summer day. I don’t think I’d ever been so naked outside of my house before. The tight red top covered my torso and back. The shorts covered some of my ass and my crotch. Otherwise, I was exposed. My long red hair bounced on my shoulders, tickling my skin, reminding me that I was dressed up like a complete fool.

My mind raced from ‘this will never work’ to ‘this is definitely going to work’. I was giving myself 50/50 odds. I guess that was better than nothing.

I pushed open those gymnasium doors. The doors groaned loudly, and that groan reverberated in the large gym. One of the doors hit a loose basketball, and that basketball made a thud against the nearby wall, announcing my entrance. I scanned the room before grabbing the door and securing it shut behind me. I didn’t think my heart could possibly pound any harder, but now it was knocking loudly against my ribcage, like a police officer at a drug dealer’s house. I tried to calm it by putting my palm to my chest.

Now, I was looking across the gym at his office door. The curtains were closed. My stomach swelled and groaned. I looked down at my body. There were no mirrors in sight, so I couldn’t look at myself to make sure my makeup was fine, to make sure my wig hadn’t shifted, to make sure there were no wardrobe malfunctions. I was suddenly convinced that I looked absolutely ridiculous, but I couldn’t confirm it. My gaze drifted to the emergency exit. My bag was still in the bathroom down the hall, but I was tempted to just make a run for it. My house was only five blocks away. I could get my bag in the morning from the lost-and-found bin.

I started walking across the gym floor. For some reason, I was inclined to walk on my toes, maybe because I was barefoot and scared to step on something sharp, or maybe it was just a consequence of being dolled up like a girl. “Why are you doing this?” I whimpered to myself. It seemed so extreme, so drastic, yet I was still going through with it. I was making the stupidest mistake of my life: I knew it, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Just turn around, Drew. Don’t do this.” But I didn’t take my own advice. I just kept marching forward towards Coach Brown’s office.

“You’re his type,” Jules had told me.

“How do you know that?”

“I just know,” he said. “Just believe me. If you want to make the team… you’re his type. It won’t be hard.”

My conversation with Jules was replaying over and over in my mind. Now, I was trying to analyze that memory, trying to decide if Jules was fucking with me. This was my last chance. I hadn’t been seen by anybody yet. I still had time to turn around and avoid being seen altogether. I still had ten steps before Coach Brown’s office.

A silhouette moved behind the office curtain. I froze suddenly, gasping. I was in the middle of the gym. I looked left and right, but there was nothing to hide behind. The closest hiding place was the hallway, thirty steps behind me. There was no way I could run in time if that door started opening. But I don’t think Coach Brown would have recognized me from behind. If I started running, I just had to make sure not to look back…

But the door didn’t open. I watched for a minute as his silhouette crossed the room again and he sat back behind his desk.

I took that moment to catch my breath. I wiped some cold sweat from my forehead. “You can do this,” I said one last time, and then I continued towards that office door.

There are a few moments in a person’s life that can be described as ‘defining’. I’m sure you can think of a few from your life, though usually we aren’t aware the moments are happening when they are, with a few exceptions, like child birth. As I reached for the handle of that office door, I knew that I was experience a life-changing moment. I knew that things weren’t going to be the same after I left school. I was right—though I had no idea why I was right.

His gaze lifted slowly from his desk, tracking up my frozen body until he found my face. I just stood there, as still as a statue, trying to hide my trembling hands behind my back. I could tell that he didn’t quite recognize me as his eyes narrowed and his head tilted to one side. Then the moment of recognition came. His skin flushed a pale color, his lips parted; he realized who he was looking at, and it didn’t take him long to put it all together.

Pale turned to red. Eyes widened. He leaned over, looking behind me, and then he stuttered before saying, “Close the door.” Those words sealed my fate. I knew that there were two possibilities when I presented myself to him: I was either going to get ‘Close the door’ or ‘Get out of here’. My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. He stood up from his chair, reminding me just how tall he was: almost an entire foot taller than me. He cleared his throat and reddened even more. “Who told you to do this?” he asked after a moment of terrible silence.

I’d spent a good deal of time practicing my voice, but that time was wasted. When I was in his office, I didn’t speak a word. I couldn’t bring myself to produce any words at all; the lump in my throat wouldn’t allow it. I just stood there, feeling small, trembling like a mouse caught in a trap.

“Well?” he said.

I did manage to shrug my shoulders. I pressed my glossy lips together. The feeling of the gloss on my lips was something I wasn’t quickly getting used to.

“What is it that you want?” he asked, narrowing his eyes even more, looking like a police officer interrogating a suspect.

I stared into his eyes before darting my gaze to the concrete floor. His office was really just an old gym storage closet that had been converted by cutting a window into a wall to look out at the gymnasium. In fact, there was a large shelf that was still being used for gym storage, covered in bibs and volleyballs and a big bag of foam dodge-balls.

He took a series of deep breaths, looking angry. I looked away from him again, unable to maintain eye-contact for more than a second at a time. The fact I was able to look into his eyes at all was a complete miracle.

I was experiencing many emotions at once: terror was a prominent one, but none were stronger than the regret that was making me want to break down in tears in front of him. That angry look on his face made me realize that I’d just ruined the small chance I still had at making that high-school hockey team. Before I walked into that room, there was a chance that I could have gone out on the ice during those final few scrimmages and outperformed my peers—enough to get a spot on the fourth line. Now, Coach Brown was surely going to ensure that I didn’t end up anywhere near the team. Hell, there was no way I could even show up for the last day of tryouts. The embarrassment that I was feeling now wasn’t going to be going away anytime soon, and it was only going to come back with force every time I was near him.

“Aren’t you going to speak?” he said.

Without looking up, I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn’t doing a good job of selling myself. I thought I would walk into that room with confidence. I thought I would throw a sly grin at him and then get down to being flirty. I thought I would sprawl myself out and tell him how badly I wanted his cock. But the pressure was getting to me. The nausea was making me want to rush to the bathroom. This whole scheme had devolved into a complete disaster.

Coach Brown was getting tired of my state of frozen terror. He grunted and rolled his eyes, walking towards me. I wanted to sprint away before he reached me, but instead I just stood like a demented zebra, letting a lion walk right up to it. Coach Brown put his hands on my shoulders and looked down at me. The smell of his morning cologne mixed with a long day of work wafted up into my nostrils; it was a manly smell: a cruel reminder that I was about to lose my virginity to a man.

I’d spent the past seven years or so dreaming about the day my virginity would be taken away. I imagined myself with a girl, maybe a classmate: someone cute, like Amanda or Katie. Amanda had that blonde hair and that cute upturned nose—and those perky tits that were always bouncing around under her soft t-shirts. Katie had that big ass and those big breasts. Both smiled at me in the hallways. I’d seen them both at parties too, and I’d always told myself that I would make a move, but shyness always got the better of me. But I always told myself that there was still time, that I could hook up at the next party, or maybe it could be something saved for prom.

And what did it say about me now as I stood before Coach Brown? I was able to muster up the confidence to give myself to a grown horny man with a fetish for young men dressed like girls, but I was never able to muster up the courage to ask one of my female classmates on a date.

I made the mistake of looking up into Coach Brown’s eyes. He brushed that red wig hair off of my face. “You don’t tell anyone about this, got it?” he said with a deep, frightening voice. He didn’t make any threats with words, but that voice was threatening enough; the deep growl in his tone basically said, ‘If you tell anyone about this, I’ll ruin your life.’

I nodded my head quickly and then looked back down at the ground. His meaty fingers slipped under my chin and lifted my face back up, forcing me to look into his eyes. Then, his hands found my sides. He caressed downwards, feeling my ribs, feeling my hips, feeling my thighs. He let out a small groan. His body was hot. I was pretty sure that I could hear his heart pounding against his chest. He was risking his career by touching me, after all.

So maybe Jules wasn’t lying. Maybe Jules really did stumble onto some secret information that he was able to use to his benefit. How many men went before me? Coach Brown had been coaching gym and hockey for fifteen years…

His hand slipped between my legs. His fingers found my cock and he gently squeezed, making me gasp. Then he grinned. “Oh God,” he groaned, shuddering all over, as if some powerful force was overtaking his body.

He kept feeling me all over. He bent over and started kissing my neck. I just remained still, like a statue, only moving when he physically moved me: pulling my arms up so he could kiss my armpits, nudging my back so that my back was against that door.

I tried not to cry. I tried to keep my eyes closed—especially when he went down. I didn’t look. I didn’t watch as he pulled my shaft out from my shorts. I didn’t watch as he sucked me, gripping my thighs with those big hands. It’s not how I wanted to get my first blowjob. His mouth just felt… weird. It was wet and warm, but it was obviously male. There was just something so masculine about the way he bobbed his head and sucked. I tried so hard not to let out uncomfortable sounds. I’m not exactly sure how I stopped myself from crying. The humiliation was so terrible, and it got worse when he leaned back and said, “You’re so hard.”

I was hard. I’m not proud of it—but his sucking made me hard. He gripped my wet erection and I just kept my eyes closed. He stroked me hard and fast, bringing me close to an orgasm that would have been even more embarrassing.

Then he stood up. “Open your eyes,” he said. I blinked a few times before finding his gaze, inches from my face. I took a deep breath in, trying hard to put some enthusiasm on my face, but I’m sure there was only terror. What came next took me by complete surprise—

He slapped me. It was a hard slap, making me gasp. I grabbed my face. The pain lingered for a moment. By the time I looked back at his face, he reached out and grabbed my throat, squeezing hard. I gasped, still able to breathe slightly, but his grip was still tightening. I leaned my head back, trying to find a gap to bring air into my lungs.

He spat into his other hand. He reached down and I heard the squishing as he stroked the spit onto his cock. He used his foot to push my shorts down the rest of the way. He was aggressive as he used his knee to lift up my leg, so that he could get my foot out of those shorts, and then he grabbed my thigh and held it up as he moved in.

I closed my eyes, still straining to breathe as he held my throat. He wasn’t going to kill me… was he? His grip was tightening. I couldn’t move. I could hardly breathe. Why was he choking me?

I felt his warm, wet tip throbbing against my crotch. He moved it around, grunting, until his tip found the crack between my butt cheeks. I kept my eyes closed as firmly as I could. He started pushing. Now I was wishing that I would have gotten a bit of practice in before this moment. Now I was wishing that I would have convinced myself to push that cucumber in, so I knew what I was getting myself into—and so I knew that this was actually something I could endure.

Now I was scared. My legs were trembling. My heart was racing. Cold sweat was forming on my neck and back. I could feel my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I probably would have thrown up had his hand not been clenching my throat closed.

His cock wouldn’t go into my small hole. So he decided I needed something smaller first. He stuck a finger up into my hole without warning. I gasped as he pushed up to his knuckle. I clenched and squirmed, but he wasn’t releasing me.

I decided I didn’t want this. I didn’t want to go through with this; this wasn’t worth a bright future. This was too degrading. It was too scary. He was going to end up destroying my body. I didn’t want to live the rest of my life with a colostomy bag!

He doubled down, pushing a second finger into me. I gasped louder, clenching harder. The bastard pried his fingers apart, stretching my hole so that I could fit his cock. I groaned so loudly. I might have been crying, but he didn’t care. He pushed my body so hard against the wall that I thought he was going to crack my spine.

He pulled those fingers out of me, and before I could clench my hole properly closed, he forced his cock into me. I yelled as much as I could with his hand around my throat. I threw my head back and let the tears fall from my eyes. He grunted, pushing all of his length into me—and he had a lot to work with.

My whole body trembled. I clenched so hard trying to stop him, but it did nothing.

Coach Brown fucked me hard against that wall for what felt like hours, but really, he only lasted ten minutes. He fucked harder and harder and harder, pumping faster and faster, until he finished inside of me. I felt the swell of warm cum. I felt his cock pulsing as he unloaded. Then, he pulled out and his cream flowed out from my abused hole. He was done with me, dropping me, letting me fall to the floor.

“Just do me a favor,” he growled. “Work your ass off tomorrow at tryouts.”

I nodded my head quickly, sniffling as the regret poured down on me hard. I was on my hands and knees, staring down at a puddle of white that had fallen out from my ass. I felt completely destroyed, abused, and useless. I wheezed as I breathed properly for the first time. But there was at least that small glimmer of hope: his little suggestion that I had a spot on the team, as long as I put in an effort so he wouldn’t look bad.

“Get out of here,” he growled. “And make sure nobody sees you.”

Getting up to my feet wasn’t easy. I swayed side to side like a drunk. I even had to grip the edge of his desk so that I wouldn’t fall over. It took a moment to get my head straight. Then I left without looking back at him. I ran across the gym and then I sprinted down the hallway to that bathroom. I locked myself inside and then I fell to the floor and cried, even though I’d gotten exactly what I wanted.
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Ithought about skipping that last day of tryouts. I thought about skipping that whole day of school entirely, but I wasn’t about to waste the effort I’d put into getting that spot on that team. I forced myself to go to school, and then I forced myself to show up at the rink across the street, for that last day of hockey trials. Coach Brown was acting perfectly casual, as if nothing happened. He even gave me a hard pat on the back when I stepped into the dressing room. “Good to see you, Drew. Let’s see some hustle out there today!” Then he went to Phil and said the same thing.

I didn’t say a word. It was almost like my senses were turned off. My friends were chatting all around me, but I couldn’t hear anything they were saying. I couldn’t even look at any of them; I just stared down at my own bag. My mind raced with confusion.

Why was Coach Brown acting so normal? How was he able to just pretend like nothing happened? Did he not know that it was me in that little outfit? Did he think that I was someone else? I never did confirm with him that he knew it was me in that red wig and makeup…

We took to the ice. I was off to a sluggish start, hardly able to keep a puck on my stick through warmup. Then we started our first of three short games. I was put on the fourth line on the B-team. We were running five lines on each team, so at least I wasn’t at the bottom of the barrel, but I wasn’t far off.

Coach Brown gave me a pat on the back when it was my turn to jump the boards. I tried to muster up some hustle, but the timing was just bad. The A-team’s first line was out, and they were firing on all cylinders. They raced by me with the puck. I stumbled as I tried to catch up to them. The defenders on my team were yelling at me to cover the point, but someone on the bench was telling me to cover Lars, their team’s star player, who was setting up near the blue dot. I couldn’t decide where to go, and I ended up going nowhere as they set up the perfect shot, burying one past our goalie.

Just like that, I was a -1 on the day and my team was down. Coach Brown called me in and put the fifth line out. It didn’t help my cause when our team’s fifth line scored a goal with an impressive setup. Not even five minutes into the game, my line became the fifth line and that fifth line suddenly became the fourth. I went out for my next shift and spent the whole time chasing the puck, never getting my stick on it as it went from player to player. I felt so foolish when they took a shot on our goalie after a breakaway; thankfully the puck didn’t go into the net.

It took me a long time to recover from that shift. I usually had pretty good stamina, but now I was struggling to catch my breath. I felt like I’d already played through three games. My legs were burning and I could hardly sit upright on the bench.

“Fifth line! Get out there!” yelled Coach Brown.

My exhaustion probably didn’t look good. How was I supposed to play in a real game when I couldn’t even play ten minutes with five lines?

But now, I was getting a break. The A-team’s fifth line was out, and they were struggling to get oriented. Their center rushed over to the left wing and the left winger got confused, darting over to the right wing because the right winger was way back in the defensive zone. This gave us the opportunity to take the puck straight to their next. I was open for a pass, with the goalie out of position. When the puck came to me, I had an open net: an easy shot. But when I took the shot, nothing happened, because I missed the puck completely, like an idiot. To make matters worse, my own shot attempt threw me off balance; I fell onto my ass as the puck fluttered past me, into the boards. Luckily, Matteo, one of our team’s defenders, rushed to the puck and snapped a shot past the goalie. Now, we were winning.

But it wasn’t the kind of game that you necessarily wanted to win. Winning was pointless if you weren’t part of the reason the team won.

Yes, we ended up winning that first game, and I was on the ice for as many goals for as goals against… but I didn’t score anything. I hardly touched the puck. I was the only one on the team wheezing as if I was ninety pounds overweight and completely out of my element.

We had a ten-minute break before the next game, but that game didn’t go any better. I only went out for five shifts, and I ended up with a -3 rating. Then came the final game: my last chance at redemption. When Coach Brown pinned up the lines, my new linemates groaned, seeing my name next to theirs. Even they knew that I was hopeless; they knew that being paired with me meant that they had no chance of actually making the team.

And what about me? Was I going to make the team? Was my sacrifice the day before enough to make up for this terrible performance? I wasn’t normally this bad. I was a pretty good hockey player. Real hockey scouts had travelled from out of state to watch me play before. This clusterfuck of a day was not indicative of what I was capable of.

Near the end of that third game, the puck made a funny bounce off of the end boards. It landed on my stick, and I had a clear path across the rink. I started staking, and the other team was slow to respond. They had their worst players out, so I was lucky. But my linemates were also our worst players, so they weren’t able to keep up with me as I gained that burst of speed. Suddenly, I was alone in the offensive end. The goalie prepared for my arrival. I had no idea how I was going to shoot. My whole body was tense, but I knew I had to score, even though our team was down by four and there was only a minute left.

He brought his right pad up, so I decided to shoot low. It was a hard wrister. The puck fluttered beautifully through that opening and into the back of the net.

The goal was mine, unassisted. I looked over at the bench and saw Coach Brown letting out a big sigh of relief, even though the goal was hardly noticed by anyone else in that rink; it was an inconsequential goal to everybody except for myself and Coach Brown.

“Great shot, Drew!” he yelled as I returned to the bench. “That’s the kind of hustle I want to see out there! That shot was a beauty!” He was exaggerating, and he was probably laying it on a bit thick. A few other players looked up at him, confused, but they didn’t think much of it. The game went on.

That day, twenty goals were scored in those three games. Only one of those goals had my name on it. Fifty players were trying out for that team. Forty of them had at least one point. Thirty had at least three. Twenty had at least five…

Only twenty-three made the team, so the guys were naturally confused when they saw my name on the sheet the very next day: me with my single point, with a big C next to my name, letting them all know that I would be taking one of the four center positions.

A few guys turned to look at me, narrowing their eyes, scanning my body, perplexed and frustrated. “This is horse shit,” said Harry. He threw his textbook on the ground and kicked it. “Was he even watching the fucking tryouts?”

“Fuck this,” said another student. “How does this make any sense?”

Nobody was calling me out directly, but I knew that it was me they were pissed about. I couldn’t blame them; I really shit the bed at tryouts. But many of those guys knew that I was usually quite good. Luckily, Steven came to my defense. “Drew on center makes sense,” he said. “If you’ve ever seen him play a real game, then you’d get it. I’m sure Coach Brown has seen Drew play.”

“Well then what’s the point of the tryout then?” said Harry as he bent over to pick up his mangled textbook. “Why even put in the effort if Coach Brown is just going to pick based off of past performance?”

“Cool down, Harry,” said another student.

“Easy for you to say! You made the fucking team! This is total BS.”

I slipped away. I didn’t want to be there while the ‘losers’ got more and more heated. I was quickly starting to feel overwhelmed with guilt. My scheme actually worked; Jules’s advice actually worked.

But it came at a price.

I was probably so terrible at that last day of trials because I didn’t sleep the night before. Instead, I spent the whole night tossing and turning in my bed, plagued by the memory of that romp with the coach. It didn’t help that my asshole was sore for the next twenty-four hours.

And then I didn’t get much sleep the next night either. Every time I closed my eyes, I remembered being in that room with him, with his hand around my throat. My mom asked me, “Why is your throat so red?” I lied and told her that I wore a scarf that had scratchy wool on it in drama class. She bought the lie, and thank God for that—I didn’t want her finding out that my gym teacher choked me while fucking me in the ass.

There was also the very awkward moment, after my parents went to sleep, when I went into the bathroom, got undressed, and climbed up onto the sink, spreading my butt cheeks to make sure that my asshole wasn’t pulverized from Coach Brown’s hard fucking. It looked fine, though it was quite red. Or maybe it was always that red… it’s not like I often looked at my butthole.

It was three days later when Jules spotted me in the hallway. He looked around before approaching me. I tried to get away from him, pretending like I didn’t see him as I rushed towards my next class, but he caught up to me. “Hey Drew,” he said. “I saw that you made the team. Congratulations.”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“Did you, uh…”

I stopped and stared into his eyes. Then I mustered up a convincing fake laugh. “No, of course not.”

“Oh,” he said with nervous eyes. Then he cracked a smile and let out weird laugh.

“I just assumed you were kidding about that,” I said, though the conversation we had before had no joking tones. He was serious and I seriously listened to him. Now, we were standing before each other, lying awkwardly, even though we both knew that we were lying. He looked at the ground and then I did the same.

“Well I have to get to class,” I said.

“Same,” he said. “But, uh, good job making the team.”

“Thanks.”

“And Drew?” he said.

“What is it?” I said, pausing for one more moment.

He stared into my eyes, turning a slight shade of pale. “Your tryout performance,” he said before clearing his throat. “He’ll, uh, be expecting you to perform like that again if you, uh, want ice time.”

“Oh,” I said. And then we both stood there in silence. My heart was churning deep in my gut. “Okay. I’ll keep that in mind.”

He smiled and turned his gaze to the ground. “Good luck, Drew.” He turned around and rushed off.

I’m not sure why it wasn’t something I considered before. It didn’t cross my mind that I would ever have to do that again. The thought of being back in his office, back in a girly outfit, made my body turn numb. That familiar nausea was already coming back, and we were a whole month away from our first game of the season. It was a fifteen-game season. Was I going to have to do that again, fifteen times? What was going to be left of me by the end of it?

As you can imagine, I didn’t pay much attention through my next class. I sat at my desk, staring blankly at the whiteboard while the teacher went over the lesson. I felt like I was on the verge of passing. Now that I knew what went into pleasing Coach Brown, I wasn’t sure that I could do it again. I wasn’t sure my ass could handle it. I wasn’t sure that I could physically endure being choked and pounded against a wall.

Maybe this wasn’t worth it. Maybe it was best to just cut my losses. I could never take that awkward sex back, but I could stop it from happening again.

But that meant that the ultimate sacrifice was for nothing, and I wasn’t quite ready to let that be the case.
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It was just the second practice when Lars called me over to speak with him, when the rest of the team was getting off of the ice and heading to the change rooms. “What is it?” I asked.

He stared at me for a long moment. I could just tell by the way that he was looking at me that he was thinking what everyone else was thinking, wanting to ask, ‘How the hell did you make the team?’ It didn’t help my case at all that I hadn’t managed to muster up much skill in our first two practices. I was still sluggish and missing easy shots. There was just something about being around Coach Brown; the sight of him reminded me of that moment when he grabbed my throat. When I heard his voice, I could only think of when he was grunting as he drove his cock in and out of my ass.

I was distracted, and I was starting to worry that I was never going to be able to pull it together.

“Is something wrong?” I asked. My heart started to pound. Did Lars know what I did? Did he find out that I cheated my way onto the team? Had Jules let my secret slip? I knew that Lars and Jules were friends; they played on the team together the year before, with Jules on the third line and Lars on the first.

“You’re bad at passing,” he said to me with his slight Swedish accent. “You need to work on this.” He said it bluntly, but I knew him well enough to know that it was just his way of talking.

“I know,” I said. “I’m not usually this bad. It’s just—I—I guess I’m not thinking straight, but I’ll get it together before our first game. I just need time to get into a grove with my new linemates.”

He shook his head. “Let’s work on it now,” he said. Lars was also the team captain. I felt terrible being singled out like this. It was obvious that he knew I was the weakest link on the team at the moment, but I really wasn’t that bad. In fact, I was probably as good as him when I was playing at my best. Sadly, I just wasn’t able to get into that headspace. There was just so much going on… and Coach Brown was always watching.

But he wasn’t watching now. Coach Brown had already left to do paperwork back at the school. We still had the ice for thirty minutes. So I stayed out there with Lars. We did passing drills together. And with each passing minute that Coach Brown was gone, I started to relax. I was finally playing more like my old self, feeling the wind in my sails, so to speak. I even impressed Lars with a series of long breakaway passes. “Where was this at practice?” he asked with a small smile.

“I promise you that I’m usually pretty good,” I said. I hated that I had to tell people that I was good, instead of just being able to show them. It was nice to finally have something to show, even though it was just to a single player and not to the whole team—and not to Coach Brown.

“Pass like this in a game and we’ll win the state this year,” he said. “Let’s do it again. C’mon.” Lars was a devoted player. He was determined to practice until he reached his full potential. I have to admit that he had impressive stamina. He wanted to stay on the ice until the Zamboni driver kicked us off. He didn’t even let me stop to drink water. It was just drill after drill after drill… And I can’t help but wonder if Coach Brown asked him to single me out. Maybe Coach Brown wanted to single me out, but was afraid of it being awkward between us… maybe he was saving that awkwardness for the pre-game fucking that I apparently had to brace myself for.

By the time Lars and I were finished, the changing room was empty. The other players had gone home for the afternoon. “You did good out there,” he said to me. “We can do that again tomorrow, until it’s muscle memory for you.”

I smiled, tempted once again to tell him that I was normally pretty good, but I decided to keep my mouth shut; I could simply show him that I was good—no more telling.

I pulled off my gear. I was actually happy that the other guys were gone; it had been awkward getting changed in a room with all of them with my shaved legs. They would all go into the showers and I would quickly change into pants while they were gone. The hair still hadn’t started growing back yet; it didn’t help that my leg hair was naturally blonde, so it came in thin and almost invisible. It would take a month or two before I had legs that looked somewhat masculine again.

Now, I was moving slowly, waiting for Lars to head over to the showers. He kept looking up at me, looking like he had something to say. I would smile back. He was moving even more slowly than me. “Aren’t you going to shower, Drew?” he asked.

“I’ll probably just shower at home,” I said.

“I’ve noticed you don’t shower here,” he said, staring into my eyes with that blunt look on his face. “Even after our lunch practice the other day. Isn’t that uncomfortable, to be sweaty all day?”

“I don’t sweat much,” I lied; it didn’t help that my hair was currently dripping with sweat.

“Are you embarrassed to be naked, Drew?” he asked in that blunt Swedish accent. Now, my face was starting to turn red. He was making me feel like a knob. I tried to force a smile and I shrugged my shoulders.

“I guess it’s just not something I think much about,” I said.

“You should shower here,” he said. “It’s important. When you don’t shower with your team, it makes your teammates think you don’t trust them. If you want to prove to your teammates that you trust them, you have to make yourself vulnerable to them. Nobody cares if you have a small penis, Drew.”

“I don’t have a small penis!” I said, turning even redder.

“Well then why not just take a shower? I see you have clean clothes in your bag. Don’t put clean clothes over your sweaty body, Drew. That’s just foolish, and it’s unfair to your mother who does your laundry.”

I laughed, though I wasn’t quite sure that he was making a joke. I was afraid of exposing my shaved legs, but maybe it wasn’t something he would even notice; maybe it was only something I noticed because I saw myself naked every day and I knew when a small detail was wrong.

“Alright,” I said. “Whatever. If it’s that big of a deal to you, I’ll just take a shower.”

I stood up and reached down to slide my hockey pants off. Then I paused. My cock was shaved too. The other guys kept themselves trimmed up, but none of them were bare down there. I slipped the pants down slowly, then I took off my jock strap, and then I pulled down my boxers. Lars didn’t look up at me as he continued changing at his own pace.

My heart fluttered. I used to change with my old teams; I never cared if any of the guys saw me naked. But now I just felt awkward. Without my body hair, I felt like I was missing my masculinity. But it was more than that… body hair isn’t enough to make a person feel masculine, and losing it isn’t enough to completely emasculate a man. Maybe Coach Brown took my masculinity away from me when he pounded me like a cheap hooker against his office wall.

I zipped over to the empty shower room and got started. Lars came in a minute later, taking a shower about twenty feet away from me. I didn’t look over at him; I tried to mind my own business. I tried to pretend like everything was normal. I was tempted to rush the shower, to make that awkward moment rush by quicker, but another part of me wanted to just get that awkwardness out of my system, so I could go back to living normally, without this anxiety burdening me.

Lars finished his shower and went back to the changing room. I took a few extra minutes, letting that hot water stream down my body. It honestly felt good to be showering in that changing room shower; it was one small step towards being normal again. Letting Coach Brown have his way with me stripped me of normalcy.

But that small moment of relief was short lived. When I walked back into the changing room, there was a women’s volleyball outfit hanging in my slot. I paused, staring at it. It was our high-school girls’ team outfit: short white shorts, tight red top. “What’s that?” I laughed, looking around the room, seeing only Lars.

“You can wear it,” he said with that blunt face.

“Why would I wear it? It’s a girl’s outfit.” My heart raced. What was happening? Was he teasing me? Did he know about what I did with Coach Brown? Who told him? Or was this just some sort of new player hazing?

“Just put it on,” he said. “It’s why you’re on the team, isn’t it?” His cheeks were starting to turn red. He pressed his lips firmly together and then cleared his throat. “Go ahead.”

“This isn’t funny.”

“Who said anything about funny?” he said.

I stared into his eyes. A chill crept down my spine. “Who told you?” I said softly.

“Nobody told me. It’s just obvious,” he said. “You made the team after you did so badly at tryouts. Your legs are shaved. And Coach Brown’s fetish is hardly a secret.”

My heart plunged into my stomach. That familiar nausea was coming back with force.

“So put it on.”

“I—I don’t want to.”

“Do it.”

That chill crept down my spine again, this time twice as cold as before. I groaned. I squirmed. I looked at the outfit. I’m not sure why I was actually considering it. I really didn’t want to get onto Lars’s bad side; he was the team captain. He had a lot of sway with Coach Brown, and a lot of sway with our whole team. He was the only guy in the school that I would consider a better hockey player than me (despite my performance as of late).

So I grabbed the outfit. I bit down on my tongue and I stepped into the tiny pair of shorts. I wriggled into the tight red shirt. Lars dug into his hockey bag and pulled out a bra. He tossed it to me.

“Why do you have this?” I asked softly.

“I got it for you, from one of the girls.”

“Which girl?”

“Does it matter? Put it on, under the shirt.”

It had pads, giving me a bust. It wasn’t quite as flattering as the bust I had with Coach Brown, but the outfit fit me a bit better. The shorts covered a bit more than my sister’s denim short-shorts, and the top wasn’t nearly as revealing.

I stood awkwardly in front of him, allowing him to humiliate me for reasons I couldn’t quite figure out. “Now what?” I asked.

He spread his naked legs, removing the towel from his lap. He had a semi-erection, throbbing, long. He waved me over and motioned down with his head. He didn’t say any words, but I knew that he was asking me for a blowjob.

And I wasn’t turning him down like I should have been. I wasn’t telling him to fuck off. I wasn’t running away. Instead, I was looking at his shaft, which was getting a bit bigger with every throb. Did he actually want me to suck him off? Is this what he did with Jules before me? Was this something my teammates were going to be expecting of me? Did they all know that I got that position by putting out?

“I—I’m not gay,” I said softly.

“Neither am I,” he said. But he wasn’t closing his legs. He was still waiting for me.

I stepped forward and dropped to my knees in front of me. I looked at his big veiny dick. I squirmed, biting my tongue. Then I reached forward and grabbed it.

The only thought in my head was: ‘At least he wasn’t Coach Brown’. It couldn’t possibly be as bad as being with Coach Brown. Lars probably wasn’t going to strangle me. He wasn’t going to painfully pin my body against a concrete wall. He wasn’t going to force himself into me and fuck me until walking in a straight line was impossible.

His dick was warm in the palm of my hand. It was weird, feeling it throbbing so intensely. “Go on. Suck it,” he whispered.

I pulled it forward. I stroked my hand down, pulling back his foreskin. He wasn’t as big as Coach Brown, which was relieving. Somehow, he just seemed much less intimidating. I kept thinking: if I survived Coach Brown, then this was going to be a walk in the park. Maybe it would even be a good primer for my next encounter with Coach Brown, which would come before the season’s first game.

I pressed my lips around his tip. I was just happy that he was fresh out of the shower. There were no off-putting smells or tastes. With my eyes closed, it really didn’t seem so gay. I just had to get through it.

He groaned, pushing his fingers into my hair, pulling my head tighter into his crotch. He was hardening fast, stretching long, pushing against the back of my throat. I sucked him until he was as hard as a metal rod, and then he pushed me back and looked into my eyes.

“What?” I asked softly.

“Leg dance,” he said in his accent.

“Leg dance?” I had no idea what he was talking about.

“Or, what is it called… Lap dance,” he said, correcting himself.

“You want me to give you a lap dance?” I said, flushing white. “I—I don’t know how to do that.”

“Just try,” he said.

I had no idea why he wanted a lap dance—from me. He patted his lap and then he even helped to pull me up. I went along with it, turning around so that he could see my back. I gently sat on his lap and started to sway from side to side. He took out his phone and put on some music. Then he laughed and said, “You’re very good,” even though I was just swaying my hips from side to side.

I decided to try putting my hands up on my head, arching my back backwards. He put his hands on my hips and caressed my body. He pulled me down onto his lap so that my butt cheeks were cradling his shaft.

“W—Why do you want this?” I asked.

“Shh,” he shushed. The music filled the silent room. “Just keep dancing, baby.”

The whole scene felt so surreal; I wasn’t convinced that this wasn’t just a dream. It seemed like minutes earlier, we were on the ice, practicing passing.

His hands kept caressing my body. I was getting a bit looser, dancing a bit better. I guess it helped that he was so aroused. It was nice to think that I was turning him on, as opposed to just looking like a complete idiot. Both outcomes were embarrassing, but somehow this seemed less embarrassing. At least with this outcome, I was actually providing him with something that he wanted. It seemed weird, but I was actually satisfying him, and seeing him satisfied made me feel less guilty about occupying a spot on that team.

And it was kind of nice to hear him moaning like that, thinking that I was making him do that. He wasn’t easily impressed on the ice. There were few players on our team that he was happy playing alongside. So to break through to him and get a tiny bit of validation—even if it was off the ice—meant a lot.

He pulled away the fabric of the little shorts that was covering my asshole, and then he sat me down on his lap, mashing his tip between my butt cheeks. I strained, clenching hard. But I knew that it wouldn’t hurt. Coach Brown’s cock didn’t hurt when he was fucking me—though it did hurt later on. But Lars didn’t have the meaty pole that Coach Brown had—and I was pretty sure he wasn’t going to be quite so rough on me.

His tip penetrated. He let out an elated gasp, sinking his fingertips into my waist. I sunk my fingernails into his thighs, gripping tightly as I felt my anus expanding for him.

He pushed deeper and deeper, pulling me down onto his lap until I was sitting down, with the whole length of his cock inside of my body.

I kept my eyes closed. I took a series of deep breaths. “Bounce,” he demanded, so I started bouncing.

Lars didn’t last nearly as long as Coach Brown. He moaned much louder and was much less dominant, letting me do what I wanted on top of him—as long as I was doing something. It was easy to please Lars. It didn’t take a lot to get him off.

But there was one thing he insisted on. “I’m going to come. Get down on your knees. Fast!” He wanted to come on my face. He wanted me to open my mouth. He insisted that I taste his warm, fresh load, so I did—and it was weird. The taste was neutral: a bit sweet, a bit bitter, a bit salty. I had no problem swallowing it, but the humiliated, emasculated feeling that came moments later was hard to handle. As I wiped the cum off of my nose, I properly realized what had just transpired. I sucked off my teammate as if it was my team duty.

And now I was starting to worry that this was my duty. Maybe this is why Coach Brown put me on the team. Maybe he wasn’t the only one with a bit of a fetish for girly boys.

He pulled a pair of boxers up his legs. “Thanks,” he said without looking at me. “That… felt good.”

“Good,” I said, grabbing a rag from my bag to wipe all of the thick cream off of my face.

“You still need to practice your shot,” he said.

“Okay.”

He got dressed quickly, as if he was suddenly in a rush. Then he grabbed his bag and rushed to the door. “See you tomorrow, Drew.”

I waited until he was gone before taking off that girly volleyball outfit. I would have changed in front of him had it not been for the big erection I now had, throbbing, standing tall. I didn’t want him to see that I was aroused. I didn’t want him thinking that I liked sucking his dick or bouncing on his lap.

I didn’t like it, despite what my erection was now suggesting… so why was I so hard? Why wasn’t that erection going away? I took a series of breaths in an attempt to calm myself down. Then, I heard the next group coming down the hallway to get ready for their ice time, so I quickly got dressed, pulling my boxers and jeans up over my hard dick. I managed to rush out of that door before the team got to the room.
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We got our jerseys at the end of the next week, when practice ended. We were a few days away from our first of five pre-season games. I was beaming, seeing my name on the back of a new jersey; it was always a special feeling, getting a new jersey.

But Coach Brown only gave me one jersey: the home jersey, while everyone else got their home and away jersey. “I’m missing one,” I said as the guys started trying on their new sweaters.

“Really?” Coach Brown said. “I must have forgotten it in my office. Swing by and I’ll get it to you.”

My heart skipped a beat. He looked into my eyes for a split second, and then he looked away. I instantly started to panic. My hands trembled, my heart raced, and my skin turned cold. I had to remain seated, worried that I would fall over if I tried to stand up. The memory of my time with Coach Brown came back in vivid detail. I could almost feel his thick fingers tightening around my throat.

“What’s the matter, Drew? Don’t like the jersey?” asked Randall. He was staring at my pale face.

“What? No. I’m just tired from the drills,” I said. I forced a smile and put the jersey on. It was a good fit.

Now, I was able to get changed in front of the men because my hair had grown back an acceptable amount. I was able to shower with them without feeling like some sort of weirdo, though I did occasionally catch Lars looking over at my legs, possibly wondering why I wasn’t keeping them shaved.

The other men left before me. My body was moving slow, pulsing with anxiety, unsure of what to expect from Coach Brown. Was he going to try to fuck me again? If I refused, would he kick me off of the team? I’d been doing better at practice, outperforming the guys on the second, third, and fourth lines. Coach Brown was still keeping me on the fourth line, but he’d made a few hints at moving me up—but maybe that was just his way of telling me, ‘If you want to move up, you’ll have to spread your legs.’

I approached his office slowly. The school was quiet. Most of the teachers had gone home for the day. It was just like that horrible day when he forced himself into me: I could see his silhouette through his office curtain. I could hear my heart pounding. But this time, I wasn’t dolled up. I wasn’t planning on letting him fuck me.

I reached for the door handle, suffering through a particularly bad wave of lightheadedness. I paused for a moment and then I opened the door. “Hi, Coach. Do you have that jersey for me?” I said before even seeing him. I just wanted that meeting to be quick and as painless as possible.

He looked up at me from his desk but said nothing. He just stared at me, pen in hand, and if he was waiting for me to say more.

“You, uh, said that you had my away jersey here. You told me to come and pick it up.”

“Oh,” he said. “That’s right. I did say that.” He stared at me for a moment longer. He wasn’t smiling; there was no joy on his face. When he was coaching, he was high-energy, always clapping, always cheering, usually smiling. He had a way of getting his athletes pumped up. But when I was alone with him in his office, he was a different person: quiet, calculating, brooding. He always seemed angry about something—about me, as if something about me just pissed him off. He would stare into my eyes and he would look down my body. He was never in a rush to say anything.

He opened one of his desk drawers and then he tossed me a sealed plastic bag. “I think that’s it,” he said. “Sorry I forgot it.”

“It’s all good,” I said. “See you tomorrow.”

But before I could leave, he said, “Stop.”

“What is it?”

“Your legs. Why aren’t you shaving them?”

I stood still. “I—I don’t know.”

“You should.”

“The other guys will see when I change and shower.”

“So what?” he said.

“A—Are you telling me to, or are you just suggesting?” I said.

And then that brooding look darkened. His eyes narrowed as if I’d said something that had truly pissed him off. I swear I could almost hear him growling. Why was he so angry? Was this just his way of threatening me, to make sure I didn’t tell anybody about what he did?

He didn’t answer my question—at least not with words. The look on his face told me everything: he wanted me to shave. Maybe he was planning to fuck me there, in his office, but he saw my unshaved legs and was turned off.

“Are you expecting me to keep them shaved?” I asked. My voice was hardly a whimper.

He nodded his head.

“O—Okay,” I said. I turned around and rushed out of his office, getting away from that crushing aura. I was tempted to cry like I did after I left his office the last time, even though I didn’t get pumped and filled this time. I rushed home quickly without looking back, and it wasn’t until three hours later, after eating dinner, that I decided to open up that bag to look at my away jersey.

The jersey was fine, but it was the other outfit that caught my attention. It was a tight faux-leather bodysuit, complete with a hole for anal access. I wasn’t sure if it was a demand or a ‘gift’, but I had a feeling it was the former. Was this what he wanted me to wear for him? When? Did he want it tomorrow or before our first game?

My mom opened my bedroom door. I gasped and shoved the leather bodysuit underneath my blanket. “Mom!” I said.

“What?” she asked, pausing, staring at me as if she’d just caught me masturbating—and maybe that would have been better.

“Why didn’t you knock?”

“Why does it matter?”

“You scared me,” I said.

She stared at me for a long, long minute. I felt like she was reading my mind, so I made a point of trying to keep my mind blank. She walked over to grab my dessert plate, and then she left without saying a word, probably assuming that I was masturbating.

I waited a few minutes before taking the bodysuit back out to look at. It was so light in my hands, and it was such a small, little outfit… but somehow it was so intimidating. The sight of it brought a frightening image to my mind: me wearing it, tied up with a rope, gag in my mouth, Coach Brown mounting me from behind with his huge, veiny cock.

I shook my head to make the image go away.

That night, when I was taking my before-bed shower, I grabbed my sister’s razor and I shaved my legs. I did it quickly, heart pounding, and then I rinsed the razor and slipped into some pants so nobody would see what I’d done. I even spent five minutes making sure every single little hair was cleaned up, so there was no evidence.

I didn’t take that outfit out again until my parents were asleep. The house was silent. I carefully pulled my desk in front of my bedroom door, just in case someone decided to check in on me. It was a one-in-a-million chance, but still not a chance that I was willing to take.

I put the outfit on. It was tight, particularly around the crotch. Once I slipped a couple of pads into the top, the whole thing was fairly evenly tight. I walked over to the mirror. I did have to admit that the outfit really complimented my body. It gave me curves where I previously had nothing. I put my hands on my hips and slowly pulled them up my torso. I puckered my lips and leaned my weight to the side, pushing out my left hip.

Okay, so maybe I could see what Coach Brown and Lars both saw in me. Maybe I did have a fairly girly body. My booty was especially feminine, and that wasn’t being helped by any pads or shaving. I used both of my hands to lift my butt cheeks before letting them fall. They bounced in a very girly way.

I blushed.

I went to my closet, dug deep, and pulled out that long red wig. I never did end up returning it like I planned to. I was too embarrassed to go back into the store with it; I was fairly sure the woman who sold it to me thought that I was some sort of trans-wannabe crossdresser.

I put it on my head and ruffled the hair up until it looked natural on my head.

I posed for a few more minutes in front of the mirror. Then I retrieved the makeup supplies, which were still stashed away deep in my closet, hidden at the bottom of an old bag. I only wanted two things: the mascara and the lipstick. I wasn’t about to get fully dolled up. This was just a… test. I just wanted to see how girly I really looked. I wanted to see what Coach Brown saw in me, if anything. I wanted to see what Lars thought was so satisfying—so satisfying that he wanted me to give him a lap dance.

Now with a bit of makeup, I went back to posing. I smiled at myself. I took out my phone and snapped a few photos, fully intending to delete them. They were just for me to look at, to analyze, to determine if what I was seeing in the mirror was real.

And I had to admit that I looked pretty cute in those photos.

Okay, so maybe I was a good candidate for being a ‘girly boy’. It didn’t help that I was short and thin and could fit into any woman’s small. I was probably never going to have another growth spurt, but I was planning on bulking up once the summer came around.

But maybe I didn’t want to bulk up… Maybe I could stay thin so I could fit into clothes like that bodysuit.

I shook my head and closed my eyes, banishing that thought. No—I wasn’t a crossdresser. I didn’t want to be a woman. I didn’t like being used by Coach Brown. I didn’t enjoy giving Lars a blowjob and a lap dance. If I could go back in time and take it all back, I probably would…

But now, I had too much to lose. I couldn’t just make it all for nothing. But if I was going to make it worth it, that meant I needed to carry on with this nonsense. Coach Brown was expecting more from me. Lars was probably going to want more too. If I was going to stay on that team, then this was a role that I needed to accept—and maybe it would be easier to accept it if I just embraced it…

I shook my head, banishing that thought as well. But the thought didn’t quite go away—maybe because it wasn’t a terrible thought.

No, I didn’t want to become the ‘team slut’. But if I was going to be the team slut for the rest of that season, maybe embracing it would make it a bit easier to swallow.

I turned my back to the mirror and bent over. I reached for that opening and I ran my fingertips over my asshole. I felt my hole puckering.

I let a soft whimper out. Now I was getting bad ideas in my head, but I was finding ways to justify them, as if I wanted to find reasons to entertain them. A couple of weeks earlier, those thoughts would have made me nauseous; those thoughts would have made me horrified, like I was when I decided I was going to seduce Coach Brown. But now, I caught myself grinning. My body wasn’t tingling with terror, but instead with a sort of naughty excitement.

I pulled my desk away from the door carefully. I wanted to get something from the kitchen. I knew that I needed to take off the outfit and the makeup, even if it meant putting at all back on when I got back—but the thrill of going through the house in that makeup and bodysuit had my heart pounding. I decided to go for it, going down the hall, passing my sister’s bedroom, passing my parents’ bedroom. I went to the kitchen and retrieved a cucumber from the fridge. I ran it under a hot tap for a couple of minutes. My heart was pounding. I kept looking back at the hallway. Getting caught like this would be the end of me—but that just made the thrill so much better.

I was still grinning, still biting down on my bottom lip. Now, I was on my way back to my bedroom, making a quick pitstop at tool drawer. There was a small bottle of sex lube in the drawer; my mom used it to lubricate door hinges so they wouldn’t creak (it actually works). I brought that to my room too.

Now, I was in the same position that I was in a few weeks earlier, before I seduced Coach Brown. I had that cucumber and that lubricant. This time, I wasn’t dying of terror. This time, I wanted to feel it inside of me.

I didn’t even bother pushing my desk back in front of the door; I just got onto my bed, squished some lube onto the tip of the cucumber, and then I spread my legs wide, rolling onto my back. I let another moan slip.

I twisted and pushed until an inch was inside of me. I clenched hard on the plastic-wrapped veggie. I took a deep breath. I felt like I was losing my mind. I kept justifying it, telling myself that it was just so I would be ready for Coach Brown, but I knew deep down that I was just doing it for my own satisfaction, so I could feel that warm pulsing that came along with being pumped.

I pushed the cucumber deeper, instantly breaking my previous record. I twisted carefully, finding that perfect angle. I grabbed the cucumber with both clenched fists, pulling it into my body, letting my head fall back, rolling to the side so I could see myself in the mirror.

I pushed it deeper and deeper and deeper. I closed my eyes and rocked my hips from side to side. I paused for a moment, took a deep breath, and then I pushed it even deeper. I don’t know why, but I just wanted to know how deep I could push it. I pushed my hips off of the bed, I unclenched my hole, and I pushed down until my fist was against my ass. Then I released one hand so I could push it even deeper. Then my next fist was against my ass.

I gasped, realizing I only had a couple of inches left before my cucumber was entirely in my ass. I opened my eyes and looked down, gasping at the sight of the small lump on my stomach. I froze, realizing that it was the cucumber. When I pushed on the cucumber, the lump pushed out. When I pulled back, the lump went away. “Holy shit,” I whispered. I panicked and pulled it out.

So I guess I could handle more length than I realized. That cucumber was over a foot long!

I looked into the mirror and saw that I was blushing all over… But I wasn’t finished with the cucumber. I relaxed into my bed and started pumping slowly and gracefully. I let my head relax onto my pillow and I fucked myself for the next fifteen, maybe twenty, maybe thirty minutes.

When I was finished, I was flushed of energy. I was limp on my bed. All of the muscles in my body were relaxed as if I’d just finished a two-hour massage. I couldn’t remember the last time I was so relaxed. I turned my head to the mirror and stared at myself. I stared into my own eyes. I just… admired myself. I really was quite cute.
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Ihad naughty ideas in my head after that night. When I found myself home alone two days later, I didn’t waste the opportunity. I went into my sister’s bedroom and found a little party dress and some lacy lingerie that she kept hidden in the back of her closet. It went on my body. I found a sex toy that I didn’t know she owned. After washing it (and gagging at the thought of my sister playing with a sex toy), I took it to my room and had some fun. Then I washed the toy again and put the clothes back.

I did it again a few days later when I had the house to myself again.

Then, I told myself that I was done with it. I told myself that I wasn’t going to let myself get carried away again: no more crossdressing, no more sodomizing myself… but the urges came back when my parents left town with my sister for a gymnastics tournament. I had the house to myself for three days. How could I resist? I must have tried on every outfit in my sister’s closet, along with every makeup supply that was left behind. I took dozens of pictures of myself, but couldn’t bring myself to delete them; they went into a private folder on my computer. I knew keeping them was foolish. I knew that I would always be terrified someone would find them, but I just couldn’t bring myself to delete them, especially the ones where I looked really cute, where the angle was just right, where my makeup was spot-on, where the outfits made me look like a bombshell Instagram model with a million followers.

Complications arose a few days later, after hockey practice. I was done showering, done getting changed, and about to leave. I was given the task of bringing the changing room key to the rink worker, but he wasn’t at the front desk. I had to look around to find him.

He wasn’t by the bay doors, where the Zamboni was parked. He wasn’t at the concession stand. I thought about leaving the key on the counter, but I didn’t want to get in trouble if it ended up lost or stolen, so I kept looking. Now, the girls’ team was taking to the ice, with Coach Brown’s assistant coaching.

I decided to go and leave the key in the girls’ changing room, before the door ended up being locked. I figured it was a safe place for it, and then the girls could return both keys together.

I knocked at the door. “Hello?” I called out, not wanting to barge in on changing girls. “I have a key here—I was hoping to leave it with you. I think the rink guy is on his break.”

But nobody answered. The door was unlocked. I pushed it open and repeated myself, yelling into the room. But nobody answered. The room was empty; it should have been locked, but for some reason it was left unlocked, either by accident, or laziness.

I crept it, planning to place the key in the middle of the room. Then I spotted their clothes…

The room was filled with cute outfits. A normal guy would have just left the key and gotten out of there… but I had other ideas in my head. A naughty excitement swept over me, possessing me, filling my head with terrible ideas. Scanning the room, I spotted a cute romper hanging on a hook. I just couldn’t help myself; I had to wear it. I snatched it and stuffed it under my shirt and then I rushed out of the room. I was going to take it home, but now a new group was showing up in the lobby. I panicked, worried I was going to be caught stealing, so I turned around and went back to the changing rooms. I still had that key, so I used it to unlock the door to our designated changing room, where we had our designated lockers. I went to my locker and stuffed the stolen outfit inside. My heart pounded. “What the fuck are you doing?” I whispered to myself.

I knew I just needed to return it, but I had the strangest feeling inside of me, as if needed to have that romper. I was too afraid to get it home, so I left it in my locker and then I left the changing room. I ran into the rink guy, so I gave him the key, and then I got out of there before the girls realized an outfit had been stolen.

The next day, after practice, before it was time to shower, when nobody was looking, I grabbed that little romper and I stuffed it into my hockey bag. I was going to smuggle it out so I could wear it at home. It was a lot of effort and risk, just to wear some girl’s romper-dress, but it seemed like it was worth the risk… until I got caught.

When I came out of the shower, Lars and three other guys were still in the changing room. They were silent, staring at me with nervous faces. I instantly felt the tension as their gazes watched my naked body, clad only in a towel. “What is it?” I said.

“Put it on,” Lars said.

“Put what on?”

“The dress in your bag. Put it on.”

And just like that, my ‘naught excitement’ turned into dread and regret. Risky things are fun until they turn sour. I could feel the color draining from my face as they all stared at me: four men, all with the same nervous idea in their heads. Lars was more relaxed than the others; I could tell that this was their first time.

I laughed awkwardly, trying one last time to play dumb. “I—I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

So Lars went to my bag. He grabbed the romper-dress and tossed it at me. “I saw you trying to hide it,” he said. “Put it on.”

The pressure from their gazes was just too much. Their combined intimidation was almost just as intimidating as Coach Brown’s frightening aura. I nodded my head and went submissive, doing what I was told. I let the towel drop to the ground and then I put on the romper dress.

The other men let their towels fall down. Lars went to lock the door. “She’s good,” he said to the other men. “And she likes it.”

“I want first,” said Stanley, with his half-erect cock in his fist. He was stroking himself as he stepped forward. He motioned to the floor, telling me to get onto my knees.

So the rumor had spread. At least four of my teammates knew that I whored myself out for a spot on the team. I’m sure at least half of the team knew. Maybe a few dozen people in the school knew. I guess Coach Brown’s secret really wasn’t as secret as I realized.

The men closed in on me, skin pale, constantly looking back at the door, making sure we were alone.

“Nobody talks about this outside of this room,” said Stanley as he put his tip into my mouth. “Hell, nobody talks about this in this room.”

“Deal,” said Will.

Lars went behind me. He spread my butt cheeks wide and bent over to eat out my asshole. The other men stood on standby, stroking their cocks, preparing themselves for me.

And they took me as they wanted me, one at a time, and then two at a time. They would fuck me until they were on the verge of coming, and then they would pull out abruptly, letting someone else take over while their pending orgasms settled, so they could last longer. They were determined to pump me as long as they possibly could, and it wasn’t long before I was sweaty, limp, and exhausted. There was always an erect dick in my mouth, always an erect dick in my ass. The first man to come was Lewis; he tried to hold back but gave in, spilling in my anus. The other men didn’t mind, using his spilling cum as lubricant as they plugged me, pumping me harder and harder, making warm cream ooze down my thighs.

Lars came in my mouth, but that didn’t stop the other guys from wanting to swap spit with me, kissing me before plugging my mouth with their own cocks.

Some of them came twice, in me, on me. I lost count of just how many shots I took. They left me on the ground, filled and covered, hardly able to move as my body swelled with a mixture of aches and euphoria. I heard them all laughing together as they got cleaned up before leaving. Nobody helped to clean me up; I’m not sure I wanted the help, though I was struggling to pull myself to my feet. I probably would have stayed on the floor like that had the next group not showed up at the locked door, knocking, calling out, “Is someone in there? Our ice time starts in fifteen minutes!”

I scrambled to my feet and got changed, and then I slipped by them once I was mostly cleaned up, hiding my face by turning my gaze to the floor.
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For the next three weeks, the men would take me without warning, every few days, usually after practice. At first it was something that scared me—because it left me sore, and because I was starting to like it, and the thought of liking it was scarier than anything. Then, I started to look forward to it. I hated that I was looking forward to it, but still, I would find myself sneaking into my sister’s room, stealing an outfit, putting it into my hockey bag, and then taking it to practice. I would leave the outfit in my unzipped bag, hoping the guys would find it while I was taking a shower. By the end of those three weeks, I’d been taken by about half of the team on multiple occasions.

Then I got the text message. “Come to my office an hour before the game,” said Coach Brown, the night before our big home opener.

“What is this about?” I replied, but he didn’t answer that message. The message was pointless; I knew exactly what he wanted. I knew that I needed to get myself ready. I knew that I needed to shave my body and pick out a good outfit. I had to make sure that I was in tip-top feminine shape so that I could get decent minutes at the game.

I was afraid—afraid of being with Coach Brown again. I hadn’t forgotten how rough he was. I hadn’t forgotten how mean he could be. I knew what it felt like with his hands around my throat. When I was with the boys, I was afraid of liking it, but that wasn’t the case with Coach Brown. I knew I wouldn’t like it with Coach Brown; I knew it would hurt and I knew he would leave me crying. He had no interest in making it feel good for me, unlike Lars and the other guys.

I didn’t want to be fucked by Coach Brown, but I felt like I had no choice.

I was in my sister’s bedroom when my phone vibrated in my pocket. I slipped it out and saw the message from Jules. “Hey man. Are you playing in the game tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“So you’re going to do the thing?” he asked after a few minutes of silence. I knew exactly what thing he was talking about, though I was still tempted to message back, ‘What thing?’ Instead, I took a deep breath and just accepted that he knew what I’d been doing, because he did the same thing the year before.

“I guess so,” I replied.

“And you’re okay with that?” he asked. “I just don’t want you regretting it like I did.”

I took another deep breath. I had a feeling that I was going down the same exact path that Jules went down. I knew that I was going to regret all of this. If this was my only path into college, maybe I didn’t need to be going to college. I’m sure I could figure out another way to have a bright future. I could get to college without a scholarship, or I could go to a government-funded community college. I could change up my expectations and still live a happy life.

But for some reason, I was afraid to turn him down. I was afraid to throw away all of the work that I’d put into being on this team. We had a real chance of winning the cup at the end of the year, and that would mean a certain scholarship…

And then I would be off to college, and Coach Brown would be finding a new young man to take advantage of—maybe one who wasn’t legal, like me. Because Jules had only recently turned eighteen, which meant that Coach Brown was having his way with him when he was seventeen—maybe even sixteen. Could I let Coach Brown keep getting away with it? What could I even do about it?

Then my phone buzzed again. I assumed it was going to be Jules again, but I was surprised when I saw that it was Lars. “Playing tomorrow?” he asked. I thought it was a weird question from him. I’d seen him at practice earlier that day. He knew that I was perfectly healthy and playing good hockey, so why was he asking if I was playing.

“Yeah,” I said.

There was a silence before he sent his next message. “So you’re going to do it then?” he asked.

He knew. Maybe Jules told him, or maybe he’d been in the same position before. He’d been on the team for three years, since he was fifteen. Maybe he had to go through what I went through to be on the team. Maybe many of the guys had been victims of Coach Brown.

I bit down on my tongue. “I don’t want to do it,” I said to him. “But I don’t think I have a choice. I want to play, but…” I paused for a minute. “I just really don’t want to do it. So maybe I won’t be playing tomorrow. I don’t know; I haven’t decided yet, I guess.”

“I want you to play,” he said. “We could really use your wrister against their fourth line.”

“I know,” I said. I sighed. I guess I had no choice. I guess I just had to do it for the rest of the team. Without me, the fourth line was weak, and our third line wasn’t great either. We needed me in for depth. It was a shame that I had to do what I had to do in order to get in.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad… I had a lot more experience now with men since the last time I was with him. I knew I could take it hard and deep. I knew that I would survive and my body wouldn’t be too banged up in the end…

But I still didn’t want to do it.

Then, Lars sent me another message. “I have an idea, but you might not like it.”

He was right; I didn’t like his idea. His idea sent chills down my spine, filling my gut with a nausea, but it was a good idea, so I went through with it.

I picked a familiar outfit from my sister’s closet: that adorable stretchy red bodysuit that I wore with Coach Brown the first time, because I knew that he liked it, and a pair of leopard print jean short-shorts. I picked out a pair of long black stockings and black flats that matched. I packed up that long red wig and I did a good hour of research, looking into makeup styles that I could do quickly in the bathroom after school and before the planned meeting time with Coach Brown.

I didn’t sleep that night, thinking about what I’d signed myself up for; it was going to be the ultimate humiliation, but it was going to be worth it. It had to be done, for all of the guys like me, like Jules, like Lars.

I was zoned out through all of my classes. I did my best to ignore the anxiety and nausea that was weighing on my shoulders. I did my best to control my breathing through the day. I had a feeling that I was going to be very, very tired at game time, and my performance probably wasn’t going to be so great, but I had to go through with this so that the rest of the season could go well.

The minutes went by like hours. The hours went by like weeks. When the school bell finally rang at the end of the day, I felt like I’d lived through an entire lifetime in just a few hours. I went to my locker and grabbed my bag. I stood there, biting my tongue, controlling my breath, until the hallways were quiet and most of the students had gone home. Then I took my bag down the long hallways, to the men’s bathroom that was just down the hall from the gymnasium. I snuck in and locked the door, and then I started getting ready.

I had to look perfect for him. I had to make sure that he wanted me more than he’d ever wanted anybody else. The goal was to make him so aroused that he wouldn’t be able to control himself. I wanted him to strangle me. I wanted him to pound me harder than he’d ever pounded anyone before—but he had to do it without me saying a single word; I couldn’t ask for it.

I was so careful with my makeup. I made sure there wasn’t a single crease in my stockings. I made sure that every strand of wig hair was just perfect. I was in that bathroom for ninety minutes, working without stopping, until I was beautiful.

I looked so good. I must have stared at myself for fifteen minutes, in awe of what I’d accomplished. I really did look like a woman. I really did look like the kind of girl that any guy would want to be with. My lips were so full. My eyes were so big and beaming. My cheekbones looked so feminine, even though I didn’t even do any contouring. My nose looked so small and girly.

But I didn’t look excited. I looked terrified. I looked like a girl who was on her way to the electric chair. My stomach turned. I looked at the time and saw the game was just fifty minutes away; I was late for my meeting with Coach Brown. I didn’t have time to stand around, admiring myself. I didn’t have time to make sure I looked perfect.

So I slipped out of the bathroom, hauling my hockey bag at my side. I moved slowly down that quiet hallway. I felt the cool breeze of the school’s air conditioners. There were no sounds, except for the sound of my footsteps echoing up and down those corridors.

I finally reached the gym doors. I pushed them open and they groaned loudly. Then I was on my way to his office door. Now, I knew he was going to be especially angry because I was late. He was going to take that rage out on me while still getting exactly what he wanted. My heart fluttered and swirled down into the pit of my stomach. His office door seemed so far away, yet so close at the same time. My legs began to wobble as I reached for the handle.

I was about to open the door, then it swung open. He was standing there, tall, brooding, scowling. “You’re late,” he said. “We have to be at the rink in twenty minutes.” His booming reveal made me drop my bag, and I inched back from him, ready to run like a frightened animal facing a hunting mountain lion.

“Well?” he said. “Come in. We don’t have much time.”

He was already reaching for his belt. I bent over and picked up my hockey bag.

“You can leave that there,” he said.

I paused. My head was spinning. I decided to pretend like I didn’t hear him, walking my bag into his office. He looked back at me and groaned, rolling his eyes. “Useless,” he muttered under his breath. I put the bag down next to the door and then closed it behind me.

He was already slipping down his pants. “We have to make this quick,” he said. “Pull it out.” He pointed at my crotch. I knew I needed to do what he said, but I was afraid. He was so angry, and I knew that he wanted to suck me—but was he angry enough to bite me? I didn’t want my coach biting my cock off!

“Do it already!” he growled through clenched teeth. So I opened up my shorts and I fished out my flaccid member, letting it fall out as I sidled along the wall. He came up to me, looking taller than ever as he looked down at my shaft. He grunted and then he dropped down to his knees. He used his big hand to grip my cock. I closed my eyes.

But I had to make sure that this wasn’t a waste. It was moving fast and my heart rate was spiking, making me panic—but I couldn’t let the plan fall apart. I spied my hockey bag and made sure to spin towards it, so that everything would be seen. He grunted again and looked up at me. “Why are you moving so much? Just stay still!” he scolded. Now, I was in position. I could let him do his thing for a while. I closed my eyes and tried not to look as he sucked my cock.

After a couple of minutes, he started to get frustrated. “Why aren’t you hard?” he said. “Get hard already!”

But it wasn’t so easy to get aroused. He definitely wasn’t my type, and I wasn’t turned on by his mean mood. I kept my eyes closed and tried to think of something that could arouse me, like being with Lars and the other guys, letting them have their way with me. They were sensitive to me when they fucked me; they didn’t try to hurt me, though they didn’t go easy on me either. I liked the feeling of their long cocks sliding in and out of my body. I liked tasting their hard shafts. I liked the feeling of their warm cum splashing on my skin and filling my holes.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned, and I knew why he was satisfied: I was getting an erection. I just had to keep thinking of those arousing thoughts.

But it was hard with his mouth bobbing up and down the length of my cock, his tongue wrapping around my girth and slurping as his saliva ran down my ball sack and dripped on my feet.

Then he stood up. He pulled his hands up my body and moved in close to me. I eyed the hockey bag and made sure that it was still in view. He grabbed my chin and pulled my face back towards him before pressing his lips against mine. It wouldn’t have been so bad had his cock not been out, grinding against my exposed erection. I could feel him throbbing, towering, and even dripping pre-cum in his state of aggressive arousal.

“We don’t have much time,” he said, grabbing my shoulders and spinning me around. I gasped as he pushed me forward, against the wall.

“Ouch,” I said as my chest mashed against that concrete slab.

“Shut up,” he grunted. His fingers stroked up my butt crack. He found my butthole, which he didn’t hesitate to penetrate. I gasped, and my gasp was enough to make him grab my throat, clenching so that I couldn’t make any more sounds.

I squirmed. It was just like the first time. Now, I had more experience being the submissive girl, but I wasn’t any more used to his aggressive advances. I tried hard to breathe; he mashed my face against the wall.

Then I felt his throbbing cock sliding up to my hole. I tried to turn my head, to make sure that hockey bag was turned in the right direction. He grabbed my head and made sure my face was pressed awkwardly into the wall. Then he started to penetrate me.

He didn’t go easy, and I didn’t think that he would. He pushed deep into my body. I felt my anus stretching to accommodate his massive girth. I felt his fingertips pushing hard into my sides. I groaned and then he reached up to clench my throat again.

For the next ten minutes, he fucked me like a man who had a lot of aggression to get out. He fucked me ruthlessly against that wall. I hardly managed to take a single breath every minute. My face was dark red by the time he let go. He pulled out and spilled his seed all over my outfit, turning that red top white. I fell down to my knees. He spun me around with an aggressive pull at the shoulder, and then he forced his cock into my mouth, making me taste the last of his cum and the inside of my anus. It was a bitter flavor that didn’t wash away so easily. He forced me to suck him clean, and then he pushed me away.

“You need to get ready for the game,” he said. “If you want minutes, you better put up numbers.”

I nodded my head quickly before scurrying to my bag. I picked it up and rushed out of the room. It was a horrible twenty minutes, but the pain was worth it; I got exactly what I needed to get out of it, even though it cost me my reputation. I had to let everyone see what happened to make sure that it would never happen again.

The police came during the second period of the game, arresting him in the middle of a shift. He screamed and fought and lied, telling the cops he was innocent and that he’d never done anything wrong before. He didn’t know that Lars had live-streamed my entire trip to his office. Half of the school saw Coach Brown using me like a cheap sex doll.

By the end of the week, we had a new coach. Yes, I had to endure a bit of mocking. Some of my classmates made fun of me for being a ‘crossdresser’, but nobody really cared enough to remind me after a week. It didn’t take long for it to become old news. Besides, so many people hated Coach Brown; they were just happy that he’d been dealt with.

The new coach had me up on the first line by the end of the month. We ended up winning that season. We all got scholarships. The principal of the school called me in one afternoon and begged me not to sue the school; he ended up giving me a ‘settlement’ of fifty thousand dollars. I probably could have gotten much more through a lawsuit, but I wasn’t looking to cause any trouble; I just wanted my life to go on. Besides, it’s not like I regretted what happened with Coach Brown. I didn’t like being with Coach Brown, but if it wasn’t for Coach Brown, I would have never discovered that I really did like putting on cute outfits for the boys.

My life really changed once I started embracing my new little hobby, and it wasn’t long before that hobby turned into a lifestyle. So I guess I couldn’t say that I totally regretted what happened. Sometimes you have to make big sacrifices to make big improvements in life. Sometimes you have to take a big risk and make the ultimate sacrifice if you ever want to know just how rich life can be.

THE END
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Tanner finds himself kicked off of the boys baseball team after being caught getting it on with the coach’s daughter, the star of the girl’s team. Now, not only is his love affair over, but so is his baseball career.

Or is it? After a nasty flu sweeps across the town, a spot opens up on the girls team, and Tanner might just fill it—as Trisha.
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Iwas kicked off of the baseball team for losing my virginity beneath the bleachers at the baseball diamond. Coach Jones caught me under the stands with his beautiful daughter bent over a long metal beam, her ass beet-red from my hard pelvis slapping it over and over again. It was one of the best moments of my life and also one of the most traumatizing. As Coach Jones yelled out my name, I had just started to come and I couldn’t stop. Beth, the coach’s daughter, tried to pull away but I held her in place—I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t let that incredible orgasm to go waste.

So yeah, the coach watched me nut in his daughter’s pussy. Suffice to say, I was off the team after that.

It wasn’t like I was the first guy to be caught with one of the baseball girls. I just made the mistake of getting it on with the coach’s daughter. You see, we had a little challenge to see who could get with more girls from the team. Each girl was worth a different amount of points (I know, I know, we were horrible kids). Beth, given the fact she was a bombshell and given the fact she was the coach’s daughter, was worth the most points—though, that’s not why I picked her. I was obsessed with her. I had no intention of getting down with anyone else. I’m also proud to say that I was the only one to get with her, despite the efforts of the other guys.

Worse than being kicked off the team was the fact I wouldn’t get to see Beth again. She was the reason I was one of the best hitters on the team. She was my motivation, my muse. She would sit in the stands during my every game, cheering with her pretty little friends. She was on the local girls’ team, which was a lousy team, I should point out—lousy but the girls were hot, so no one really cared how lousy they were. Beth was the star of the team (which wasn’t saying a whole lot, but still). The real star of the girls’ team was whoever designed their outfits—red and white skirts with long white leggings. Those outfits sure beat the hell out of those pinstriped white pants the other teams wore.

After that day beneath the bleachers, I had to watch the girls play from the chain-link fence, out of Coach Jones’s line of sight. It was tragic. From that far away you couldn’t see the bust of their perky butts when they would run and their skirts would lift up into the air. You could hardly see their tits bouncing up and down. From that far away it was just lousy baseball, and nothing more. After a week of squinting to try to make out my beautiful Beth, I gave up and started staying at home instead, getting updates from my sister who played third-base on the team.

“We lost again,” was the usual update, and it was far from a surprise. Come to think of it, I’m not sure I’d ever seen them win before. Though, their luck was starting to turn around. After I stopped showing up to games, they started winning the odd game. Then they started winning some more. Soon enough, they were actually, for the first time ever, in the running to make state playoffs (though I don’t think my absence had anything to do with the big shift). Even the guys weren’t in the running to make playoffs.

“What about the guys?” I asked.

“They lost,” she said. After my removal from the team, the guys were losing a lot, which admittedly gave me a big confidence boost, because it was rare that we lost when I was hitting. I thought after a month or two, Coach Jones would ask me to come back, but he never did. I guess he was happier losing than seeing my face—the face of the boy who bare-backed his baby’s virginity beneath the bleachers.

I tried to reach out to Beth, to meet her in private, outside the field, but her dad was too much of a hawk to let her out of his sight. Did I mention he was also the reverend at our town’s church? Did I mention that we lived in a very small town where everyone knew everyone? I missed Beth so much it hurt. In my head I could still hear that soft moan she made while I gently fingered her warm pussy, the soft comfort of her butt cheeks nestled against my nose as I ate out her asshole. I could still feel her plump tits in my hands, her nipples hard and erect. She wore her red cap while I fucked her, her hair tied up into a long ponytail that hung over her left shoulder. There was something so sexy about the way her ponytail swung from side to side with the motion of her head, gently swaying in her euphoria. My God, do I wish I could relive that moment over and over again for the rest of my life.

But if her dad had anything to do about it, I wouldn’t see her ever again. It was already a pain in the ass being dragged to church by my parents, having to sink down in the pews so he wouldn’t spot my face in the crowd. One time we sat a few rows behind Beth and her mom. She never turned back to us but she didn’t need to in order for me to get a half-chub. Just a glimpse at the back of that head brought me back to that day, my cock deep in her warm cunt, sliding in and out, making her moan and clench and reach back and dig her nails into my thighs while she came more than once. I probably should have controlled those thoughts while in church, but shit, I couldn’t help it.

I thought I would never get to talk to her again, and then a nasty flu bug started making its way around town. Let me just say quickly that the flu was the best thing to happen to our little town. I know that sounds bad, but you’ll understand soon enough. You see, it put half the town out of work, out of school, and out of baseball. Games were cancelled for the guys. They were three men short of having a full roster, and doctors were saying “at least a few weeks,” that’s how nasty this flu bug was. The girls were only down one player, but you only needed to be down one to not be allowed to play. That’s where I came in—that’s where my story begins.

It was the last game of the regular season, the last game before playoffs. The girls were tied for the final wildcard spot, and they were due to play the very team they were tied with: the Springfield Tigers. The stakes were simple: win and make the post-season, or lose and their season was over. And it was looking like a loss, seeing as they were one girl short of having a full roster of players. Word got around town: “We just need one girl so we can play in the game!” They weren’t even looking for someone who could hit—just a benchwarmer would do. But no one stepped up. No one was healthy enough to step up. They tried to drag one of the sick girls out from her home, but that plan didn’t pan out. Someone snitched. Apparently there’s a rule saying if you have any kind of contagious illness, you aren’t allowed to play, no exceptions. I suppose the rule made sense, but it didn’t help the girls. They were running out of options.

And then my sister knocked on my door. “Come in,” I said, and then she opened the door and stood in the doorway, hands clasped behind her back, silent, twiddling her fingers awkwardly. “What is it?” I said, but she hesitated. Her nose was red and her cheeks were pale. She was one of the sick ones, one of the infected, told she wasn’t allowed to play in the game. She could hardly walk in a straight line; she was so sick.

She explained her team’s situation, as if I didn’t already know. I think she told me about three times how her team was just one win away from making the playoffs.

“I know,” I said. “What do you want from me?”

After another moment of reluctant silence, she brought her hands forward. She was holding her red and white outfit, skirt, leggings, and a brunette wig. She didn’t have to explain for me to clue in what she was asking. “No way,” I said instantly, and then she stepped into the room and began to beg. I wasn’t really listening to her various pleas and bargains. I had no interest in putting on that skimpy little outfit, slapping on that wig, and letting her do my face up with her makeup—no way in hell. I’d just about tuned her out completely, turning around to face my computer, when she said, “Beth will be there.” Now she had my attention.

And for a moment I considered it, the chance to see Beth once again, face to face—her beautiful, gorgeous face. Then I thought about her father, and all of the horrible things he would do to me if I came within fifty feet of his daughter. Would he even recognize me with the wig and the skirt and the makeup? How could he not? Every detail of my face was probably burned into his memory. He probably had fantasies about stabbing me to death as he went to sleep every night. Not to mention, if I did go out to play and I did get to see Beth, face to face, would she recognize me? Would I be able to tell her my secret? No way—how humiliating would that be? If the first time Beth sees me in months, I’m in drag, doing a stupid girl’s voice, legs shaved…

“No way,” I said again.

“Please,” my sister continued to beg. “You’re the only one who can do it.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, but I knew the answer. I didn’t need her to tell me, and she knew it, so she kept her mouth shut. I was one of the smaller guys in town—maybe the only small guy who wasn’t sick. I was the only one who would be able to fit into that little outfit and pass as a girl. The other guys on my team would have looked downright ridiculous with their broad shoulders and their five-o’clock shadow. My sister was right, I was the only one who could do it. But there was no way I was doing it.

At least I thought there was no way I was doing it. Apparently, there is a lot of power in annoying persistence. Considering how sick my sister was, she sure was able to stand in my room and go on and on and on and on, begging non-stop. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I said, “Fine, I’ll do it,” and she ran to get her makeup kit.

“Go shave your legs and get dressed!” she said running down the hallway. Reality started to sink in. I was about to dress up as a girl to play in a baseball game.


2



Once my legs were shaved and I was in the outfit (which, unfortunately, fit absolutely perfectly) my sister sat me down in a chair and she started to do my makeup for me. “Keep your eyes closed,” she kept saying, so I did, not that there was anything to look at anyway. She didn’t sit me down in front of a mirror or even the television—just in the middle of the room where there was nothing to see or do while I awaited the results of my transformation.

I knew I could still back out of the crazy proposition—and I was totally ready to. I’d made the decision that, if I looked in the mirror and thought there was any chance I’d be recognized, I would back out, wash my face, tell my sister too bad, so sad. I was only going to go through with it if I looked like a completely different person, totally unrecognizable.

My sister told me my new name was going to be “Trisha,” and that I was an old friend of hers from Hazelton, the next town over. I thought the name Trisha sounded silly, but I didn’t bother to argue. She’d already told her friends that she was going to “ask Trisha if she could play,” so the naming already done and over with. If I was going through with this, I was going to be doing it as Trisha.

“Let’s practice your voice,” my sister said. I could feel her makeup pen gently glistening over my eyelid—a peculiar sensation. I was terrified to open my eye and end up with mascara or whatever the heck it was in my eyeball.

“What should I say?” I said.

She fed me a few generic sentences, including “Hi, I’m Trisha. Nice to meet you.” We did that one about five times before moving onto a new one. She kept giving me pointers like, “Keep pressure on the front of your throat,” and “Speak softer and slower,” “Try to smile while you speak.” I tried all of her little tips, feeling like an idiot the whole time. To me, my voice only sounded like it was getting worse, like I was slipping even further from a realistic sounding girl’s voice. But my sister kept assuring me it was spot on.

“You owe me big time,” I said.

“Don’t break your character,” she said.

After a sigh, I said it again, and I could feel her smirking. “Good,” she said. “I think this is going to work.” My heart skipped a beat. She thinks? I was hoping for a little bit more certainty than “I think”.

“Okay, open your eyes,” she said.

I was hesitant. A part of me didn’t want to see what I looked like as a woman. Maybe I had too much respect for myself—though would I really have agreed to such a ridiculous proposal if that were true? I opened my eyes.

My sister was holding up a mirror, and there was Trisha, staring back at me. And Goddamnit, she was a looker. My sister had done some sort of makeup magic to my face, because I was totally unrecognizable. Even the shape of my face looked completely different. “That’s called contouring,” my sister said when I pointed it out, and then she smacked me on the arm for breaking character. But I couldn’t help it—it was too incredible. “Oh, and one last thing,” she said, and then she put a red cap on my head to complete the outfit, squashing down my long brunette wig.

A warm, fuzzy feeling in my body was suddenly replaced by a cold shiver. I looked too good. It was almost disturbing. I looked better as a woman than I did as a man. Most disturbing of all, something about it just felt right. For whatever reason, I felt strangely comfortable. I’d always been a quiet guy, shy around people I didn’t know. But now I felt like I wanted to go out into the world and be seen by everyone. I wanted to show off this newfound trait of mine—my ability to look incredibly feminine (and incredibly sexy). There was no way anyone would ever know my real identity, unless I slipped and let my male voice out, or accidentally pulled off my wig. Coach Jones wouldn’t recognize me in a hundred years, and thankfully, neither would Beth.

My sister was giddy with joy. There was now hope that her team was going to make the playoffs. I laughed at the thought of beating a bunch of girls on the diamond. It didn’t even seem fair. I almost felt bad for the girls from Springfield—they stood no chance. The more I thought about it, the more I realized I would have to go easy to avoid any suspicion. I would have to purposely miss a few hits, try to avoid blasting the ball out of the diamond. I would have to flub a catch or two. I didn’t want to be the star of the show.

My sister checked her watch and then her face lit up. “Oh my God, you’re going to be late. C’mon, you need to go.” She rushed me up and out the door, not giving me any time to reconsider the mess I’d gotten myself into. Because, let’s be honest, had I had time to really think about it and consider what I was about to do, there was no way I would have gone out to do it. I never even stopped to consider the fact that all of my friends (the healthy ones, anyway) would be there, watching from the stands. I never even stopped to think that, while putting on my helmet and taking it off again, I could easily screw up my wig, or that if I broke a sweat, my makeup could wash away and I would be left in the middle of the diamond, in front of everyone, looking like a disgraced clown.

I didn’t think of any of those possibilities until I got down to the diamond and saw all the guys sitting up in the stands and all of the girls huddled near the dugout, awaiting my prophetic arrival. I stopped within ten feet of them, afraid to get any closer. I thought I made a convincing woman (as did my sister) but what would they think? Would they be able to see through my guise? I waited silently as they chatted amongst one another, unaware of my presence. Every time I considered stepping forward to introduce myself, a wave of crippling fear washed over me and I froze, hardly even breathing. Finally, Coach Jones turned to me and looked me in the eyes. It was the first time he’d seen me since that day I railed his daughter from behind. It was the first time I’d seen him from up close since there was a fire of vengeance in his eyes. He was silent for a moment, looking me up and down. All I could do was hope that he didn’t clue into my heavily padded bra or the bulge that was dangerously being held in place under my skirt.

“You Trisha?” he asked.

I nodded my head, too afraid to unleash my voice. I figured I would test one aspect at a time—my looks first.

“And you’re not sick?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“Thank God—looks like we can play.” The faces of the other girls all lit up. I’ll admit, it was a nice reminder as to why I was doing this crazy stunt. I noticed Beth in the crowd of them, with a big smile on her face. She was looking right at me, into my eyes. I looked away quickly, terrified she would recognize me.

One of the other girls came up to me. “Can you hit?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. “Yeah,” I said in my uncomfortable girl’s voice.

She smiled. “Great. And can you catch?”

“Sure,” I said.

A yellow bus pulled up—inside were the Springfield Tigers, the girls from a few towns over. It was game time. My disguise was, so far, a success. Now I just had to win the game for the girls to make it all worthwhile. A loss would have meant it was all a giant waste of time and risk. The girls would have been eliminated just as if I hadn’t showed up at all.

We started on the field. The visiting team always hit first. Our pitcher wasn’t so great. I could have thrown the ball twice as hard, but I pretended to be impressed. I was put on third base, where my sister usually was. A part of me hoped the ball never came my way. I didn’t want to show off my skill and raise any eyebrows. And for the first few innings, the ball didn’t come my way. The Tigers struggled to get past first base, and they had a tendency to hit to the right, far away from me. When it was our turn to bat, they didn’t put me out, unsure of my ability, just happy to have me on the bench so they could play at all. I was fine with that. Though we weren’t scoring any points either. The score was 0-0 for the first three innings. So for that first chunk of the game I got to stand away from the action and admire all of the girls in their little skirts, their perky tits bouncing graciously as they ran and jumped and played the game of baseball.

Finally, in the fourth inning, the batter hit the ball right towards me. The girl on first made a run for second, and the girl on second made a run towards me. If I failed to catch the ball, those visiting girls would have made their runs and we would have been down by three—and the way our girls were playing, that would have been the end of us. I had no choice, I needed to catch.

Not that it was a tough ball to catch. It was straight up and down, right into my glove. I spun around and launched it to second on pure instinct. The girl on second hardly caught my rocket of a throw, and then she lobbed it over to first. The guys in the crowd went nuts. Three outs in a few seconds, and we were headed back to the bench.

“Nice catch, Trisha!” Beth said to me as she passed by. My heart melted and my legs went weak. Just the sound of her voice was enough for me.

“Can you hit, too?” one of the girls asked, as if they didn’t believe me the first time I told them I could hit. Now they’d seen that I wasn’t just some girl my sister pulled off of the streets. Now they were curious. It was what I’d been trying to avoid—but I didn’t really have a choice.

“I can hit, sure,” I said softly, still afraid my voice wasn’t on point. Coach Jones put me out first, hoping to ride out my momentum. I felt suddenly tense, knowing all eyes were now on me—and there were a lot of eyes at that baseball diamond: two full rosters of girls, all of the parents who came to watch the game, the whole guys’ team—pretty much our entire town was there, staring down at me, wondering if I was the real deal. I felt the sudden need to adjust my top, make sure everything was in place. I tugged down my skirt, afraid it was riding up. Could you imagine? If everyone saw the bulge of my cock? They would have crucified me in the middle of that ball pit.

The first pitch went straight down the line. I didn’t even swing, even though it went straight through the strike zone. “Strike one!” the umpire yelled out. It wasn’t until he yelled it that the moment processed in my brain and I’d realized what had happened. The Tigers’ pitcher went to throw pitch number two. I made an awkward, straight-armed swing at the ball, muscles still rigid, and I missed completely (I was actually trying to hit the ball, just succumbing to my nerves). A flurry of laughter could be heard from the Tigers, those bitches. Then came pitch number three…

I hit it straight down the middle, just out of the pitcher’s reach (not that she would have caught it anyway, given her slow reaction time). The girl on second tried to catch it but was also too slow. The outfielder wasn’t expecting the hit and didn’t even notice it coming her way until her coach screamed at her. I was already on first by that point, making my run for second. I looked over and the poor outfielder was only making a run for the now-landed ball now. I kept running to third. I slowed down my pace, remembering I didn’t want to be the hero. I let that poor, useless Tiger pick up the ball and toss it to third, making sure I hit the base before the catch. My teammates cheered. Beth cheered and my heart became warm. The girl who took to the plate after me hit the first pitch and made it to first base, buying me plenty of time to make it to home. We were on the scoreboard, 1-0. We ended up winning the game 4-1. The Tigers were out of the playoffs and we were in.

Our team cheered and jumped up and down and I once again found myself transfixed on the bouncing tits and perky rumps poking out from the lifting skirts. Then I realized what the win meant: it meant I had to do it again and again until either the flu bug passed our little town or we were eliminated—or until we won the state championship.

But that anxiety was short-lived. Everyone loved me. They all came up and gave me big hugs—Beth included. As I left the field, the guys in the stands all whistled at me. Apparently I made a good-looking lady on top of a stellar ball player. And I have to admit, the attention felt nice. Even when I was winning games with the guys, I never had that kind of attention. “Nice legs!” one guy yelled out, though I couldn’t pinpoint who the culprit was. Further away from the diamond I caught my reflection in a window, and yeah, I did have pretty good legs. I actually had a pretty good body for a lady. I felt sexy—and it felt good.
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It was the next afternoon and my sister came to my door, knocking again. The next game—the first game of the playoffs—wasn’t until the next day still. “What’s going on?” I said.

Her cheeks were red and she was biting her lip. “I need you to do me a big favour.” She needed me to get dressed up and go out with the team. They were having a “team building meet up” at a restaurant. Apparently the other girls all asked that I come. But going out as a lady to play baseball was one thing—going out to socialize was a whole other beast. I’d hardly said more than a few sentences with my girl’s voice, and I still hadn’t even heard it for myself (in a recording or anything). I was just riding on faith that my sister wasn’t messing with me when she said it sounded good.

But again, the thought of seeing Beth had me considering my sister’s request. After all, how bad could it be? All I really needed to do was sit off to the side and keep my mouth shut, only speak when spoken to, that kind of thing. It was hardly a departure from what I was used to. I agreed to my sister’s request and she went to fetch her makeup. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t just a little bit looking forward to looking sexy again and getting a few more catcalls from the guys. Plus, this time she was going to dress me up in real ladies’ clothing, not just the old baseball outfit.

Not a lot of my sister’s outfits fit me properly, but we found one piece that did fit amazingly: a little black satin dress that cut off just above my knees. It hugged the curves of my body succulently, I nearly got an erection staring at myself in the mirror. The only issue was my boxer shorts bunching up in the tight satin number. Even the seams of my tighty-whiteys looked ridiculous in the thing. “You’re supposed to wear it with a thong,” my sister told me, and my heart began to race. She went to fetch me a lacy black thong.

I put it on and, I’ll admit, I loved the way it hugged my cock tightly between my legs. I just loved the way it felt. I excused myself for the washroom as the excitement culminated between my legs—I didn’t want my sister to see me get an erection from wearing her little thong. I quickly beat my cock and came in the toilet before gathering my composure and stepping back out from the washroom. “Feeling okay?” my sister asked.

“Yep,” I said, pretending like I wasn’t excited to see how everyone would react to my new look. I was. I couldn’t wait for the whistles and the catcalls and the gawking eyes.

And I got exactly what I wanted on my way to the restaurant. The highlight of my walk over was the car full of horny teenagers who yelled, “Looking good, baby!” as they drove past. It really made me wonder, if women know how good it feels to be complimented like that, why don’t they go around complimenting men all the time? They should. It’s a shame that warm, fuzzy feeling is only reserved for the ladies.

I was welcomed at the restaurant with open arms. The girls took turns giving me hugs before making room for me at the middle of their table. I was hoping to be sat next to Beth, but I ended up on the other end of the room, able to see her but not close enough to interact with her. Maybe it was for the best, for the sake of keeping my identity safe, no matter how badly I wanted to see her and talk to her and take her into the bathroom and have just one more romp of passion.

“I love your dress,” one of the girls said. “And your shoes,” said another. Each and every compliment lifted me up higher, made me wonder why I wasn’t born a woman. It was really starting to seem like women got everything. A couple of guys nearby even bought us all a round of drinks, which Beth’s dad wasn’t terribly impressed with. He went over and let them know who he was, but the guys didn’t seem to care.

Later in the night, my friends showed up—the boys’ baseball team. They were already half-cut. They’d probably been pre-drinking in the parking lot, planning to crash the little celebration party. Unlike the girls, the guys didn’t end up making playoffs (that would have been different had they let me play, but I digress). It didn’t take long for the guys to start mingling with the girls. I was surprised Coach Jones didn’t do anything about it, but I was less surprised when I realized he was a bit tipsy himself. I watched him stumble his way towards the bathroom and I’m not sure he ever came out. It was the first time his precious girls’ team made the playoffs (he’d always been far more fond of the girls’ team than the boys’) so he, too, was in celebration-mode.

One of the guys, Evan, even came up to me. “Hey darling,” he said, “good game, yesterday.”

“Thanks,” I said. The volume in the restaurant had raised to a comfortable level (comfortable, as in it was now loud enough to mask any errors in my feminine voice). He put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed in next to me. I didn’t know Evan very well. I knew he was a mediocre ball player and he was one of the guys who was really into our little game of trying to bang the girls—which was most likely why he was nestled up next to me. Also, last I’d heard, he was currently winning the game, having slept now with four of the girls on the team. “You know, you’re very beautiful,” he said. I couldn’t help but blush.

He was surprisingly charming for a womanizer, but I guess that’s the point, right? The strangest part of it all was that I actually found myself falling for it. Maybe it was the booze, or maybe it was my disguise beginning to bleed into my personality, my DNA. Maybe I was just starting to become my character. Hell, the more I talked to Evan, the more my feminine voice was starting to become second nature—and so was the proper posture, the crossed legs—I even ordered myself a girly, fruity cocktail without thinking twice. He paid for it, inching closer to me, expecting to take me home. His hand found my thigh, and then the most surprising thing of all happened: my hand found his thigh. It was as if some feminine spirit was trying to overtake my body, take control of my every move. My hand began to slowly inch up his thigh, sinking down between his legs. A couple of drinks later (and a few trips to the bathroom to touch up my makeup) my hand was on his cock.

Evan was either well hung or he was holding a cucumber between his legs. It was strangely mesmerizing, warm, and thick. With my hand under the table, I wrapped my fingers around his girth. I could feel it throbbing and growing. I watched his cheeks turn pink as I inconspicuously massaged its length. And then, in a brief moment of sobriety, I realized what I was doing and released his member. What the hell was I doing? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t care for cock. And I sure didn’t want to sleep with Evan—not that I could have even if I did want to. I was really a man, with a padded bra, panties, and a dress. “What’s wrong?” he said, cheeks still a shade of rose.

“Nothing. I should probably be going,” I said, grabbing my little clutch and standing up. He grabbed me by the wrist.

“Wait,” he said. “Stay. Have another drink. The night’s still young.” He smiled and something inside of me caved. It was as if I was suddenly understanding what women saw in men. He was handsome with his blonde stubble and his piercing eyes—and that smile, my God. I wish I knew how to smile like that. It was the smile that had gotten him so many points in our stupid little game, and it was about to get him another one—or more. I wonder how many points they put on my head?

I sat down for another drink—but just one more, I told myself. And then I had another, and told myself it would be the last. Then I had another, and the rest of the night was outside of my control. “I have to play tomorrow,” I said, finally getting up to leave later in the night.

“Let me walk you home,” he said.

For whatever stupid reason, I said “sure”. It wasn’t until we were already five blocks away from the restaurant (and I was nestled under his arm) that I realized that I couldn’t bring him to my home for very obvious reasons. We were in the middle of an empty park, far from the glow of the streetlights. I stopped walking, trying desperately to think of an excuse to get him to bugger off. I couldn’t think of anything.

And then, in my drunken stupidity, I dropped to my knees and started doing away with his belt. I don’t know what came over me. It was the alcohol in control, not my sensibilities. I pulled his cock out and started to pump it right there in the open, right there in that park. He didn’t protest and he didn’t do anything to stop me. Instead, he let his head fall back and he let out a deep sigh. Once he was good and hard, his cock ended up in my mouth. What the hell was I doing? Why was I sucking his cock? It was as if he put some sort of spell on me with his goddamned charming smile.

His fingers sunk into my hair. The real question wasn’t why was I sucking his cock, but why, even in my moment of clarity and revelation, was I continuing to suck his cock? I will admit it felt nice in my mouth, throbbing, warm, rock-hard. If anyone saw us, that would have been tragic. If word got back to my sister, what could I possibly say? I would have been devastatingly humiliated. I wouldn’t have been able to show my face around the house ever again. Yet, even though I knew the risks, I continued to suck, stroking his impressive girth with a solid grip. I could feel his cock beginning to bloat up.

And then my drunken stupidity went a step further. I turned around, bent over, flipped up the skirt of my dress, and pulled my panties aside ever so slightly. “Fuck me in the asshole,” I said, probably slurring my words. It was shocking enough that I was able to hold onto my feminine voice.

He didn’t miss a beat. He stepped forward, grabbed me by the sides, and I felt his slobber-covered, warm, pulsing tip press up against my tight hole. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never even had so much as a finger up there before. Yet there I was, about to let what may have been the biggest cock in town slide up in and do away with me. That’s exactly what he did. And I could feel everything, every pulsing vein, everything. His soft ball sack slapped against my ass while he drove himself into me repeatedly. And shit, did it feel good. So good that I got hard—really hard. Had he reached around or even so much as looked between my legs, he would have been able to see without a speck of doubt that he was fucking a dude in the asshole.

But he was too preoccupied grunting and moaning, drunk, driving his cock in powerfully, filling me up fully. I reached down and pretended to rub my pussy (I was actually using my wrist to stroke my cock). Again, I don’t know what came over me—probably the liquor, maybe some sort of evil sex spirit, who the heck knows. All I know is that it felt incredible. I came in under a minute, filling my black lacy thong with hot, sticky cum.

He came deep in my ass. I could feel each and every blast from his cock. Every time, it swelled up and then exploded, filling me deep before going again. I drained him. And when he stumbled back, his whole load ran down my legs, and I adjusted my panties and my dress to hide my erection. He had a big, dumb, drunken smile on his face. “That was fun,” he said.

I smiled back, and then he went on his merry way home. When I got home, I took a good look at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I couldn’t believe my impulse to get down with Evan, to grab his cock, to sink it into my mouth, to let him into my asshole. I thought for sure it was just a consequence of the booze. But the next day, now sober, on my way to the baseball diamond (in my little white and red outfit) I found myself back in that mind-set. I responded to a catcall from across the street with a wink and a blown kiss. I’d transformed. I’d become a whole different person. It was scary.
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But despite the persona that was quickly taking over my body, I still found myself obsessed with the thought of Beth, my beautiful Beth. Once I got to the baseball diamond, she was the centre of my world, I couldn’t for the life of me look away from her. I ended up missing an important catch because I was so transfixed on her beauty. Coach Jones yelled at me, told me to “Get my head into the game!” We ended up winning the game by a narrow margin, 7-6. We scored a triple in the final inning, thanks to a howitzer from me, bases loaded. It was a key win for me especially because some of the girls in town were starting to recover from their battle with the nasty flu, and it was looking like my days as a substitute female baseball player were over.

“You really saved our butts this week, Trisha,” Coach Jones said to me with a big, genuine smile. Had he known who he was really talking to, I’m sure his words and his expression would have been much, much different. But I smiled and accepted the compliment.

I was sad to go, sad my lady days were over. And they really were—no matter how badly I wanted to keep on the little gag. There were still so many outfits in my sister’s closet that I was hoping to try on, and I was going to miss the catcalls and the attention from all of the boys. But it was over, and I needed to accept that—accept that my life was about to go back to normal, back to that of a bored teenaged guy who wasn’t allowed to play on the local baseball team.

I didn’t care so much for the baseball, to be honest. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed baseball, but it didn’t define my life. And I would still get to play pickup games on the weekends with the other guys, when Coach Jones was fulfilling his weekend church duties.

Beth came up to me as we were all filing out of the baseball diamond. “Hey Trisha,” she said, tapping me on the shoulder. That’s what I was going to miss: Beth. Without my disguise, I wouldn’t ever get to see Beth again, at least, not so simply. I would see her from afar, at church, from the far fence at the baseball diamond, but never face to face unless her dad had some sudden change of heart.

“Hey,” I said back, forcing a smile through my sad realization that this was probably the last conversation we would ever have.

“I was wondering if you could give me some pointers on my swing.” She had the most adorable smile, the cutest posture, the way she leaned her body weight onto one leg and tilted her head just slightly.

“I’d love to,” I said, and we turned around and headed for the batting cage across the street.

It was, perhaps, the highlight of my life, standing behind Beth in that cage as balls cannoned towards us, reaching around her and correcting her stance, guiding her through her swing. I got to press myself up against her warm body, I got to smell her sweet perfume. Oh, my darling Beth, how are you so perfect in every way? I got to feel her soft hair cascading down her back, the satin skin of her arms against my own. The sun was beginning to set and I could tell she was getting tired, but I didn’t want it to end. The best part was when she made a solid hit and then she bounced up and down with excitement, her soft bum rubbing against my cock.

I was inebriated with my lust for her. I couldn’t help myself. I had to turn her around and kiss her on the lips. I needed to hold her tightly, explore her body with my hands. She was rigid at first, taken by surprise. I had no idea how she was going to react but it didn’t matter—I just had to do it. After a moment of tense silence, she kissed back, dropping her bat onto the ground and wrapping her arms around me.

With her tongue deep in my mouth, we stumbled back into the chain-link fence, making it shake and rattle. Now her hands were exploring my body, her touch eliciting sweet elation, a warm buzzing through my bones. I had one hand on her soft breast, another on her firm butt cheek. Her hands were everywhere. But before I could come to my senses, she found it—my rock-hard cock, pushing my skirt out. She jumped back as if she’d grabbed a snake. “Wait—What?” she said, leaving her lips parted as if she had more to say but she couldn’t muster the words to say it.

“I can explain,” I said after my own moment of swirling panic. And then, after another moment of silence, I did my best to explain, telling her who I really was and why I did it. I couldn’t tell if she believed me or not. I tried to go back to my old voice—my male voice—but I’d gotten so used to doing the girl voice that I couldn’t do more than a few words without reverting.

Once I finished my attempt at an explanation, she stared at me in total silence. I waited desperately for her response, but it wasn’t coming. “I love you, Beth,” I said, breaking the silence. I did love her, though I don’t know why I said it. It was hardly the most appropriate time to say it, while I was at my highest possible vulnerability point. And the statement only seemed to make her own inner-conundrum even more complicated. Her pupils were dilated and I’m not sure I saw her blink, though it was hard to tell now that the sun had dipped below the horizon and the town was becoming a dark place.

“I love you too,” she finally said, and then she stepped forward, into my arms. After a good hug, we kissed. And after a good kiss, she sunk down, poking under my skirt. All I could see was the bulge of her head pushing my red and white skirt out, but I could feel her every touch as she shimmied my panties down to my knees, as she stroked the length of my cock, as she sunk the tip of my member in through her warm, wet lips. My legs went weak so I grabbed onto the chain-link fence for support. After a moment she poked her head back out with a smile on her face. “You’ve got a big pussy,” she said before biting her lip. She slipped back under the skirt and continued her magic. It was a miracle I didn’t come within seconds, in her mouth. It was a miracle I held on long enough to get into her own panties. I ate out her wet cunt, sinking my tongue in deep, tickling her clit gently between long strokes of her slit. She came on my face, letting out just a little bit of warm juice down my chin.

My heart was beating ferociously. I needed to have her, I needed to be inside of her. After checking to make sure the coast was clear, I bent her over, just like I had months earlier under those bleachers, and I shoved my cock in deep. I revelled in every one of her little moans and squirms. I can’t tell you how many times she came, or whether she just never stopped coming from the moment I penetrated her tight, wet hole. With a pulsing euphoria, I came deep inside of her. Then I realized I’d fucked her tits right out of her top and her skirt was flipped over her back. It was a good thing no one walked by during the act!

And then she turned around and looked me in the eyes, melting my heart and my soul and making me wish her dad had never found us. I hated that I couldn’t see her again—it was just impossible in a small town where everyone knew everyone. Everyone knew and respected her father, and everyone knew what I did. “Why don’t you come over this weekend?” she asked, as if she’d forgotten about what had happened—forgotten her father wanted my head on a bloody platter.

“But Beth…” I said, unable to find the words to remind her.

“I mean as Trisha,” she said with a smirk. And my heart burst into an excited flurry. Not only did I get to continue seeing Beth, but Trisha would live on. I felt like I’d won the lottery. I was getting my cake and eating it, too.

Funny—a week before, I thought I would never get to see her again, and now, in a weird way, I was going to be her secret lesbian lover. The stars were aligned. Life suddenly seemed complete.

THE END
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Tim is always falling for every girl he meets. As a joke, his friends play Loverboy songs whenever he walks into a room. One night, at a hockey game, he meets a girl who checks all of his boxes: she’s beautiful, funny, talented, and best of all—she’s kinky. She pulls him aside after the hockey game for a quick romp.

And that’s when he discovers the big juicy secret between her legs, which she doesn’t even seem a little bit shy about.
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Iwas late for the game—just a few minutes late, but you only had to be fifteen minutes late before they didn’t let you on the ice. I was about fifteen minutes late, but I knew I could change quickly. I ran into the change room and nearly tripped three times over people’s hockey bags. I didn’t even bother standing my stick up near the entrance—I just tossed it on the floor.

I also didn’t bother taping my socks or my laces. And usually I would tape my elbow pads because the Velcro straps were flimsy, but I didn’t have time for that; I could tape them during the first period break. I looked up at the clock. I still have three minutes before the benches were finalized.

It wouldn’t have been the end of the world if I missed the game. Sure, a few of my teammates would have been grumpy that they had to play a man short, but they always managed to find something to be grumpy about anyway. It wasn’t even a league game—just a casual drop-in game. The organizers even said in their e-mail, in bold letters, ‘CASUAL SKATERS ONLY!’ But there were always guys who took every game way too seriously.

But I wasn’t going to let them down. I wasn’t going to be late for my shift. I heard the buzzer calling the end to warm-up. I could even hear the scratching of skates on ice as the players went to the benches. I had about one minute, but I was almost ready. I just needed to get my helmet on and grab my stick up off the floor.

But technically, I wasn’t late getting to the arena. I was just late getting on the ice. I was there on time, but I ended up getting distracted in the pro shop. I went in to quickly buy some stick tape and then I was distracted by the new pro shop girl. She was only eighteen or nineteen, but her body was fertile and curvy. She had chubby cheeks, but I certainly wouldn’t call her chubby. She had long blonde hair and looked like she could have put on a dirndl and fit right into the nearest Oktoberfest. I’d always had a bit of thing for classic Austrian-looking chicks. Then again, my friends told me that I had a thing for every type of girl. And is that really such a bad thing?

“Is there anything else?” she asked when I was checking out.

And I decided to make a stupid joke, which I regretted as soon as the words left my mouth. “Are you for sale?”

She let out the cutest giggle and my heart melted. She looked into my eyes. Her eyes were bright blue—an Aryan goddess if there ever was one. She slid my tape towards me. “Here’s your tape,” she said, and that’s when I noticed her slight Swedish accent.

My eyes were probably throbbing outwards in the shape of hearts, like in a Bugs Bunny cartoon. I leaned over the counter and asked her how she liked the new job. I found out quickly that she was a giggler. There was nothing I could say that she wouldn’t giggle at. Had I told her that her grandmother had just died in a car wreck, she probably would have giggled. “Where were you working before this?” I asked.

“The movie theatre,” she said.

“Do you like movies?” I asked.

She giggled. “Yes. Everyone likes movies.”

“Maybe we should see a movie sometime,” I said. And of course, she giggled.

“Maybe,” she said. “Isn’t your game about to start?”

I looked back, and that’s when I realized I was late. The Zamboni was driving off the ice and the players were hopping over the boards for warm-up. I had fifteen minutes before I was sent home. “Will you be here in an hour?” I asked.

“I’ll be here,” she said with a wink and a giggle. And my heart melted a little bit more. I was having a good day—even if I ended up missing the hockey game, it was still a top five day as far as I was concerned.

I’d gone out for a business lunch earlier in the day with my manager, as well as a few co-workers and the CEO of the tech company I worked for. It was just supposed to be a casual lunch, but it ended up being one of the most important meetings of my life. We were all sipping pints of beer when a silly commercial came on the television. It was a cheap local commercial for a used car lot, and in the commercial, the owner of the lot was trying his best to rap about their current promotion. Sidney, one of my co-workers, tried to do an impression of the used car lot owner’s terrible rap. “… So with your feet do a tap to this rap, tip your cap or have a nap, but be sure to download our app, and take one of our cars for a lap!” Everyone laughed, and then an idea came to me.

“Nap App,” I said. It was more of a joke than anything. “An app that tells you all the nearby places you can go for a nap—benches in parks, comfy seats in libraries... Or maybe you could call it Nap Map.” I laughed, and so did Sidney.

But the CEO of our company wasn’t laughing. He was staring at me with glowing eyes and parted lips. “Nap Map…” he said. “I like it. I like it a lot… A map that tells you where you can go to nap.” He was already devising the plan in his head.

I thought it was a silly idea, but I wasn’t about to say that, now that I had the CEO’s attention. He was a multi-millionaire with powerful connections. “Come to my office tomorrow morning,” he said to me. “We’ll talk about Nap Map.”

I smiled. I could feel my face turning red. “O—Okay, Mr. Shanahan.” Even my manager was looking at me with jealousy burning in his eyes.

And then the lunch got better. The waitress came by with a fresh, cold beer. “Your beer,” she said, handing it to me.

“Oh, I didn’t order this,” I said.

She looked around at my co-workers. “Oh, I’m sorry. Did one of you order this?”

Everyone shook their head. “Well I guess you can just have it. Otherwise I have to pour it out.” And as she handed it to me, I saw into her eyes. And my heart melted. She looked to be at least half Asian, with an exotic beauty about her. She smiled as our gazes met and then she batted her eyelashes.

“Thanks,” I said as I accepted the free beer. When I got up to use the bathroom, our paths crossed again. “You’re very beautiful. I hope you don’t mind me saying as much,” I said, and I’m not sure what possessed me to say it. I always tried not to creep girls out while they were working. I knew it was bad manners—especially when they were working for tips. But I couldn’t help myself. She was just so striking.

“I don’t mind at all,” she said, and her cheeks turned red. “I really like your suit.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Have you worked here long? I come here all the time and I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here.”

“I just started last week.”

“Like it?”

“It’s fun. Especially when I get to meet cute guys,” she said with a laugh.

“You meet a lot of cute guys here in the business district?” I asked.

“I’ve met at least one,” she said with a grin.

I laughed. There was a cute silence between us. “Where did you work before this?” I asked.

“The bowling alley,” she said.

“Do you like bowling?”

She nodded her head. I ended up getting her number. “I look forward to bowling with you,” I said as I headed back to my table. It was a fantastic lunch: a possible business opportunity, a free beer, and a beautiful woman’s phone number.

I’d been on a high since that lunch. I was still on that high now, as I rushed towards the ice. The ref hadn’t blown the whistle yet. My teammates were still trying to decide on our lines. I squeezed into the middle of the bench. And then I looked to my left to count the players, to see which line I ended up on. And then I looked to my right to see who else was on my line. And that’s when I looked into the eyes of a gorgeous woman.
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Whenever I met up with my friends for drinks, Sidney would play the song, ‘Turn Me Loose’ on his phone. It was a running joke that never seemed to get old—at least not to any of my friends. They would laugh and then they would usually ask me why I wasn’t wearing my leather pants. Of course I didn’t own any leather pants, but the joke wasn’t complete without the additional Lover Boy reference.

They thought I was some sort of hopeless romantic, but I’m pretty sure they were just jealous—Sidney in particular. Sidney mustered up the courage once every two or three years to ask a girl out on a date. And his relationships only ever lasted three or four dates at the very most. So it was understandable that he was a bit jealous of my track record.

I once went on five dates in a week, with five different girls. It wasn’t a world record by any means, but it was a personal best for me—not that I was trying to set a personal best. I was convinced that one of those five girls was my soul mate—I just didn’t know which one. I’d met them all throughout that week. Two of the girls I met at parties, one was a bartender at a bar I went to for a friend’s birthday, one worked at the shooting range I went to with some co-workers, and one was an old classmate from elementary school who had just moved back to town and found me on Facebook. Now, as I waited for my first hockey shift to start, I couldn’t remember any of their names. That was three years ago, and I didn’t end up going on a second date with any of the girls.

But five in one week was nothing compared to three in one day! Though as I sat on the bench and watched the hockey game that I would soon be a part of, I realized that I knew none of the girls’ names. I had the exotic waitress’ number, but I had no clue what her name was. She’d been wearing a nametag, but I don’t think I ever bothered to read the name. The blonde beauty in the pro shop with the Swedish accent—I’m sure her name was Helga or Elsa or something, but I had no clue. And the beauty sitting on the bench next to me: I hadn’t even spoken a word to her, but I knew I had to say something.

“I’m Tim,” I said to her. And she looked at me slowly. She was wearing dark eyeliner around her eyes, but no other makeup. She didn’t need any more than that. Hell, she didn’t even need the eyeliner.

“Hi Tim,” she said. She let a little smirk slip. She was wearing a touch of perfume—or maybe it was just a feminine deodorant. She smelled like a meadow full of flowers.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Portia,” she said.

Portia. The name buzzed around in my head like an energetic butterfly. It was a beautiful name—the perfect name. It suited her, even though I could only see part of her face through her cage. Her helmet obscured most of her face and her hair, save for the brown ponytail that rested on her back. Her pads and jersey left her body a complete mystery. She could have been butch or flabby, but I could somehow tell that she was thin and beautiful. I could somehow tell that she had nice tits and a great ass, even though her hockey pants were two inches thick and terribly unflattering, the way hockey pants are. I could tell she had gentle, narrow shoulders, even though her shoulder pads were thicker and bulkier than mine. “Do you prefer left, right, or center?” she asked me.

“Huh?” I said. And then I realized she was talking about our line, as our shift was about to start. “Oh, um, I play center usually, but I can do whatever.”

“Okay. I’ll play right wing. Try to get to the left of the net once we’re in their zone.” I wasn’t paying much attention to what she was saying. I was too distracted by those eyes. She had big eyes that shone through the metal bars of her cage. She had big eyelashes and the most adorable smile. She laughed. “Are you listening to me?” she asked.

“Huh? Yeah. Go to the net. Sure.”

The bench door flew open and our left-winger jumped onto the ice. It was time to play. I hopped over the boards and looked around. I hadn’t been paying attention to who had the puck. I looked at our defensemen, who were crouched and ready for the approaching attack. Then I looked at the enemy team and saw their centre flying down the ice with the puck. I quickly went after him, cutting him off, using my stick to block his left side. He went to pass the puck, but my stick got a piece of it. The puck went to the boards and bounced onto Portia’s stick.

She did a cute spin manoeuvre to dodge their left-winger. Then she had an open wing, so she started skating with the puck. I hurried to the other team’s blue line. The puck buzzed past me, across the ice to the other winger, who took it over the line. I went towards the net. The puck was passed back to the point, onto the stick of one of our D-men. He passed it across to the other point. And then it went back to Portia.

I watcher her as she skated around the net, pulling their defensive line out of position. She was an elegant skater—definitely not someone who learned to skate on hockey skates. She looked more like a figure skater. I was waiting for her to jump and spin. I would have gladly been her ice-dancing partner. I would have even put on some sparkling spandex suit if it meant I got to hold her in my arms through a whole routine.

I caught a whiff of her as she went by: that floral perfume that made my head light. I couldn’t wait to get back onto the bench, to sit next to her, to talk to her and maybe to flirt with her a bit. I couldn’t wait to see her after the game, once she was out of her bulky equipment. I could already imagine her outfit: a tank top and a tiny pair of pink booty shorts that hardly covered her perky tush. I wondered if she had the women’s change room all to herself. They always had a change room set aside for female players in case any showed up—and there was usually one or two, but most of them just changed in the co-ed change rooms because most of them were more masculine than me. But not Portia. Portia was a feminine masterpiece. Portia was—

The puck hit my skate and I remembered that I was playing the game. I looked down at the puck and realized I had an open net. But by the time my brain processed what was happening, the goalie slid over and covered the puck. I heard my teammates booing me from the bench. I heard Portia’s disappointed sigh. I heard my gut churning.

When I sat down on the bench at the end of my shift, Portia looked over at me. “If that happens again I’m switching lines,” she said. But she had a grin. It was all in good fun. She didn’t care about the outcome of the casual shinny game. And I cared even less. I only cared about getting her number before the night was through.
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The game ended in a draw. Had it been a league game or even just a more serious group of players, we would have continued playing until another goal was scored. But people had to work in the morning, and people had wives waiting for them at home. So everyone left—everyone but a few people who wanted to keep skating until the Zamboni driver told them to scram. Portia was one of the few who stayed on the ice to skate around and warm down. So I stayed out as well.

She took off her helmet and placed it on the boards by the bench, finally exposing her true beauty. Her hair was slicked down with sweat but it didn’t distract from her appeal. As she skated, her ponytail floated into the air. Every stride was just as elegant as the one before it, even after three periods of sprinting up and down the ice. I skated up next to her.

“You’re a good skater,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said. I had to hustle to keep up with her.

“Have you been playing for long?” I asked. I could smell that floral perfume. I suddenly got a second wind.

“A few years,” she said. She spun around to face me. She skated backwards just as elegantly as when she was skating forwards. “And you?” she asked.

“I’ve been skating since I was a little kid,” I said. “Playing hockey since I was a teenager. My parents didn’t want me playing hockey but they gave up trying to stop me when I was thirteen.” I was huffing, trying to chat while keeping up with her. Her speed seemed effortless, which was impressive seeing as she was skating backwards.

She laughed. “You’ve been spending too much time with your stick,” she said.

And I felt my cheeks turn red. “What?” I said. And then I realized she was mocking my skating ability.

“You might benefit from going out for a public skate with your stick… Just work on skating. You’re looking a bit sloppy, if you don’t mind me saying.”

“I don’t mind. And I’d be happy to go out public skating with you sometime,” I said. I smiled big, which wasn’t easy while I simultaneously tried to catch my breath.

She laughed. She had a cute laugh. “Fine. How’s tomorrow afternoon?” she asked.

“Sounds good,” I said. My heart was pounding. My amazing day just got more amazing. I was half-expecting to close my eyes and then open them to see my bedroom ceiling—and realize the whole day had just been a dream. But I knew it was real. I was just having a fantastic day.

As we turned around the corner, I noticed the glow of the pro shop through the large window. That pretty blonde was still working. I’d completely forgotten about her. And now, as I skated around with Portia, I couldn’t even remember what the blonde looked like. I couldn’t remember what she sounded like or what I even liked about her. I couldn’t remember what the exotic waitress looked like, either. Why did I think she looked exotic again? Was she not just a standard-looking downtown waitress?

The only girl on my mind was Portia. The other girls were just eye-candy. Portia was the real prize.

I looked around and realized we were the only two still on the ice.

“When you cross over, try pushing out as far as you can to the side—not backwards. You get your power from pushing to the side,” she said. And she did a demonstration. I found myself staring at her ass, even though I was staring at two inches of padding. “Now you try,” she said.

So I tried the technique she’d demonstrated. I ended up falling on my side. I bumped my elbow. She laughed. It was worth it just to hear that laugh. “Get up and try again,” she said. “You were close.”

So I tried it again. I didn’t fall this time, but it was close. It wasn’t easy to get the technique right, but I could feel the power that she was referring to. With just a few crossovers, I felt the speed starting to build up. “Yeah, that looks better,” she said. “Take off your gloves.”

I took off my gloves and she took off hers. She skated on the outside of me and reached out her hand. “Hold my hand and I’ll hold you up. Lean into the corner and push out. I won’t let you fall.”

“Shouldn’t we save the romantic stuff for our date tomorrow?” I said with a grin. She let out a sample of that cute laugh again. And I realized that we really were going on a date. Hell, we practically were on a date now. I held her hand. Her hand was small and soft and gentle. But she held me tightly as we went around the corner, leaning away from me to counter my bodyweight.

“There. That’s better. Now you just need to learn to do it without someone holding you up,” she said with a wink. I didn’t let go of her hand right away. I pretended not to notice that we were holding hands. I smelled her perfume again and then it occurred to me that I probably smelled terrible after three periods of hockey. My gear was already questionable before the game even started. I found myself blushing.

“You know you’re still holding my hand, right?” she said. “Don’t you think you’re coming on a little bit strong?”

I let go of her hand. “Oh, sorry,” I said. My face was dark red now. Luckily the Zamboni driver came to my rescue. He threw open the Zamboni doors and then walked across the ice to pull the nets off the rink. “We’d better get off,” I said. So we got off. “Wait for me out in the lobby after you’re changed,” I said.

“I’m going to shower,” she said.

“Okay, then I’ll wait for you,” I said.

“I might be a bit.”

“I don’t mind. I’ve got nowhere to be.” It wasn’t exactly true: it was already close to midnight and I had to be at work early in the morning. But I wasn’t about to lose my opportunity. The night was going so perfectly and I was having the best luck of my life. I knew that my luck couldn’t possibly stay the same after I let the day end, so I wasn’t about to let the day end. “Alright, I’ll see you in a bit,” I said, heading towards my changing room. And then she followed me, and I realized we were headed for the same changing room. “Fancy that,” I said.

“I just can’t get rid of you, can I?” she said.

As fate would have it, our hockey bags were right next to each other in the change room—the only two bags left in an otherwise desolate space that smelled of body odour and urinal pucks. I sat down next to her and started to get changed. I tried not to look over when she pulled her jersey and her shoulder pads off. I wanted to be respectful, but I also really wanted to see her body. But I could see enough through my peripheral vision: her large tits being held up by her white bra. She reached down and slipped out of her hockey pants, leaving her in just her white panties. She still had her shin pads and skates on, but that somehow only made her sexier. I still kept my eyes on my own gear.

We kept talking. She told me about all of the teams she’d played on before, and then she told me about how she wanted to play on a NCHL team. “But the NCHL doesn’t have girl teams—at least I’m pretty sure they don’t,” I said. The NCHL was a local beer league that was men only. But there was the WNCHL that was exclusively for women.

“Yeah, well they won’t let me play on the women’s teams either,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked.

She laughed. “I guess I’m not woman enough for them.” It seemed like a strange answer, but I didn’t question it any further. “You can look at me, you know. You don’t have to stare awkwardly at your feet.”

So I looked at her. And she was just as beautiful as I’d imagined, sitting there in her bra and panties, bending over to untie her skates. Her skin was fair and glowing. There were red lines where the straps of her equipment had been. But it was hard to notice anything but her perky cleavage.

I looked away quickly, worried I was doing too much staring. I could feel warmth tingling in my cheeks. And then I noticed the shower room, which had no door or even a curtain: just a large opening into a space with multiple showerheads. Is that where she planned on showering?

“So tomorrow,” I said. “You want to come skate here? I think they do a public skate every afternoon.” My heart was stammering. I was nervous, but I wasn’t sure why.

“Sure. That sounds fine,” she said, looking at me with a smile. And then she laughed. “You know you could probably use a shower yourself. You’re smelling a bit… ripe.”

I laughed, my heart beating faster now. Was she inviting me to take a shower with her? I watched as she pulled a towel out from her bag. I had a towel in my bag. I usually showered when I got home, but I wasn’t about to miss and opportunity to shower with a beautiful woman. “Is that an invitation?” I asked.

“Do you need an invitation to use a public shower?”

My heart leapt up in my chest. It was an invitation. She really did want me to hop in the shower with her. Did that mean she wanted to have sex? There was no one around—the rink was empty save for us and the guy driving the Zamboni. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to suppress my excitement. “I guess I could use a shower,” I said, pulling my towel out from my bag.

She looked at me with a big grin. “You aren’t going to get weird about this, are you?”

I shook my head. “No—of course not. It’s just a co-ed shower, right? Why would I get weird? What’s weird about that?” But I could tell that I was already getting weird. I took a breath. I was in my underwear, sitting next to a girl in her underwear. She reached around back and started to unclip her bra. My God—I was really about to get naked with a beautiful woman, and I hardly knew anything about her except for her name.

She dropped her bra on her bag and then she stood up. Her tits were almost perfect—maybe a bit firm for my taste. In fact, they may have been fake. I only looked for a second before looking away, but I was pretty sure I saw surgery scars beneath each breasts. Yep, there were definitely scars. The tits were definitely fake. But they weren’t large tits—they were normal size, maybe even slightly smaller than normal: C-cups at most. They suited her. I guess she was just born flat chested. I jumped to my feet and shimmied out from my boxers. And that’s when I noticed that I was half-erect. My cheeks became red. I didn’t want her to see me with an erection, in case she really was simply inviting me to share the shower space with her. I took a deep breath and tried to will my growing erection away, but it was hopeless. She was in front of me, bending over, taking off her panties. I could see her whole perky butt and her long, smooth legs. How could I not get an erection with a sight like that in front of me?

She looked back, over her shoulder, and then her eyes went straight down to my cock. “You coming?” she asked with a smirk. She saw my growing erection and she was still inviting me in—so surely she wanted sex, right? I hopped up behind her, tempted to grab her and make love to her right there. But I had to take it slow. I had to play it at her speed.

She turned on a couple of the showerheads and let the warm water run down her naked body. And then she turned around with a big smile and said, “That feels good.” And that’s when I noticed the warm water running down her long, curved cock.
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Portia was a man. Or she used to be—I suppose that’s the correct way to say it these days, right? She was a transgender—a tranny, a shemale, a trap, a T-girl. I could think of a million different terms to describe Portia, but I had no idea which one was politically correct. I’m sure she would have simply liked ‘female’, but something about that seemed awfully incorrect.

I kept my distance. My cock finally started to settle itself, becoming flaccid quickly. I took a shower a few heads down from her. I forced a smile and nodded my head. I felt like I should have said something: anything about anything. But I couldn’t muster up any words. I was shocked. My legs were trembling and my head was spinning. I’d spent the past two hours fawning over a biological man.

“What’s the matter?” she asked. She was facing me with her naked body, her cock hanging curved slightly to the left. I couldn’t tell if she was partially erect or if she just had a big, thick cock. I tried not to look at it. I felt strangely deceived and grossed out. But I couldn’t stand looking at her face either, because it still looked feminine—more feminine than any man’s face should look.

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile. I realized I didn’t have any soap or shampoo. I was just standing under a stream of warm water. She had a bar of soap and a bottle of shampoo.

“Want to borrow my soap?” she asked as she rubbed it all over her naked body. She rubbed it down between her legs, pushing it between her thigh and her ball sack, and then pulling it up the shaft of her cock.

I forced another smile. “Um, no, that’s okay.” I hated the idea of using a bar of soap that had touched another cock.

“Why not? What’s wrong? Wait—let me guess: it’s the cock, right?” She said it with a big grin, as if she knew what she was doing all nightlong: seducing me as if it was a big joke. And clearly it was just a big joke to her.

“No, I just never use another person’s soap. Call me crazy, I guess,” I said, faking a laugh. I knew I sounded like an idiot—and I felt like one, too. But I had to keep my cool. I didn’t want her winning. I didn’t want her getting her laugh.

“No offense, Timmy. But I think you could use the soap. That water isn’t going to clean that smell off of you.” She walked over, her feet gently splashing in the warm water. She stopped a few feet in front of me and handed the bar of soap towards me. “C’mon. Use it.” I looked down at the bar of soap but could only see her swaying cock. It looked bigger up close.

“I’m okay,” I said as my gut turned.

“Just do it, or I’ll do it for you.”

“I’m really okay,” I said. And then she followed through on her threat. She reached the soap out and started rubbing it all over my back.

“Not so bad, right?” she said. She reached down and ran it over my ass. I became tense. She giggled. She still had the cute giggle, which now made no sense. My head throbbed as I tried to make sense of what was happening. “Turn around.” I turned around hesitantly. I reached a hand down to cover my cock. She rubbed the soap on my chest. “You’re getting weird on me,” she said. “You promised this wouldn’t be weird.”

“I’m not the one making it weird,” I said.

“You’re the one refusing to clean himself in the shower. I would say that’s pretty weird,” she said with a big smile. God, I hated that smile. I hated how it curved so cutely. I hated how her eyes narrowed slightly. “Now clean your crotch or I’ll have to do that for you, too.”

I took the soap from her and awkwardly reached down to clean my crotch. I didn’t need her touching my package—I didn’t need a man touching my package.

“Are we still going skating tomorrow, or are you too put off now?” she asked. She was just letting her cock hang out brazenly. She didn’t care that I saw it. She just acted like it was completely normal for a woman to have a big dick.

“Put off?” I said with a big, fake smile. “I’m not put off. I just—I just didn’t know that you were a… you know.”

“A trap?” she asked. “I’m sorry if that’s not your thing. But I have to admit, you’re taking it better than some people.”

“Yeah?” I said, trying to look away. She was still standing a few feet away—too close for comfort.

“Yeah. Some people flip out. I’ve been smacked and yelled at. Most people just walk away as soon as I tell them. You’re at least being nice about it,” she said. And there was that adorable smile again—my tormentor. I looked her in the eyes. “It’s only weird if you want it to be.”

“I just… and I don’t mean any offense by this… but I like girls.”

“I’m a girl,” she said, putting her hands on her hips.

“Girls have t—I mean—girls have pussies,” I said. And I nearly said tits before remembering that she had tits.

“Oh, I see,” she said, nodding her head.

“See what?”

“You’re a virgin,” she said. “Waiting for marriage. That’s admirable.”

I shook my head. “I’m not a virgin and I’m not waiting for marriage.” I said it defensively.

“Oh, but you only have sex to procreate?” she said.

“No, of course not,” I said, and then I realized the point she was trying to make.

“I’m just saying that you can have just as much fun in my hole as in any other hole,” she said with a big grin. “And the best part is, you don’t have to worry about getting me pregnant. You can come right inside of me. Wouldn’t that be fun? Right here, right now—no protection, as long as you’re clean. I’m clean, and I trust that you wouldn’t lie to me.” She turned around and pressed her hands against the tile wall. “I’m dead serious, by the way. And you can put the whole thing in me. I can take it. Just get all of your weirdness out of your system and then we’ll go skating tomorrow. How does that sound?” She wiggled her naked, wet bum from side to side. She wasn’t kidding around. She really wanted me to pork her right there in that public shower room.

It was late and it was unlikely that anyone would walk in. And even if they did, they would just see our backs. It would look like I was fucking a woman. I’m sure they would leave the second they saw bare flesh…

But what was I thinking? Was I really considering it? She was pretty and she had a feminine body, but the reality was simple: she wasn’t a woman. She was a male—biologically speaking, anyway. But she looked and smelled and sounded and felt like a lady. Would it really be so wrong? It’s not like I had to touch or even look at her dick.

I felt a buzzing in my groin. I looked down and noticed that I was completely erect and throbbing. I’d been casually considering her proposition, but my cock had been seriously considering it. As far as my cock was concerned, it was just a warm hole offering itself up. And maybe that’s all I should have been seeing it as.

I took a step towards her and I put my hands on her sides. Her skin was soft. She looked over her shoulder at me with a big smile. “Not so scary, right?” she said.

And then I pressed my erection up between her butt cheeks. I gently slid my rod up and down. She reached back and grabbed both of my hands. She brought them around her front and placed them on her firm tits. They felt even firmer than they looked, but they were still tits. They still filled me with warm excitement as I squeezed them. I let out a deep breath of air. “Are you serious about this?” I asked.

“Are you?” she asked. And I wasn’t sure I had an answer for her. My head was spinning. I couldn’t think a coherent thought. I really wanted to stick it in her and I knew that it was wrong but I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why it was wrong. I reached down and pushed the tip of my cock up to her asshole. She was already agape, ready t be stuffed. She gently pushed her bum back as if she wanted it badly and couldn’t wait.

And then I stuck it in her.
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Ididn’t last long, and she didn’t last long either—though I didn’t know that until after I was finished. I sunk my cock in deep, holding her sides firmly, and then I started to pump her body. She felt so small and fragile in my hands. I loved the way her butthole puckering along the length of my rod. And I really loved how she clenched every time she moaned. She looked back over her shoulder and we kissed. Her lips felt soft like a woman’s, but I couldn’t stop reminding myself that she wasn’t really a woman.

I caught myself looking down over her shoulder a few times, seeing that throbbing erection she had between her legs. I wanted to ignore it, but it refused to be ignored. It was especially hard to ignore once she reached down and started rubbing it. “You can rub it if you want,” she said.

“No,” I said firmly, and she didn’t ask again. I wanted it to be clear: I liked her woman-side, not her man-side. I liked her soft skin and her perky tits and her firm but bouncy ass. I didn’t care to have anything to do with that erect throbber, though I still caught myself looking at it a few times—and maybe she noticed—maybe that’s why she asked if I wanted to jerk her off.

But I was satisfied with her asshole. That’s all I needed and it’s all I wanted. I slapped her butt a few times, watching it redden and jiggle. I spread her cheeks as wide as they would go so I could watch my veiny member thrusting in and pulling out. I took her hands and pinned them against the shower wall, and then I pumped her some more.

And then I felt my climax approaching. I tried to hold on as long as I could, but she was too tight. I ended up coming inside of her, which she liked. She groaned and swayed and her legs trembled. When I pulled out, my load fell out quickly, splatting against the ground. And it wasn’t until she took a step back that I noticed another white load all over the tile wall: she had come at some point during our romp. And her load was impressively large. Huge globs of semen dribbled down the wall, all the way to the shower floor. She turned one of the showerheads to wash it away, so that the arena staff wouldn’t have to deal with it.

“That was fun,” she said, running her bar of soap between her butt cheeks. Suddenly, she was acting like nothing happened.

And I wasn’t sure what to do. I just stood there as my cock settled and became flaccid. “Yeah,” I said. My voice was weak. I suddenly realized what I’d just done: I fucked a biological man. But it didn’t seem weird—and maybe that’s what was bothering me. It seemed strangely normal. She was acting completely casual as if it wasn’t weird. And it wasn’t weird, was it?

She was pretty—prettier than most girls. And she was soft and she smelled good. I wasn’t the only guy admiring her on the ice. I saw a few other guys looking her way. One of the D-men kept passing her the puck, even when she wasn’t in the best position—obviously because he was attracted to her too. So I wasn’t crazy, was I?

I was still thinking about her when I woke up the next morning. As I opened my eyes, I tried to convince myself that it was a nightmare, but I knew that it wasn’t. I could still smell a tinge of her perfume on me, even though I’d showered—though maybe a bit of her perfume rubbed off on me as we got out of the shower. Did she spritz herself before I left? I took another quick shower that morning, which got rid of that beautiful floral scent, but it didn’t get rid of the image of her in my mind.

I was a bit late getting to work. No one seemed to notice. I slipped into my little office and I booted up my computer. I was excited to have a distraction from my memory of the previous night. I could still picture her big, throbbing cock. And even though I never saw it erupt all over that shower wall, I could picture it perfectly: her rod bloating up and twitching right before the first powerful blast.

I couldn’t figure out how Portia was so brazen. She didn’t seem embarrassed or shy about her downstairs mix-up at all, as if it was completely natural—as if it was more natural than even a pussy. She just whipped her cock out like it was nothing, and then she looked surprised by my reaction—as if it was my reaction that wasn’t normal. And was she right? Was it weird in 2018 to react to a tranny the way I reacted?

A hand patted me on the back, scaring the hell out of me. I spun around quickly and nearly yelped like a frightened dog. Sidney was standing behind me. He was dressed in his nice suit and his favourite tie: a combination he only wore on very important days. But it was just another Thursday, as far as I was aware. “What’s up, Sid?” I asked.

“You look tired,” he said. “And why is that what you’re wearing? Where’s your suit jacket?”

It was hot out and I figured I could get away with just a pair of slacks and a dress shirt. I even left the tie at home, hoping my manager either wouldn’t notice or he wouldn’t care. “I was out late last night. Later than I would have liked,” I said.

“You go out with that little waitress?” he asked, his face lighting up.

I laughed. “I wish,” I said. And then I tried to figure out what to tell him. I surely couldn’t tell him that I ended up having an impromptu post-hockey date with a tranny who had a bigger dick than me. “Just out late after hockey. I was, uh, helping a guy find his glasses.” I realized how ridiculous it sounded after I said it. “It turned out, they were just in his hockey bag, in one of the front pockets.” I forced a laugh.

Sidney stared at me with an unimpressed smile. It wasn’t the story he was hoping for. “Well you should go out with that waitress. I don’t know, but I feel like she’s the kind of girl who would be a riot in the sack. Just saying…”

“You think she was hot, you should have seen the girl working the pro shop last night—straight out of Bavaria, with the big tits and everything,” I said. But I still couldn’t quite remember the blonde’s face. As I tried to remember her face—or even the face of the exotic waitress—I could only picture Portia’s face.

“Well it sounds like you had a good day yesterday. I hope you aren’t too tired for your meeting,” he said, and then he turned and walked away.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. I’d forgotten about my meeting with Mr. Shanahan. I forgot about the whole Nap Map thing—or was it Nap App? Mr. Shanahan preferred one of those two titles, but I couldn’t remember which one.

I probably should have spent part of my night thinking of ideas. In my head, the whole thing was still just a lame joke: a map that shows you where you can nap. Who wants to nap anywhere but their own bed? Hell, I’d never even taken a nap before in my adult life. There was no time for napping.

So I spent the rest of that morning trying to rack my brain for ideas, trying to think of where people go to nap. I’d seen people napping on city busses before, and on park benches. Whenever I used to check business books out from the library, there were always homeless people sleeping in the sofa chairs in the study areas. So was I going to pitch a map that suggested places people could go to sleep with the homeless? Mr. Shanahan was going to think I was an idiot. He was never going to take any of my actual ideas seriously.

I tried to think of a better idea. I was in a fortunate position: I had a meeting scheduled with a powerful Fortune 500 CEO to discuss ideas. I could go in and say, ‘Forget the Nap Map!’ and I could pitch an actual idea. But what were my actual ideas? I tried to think—but I could only think of the previous night with Portia. I could only remember the feeling of her tight anus puckering along my throbbing erection. I could only think of that moment when my creampie fell out of her stretched hole. And none of those memories were going to help me in my meeting with Mr. Shanahan.

I looked at the clock. It was almost noon. Time had slipped away from me. On my desk was a legal pad with some nonsense scribbled on it: Nap Map, Nap App, Nap Map App, park bench, library, dressing room, sleeping bag. Why did I write ‘sleeping bag’? I let my head fall on my desk—my forehead onto that legal pad of nonsense. I had to think of something.
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Mr. Shanahan was waiting for me in his office. I had my speech prepared: it was a short speech which consisted of me saying, ‘Sorry for wasting your time with my joke idea.’ But before I could say what I had to say, Mr. Shanahan said, “Let’s go out and talk about Nap Map over lunch.” I was too much of a chicken to decline the offer and let him know I was wasting his time, but at least I found out that he liked the name Nap Map over Nap App—as if it mattered.

He waved down a cab and told the driver to bring us to a restaurant I’d never heard of before. It was on the other side of downtown. The building was black and the windows were shaded so pedestrians couldn’t see inside. At the door was a doorman who knew Mr. Shanahan by name. He moved aside to let us in. I had a feeling that he only let in people who he knew by name.

Inside, obviously wealthy businessmen were eating lunch. Tables were covered in various appetizers and drinks, as if money wasn’t an issue for anyone in the room. I wondered if people even ordered or if the waiters just brought senseless platters to every table. I was surprised to find out that people were actually ordering all the food: more than they could eat in a week. Mr. Shanahan didn’t bother looking at the menu. He just waved down a waiter and said, “Bring some different appetizers. And we’ll get a bottle of red wine and a bottle of white. And I’ll have a scotch.” The waiter buzzed away to fetch the intimidating order. And I just sat there with my hands clasped on my lap, wishing I would have worn a proper suit to work that morning.

“So,” Mr. Shanahan said. “Nap Map. Tell me more about it.”

My heart stuttered. Now I was really wasting his time. He brought me all the way across town to a fancy restaurant, and he was about to spend a small fortune on feeding me, just to hear that I didn’t actually have an idea. “Well,” I said, trying desperately to think of a last second idea. “What piqued your interest in the idea?” I asked, trying to buy myself some time.

“I’ve always appreciated a good nap,” he said simply. And then he stared at me as if he was waiting for my answer. That was it? That was the whole reason he liked my joke idea?

“Well, then you would love Nap App,” I said.

“Nap Map,” he said, correcting me.

I felt my face turning red. There was a tingling in my legs. I took a deep breath. “Nap Map,” I said. “It’s perfect for people with busy lives, who maybe work far away from their homes—small business owners and students. If they’re tired, they can just pull open Nap A—Nap Map—and look up somewhere they can close their eyes for a few minutes of rest.”

“Are you a big nap guy, Timothy?”

I wasn’t, but I nodded my head with a big forced smile. “The biggest,” I said. “I take naps every day—sometimes two or three times a day.”

He stared at me strangely. “It sounds like you aren’t getting enough sleep at night,” he said.

I laughed. “Probably not. But who needs a full night’s sleep when you can take a bunch of naps?” I knew I sounded like a psychotic person. I knew I was just digging myself deeper into my hole with every stupid lie that fluttered out from my lips. “Just this morning, on my way to work, I was trying to figure out where I could stop for a five minute nap.”

“On your way to work? Do you drive?”

“I take the bus most days,” I said.

“Can’t you just sleep on the bus?” he asked.

“Well, not without missing my stop,” I said.

He nodded his head slowly. “That genius,” he said, cracking a big grin. And I wasn’t sure what was genius. “So you’re suggesting that this Nap Map is also an alarm that tells you when you’re approaching your destination. So instead of an alarm set to a certain time, it’s set to go off within a certain distance of a specified location.” He nodded his head slowly.

“Yes. That’s exactly what I’m suggesting,” I said. The tingling in my legs intensified.

The waited returned with two bottles of wine and a glass of scotch. “Your food is on its way,” he said. And while he was pouring the wine, the food came: five plates of appetizers: more food than I had in my whole apartment.

“So tell me, what else can Nap Map do?” he asked as he reached for a piece of calamari.

“Well,” I said, trying to think. “You know how sometimes it’s not very comfortable to take a nap—like when you’re on an airplane? There’s nowhere to lean and sometimes there’s a baby sitting right next to you…”

He nodded his head, staring into my eyes. He was legitimately interested. But the lunch had only just begun. I still had a good hour of bullshitting left to suffer through.

“Well, maybe Nap Map could, you know, work on planes,” I said, but I had no idea where the hell my train of thought was going.

But Mr. Shanahan apparently understood. He nodded his head. “So Nap Map connects with the airline to show you which seats have been booked by mothers with young babies, and it suggests the most comfortable seat for sleeping. And you’re also saying that it can tell you, while you’re on the plane, where there are empty seats that are rated ideal for napping.”

“It’s like you’re reading my mind, sir,” I said.

“Let’s cheers,” he said, raising his glass of red wine. I raised mine as well. “To Nap Map.” We clinked our glasses and I forced an awkward smile.

“Cheers,” I said, taking a drink. “It’s still a young idea and I’m still trying to work out the kinks in my head. But I think it has a lot of potential.”

“With a name like Nap Map, it’s got infinite potential,” he said. “I’ll get my guys working on it as soon as possible. Just keep brainstorming your genius ideas and I’ll tell you: there’s a bright future for you with our company.” He winked at me and then stuffed some more calamari into his wealthy mouth.
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Igot a text message from an unknown number as we were leaving the restaurant. “Great Plains Arena in two hours—you still in?” it read.

“Sorry, who’s this?” I replied.

“It’s Portia. You promised to take me skating, remember?” My heart tumbled into my stomach. I’d forgotten that I promised to go skating with her. After I made the promise, I knew that I would come up with some excuse to get myself out, but I never came up with any excuse. My brain had been so foggy that I’d forgotten all of my commitments.

I tried to think of something now: my mother is sick, my boss is making me work late, my dog just died—anything. As I tried to rack my brain, I noticed Mr. Shanahan looking over my shoulder. “Girlfriend?” he asked.

I forced a smile. “Just a girl,” I said. And even calling her a girl felt strange.

“Is she cute?” he asked.

I just nodded my head.

“Well, I think you’ve done enough work for the day. I say go and take her skating. Some things are more important than office work, you know.” He turned his attention to his own phone. And on his screen, I noticed he was texting his employees about Nap Map.

“Thank you, sir,” I said. And now I really had no excuses. So I texted Portia back. “I’ll see you there.” And I felt sick, realizing I’d just made a date with a tranny. I closed my eyes and tried to remember how I justified it the night before. When I stuck my cock into her, it didn’t seem weird or wrong. But now, the idea of taking her skating was somehow horribly awkward and embarrassing. Though I found a bit of comfort a minute later, when Mr. Shanahan asked me to show him a picture of Portia. “Let me see this girl that you’re so obsessed with.”

“I wouldn’t say I’m obsessed with her. I don’t even have her on Facebook, so I don’t know if I even have a picture to show you.” I didn’t want to show him a photo because I was worried he would be able to see what I couldn’t see right away: that she was actually a man. But Mr. Shanahan wasn’t some naïve old man. He was the CEO of a major tech firm. He knew that just about any person could be looked up. “Nonsense. How many people named Portia could there be in this town?” He pulled out his own phone and looked up Portia on Facebook. And her profile came up first. “Is this her?” he asked, turning his screen to me.

“That’s her,” I said, feeling slightly relieved. She didn’t look remotely manly in any of her pictures. She was cute, with her long brown hair cascading down her shoulders. There were a few pictures where her bust looked especially busty—maybe before she got her implants, when she was still stuffing her bras with pads and socks and tissue paper.

“She’s a keeper,” Mr. Shanahan said with a firm bluntness that resonated in our cab. “Show her a good time. Here…” He reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. Then he instructed the cab driver to pull over at the next corner and wait for us. Mr. Shanahan led me down the street to a florist. He ignored me completely as he pointed the biggest bouquet of flowers out to the florist. He paid the bill: nearly $250 for flowers. Then he handed me the bouquet. “Give this to her,” he said. I felt like a complete fool holding the massive bouquet. Portia was going to think I was a mental patient. Where was she going to put a gigantic bouquet of flowers while we were skating?

“This is too much, Mr. Shanahan. Really—you didn’t have to do this,” I said.

“I wanted to do it. It’s nothing. Just go and make her happy. Have fun,” he said. Once I got my things from the office, I started towards my house to get my skates. Everyone was staring at me on the train as I held that bouquet that was almost bigger than me. It almost didn’t fit in the passenger seat of my car as I drove towards the skating rink.

It was still early in the day, before kids were out of school and before people were off of work. So the skating rink was fairly desolate, just like the night before, when we fucked in the shower room. My car was the only car in the parking lot. I was a few minutes late, but I didn’t rush inside. Instead, I sat in the car and tried to decide if I was making the right decision. I could leave and come back later—give those flowers to the adorable blonde in the pro-shop. Or I could take those flowers across town to that exotic waitress. Both were good options that didn’t involve courting a tranny. But I couldn’t stand the idea of standing someone up—even if that someone wasn’t a biological woman. She was still a human and she still had feelings.

So I dragged that massive bouquet out from my car and I carried it into the skating rink. The lobby was empty. I looked around. And then I saw the blonde pro-shop girl staring at me from behind the pro-shop desk. Her eyes sparkled as she probably assumed the flowers were for her. I thought about walking them over to her and then running out of that arena before Portia showed up to see that I picked someone else over her, but I was too late. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw her coming towards me with her skates in hand.

“What in the hell is that?” she asked, looking at the massive bouquet.

“These are, uh, for you,” I said, holding them out. I tried my best not to look back at the pretty pro-shop chick who was probably devastated at the sight of me handing the flowers to someone else.

Portia looked at the flowers and laughed. “What am I supposed to do with these?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Whatever you want. You can even throw them out if you really don’t want them,” I said.

“I’m not going to throw them out,” she said with a little laugh—I’d forgotten about her cute laugh, and the adorable smile that went with it. I looked down at her body and realized she was dressed up. She was wearing black leggings under a pair of short jean shorts. She was taller than I remembered, but only because she was wearing tall heeled boots. For a top she wore a white sweater that was fitted tight to her body. It had a deep V cut into it, to show off her cleavage. I was starting to think that she liked showing off her cleavage. And why wouldn’t she? She paid for it, after all…

But without her equipment, I noticed something for the first time: her Adam’s apple. It was subtle but it was there. It was the only real giveaway that she wasn’t biologically female, but you only need one little giveaway. I tried to ignore the sight, but once I’d seen it, it was hard to ignore.

I offered to hold her flowers while she went in and paid for two public skating passes. I gave her the money for the passes and insisted that I wait with the flowers. Portia looked at me strangely before going in to buy the passes. When she came out, she said, “Man, that girl is so rude.” I didn’t ask what made Portia think the pretty blonde was so rude.

I followed Portia to the furthest changing room. I wasn’t sure why she wasn’t going into any of the earlier changing rooms until I saw that the one she picked was empty, so we had it all to ourselves. I wondered if she was going to want to have another romp. The though left me both scared and excited—though I resented that excitement.

We got our skates on and then we hopped onto the ice. She told me to practice my crossovers while she watched. I felt strangely off balance skating without my stick, but Portia insisted it would be good for me. Then she insisted on holding my hand while I practiced leaning into the corners. And then her hand stayed where it was once we were finished the drills. Her fingers slipped between mine. “Maybe you aren’t as bad of a skater as I thought,” she said.

“I told you I’ve been skating since I was little,” I said.

“Well last night you wouldn’t know it.” She laughed and gave me a nudge with her elbow, but her fingers remained locked with mine. I liked the feeling of her hand holding mine. And I liked skating close to her. She was wearing that same perfume—the one that drove me so crazy. I knew I would still be able to smell it on me when I got home, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to wash it off this time. We were having a nice time together.

But that nice time came to a swift end when three guys showed up and hopped onto the ice. Two of them were on my hockey team. They recognized me instantly and came right up to say hi. “You on a date, Timmy?” Eric Patrick said. He looked right at Portia and my heart stammered. I prayed that he wouldn’t notice that Adam’s apple—or some other obvious feature that I’d failed to notice.

I forced a smile. “Shouldn’t you be at work?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I got let out early. Everyone did. A few of the other guys are coming down now. I can’t promise they won’t bug you on your little date,” he said with a big grin. And my heart fluttered and coughed.

“That’s cool,” I said, forcing a smile. Eric maybe didn’t notice Portia’s Adam’s apple, but if the other guys were coming, surely one of them would notice. As Eric skated away, I noticed them coming into the arena with their hockey bags flung over their shoulders. Half of my hockey team had showed up for the public skate: guys I saw on a regular basis, who were always looking for a reason to laugh at one another. And there I was, holding the hand of a perfectly good reason…
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We continued skating laps as time seemed to slow down. I tried to reassure myself that it wouldn’t be so bad if the guys found out that Portia was a trans woman. I could pretend like I didn’t know. It’s not like it was blatantly obvious. Eric had skated right up to her and as far as I could tell, he hadn’t noticed.

But I didn’t feel very reassured. The guys once made fun of Damian Elroy for two straight months because he pissed himself a little bit after he was checked against the boards. They still brought that incident up from time to time, and it was three years later. Surely ‘that time Tim took the tranny out on a date’ would rank higher than ‘that time Damian pissed himself a little bit’. If we saw Damian out on a date with a trap, I know for certain that we would never let him forget.

But it was just jokes, right? I could handle some mockery. And at the very worst, I could go and find a new hockey team to play for.

The guys all made their way to the bench, now clad in their thick padding. They were ready for a serious skate. My heart raced. Any second now and they would all notice me and Portia skating casually around the ice, and they would come over for a bit of banter. My head was filled with anxiety, but I tried my best to calm myself down.

Then I noticed Portia staring at me. “You okay?” she asked. Apparently my anxiety was apparent on my face.

I nodded. “Yeah. I just didn’t get a ton of sleep last night,” I said.

“Well we can get off the ice now, if you want. We’ve been out for long enough.” Under other circumstances, I would have smiled and declined the offer to evacuate the ice. But she was giving me a chance to avoid a lifetime of mockery.

“Okay. Sure. Let’s get off,” I said. And we didn’t even finish another lap before heading to the nearest gate.

Our changing room was no longer empty. There were six different hockey bags on the ground, some of which I recognized from game nights. The bag directly next to mine was labelled Damian Elroy. I tried my best to ignore it as I quickly got my skates off. I noticed Portia was just sitting with her skates on, still tied up. She was watching me with a big smile. “Do you want to get a coffee or something?” I asked. I knew of a café around the corner that would be fairly dead. I didn’t want to blow her off completely. I didn’t want her to think that I was a complete bigot.

“Sure,” she said. “But first, do you want to suck me off?” She was staring into my eyes with that big, cute smile. She didn’t flinch, as if her request was completely normal. It took a second for my brain to properly register what she’d said.

“What?” I said.

“Suck me off. There’s still twenty minutes of ice left, so we probably have the room to ourselves for that time. It won’t take nearly that long to get me off. If you want, I can suck you off after,” she said, still with that big grin.

“You’re kidding right?” I said, but her smile told me that she wasn’t kidding. She really wanted me to suck her cock. And of course I wasn’t going to do it. I had no interest in sucking a cock, never mind sucking a cock in a public changing room which would be filled with my friends in just twenty minutes—nineteen minutes now.

“Oh c’mon,” she said. “Live a little. It will be fun. I promise you’ll like it.” But that only made my stomach turn even more. What if she was right—what if I did like it? That was worse than all the mockery in the world! Or was it? Was it really so bad to enjoy something that might be perceived as ‘gay’ by some people? Was it really gay, if she looked and felt and smelled like a woman? And if it was gay, was it so bad to be a little bit gay? My heart throbbed.

I’d forgotten how brazen she was. She had no filter and no reserves. She knew what she wanted and she didn’t care what anyone thought about it. She wanted me to suck her cock, and she seemed absolutely certain that I was going to do it. And was I? Did I have it in me to suck a trap’s cock?

Seventeen minutes…

“Okay,” I said, my heart skipping a beat. “I’ll do it.” My voice cracked a little bit. I couldn’t believe that I was actually agreeing to her proposition. It was just like the night before: some strange curiosity was overtaking my sensibilities. And now we weren’t even hidden around the corner in the shower area—we were right in the open. I was down on my knees, between her legs, unzipping her fly. I’d never had a cock in my mouth before. Hell, I’d never even touched a cock that wasn’t my own before. But I guess there’s a first time for everything.

My hand was trembling as I tugged down her jean shorts and her black leggings. She was wearing a red thong, which practically did nothing to cover her cock. With a little move, I nudged her dick out from her thong. It was big and curved and already throbbing. I couldn’t believe how warm it was, especially considering the fact we were just out on the cold ice.

Fifteen minutes…

I gently pulled back her foreskin. My heart was racing fast now, pounding hard and without a consistent rhythm. I felt sick, but I was strangely excited. Her cock didn’t feel manly. In fact, it felt strangely feminine—almost hyper-feminine, as if it was somehow girlier than a pussy, even though it was big and veiny and throbbing. I got my whole hand around it and began stroking it. I took a deep breath in as I watched her uncircumcised tip emerge and grow. “Suck it,” she said. “If you want me to come, you’ll need to suck it.” She looked up at the digital clock on the wall. “You’ve got twelve minutes until the Zamboni heads out there.” She looked back down at me, still with that smile, as if the thought of getting caught didn’t frighten her even a little bit.

We probably had less than twelve minutes. People always get off the ice a few minutes early—usually to avoid having to help pull the next off of the ice.

So I leaned forward and opened my mouth. I had no idea what to expect—what it would taste like, what it would feel like. But it was strangely uninteresting: just a warm, hard rod on my tongue. I pressed my lips firmly around the girth and I began to suck, bobbing my head slightly to arouse a climax. She started moaning gently, which brought a slight smile to my face. I was doing it—I was sucking a cock! I was actually arousing her. I was actually bringing her closer and closer to orgasm.

She was rock hard now. I was only able to get about half of her cock in my mouth. The rest I stroked with a firm grip. I even massaged her ball sack, which was smooth and hairless and somehow ultra-feminine. “That feels nice,” she said.

I kept sucking. I looked up at that digital clock. I only had six minutes. But I didn’t need any of them. When I looked back at Portia, her face was red. Her eyes were closed and her lips were parted. And before I could figure out why, she came. My mouth suddenly filled with her cum. I tensed up but I managed not to spit her load up. I took each blast and then I swallowed the whole thing. Her cum was strangely sweet, and very sticky. Some of it insisted on sticking to the roof of my mouth. I had to use my tongue to clean it off.

I wiped my mouth and felt relief as she slipped her cock back into her little shorts. “Okay, get your cock out now. We’ve got five minutes.”

My heart stuttered. “I don’t think that’s enough time,” I said.

“What. You don’t think I can get you off in five minutes? I’m insulted, Timmy.” She had a big grin. She didn’t bother waiting for my rebuttal. She stepped in front of me and dropped to her knees. She unzipped my pants and quickly reached her hand in. Her grin grew larger and she said, “You’re already hard. Did you like sucking my cock?”

I felt my face turn pale. My lips parted to reply, but I was too embarrassed. So I just nodded. I did like sucking her cock. I liked the satisfaction of getting her off, knowing that I had the power to make a beautiful girl come with brilliant blasts of warm jizz.

“Then this won’t take long at all,” she said. “Just think about sucking me off while I suck you off.” And she was right—it didn’t take long at all. She sucked and bobbed her head and each second I felt that tingle growing. I don’t even think I lasted a minute. I started unloading my semen in her mouth, and she swallowed every single blast. She licked her lips and then stood up triumphantly. Then I heard the footsteps approaching the door. I quickly got my cock back into my pants and I picked up my hockey bag to cover the bulge of my erection. “Should we get that coffee?” I asked.

She grinned. “Let’s go.”

We walked past my friends on our way out. A few of them got a quick look at my date, but no one seemed to notice that slight bulge of her Adam’s apple, or the slight bulge of her waning erection in her tight jean shorts.
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I’d woken up next to women before, but never quite like this. The morning light burned through my eyelids so I rolled over and that’s when I felt her warm body. It was a pleasant surprise: a woman in my bed, a warm body to cuddle and maybe to fuck later, once she woke up. I slipped my hand over her body and gently grazed her breasts and her way down to a respectable spot on her stomach. And then I reached a bit further down, just to cop a tired feel—and that’s when I remembered I’d gone to sleep with a trap.

She was erect now as she slept. Her cock was hard and throbbing. Maybe she was dreaming about me. I pulled my hand away, and then an increasingly familiar curiosity overwhelmed me. I decided to reach down and hold it—just gently while she slept. I wrapped my fingers around her girth and let her warmth radiate into my hand. It was a minute later when she started to gently thrust her hips, as if my closed fist was a pussy or an asshole. I let her fuck my hand in her sleep for a few minutes. I wasn’t crossing any lines I hadn’t already crossed—I’d already had anal and oral sex with a trans chick, so what else was there to lose?

Well, she hadn’t yet been on top. My own anal virginity was still intact, but now I was feeling especially curious. She loved it when I fucked her in the ass. Last night, before we went to sleep, I made her come all over herself while pinning her hands to her sides. I didn’t even touch her cock—it erupted on its own from nothing but anal stimulation. I bet that felt pretty good. And the way she moaned—it was unlike anything I’d ever heard before.

Now, Portia rolled over, still asleep, her cock still erect. There was a small tube of lubricant on the nightstand. My curiosity saw me reaching for it. I quietly squirted a dab onto my fingers and then I reached that dab around back. I pushed it into my asshole. And then I rolled over, my back facing Portia. I wriggled back until I could feel her throbbing, warm erection between my butt cheeks. Then I let her sleeping body grab hold of me slowly. I felt as she gently began to thrust her cock up and down. She was still having sex in her dreams, and she was about to be having sex in real life. I carefully repositioned myself until her tip was against my hole. And then she stopped and reached down. I had to look back to see if she was still sleeping. Her eyes were still closed.

I did my best not to laugh. She was literally about to fuck me in her sleep. I hope this wasn’t something she did often—certainly not when sharing a bed during a family reunion! But I didn’t mind. I wanted to know what it felt like, and this was my chance. I could pretend to be asleep myself if she woke up, to avoid the embarrassment. Or I could just own it—it’s not like I had much dignity left to spare.

She started pushing in. It felt good at first, but then she started sinking deeper—deeper than I was expecting. I tried to wriggle forward, so she wouldn’t go any deeper, but she pulled me back, and continued her descent. I clenched and bit my tongue. It was starting to hurt. It didn’t feel right, as if things were being stretched that weren’t supposed to be stretched. I shut my eyes firmly, and finally I felt her pelvis against my bum. I could hardly breathe.

She snored slightly, stopping for a moment with her cock deep inside of me. I didn’t make a move, worried I would wake her up. I looked back and saw that her eyes were still closed. Her lips were parted slightly and there was a tiny glimmer of drool on the corner of her lip. She really was asleep!

Then she came back to life, still asleep. Her hands grasped my sides and she started thrusting gently. She moved slowly—probably as quickly as a sleeping human can move—but slow was nice. I needed gentle for my first time. I tried my best to unclench my asshole. Once I was unclenched, she sunk in deeper, which I didn’t realize was possible. I nearly shouted out, but I managed to cover my mouth before any noise emerged from my lips. She kept thrusting. Finally, she was hitting the spot that I always managed to find inside of her: her sweet spot.

I had the sudden urge to moan, but I kept my hand to my lips. I bit down on my tongue and took deep breaths, but the euphoric sensation kept growing stronger. She was moaning now. Her cock was throbbing inside of me and I could feel every vein pumping blood into her already stiff cock. I had the impulse to reach back and clutch her hip. It didn’t wake her up.

Instead, she rolled on top of me, rolling me onto my stomach. She rested her heavy and mostly lifeless body on top of me but continued to thrust. Now I clutched the bed sheets and bit down on my pillow. I groaned into that pillow, and still didn’t wake her up.

My cock wasn’t getting hard, but it was tingling strangely. The euphoria buzzing inside of me was intense, but it was unfamiliar. I still had the urge to scream and moan and squirm. The more I resisted that urge, the stronger it became, until I couldn’t resist it any longer. And suddenly, I had to pee. I’d never had to pee more in my life. The tip of my dick burned hot and I thought I was peeing on the bed. I was so humiliated. I prayed that she wouldn’t wake up, but I had no way of changing the sheets without waking her up.

I reached down in an attempt to pinch off my stream. And that’s when I realized I wasn’t pissing at all: I was coming. My flaccid cock was oozing a consistent stream of white, sticky cum. My God, it was really happening! My crotch was now resting in a warm pool of wet semen.

And my body was suddenly relaxed, as if I’d just come out of a two-hour massage. My arms and legs were numb and floppy. I was moaning like an idiot. And then she came in my ass. She rolled off a few seconds later, falling back into her deep slumber. I slipped out of bed and crept to the bathroom. But I wasn’t able to clench away her creampie. It ended up on my bedroom floor, in a dotted streak from the bed to the bathroom. I didn’t mind. I would clean it up later.

I looked into my mirror and saw that I was smiling. My smile was bigger than ever before. I was seriously happy—happier than I’d ever been with any girl before (and I’d been with a lot of girls). But I knew it was too good to be true. I knew that I couldn’t actually be with Portia.

When I returned to the bedroom, she was awake. The covers were off of her body and her cock was still erect. She was laying like Venus of Urbino, on her side with her hand dangling on her hip. “Maybe I’m crazy, but did we just fuck while I was asleep?” she asked.

My cheeks turned red. “Yeah,” I said. I thought about lying to protect my dignity, but I couldn’t lie to that beautiful face.

“How was it? Was it your first time?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “It was good,” I said. “You made me ruin my sheets.”

“I thought I felt something wet when I rolled over. Maybe we can shower together.”

“Sure,” I said. So we ended up naked in my shower together, her cock dangling and occasionally brushing my body. I didn’t mind—I even kind of liked it—but I knew it couldn’t go any further. She was getting the wrong idea. She looked too comfortable, as if she was settling into a relationship, already thinking of moving in. I watched as she looked around the shower, probably wondering what she would change, where she would move my things to make room for her own things. I took a deep breath and nearly told her right there not to get any ideas. But I knew that was a conversation for when she was about to leave, to minimize the awkwardness, so she could leave as soon as I told her that we were making a mistake.

But I didn’t bring myself to say it when she was in my doorway, leaving for the day. I even let her kiss me on the lips before she headed towards my elevator. Once she was gone, my heart careened into the pit of my stomach. “Shit,” I muttered. And I knew I had a big problem on my hands.

I obviously couldn’t stay with her. I could never introduce her to my family. Every year my family went on a big vacation to Mexico. I certainly couldn’t show up with Portia. If they didn’t notice her Adam’s apple, they would notice the big bulge of her cock in her bikini bottoms. And Portia wasn’t the type of girl to wear a skirted one-piece, just because she wanted to hide her mystery meat. I could never introduce her to my friends, because Portia was the kind of girl who would laugh with them when they realized she was a tranny. I couldn’t even take her out to a nice restaurant without the waiting staff looking at me like I was indulging in some gross fetish right in the middle of their restaurant.

The relationship had to end before it could start. I needed to grow a pair and tell her it was over. There would be no more cock sucking, no more ass poundings, no more fondling under café tables (we spent our whole café date teasing each other under the table). Enough was enough—I was a man and men are meant to be with women.
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It was three days later when I received a text message from Portia. “What’s up?” I made sure not to click on the message, so it wouldn’t tell her that I read it. I just deleted the message without reading it and I slipped my phone back into my pocket. And then I received another message the next day. “You still alive, Timmy?” she wrote, and I ignored that message too.

I hated myself for doing it, but I hated the thought of confronting her even more. I didn’t want to see her face when I told her that I couldn’t be involved with a trans chick. I didn’t even want to hear her voice or read her words. So my solution was to disappear. I stopped replying to her text messages and I started going to a different arena to play hockey in the evenings. I even went online and set my Facebook profile to be completely private, so it wouldn’t even show up when she searched my name. I just hoped that she hadn’t already searched my name before.

But every time she sent a message, I felt sick. I knew that it made me a bad person. I knew the right thing was to confront her and break things off properly—even if I just lied and told her that I had a girlfriend or that I was moving away. I could at least give her closure. But disappearing was so much more convenient.

But when she sent me the message, “I’m going to assume you don’t want to see me anymore,” that I caved. I just couldn’t bear the thought of her sad face. I’d never seen her with a sad face before—it was hard to imagine. She was always bubbly and happy—always grinning with devilish excitement. And there I was, crushing that happiness and enthusiasm. My God, isn’t her life hard enough? Doesn’t she have to deal with enough shit with her transgenderism? Who was I to make her life difficult?

So I replied to the message. “Sorry. I’ve been super busy with work. I’ve hardly slept at all this week,” I wrote. And all of my progress was washed away in an instant. I was close—maybe a day or two away from being completely done with her. Her last message would have probably been her last, or her second last. And then in a week or two, she would have forgotten about me entirely and moved on. But I didn’t want her to forget about me. I didn’t want her to move on. I didn’t like the idea of her sneaking into the shower room with someone else’s hand in hers.

“Sorry,” she wrote back. “I hope you don’t think I’m turning into some creepy stalker.”

“Not at all,” I wrote.

“Want me to come over? We can have a sleepover.”

Her message lingered in my stomach, weighing down my gut. “I have to finish this big assignment and then I have to be up in the morning. What about tomorrow night?” I said. That gave me a solid twenty-four hours to come up with an out: either an excuse or a break up.

“Tomorrow sounds good,” she said. And then she sent me a picture of her laying in bed, naked. A blanket barely covered her cock and one of her breasts. Her other breast was out, and it looked magnificent. My heart skipped a beat. “I guess you’ll have to wait until tomorrow for this,” she wrote.

I found myself staring at the picture, wishing she was in my bed with me. I had to slap myself on the cheek—slapping some sense back into me. We couldn’t be together—it just wouldn’t work. And the more I entertained the idea—the more we went out and the more we slept together—the harder it was going to be to face reality. It was hard enough to face reality now. I knew I had to face it, but I just couldn’t do it.

No, I had to do it. I had to force myself to do it. No more wasting her time—no more wasting my own time. I wrote out the message. “Portia, I think you’re great, but I just don’t think this is going to work.” I stared at the message and nodded. It was simple and straight to the point. I went to press send. But I couldn’t bring myself to actually press that button. My hand started trembling and my head became light. I deleted the whole message and then I wondered if she saw the glowing ellipses that came up whenever I went to type a message. Was she waiting for me to say something? “Good night,” I ended up sending.

And then she sent a picture back: a picture of her whole naked body, no longer being covered by any blanket. Her cock was hard and on her abdomen. Her skin was smooth and perfect—except for four long streaks on her chest that I didn’t notice until closer inspection. They were streaks of cum. “I was thinking about you a little too much,” she wrote with a winky face. She’d come all over herself. And that’s when I noticed my cock was rock hard and throbbing, wishing she was in the bed with me. I wished that warm load was all over my chest. I couldn’t wait for tomorrow night…

I bit down hard on my tongue and reminded myself that there wasn’t going to be a tomorrow night. I would break things off with her before tomorrow night came. I just needed to sleep on it, wake up with a clear head so I could come up with a great way to word my breakup. Maybe I could ask her to meet me at a café, or maybe it was a conversation best had in private. But regardless of how I did it, I knew that it needed to be done.
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It was around 10:00 AM the next morning when my work e-mail dinged. I was still half-asleep. I wasn’t sure how I managed to get up that morning, never mind how I got dressed, got on the bus, and got up to my little office on time. But I may as well have stayed home, since I wasn’t getting anything done. I was just staring at my computer screen, trying not to fall asleep. I hadn’t slept at all. I’d been awake the whole night, staring up at my ceiling, trying to figure out which perfect string of words would free me from my Portia dilemma.

I opened up the e-mail. The subject line read ‘Mock-ups’. I was shocked to see a series of logos for Nap Mapp. An extra P had been added to the title. I wondered if that was Mr. Shanahan’s idea, or an idea of one of the twenty-five people he had working full time on the ludicrous app. The logos weren’t bad. One of them looked especially cool: it had a map shaped like a Z. The sender of the e-mail wanted me to pick my favourite, seeing as I was in charge of the whole silly operation, so I e-mailed him back with my choice. And a few minutes later, they e-mailed me with some simulated images of what the app would look like in use. I wasn’t sure what they wanted from me, so I just e-mailed back, “Looking good!” And then I went back to trying to figure out what I was going to do about Portia.

And what was I going to do about Portia? What could I do about Portia? There was only one thing to do—tell her that it wasn’t going to work—but I just couldn’t do it. I kept telling myself that there must be some other solution—some way to break things off without upsetting her. But I knew that was impossible.

I got a message from her at noon. It was a picture message, this time of just her face. She had the day off of work and she was getting herself dolled up for our sleepover. “What do you think? I’m trying out a new look.” She had her eyeliner drawn on thick, with outward flicks: a sexy cat-eye look. I didn’t realize how green her eyes were until I saw that picture. She really was beautiful.

“Looks good,” I said, but I knew it was a stupid thing to say. I knew I should have told her to stop what she was doing—stop wasting her time. There wasn’t going to be a sleepover so there was no sense in wasting good makeup and good time.

“I saw a video of a guy sticking his dick into his own ass. You think we could get my dick into my ass? Want to try tonight? If we can’t do it, you can just stick your dick in my ass,” she said. And I laughed out loud. My co-workers looked over at me. I was going to miss Portia’s brazen sense of humour. I kept my phone under my desk, worried someone might notice all of the naughty words on my screen.

“That sounds like fun,” I said. “You’re certainly big enough.”

“How many people in the world can say that they’ve finished in their own ass?” she replied, and I laughed again.

There was a hard knock on my cubicle wall. I spun around quickly, closing my phone in an instant. Sidney was standing behind me with a big smile on his face. “So Nap Mapp is officially a thing now, eh?” he said. “Sounds like you made quite the impression with Shanahan.”

I smiled. “I guess so. He likes the idea a lot, so I’ve been trying to come up with ideas.”

“Well, he just called a big company meeting about it. He wants to prioritize Nap Mapp production. He’s going to have the whole floor working on it.”

My gut swirled and turned: one hundred employees, all working on a joke app? Now I wasn’t just wasting one poor girl’s time, I was wasting everyone’s time. “Seriously?” I asked.

“Seriously. I was just told to come over and let you know. The meeting is in thirty minutes, in the main boardroom.” The main boardroom took up half of the floor below ours, so it could accommodate a hundred people or so. Since I’d started working for the company, we’d used that boardroom twice—once for a Christmas party, and once for a safety meeting, after Dennis blew up the microwave trying to heat up leftover Chinese food—he nearly burnt down the whole building.

“What’s the meeting for?” I asked.

“I think Shanahan just wants to tell everyone about your idea. And then he probably wants you to explain it to people.” Sidney smirked—he knew that the idea was just supposed to be a joke. He knew that I thought it was a load of crap. “Good luck,” he said, and then he wandered back to his office.

And by the time I processed what was happening, everyone in the office was getting up to go to the big meeting. I looked in my e-mail inbox and there was a message directly from Mr. Shanahan. “At the meeting, maybe you could run through some of your new ideas for Nap Mapp.” I was doomed. I was completely out of bullshit. I couldn’t even remember the few ideas that Mr. Shanahan and I came up with over lunch. Something about an airplane?

“You coming?” Sidney asked from across the office, still with that grin on his face.

I was slow to bring myself to my feet. I tried desperately to search my brain for ideas, but I could only think of Portia. I could only think of her disappointed face when I told her that I couldn’t be with a transgender woman. I didn’t want to go to the stupid meeting and I didn’t want to have to confront Portia. I wanted this day to end. I wanted to skip ahead a few days into the future, once all of this nonsense was behind me. But would it be behind me? Or would my problems continue spiralling out of control until I dealt with them?

It was time to stop running. It was time to face the consequences of my actions.
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There I stood in front of one hundred of my co-workers. I recognized some of them, but most of them worked on other floors. They all had notebooks and pens out, ready to take notes. They all looked at me with serious expressions on their faces, save for Sidney, who was trying his best not to laugh, because he knew that I didn’t take the silly app idea even remotely seriously. As I stood there, I couldn’t even remember if it was Nap Map or Nap App. It was Nap Mapp—that’s right. At least I remembered that much…

The room quieted down as everyone expected me to begin. I wished they would have continued chatting and whispering—a welcomed delay, so I could continue thinking of what the hell I was going to say. But it didn’t seem to matter how much time I had: I was coming up with nothing. “Hello everyone,” I said, and then I was silent as I waited for some cue to carry on. But my cue was the continued silence of the crowd. “So, you’re all here to hear about Nap App—I mean Nap Mapp.” I faked a laugh. “Well, I’m here to tell you about Nap Mapp. It’s, uh, an app that shows you a map of where you can nap.” I forced a big smile, and the crowd remained silent. Everyone was probably wondering if they were being pranked, wondering if it was already April 1st. Why was the company wasting everyone’s time with this crap? Did Mr. Shanahan really endorse this silly nonsense?

I waited again for a cue to continue, and again, my cue was the crowd’s continued silence. “So, uh, basically, it’s a map with marked locations. Each location is a Nap Mapp approved napping site. So if you’re tired and need some rest, you can just open up Nap Mapp and find somewhere to close your eyes.”

Someone raised their hand. I wasn’t sure if I was excited for the interjection or if I was dreading a question I wouldn’t be able to answer. “Yes, you,” I said.

“So it’s a map that shows you nearby hotels?” he asked with a plain, blunt look on his face.

“Um, no,” I said. “It would only show you where you can nap for free.”

There was a silence. The same man raised his hand. “Free hotels?” he asked. “Is there such a thing?”

“No. It would show you… benches… or libraries. You know how libraries have those big sofa chairs? And maybe it would show you parks, where you can snooze on the grass. I always see college kids napping out on the grass.”

The same man raised his hand. “Aren’t those just places where homeless people go to sleep?”

A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. I nodded my head slowly. “Sort of. But this is different, in that businesses can partner up with Nap App—I mean Nap Mapp. Maybe a café can have a designated spot where Nap Mapp users can sleep.”

“Why would they do that?”

“Because it would bring in business,” I said. “Maybe a café has a futon in a back room. When you’re done your nap, maybe you want a coffee and a scone. Where are you going to buy it?”

There was some whispering in the crowd. I noticed a few heads shaking in confusion, but I also noticed a few heads nodding. The nodding heads belonged to the younger interns. The older guys didn’t get it. They all had the luxury of being able to go home and sleep whenever they wanted to. They worked on a salary that didn’t change if they decided to take an extra day off every week. But the young people got it. The young people knew how hard it was to make it in the corporate world in 2018. They knew how hard it was to find a few minutes of shuteye between college classes.

So I went on. “Users can rate their napping spots so that Nap Mapp can recommend better napping spots. Maybe one side of the park is better than the other side. Maybe there’s a tree that’s especially comfortable to sleep under. Maybe there’s a nearby business that hands out free blankets to sleep on—a business that also sells coffee or snacks for when the users go to return the blankets.” And I saw more nodding heads from the younger staff members.

And I realized Nap Mapp wasn’t such a stupid idea at all. It just wasn’t for me. It was for the people in the world who aren’t fortunate enough to be able to afford a motel after a series of sleepless nights, cramming for an exam. Who were we to mock those people? Why should we be likening them to homeless people?

One of the younger people raised their hand. “There’s an empty room down on the second floor,” he said. “I’ve napped there a few times. It’s pretty good. Maybe we could offer that to the public. It’s just down the hall from the cafeteria.”

“I didn’t know that,” another younger person said. The older staff were looking at the younger staff like they were insane for thinking the idea was a good one.

And Mr. Shanahan stood at the back of the room, nodding his head with a big smile on his face. He got it. He went through the struggle of sometimes having to put in more hours than the human body can handle. When he was starting out, he’d probably slept on a park bench or two, maybe even in a closet in the basement of some operating business. And he probably bought a coffee after he was finished his nap.

I felt good, suddenly feeling like I wasn’t wasting anyone’s time. And then I remembered that I was wasting one person’s time: Portia’s. My high seemed to end suddenly as I remembered what I had to do. And then I wondered: do I really have to break up with her?

Maybe the universe wasn’t tormenting me. Maybe the universe was giving me exactly what I wanted and needed in life. Maybe I was supposed to embrace what was being given to me, instead of pushing it away and denying it. Nap Mapp wasn’t a stupid idea, and maybe dating Portia wasn’t a stupid idea either. Besides, what’s so wrong about being in a relationship with a transgender? Why was I so concerned about what my hockey mates would think? Why did I care what Sidney might say if he found out about Portia? I didn’t care. If they cared and disapproved, I could easily carry on living without them—remove them from my life and find new friends and new hockey mates. In the end, it only mattered what I thought: and did I think being with Portia was embarrassing?

Everyone was staring at me, waiting for me to wrap up my introductory presentation. “I know that this is off topic and it might even be confusing, but I’d like to take this opportunity to announce that I’m dating someone.” The room was silent, as expected. “Her name is Portia and she’s beautiful and she’s a great skater. And she’s transgender.”

And I saw a familiar sight, which surprised me. The older people in the crowd all looked at one another with shock and confusion, shaking their heads as if they just heard a speech from Hitler reincarnate. But the young people all nodded and looked as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Because nothing was out of the ordinary. There was no reason to feel ashamed for dating Portia. Now, as I stood in front of that large crowd, I couldn’t even remember why I’d been so defiant, why I’d tried resisting her for so long.

I stepped down from that small stage with a mixed reaction, but I didn’t care. Even if they were all booing me, it would have made no difference.

I had my house all clean and ready for Portia’s arrival. I had dinner ready in the oven and I had candles burning in every room—floral candles that reminded me of her. She came a few minutes late, dressed in a sleek black dress and cute black heels. Her hair was done up into a cute up do, and her makeup was perfect.

I turned off the oven but we didn’t eat right away. I couldn’t wait through dinner. I needed to get a bit of lust out of my system. So we went to the bedroom and we made love. We kissed and rubbed our bodies together. She became erect quickly, and I was erect before we were even in the bedroom. I hiked the skirt of her dress up and yanked down her thong, so our bare cocks could rub together. And then we kept making love. “You know I wasn’t kidding about getting my cock into my ass. I want to try it,” she said with a big grin.

She got up onto all fours and then looked over her shoulder at me. “Use plenty of lube,” she said with a giggle. So I poured some lube down her butt crack and I used my finger to push the lube into her tight hole. Then I took her long cock and pulled it around to her butt. I had to stretch her ball sack to the side so her tip could reach her hole. It looked a bit painful, but she didn’t seem to mind. She winced a little, but she was determined to make it happen. I had to pull her cock to stretch it slightly, so there would be enough to push inside of her body. “Ouch,” she said as I began to jam it in.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.

She nodded. “I think so,” she said with a giggle.

And then I continued to push. I managed to penetrate her ass with her own tip, and then I managed to get a couple of inches into her body. She moaned sharply and her body became tense. She really had her own cock in her ass! It wasn’t easy to plunge it in and out. We didn’t stick with it for long, but it was a fun little experiment. I ended up pulling her out and sticking my own cock in. She liked my cock much more than her own. I didn’t thrust into her for long before her cock was drooling cum onto my mattress. I pushed her down into her own pool of semen as I finished myself off in her butt. And then I came inside of her.

“Well eat dinner and go at it again. Sound good?” I asked.

She looked back at me with that adorable smile. “Sounds great.”

“Oh, and by the way, I told everyone at work that we were dating. I hope you don’t mind.”

“You told all your friends?” she asked, her eyes glowing. And I realized that she’d probably never been in a non-secret relationship before. She was probably used to being kept a secret by embarrassed men—if she’d even been in a relationship before.

“Not just my friends. About one-hundred and fifty employees,” I said.

She stared at me with those glowing eyes. “What did they say?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Who cares?”

And she smiled. I loved that smile. I couldn’t wait to see that smile every morning and every night. I couldn’t wait to start this new brazen chapter of my life.

THE END
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John devoted a huge chunk of his life to trying to be a professional gamer: a pursuit that was mocked by many, including his own parents. Now, in his thirties, with a wasted decade behind him, he’s starting to realize that maybe the critics were right to mock him. He’s jobless, has no degree, and he’s single… but there is a girl.

John has played with Billie Rae online a few times. She’s sweet, funny, and the two play well together… until they discover that they live in the same city. Then, Billie Rae gets uncomfortable and ghosts John. At least that’s how it seems—and then a wealthy entrepreneur reaches out to John; he wants John on his new pro gaming team. It’s a shocking dream come true for John—and it’s an even bigger shock when he moves into the team house and meets his new teammates.

One is a beautiful, petite E-Girl. She’s sweet, funny, talented… and it turns out, John already knows her; he’s played with her many times before. His new teammate is Billie Rae. And John doesn’t know it just yet, but he might just know Billie Rae even better than he realized.
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When I saw that little circle next to her gamertag turn green, a smile came quickly onto my face. I knew I had to act fast, to invite her into a game before she joined one on her own. “Hey,” I wrote quickly. “Remember me?”

After I sent the message, I realized that I was possibly coming off as desperate, messaging her within seconds of her sitting down at her computer. I probably should have played it cool, and maybe waited for her to finish a game or two before inviting her to play with me… Now, I could just imagine her sitting there, rolling her eyes, thinking, ‘Another creep…’ She told me when we created a party together a few days earlier that guys were always being creepy with her, always hitting on her, always begging her to play with them.

And who could blame them? She was cute. She was your classic E-girl: cat-ear headphones, blush under her eyes, button-red nose, freckles (possibly fake, but cute nonetheless)… She had a stream, but she didn’t link it to me. I badly wanted to ask her for her stream name, but I didn’t want her to think that I was one of the creeps she told me about.

I had to play it cool with her if I wanted to play with her at all. Now, after sending that fast message, I had a feeling that I’d already ruined something that could have been a good gaming relationship…

And then she replied. “Hey! Of course I remember you. I’m just about to start streaming, but maybe we can play another game later.”

I replied with a simple thumbs-up emoji, not wanting to come across as too desperate. Then, I went and joined a game of my own, with no party. We never did play a game that evening; our games just didn’t line up. You know how it is: I finish one game just as she starts another. I took a short smoke break, hoping to return and see her in the lobby, but again, she’d already started another. She had hundreds of people on her friends-list; getting in with her was going to be tricky.

It didn’t happen that night. I didn’t think too much into it; it’s not like I was in love with the girl. I didn’t even know her. I played half a dozen games with her one night. But for some reason, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I just kept checking her in-game status. And my heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach when I saw her status turn from green to grey; she was offline.

Oh well… I just went on with my night.

There were other gamer girls out there—especially playing League of Legends. In fact, it was very in-vogue with girls. Pulling up the list of streamers playing the game showed thousands of them. I’d gone through pages of girls looking for her, but never was able to find her page. Maybe she streamed on a different website.

The next morning was my third day on the job, working retail at Game Stop. It was a minimum-wage job with no benefits aside from an employee discount, but for me, it was a dream job. I shouldn’t say that the employee discount was the only perk; there was one little thing about the job that was a big deal to me…

“The Fatal Attack 3 shipment just came in,” my boss said. “We can’t sell copies until tomorrow, but we can load up the demo so it’s ready for tomorrow.”

That’s right: I got to play Fatal Attack 3 before anybody else in that whole city. To me, that was a big deal. I got to experience that game before all of the guys who would be lining up in the morning to play it. To all of those guys, I was like a god. They would come in and I would be able to smile and tell them, “Yeah, it’s good.”

My boss even told me to stick around after my shift, to play it for an hour or two, so that I could give customers an honest review when they asked.

We were one of four game shops in that city. I was one of maybe a dozen people in a population of one million to play before launch. I got to hold that box in my hands and really see that artwork as it was meant to be seen.

Okay, so maybe that doesn’t seem like such a big deal to you… or to most people. Maybe you would rather be earning a decent wage, or have medical benefits or insurance or a job that would cover future education to some degree. But for me, being able to experience a game like Fatal Attack 3 before anyone else… that was worth more than any insurance plan.

Okay, maybe I shouldn’t say I got to play it before anyone else. Rick was the senior manager of the store: a young guy who started working there at sixteen. Now, at twenty-two, he was practically a pro. He knew everything about every video game. He truly had the dream job—maybe only making four or five bucks more than me per hour… but he got to set up at the conventions. He got to go to the annual Game Stop Christmas party in LA (all expenses paid). He even got a copy of Terrestrial Warriors a week before it arrived in stores, because the game makers wanted shops to start hyping the game early.

To me, Rick was like a god… and to think that he was a whole ten years younger than me, looking like a fresh-faced teenager. I suppose you could say that I was jealous.

He stayed after his shift with me to test out Fatal Attack 3’s multiplayer mode.

He was good with his hands. It almost seemed like he’d played that game before… as if he’d been playing it for years. He creamed me, round after round. I was hardly able to get a hit in on him. He knew all the tricks. “How the hell are you doing that?” I asked.

“The mechanics are a lot like Justice Man,” he said bluntly. “It almost seems like they recycled the engine… Probably because they had so many complaints about the mechanics of Fatal Attack 2. Seems like a really cheap workaround. When games cut corners like this… it never bodes well for the overall product.” And I would have liked to call him a know-it-all… but his mastery of the game suggested that he knew what he was talking about. He smoked me in ten straight bouts before putting the remote down. “Alright, I think I’ve seen enough. I should be running.” He smiled at me. “I’m going to grab a Starbucks. Want one?”

“Thanks, Rick,” I said. “One of these days, you’re going to have to teach me how you play like that.”

It wasn’t just Fatal Attack 3. We’d played a few games together in my few days at the shop, and he creamed me consistently: brutal ass-whooping after brutal ass-whooping. It didn’t seem to matter the genre: FPS, RTS… he even creamed me in the new farming simulator’s new multiplayer mode.

He just smiled at me and then took off for the night.

I stayed there until 9:00 PM when the mall was closing, in that back room, playing Fatal Attack 3 on the demo machine. Then, I pulled it out into the shop, ready for opening in the morning, and I took off for home.

I lived with my parents; I’m sure that doesn’t surprise you. I didn’t make enough to rent a place on my own. I was saving up for college; my parents told me that if I wanted to go to college, I was on my own… but they also told me that I couldn’t take out a loan; my dad didn’t believe in student loans (or college in general). “You aren’t burdening yourself for life with a useless degree.” His way of stopping me from burdening myself was threatening to kick me out of the house if I dared to take out a student loan.

I know what you’re thinking: a man in this thirties: uneducated, living with his parents, working at a video game store… maybe I wasn’t the catch of a lifetime…

All of my friends from high school were married, had kids, had good careers. Hell, Samuel Carlson was retired already; he sold his tech company at thirty-two, made twenty-two million dollars, and decided that was enough work for him.

My best friend in high school, Derek Lee, no longer talked to me. He had four kids and lived in the suburbs. Now, he had a big dad-gut and had an Instagram where he posted about barbecue accessories.

And there I was, doing the same thing that I was doing when I was eighteen: playing League of Legends. I suppose I wasn’t doing the same exact thing now… Now, I was playing much more casually: maybe four hours a night at most. Back in my twenties, I was logging fourteen hours per day, minimum. I had a dream of going pro. I was sure that I would make it onto a competitive team, play in tournaments, win my own millions.

You might be rolling your eyes right now, but those gamer guys really do make some serious bank at those tournaments. I took a trip out to San Diego to watch the Worlds, and the winning team left with eight million dollars in prize money—not a bad haul for a few guys to split up. Those guys won a few other tournaments that same year. The leader of their crew, Dizzy, posted a video walkthrough of his new home in Las Vegas: sixteen bedrooms and two swimming pools.

I wanted to be like them. I devoted my twenties to reaching that dream while my friends were courting women, studying in school, travelling the world.

In the end, I was left behind… I never made it to that level, though I’d gotten close once. I went to a tournament: they invited the top fifteen-hundred players, and I was player number-fourteen-hundred-and-eighty-eight. It was an elimination-style tournament, with the top hundred players earning a spot at the next tournament…

I finished #106. I was so close. I beat myself up about it for a long time… And then I was convinced that I could get back to that tournament to try again. But the next year, I missed the cutoff… I was ranked #1,850. I never got that chance again… But I kept trying, year after year.

I was invited to tryout for Team Razor when I was twenty-nine. I practised for twenty hours per day. They needed two new players to complete their roster. Thirty guys were invited to tryout. I made it to the final day of tryouts; it was between me and four other guys… but I didn’t make the cut. I made a stupid accident, trying to push the middle lane while the enemy team pushed bottom. My teammates yelled at me to help them stop the opposing push, but I was sure that I could divert them with my own push. I was sure that I could break them up before they reached our tower…

Nope. We lost the game and I was blamed. I didn’t get a spot on that team.

My thirtieth birthday was a sad day. It wasn’t where I imagined myself at thirty: jobless, broke, not on any team, now ranking around 9,000. There were so many great up-and-coming players, and I just wasn’t one of them.

But I kept trying.

Now, I felt like a nobody. I felt like a failure. Everyone always says to chase your dreams, but chasing my dreams got me nowhere. Sometimes, it didn’t seem like I had a whole lot to look forward to…

So when I saw her gamertag coming online that night, I did it again. “Hey, want to play a game?” I wrote quickly, before she even had a chance to join the queue. I probably looked desperate. I probably looked like one of the creeps that she told me about. Maybe I was one of those creeps… But I just felt like something had to come out of fourteen years of devoting myself to that damned video game. Maybe it wasn’t some legendary career as a pro gamer. Maybe it wasn’t millions of dollars from winning tournaments.

Maybe I could at least scrape away with a girlfriend…
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Okay, okay—I know what you’re thinking: ‘My God, this loser sure is a sad, desperate disgrace of a human’. At least that’s how I was starting to feel about myself, especially when I saw Jeremy Erskine posting on Facebook, announcing that his wife was pregnant with their third baby. They’d just moved into a beautiful farm house in a very wealthy area. They’d clearly hired a professional photographer to take some maternity photos of them…

Meanwhile, my Facebook photo was from ten years earlier, of me holding a beer and standing next to a guy whose name I couldn’t even remember. He was black-out drunk with a penis drawn on his forehead with a Sharpie, and I had the Sharpie in my free hand. I didn’t even look the same in that photo as I did now. Back then, I had long hair and a hairless face. I had a youthful glow, full of potential. I was wearing newer clothes… now, my wardrobe was filled with those same old shirts and jeans, now tattered and worn, looking more like rags with each passing day.

That same photo was my gamer profile picture. I knew that I probably needed to update it, but I didn’t have a better picture of myself. I never found myself at those gatherings where people were taking photos—and selfies just never worked out for me. They always came out awkward… embarrassing. Now, if I wanted to have any chance with this streamer chick, I needed to have a half-decent picture.

I was shocked when she replied. “Sure, let’s play a game together. You don’t mind if I stream it, do you?”

I felt tingly all over. I blushed. My fingers trembled. It was a familiar nervousness; I played with that same nervousness when I botched that tournament… and when I botched my pro team tryout. But now, I was nervous over a girl… a girl that I didn’t even know. I knew her voice from playing with her one night, a few nights earlier. I vaguely knew what she looked like from her little profile picture. Otherwise, I knew nothing.

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“Your voice will be in the stream,” she said. “Just so you know. I don’t know how you feel about that.”

“I don’t care,” I said.

She sent me a blushing emoji, and that was enough to make me blush. Why was she sending me that? Now, she was writing a message. I could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck.

Why was I so nervous? Well, because she was out of my league. That little profile picture was more than enough to see that she was well, well out of my league. She was a decade younger than me. She had fans. She had men swooning over her.

“The stream tonight is a bit… racy. You don’t mind being, uh, associated with that. Do you?”

“Racy?” I said. “What does that mean?”

“It’s this thing I do on Fridays. I stream in lingerie. I know it sounds creepy, but it’s not like porn or anything.”

“Whatever,” I said, trying to play it cool as my heart raced and my skin turned hot. “You do what you have to do.”

Now, I really wanted to ask her what her stream was called, so I could look it up. I will admit, that while I was waiting for our first game to load, I minimized my game screen and searched through Twitch’s stream listings, looking for a girl in lingerie playing League of Legends. I searched and searched, and then our game started so the search had to end.

My heart was racing, hearing her voice in our group chat, knowing what nobody else in that game knew: the user with the screen name ‘BR-Cat’ was actually a chick in skimpy underwear, streaming for the world to watch.

I was on-edge, knowing that there wouldn’t be a game-two if I didn’t perform to my best ability. It was a ranked game, meaning the outcome of that game actually affected our records. We were both ranked high, in the top 2% of all the players in that game (and it was, at that time, the most popular PC game on the planet). I was also trying hard not to breathe heavily into the microphone, or to let my voice crack as I played with that beautiful girl…

At least, I assumed she was beautiful; she was playing in lingerie with fans watching… Surely, she wasn’t some slag. Or maybe she was… Maybe she put on the tight lingerie to compensate. Or maybe she had one of those fetish streams where she stuffed cake into her face while making her gut jiggle around…

No—that voice had a serenity to it. It had a softness that made me sure that she was beautiful.

The game was off to a rough start, and it was my fault; I was playing a tricky role called jungle. Look—the game mechanics are irrelevant; long story short, it was my job to sneak around on the enemy side, snagging as many of their experience points and money as possible—but I went a bit further than was generally advisable. I took a big risk and got caught by two of their players. I was the first one to die, giving away precious experience points and money… and then, in an attempt to catch up quickly, I got caught a second time, being killed by the same player.

It was such a rough start that our teammate playing mid yelled, “What the actual fuck are you doing, you moron!?”

We were down 0-2, and it wasn’t looking great after that. Now, they had a player who had the extra experience of two early kills. He was already two levels higher than everyone else in the game. He put those extra skill points into an ability that made him move faster, and he used that quick speed to catch one of our teammates out of position, killing him.

Now we were down 0-3, and I was blamed for that third point… because it was technically my fault for letting that enemy get that ‘overpowered’.

“I’m sorry,” I said to BR-Cat, the lingerie-clad streamer.

“It’s okay. We can bounce back,” she said. She was the only optimistic one on the team… and she was the only one outplaying the opposing player in her lane. Five minutes into the game, she scored our first big point, taking down the enemy tower in her lane before sneaking away from a five-player ambush.

I must be tripping you up with all of these game details; I assure you that they’re not important. All you really need to know is, we were losing, but BR-Cat, by female teammate, was giving us a fighting chance. She took that money from downing that tower to buy a weapon that made her stronger, and then she managed to catch one of the enemies out of position. Now, it wasn’t looking so bad.

I knew that I had to play a perfect game from that point on; I couldn’t be the reason for another lost point. I focussed hard on playing my part, intensely focussed on chipping away in that jungle area of the map. I was essentially nickel-and-diming my way back into the game—and it worked; I managed to catch one of their players attempting to sneak across the map to join in on an ambush. I slowed him and then I chipped away at him. He didn’t put up a fight; he knew I would win in a one-on-one, but he tried to pull me towards his tower, which would have killed me… but I got him before he reached that tower: a fireball to the back. I vanished before his teammates came to help. I not only got that kill, but I spoiled their ambush.

Now, it was an even game, and I was part of the rally.

After breaking up the ambush, BR-Cat was able to take out another tower. But she didn’t stop there; instead of retreating to heal up, she snuck into the enemy jungle and picked off some of their creeps, going unnoticed—because BR-Cat was smart; she knew that their ‘jungler’ was dead, still in the reincarnation queue. She was a savvy player, with great game sense; she had tabs on every player so that she wouldn’t be caught off-guard. She knew their characters; she recognized what they were buildings towards. “Their support bought a staff,” she said—and to most people, that wasn’t relevant information, but she knew that it meant their support didn’t have the cash to buy wards, which would normally be placed around the jungle to detect intruders like her. It was game-knowledge like that that made her a frightening force. The enemy assumed that she’d gone back to our base to heal up, but instead, she was grinding: gaining experience and money, and they had no clue. So when they finally encountered her again, a few minutes later, she was a few levels higher than all of them, with gear they absolutely were not anticipating. She struck them down and demolished them… and now, she was only becoming more powerful.

The enemy tried to stage five-man ambushes on her, but they all failed. And while they were making those attempts on her life, the rest of us were picking off creeps, taking out towers, inching up the map towards the enemy base.

We didn’t make it to their base before the notification came on the screen: ‘The enemy is voting to surrender’. It was only about five seconds before the vote was finished and the green letters came on our screens: VICTORY.
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It wasn’t until the dust had settled, and I heard her say, “Well played, John,” that I remembered that I was playing with a lingerie-clad streamer. I guess the intensity of the game made that little anxiety flutter away; now, it was coming back with a vengeance. I blushed. Thankfully, she couldn’t see my face… but she did hear my voice crack when I said, “It was all you, honestly.”

She giggled: a sweet sound that lifted my heart up. A moment later, I was back on Twitch, trying to look for a stream that matched the criteria: lingerie-clad e-girl, playing League of Legends, currently in queue to start a new game. There were many e-girls, many playing League of Legends—and many of them were in lingerie. A few were in the queue as well—but none of them were in parties with myself.

So where the hell was she streaming? Or was the stream over now?

“Still doing your stream?” I asked.

“Yup,” she giggled. “In fact, I should probably answer some viewer questions. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No. Do your thing.”

She definitely wasn’t lying to me; I could hear those streaming sounds: the casino-esque sound effects blinging and chiming: ka-chinging as men dropped tips, blooping as they publicly send flirtations, cheering as new subscribers joined, dining as curious boys joined the stream.

I couldn’t see the questions she was getting, but I heard her answers. At first, they seemed harmless. She was naming game characters. She said something about graduating college earlier that year. She talked about a childhood pet… and then she suddenly said, “If I had to pick, I would pick the pink vibrator.” She giggled in a flirty way as my face turned dark red. Now, I was really trying to find this stream. I tried an alternate website that was just for streamers who got too racy for Twitch, but still couldn’t find her. Where the hell was she!?

“You’d have to leave a really nice tip if you want me to do that,” she said to one of her viewers. “Okay, okay. If I win the next game, I’ll put it on. But only for one game!”

Put what on? What was she agreeing to? My heart was racing, but I tried to keep my cool. I remembered her telling me about the creeps… I didn’t want to be one of them; I didn’t want her to delete my name from her contact list. I wanted to play with her again, and not just because she was insanely good at the game.

We played three more games together. We won all of them. Each time, she was the MVP, though I did come close to getting a better score than her in that final game.

But the games were hardly relevant; it was the chatter between the games, while she was taking ‘breaks’ from streaming. “You don’t mind waiting while I have a smoke, do you?” she would say—but I was thrilled that she wanted to stop gaming and streaming. She kept her Bluetooth headset on and we would chat while she stood out on her balcony. It almost felt like I was there with her, with my own wireless headset on, standing on my own balcony, taking drags from my own cigarette. I tried hard not to ask her too many personal questions. I was still worried about categorizing myself as a stalker or a creep.

“I like playing with you,” she said to me with a smile in her voice. “You take crazy risks, and that just makes the game seem… less repetitive.”

My heart skipped a beat as I smiled. I thought that she was going to delete me over my risk-taking.

“I’ve been playing this game since I was nine,” she said. “And over the past year, I’ve really been thinking of leaving it behind for something new… maybe taking a break from it… But I’ve just put so much time into it. I would hate to just leave all of that hard work behind, with nothing to show for it.”

My skin tingled all over. It was a familiar sentiment. “I know exactly how you feel,” I told her, and then I told her about my decade of trying to go pro.

“You were at that tournament?” she said. “I was too.”

“You were!?” I said. To be fair, there were fifteen hundred people there… but to think that I would have seen her in that huge conference centre… “I didn’t realize you were trying to make this a serious career. I thought you were just a streamer… I mean—you’re good at the game, so I guess I shouldn’t be too surprised.”

“I think I used to be better,” she said. “With all the updates… sometimes I feel like I’ve been left behind.”

We talked about the game for a long while. Then, suddenly, we were talking about old friends from high school. At times, it was like talking to myself, like when she said, “My best-friend from the ninth grade just got married, and she’s pregnant now.” BR-Cat was feeling left behind, just like me. Maybe we had more in common than we both realized.

It turned out, we had a lot in common, “I mean, people out here in Alberta tend to get married young—younger than the rest of the country—but it still feels like everyone is moving forward with their lives, and I’m just stagnating in the same place.”

“Wait,” I said, heart aflutter. “You’re in Alberta? I’m in Alberta.”

“Really?” she asked.

And then there was a long silence. My heart roared up against my ribcage. Maybe fate did have a hand in the past ten years of my life. Maybe it wasn’t all a waste. Maybe it was all just leading up to this point, right now…

No—I couldn’t get ideas like that in my head; I couldn’t become some creepy stalker and ruin everything. I hardly knew this girl. I didn’t even know what she looked like. I had to play it cool. She was silent now, probably terrified that I was going to be the worst stalker of her life. Her last stalkers were probably in other provinces, maybe in other countries…

I had to play it cool.

So I cleared my throat. “Up for another game?” I asked.

“I should probably do some other stream stuff,” she said. “But, uh, it was nice playing with you, John.”

“You too…” I paused, realizing I didn’t know her name—just her gamer ID. “Um, do you mind if I ask your name?”

There was a short pause. She was probably considering her options… or maybe she was conjuring up a fake name to give me.

“It’s Billie,” she said softly. “Billie Rae. Anyway, I should go. Have a good night, John.”

She left the party, and then I returned to my computer to see that message: BR-Cat left your group. I didn’t jump back into another game. Instead, I searched for her stream. I tried to find her, so I could know what she looked like… but it was a waste of time. I spent an hour looking and finding nothing.

Maybe that was for the best. Maybe it was the universe telling me to stop obsessing over her… but it was hard to stop thinking about her. When I imagined her voice, I got goosebumps all over. I would find myself grinning, and blushing… and then I would remember her talking to her fans, talking about putting on lingerie. My mind was ripe with imagery, even though I had no idea what she looked like.

I shook my head and pushed those thoughts away.

I didn’t want to become what people online called ‘a simp’. A simp is a guy who swoons hopelessly over a woman, or over multiple women. He showers her with compliments and tries to force himself into her online presence, thinking that it might get him somewhere. A simp is a sad, desperate person… and sadly, I’d been there before, around the time I turned thirty, when my life was particularly hopeless.

I’ll tell you a little bit about it, but I hate to. It was an embarrassing time in my life, but it ended with me getting the reality slap that I probably needed to get many years earlier.

There was a girl named Wendy; I don’t think it was her real name. She posted selfies on some Reddit page, every day. “What do you think of my makeup?” she would ask in the caption. “Do I look cute today?” “Would you ask me out?” “Still waiting for the boys to notice me.” She was a stunning redhead with amazing freckles. “I’m feeling lousy. Can someone please tell me I look cute?”

I would see that she wasn’t getting any comments, and I was stunned, thinking men were crazy to not notice her… so I gave her the attention. “Beautiful, as always,” I would write. I thought I was just being sweet. She would message me back. “Thanks so much. You’re such a sweetheart.” And she made me feel like I was actually cheering her up, actually lifting her up her spirits.

She started to chat with me away from the comments sections. I told her my name and she would message me in the morning, “Good morning, John!” Soon, she wasn’t posting selfies on that Reddit page. Instead, she would send them to me for the validation she was looking for.

“You seriously look so cute,” I would say.

She would send back blushing emojis and thank me. I looked forward to our quick morning chats.

And then she started telling me about the issues in her life. I felt like she was opening up to me. She linked me to her Instagram page, where she was trying to become a model. She told me how Instagram’s algorithm worked, and I told her that I would help her by liking and sharing and favouriting and commenting everything—as much as I could. I noticed there were many other guys posting comments like mine. I asked her if she had a boyfriend, and she told me that she was single, that a few guys had broken her heart in the past.

“I would never do that,” I told her.

I found out she lived in Vancouver, because I recognized a few buildings in a few of her pictures. So I decided to make the trip out, to meet with her. We had a whole week planned together, but when I pulled up to her building, she messaged me and told me that she was ill, and the virus was contagious. “I’m so sorry, John. We’ll have to reschedule.”

But I was already there.

Two months later, I made the trip out again, ready to take her to the aquarium, to the zoo, to the boardwalk, to the theatre. But this time, she got called in to work the day I was supposed to meet her… and then she had to fly to Winnipeg for a funeral. I tried to catch her at the airport, but I couldn’t find her before her plane left.

Then she told me that she was struggling financially, so I sent her some cash…

Okay, so I’m guessing you know where this is going. There’s a reason I don’t tell people this story; because as soon as I start telling it, people plant their faces into their palms and they shake their heads, as if I’m some big, dumb doofus idiot. And yeah, I guess I was. Desperation will do that to a guy.

I sent her a few thousand dollars, thinking I would help her out of a jam…

A month later, I sent her more. Then I sent her a bit more…

And then, one night while I was feeling particularly lonely… and horny, I went to a new Reddit page and I saw her picture, being posted with a new account, posting similar captions, fishing for another man to give her the treatment I’d been giving her.

Was she a catfish or just a scammer? I never did find out… I stopped communication with her and I just accepted the losses. It’s not the proudest moment of my life… And I guess it’s even more embarrassing to admit that it happened again a few months later: another three-thousand dollars washed away before I realized I was being scammed again… this time by someone that I actually met, in person, in Edmonton. We went for dinner together, and she even gave me a kiss… I guess her scam was just much more intricate and involved.

Anyway… long story short: I knew what it was like to be desperate, and I knew that it never led to good things. Now, there was even a part of me wondering if Billie Rae was a scammer. I’d heard stories about them being on League of Legends. Guys getting their girlfriends to wear their headsets while they play. They get men to buy them loot in the game… and sometimes outside of the game. Maybe Billie Rae was just building me up, putting images in my head of some vixen in lingerie. Maybe she knew that I was in Alberta before she let that little nugget of information slip. Was it in my profile bio somewhere? Was she able to check my IP address?

That’s what being scammed three times had done to my confidence…

Okay, yes—it happened a third time. Let’s not talk about that anymore.

I no longer believed a girl could actually like me… not a girl like Billie Rae, anyway…

I shook my head, trying to expel those negative thoughts. I didn’t even know what the girl looked like! Maybe she was a troll. Maybe she just had a pretty voice. Maybe she streamed her body and kept her face out of it because she had yellow, crooked teeth and a giant hook nose, beady eyes, and a the wrinkled forehead of a seventy-year-old smoker… Then, maybe she would be in my league…

No—there was that negativity again. I’d spent the past few years trying to pull myself out from that mental rut. I was better than that. I was worth more than that…

I was just about to go to bed when my gaming inbox dinged. “If you’re around tomorrow night, let’s play again,” she wrote to me. She was already offline by the time I finished reading.

The smile on my face only lasted a few seconds. It was hard not to think about those scammers.
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Rick was working the floor when the copies of Dance Party 2023 came into the store. It was one of the most anticipated games of the year… not my thing; I’d never been into those platform games, and I definitely wasn’t a dancer… but it was still cool holding that game in my hands four days before we would put the game would be on the shelves.

Rick was staring at the box art with a smile on his face. “Better cover than last year,” he said.

“You into those games, Rick?” I asked with a teasing grin.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Sure. Why not? They’re fun.”

I was surprised. I wasn’t even blushing. I couldn’t imagine him dancing. He just seemed like a big nerd, like me… though he was quite a bit more handsome than me. Girls were often coming in and flirting with him, though he never seemed to notice as he would push back his long dark hair from his face. He had those boyish good looks that every guy wishes they have in high-school. It was hard not to roll my eyes sometimes when the girls would come in and dart right past me to ask him about the new releases.

He looked into my eyes with a big grin. “Are you going to stay late to test this one?” he asked, holding that game up.

I laughed. “Probably not this one,” I said.

“Too manly to dance, John?” he asked with a chuckle as he turned back to unpacking the box.

“It’s just not my thing,” I said.

“What’s your game of choice?” he asked.

“Well,” I said. I usually didn’t tell people about my commitment to League of Legends. I didn’t like admitting that I wasted a decade of my life. I didn’t like getting into it; it was a sore topic… but sometimes it was hard to talk about other stuff… because I didn’t have much else to talk about at that point in my life. Most of my adult life had been spent committed to that one goal… and most people thought that goal was stupid, even back when I had the potential to go far. Now, it was especially stupid: a decade spent trying to go pro… and then failing.

“Too shy to tell me?” he said.

“Well, I’m a big fan of, uh, League of Legends.”

Then, he perked up. “No way,” he said. “Me too.”

Lots of people were into it, so that wasn’t much of a surprise. I just smiled and nodded and said, “How long have you been playing?”

“Oh, a few years, I guess,” he said. “Are you pretty good?”

“I like to think that I’m okay,” I said. I decided not to tell him that I’d briefly been in the top 1,500 globally. I didn’t want to brag… and I didn’t want to admit that I’d had a major falling-from-grace. “You?”

“I’m okay, I guess,” he said. “I’m not, like, pro or anything. Maybe we should play sometime.”

“Sure,” I said. I had a secondary account for playing casually—with no information linking me to my primary account… I didn’t need people seeing that badge of shame, showing all of my logged hours, and all of those achievements that really meant nothing… all of those skins that I earned with hours, thinking that was better than using real money… but was it really? Is time not more valuable than cash? Those skins just represented my twenties, which I no longer had.

I tried to change the subject, asking Rick if he planned on staying at that shop or if he had biggest aspirations in his life. I tried to word it in a nicer way than that, of course; I did my best not to insinuate that his job was lousy and he needed to aspire to better things. I made sure to say, “You have my dream job, by the way.”

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “I have goals, like everyone else,” he said. But he was vague about those goals, giving me no more information, and I assumed that meant, ‘Let’s leave that topic alone’. Maybe his life wasn’t quite as perfect as I assumed it was.

“Well, I plan on staying here,” I said. “My family doesn’t get it, but this is a dream for me.”

He smiled, but there was a sadness behind that smile. “This job won’t always exist, you know.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, just look at this,” he said, holding up that dance game. “Do you know what’s in this box?”

“No. What?” I said.

“Nothing,” he said. “It’s an empty box. There’s a code inside of it. You can redeem that code online—but really, the box is pointless. Even buying this is pointless—and even kind of stupid, because it’s just a matter of time before someone figures out the algorithm that they used to generate these codes, so that they can steal codes for themselves. It makes more sense to just buy yourself an instantly redeemable copy; that way you don’t risk being ripped off. The only reason people buy these physical copies is so they can wrap them and give them as gifts…”

And it was a good point. People really didn’t need to go into stores like that one for games, though lots of people still did… mostly older people who had grown up buying games in person. Now, that store also sold t-shirts and other game swag. It was more like a novelty store than a game store, but it was still primarily a game store… at least to me.

“Your nuts if you think this will still be a job in five years,” Rick said. “So start coming up with a backup plan.”

I didn’t have any backup plan. My backup plan was to go through the mall dropping off resumes, praying one place would call me back… and then not ask in the interview why I had a ten-year gap in my work history.

Well, I suppose I did have a bit of a backup plan…

I hate to even admit this to you, after everything that I’ve told you…

But in the back of my mind, I still thought that there was hope of getting back into the top rankings on League of Legends. Every now and then, I would have an incredible win streak, and I would get to thinking, ‘Maybe I could get back to that place… Maybe I still have a shot at being on one of those pro teams one day…’

“So, if you were forced to do something else tomorrow, what would you do?” Rick asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know,” I lied. I wasn’t going to tell him about my League aspirations.

“Oh, come on, John. Tell me,” he said. “ I can see that glimmer in your eye. There’s something.”

I sighed, but I didn’t tell him. I couldn’t. I respected him too much. He was like the man I wished I could have been. He was cool. He was successful. He was good at video games. Girls liked him. I didn’t want him to think that I was a loser.

“Okay, fine,” he said. “You don’t tell me, I won’t tell you.” He winked at me and then he began to unwrap one of the copies of the dance game to load into the demo machine. “I can’t wait to give this a go later.”

I thought that he was kidding about wanting to play the dance game. I thought he was just trying to get a giggle out of me, but then, that evening, I went into the back room and saw him testing it out. He turned and smiled at me. “It’s fun,” he said, without even blushing. “You should try it, John.”

“It’s not really my thing,” I said.

“They’ve really improved it this year,” he insisted. “It’s a lot of fun. I bet you’d like it.”

“I’m not a dancer,” I said.

“Oh, come on, John! Quit being so shy and just try the damned game. In fact—that’s an order, as your manager. Pick a song and dance. You need to know the game in case people ask questions about it.”

I could feel myself turning red all over. I didn’t have a choice: I had to test out the silly game, even if it meant humiliating myself in front of my boss… But I wanted him to think that I was cool, that I didn’t get humiliated by having to dance. It was, after all, part of my job description: having to test out games.

I let Rick pick the song, pretending like I didn’t care what he picked. He was going to be dancing next to me, after all. Well, to tease me, he picked Toxic by Britney Spears—and it was a sexy dance… very embarrassing, imitating the generated woman on the screen. There was one part where she bent over and shook her ass. I just stood there and laughed, accepting that I would lose points for not doing it… and then I looked over and saw Rick doing it… and nailing it with surprising accuracy. I will admit that I blushed, and he just smiled—and then he laughed at me, as if I was the one who should have been embarrassed.

I was red all over by the end of the song. Rick, as usual, creamed my score: quadrupling me. “Why are you so shy, John?” he asked. “It’s just a game. Cut loose and live a little!”

“I guess dancing has just never been my thing.”

“You weren’t so bad there for a moment,” he laughed. “Besides, one day a girl is going to want you to take her dancing. Knowing how to dance might get you laid.” He winked and laughed.

It was a good point, but I don’t think Toxic was the best starting point.

“Speaking of girls,” he said. “You seeing anyone?”

I wanted Rick to think that I was cool, so I decided to exaggerate a little bit. “I have a date tonight,” I said with a grin.

His eyes widened. “Really?”

“Really.”

“What are you guys doing?”

“We’re, uh, gaming. It’s… a LAN party.”

He had a crooked look on his face. “What’s a LAN party?”

I guess that was an old term. Was there even such a thing as LAN anymore? I was dating myself. “We’re going to, uh, get together and play a game.”

“Oh, she’s a gamer girl,” he smiled. “Good for you. Is she cute?”

I couldn’t admit I had no idea what she looked like. “She streams,” I said. “She’s pretty popular too.”

He nodded his head. “So that means she must be cute?”

“Beauty is subjective,” I said, trying to skirt around the question without having to lie.

“Well, I hope that goes well for you. You should take the demo.” He held the demo box out to me. “Take it home and impress her with your dance moves.” He winked at me. “And you can impress her by letting her play a game that’s not even out yet.”

“Is… Is that allowed?” I asked.

“As long as you bring it back,” he said. “Like—seriously, bring it back. I’m not supposed to let you take the game home, unless it’s necessary. In this case, I could lie and say that it’s necessary, that you needed a bit of education on the topic. I don’t mind pulling a few strings. You’re a cool guy, John. And I trust you.”

I felt myself turning dark red all over. Did Rick, the coolest guy in the mall, just call me… cool? I tried hard not to smile. “Thanks, but I don’t think I’m hurting to do anymore dancing today. I don’t think that’s so much her thing either.” I cleared my throat. “What about you? Seeing any girls?” I’m sure he was seeing plenty of girls.

But Rick was modest. He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders. I knew what that meant; it meant that he was seeing lots of women, getting lots of action…

Oh well. Maybe one day I would be more like him.

It seemed so silly, but I really wanted to impress him. I was so tempted to tell him about how great I once was at League of Legends. I wanted to tell him about how I was invited to a serious tournament. Maybe then he would think that I was cooler than some guy nearing his mid-thirties, with no real achievements to show for nearly two decades of adult life…

I decided to keep my mouth shut. ‘Almost’ being great wasn’t an achievement worth bragging about. I needed to do better than that.

And now, I could think of something worth bragging about: Billie Rae. No, I couldn’t brag about her yet, because she wasn’t mine… yet.
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Iwas online early, not joining into any games as I waited for her little circle to turn green. I was sitting upright, occasionally blurting out little vocal warmups like, “Unique New York. Unique New York…” I really felt like I was getting ready for a date… and it was the closest thing to a real date that I’d been on in almost five years—unless you count being on dates with scammers.

It was 9:00 PM when she finally came online. My heart skipped a beat. I’d been waiting for over two hours, just surfing the web as I tried to keep my nerves cool. I typed out a message but waited a few minutes before sending it. I didn’t want to appear desperate. “Hey there,” I finally wrote. “Fancy a game?” After I sent it, I felt like a complete idiot. ‘Fancy a game?’ What was I thinking? I may as well have written ‘m’lady’ after it! Oh God, she probably thought that I was sitting there in a fedora, scratching at the beard on my neck, sipping Mountain Dew and chowing on a pack of Doritos.

I was shocked when I got a reply from her. “Sounds like fun. You don’t mind if I’m streaming, do you?”

“Hey—you do you,” I said. I don’t know why I was putting so much effort into sitting upright. I’d even cleaned up my desk… and my room. I was wearing my nicest shirt, and I was actually wearing pants: a nice pair of jeans that made my figure look good… though I’d always found them to be a bit uncomfortable, so I almost never wore them.

It’s not like she could see me. But I still felt like I needed to treat it like a date. Besides, the excuse to clean up my room wasn’t necessarily a bad thing…

“How was your day?” I asked.

“Oh, it was okay,” she said. “Same old… busy day at work. How was your day?”

She was preparing her stream: getting her room ready. She told me that she picked up some new shelves at a hardware store, but wasn’t quite sure how to put them up. The goal was to put some video game swag on the shelves, to make her background a bit more appealing. “I want to do some under lighting… maybe with a soft pink,” she said. “But I have no idea how to do any of that.”

“If you want help,” I said. “I used to do some construction stuff with my dad.” My heart began to race. ‘Play it cool,’ I thought to myself. ‘Just play it cool. Don’t let her think that you’re one of those creeps.’

She giggled. “I might take you up on that,” she said. Now my heart was really racing. Was she serious, or was it just polite conversation?

I decided not to push it any further. “What do you think of the new heroes they released?” I asked, and now we were onto talking about the game. We chatted for thirty minutes before she booted up her stream. She warned me that my voice would be in the stream. “So be careful what you say,” she said, and I swear I could hear her winking, as if she was insinuating that I might end up talking dirty with her.

It wasn’t lingerie day on the stream now. It was, presumably, a normal day. By the sounds of it, she still had many viewers tuning in. I heard the dings and bloops and chimes of her feed. She replied to the odd comment. After our first game, she explained to me that she was required to answer questions when people asked the question along with a tip. “Sorry if it seems like I’m talking over you when that happens,” she said to me.

We were both having a smoke on our respective balconies when she asked me, “Do you have a girlfriend, John?”

“A girlfriend?” I asked, tensing up all over. “N—No. Not right now. Why?”

“I’m just wondering,” she said. “You seem like a cool guy. I’m just surprised to hear that you don’t have a girl in your life.”

“I guess it just hasn’t happened for me yet.” I cleared my throat. “And you… do you have a boyfriend?”

There was a long silence. Now, I wanted to take the question back. My hands were trembling. I felt like a thirteen-year-old in school all over again.

“Nope,” she replied. “I guess I’ve just been too busy with work and streaming.”

“Where do you work?” I asked.

“Aren’t you just full of questions today?” she said.

And again, I tensed up. I knew that I had to be careful not to push it, not to clump myself in with all of the men before me who tried and failed. “Sorry,” I said.

“We should probably get back on the stream.”

We played two consecutive games, winning both. With Billie Rae, I was lossless. I’d now played ten games with her and I hadn’t lost a single one. At first, I thought that she was just pulling me, and then, during our next break, she told me that she’d never won so many games in a row before at such a high rank. “It’s so good to have such a strong jungler,” she said to me, making me blush. “We work really well together.”

It was only a few minutes later that she was telling me about her childhood. She told me about her daddy taking her to the zoo. She told me about vacationing on Vancouver Island every summer, until she was sixteen. She cried when she told me about her mother passing away tragically on her eighteenth birthday. She was opening up to me… and I couldn’t help but think that she was really starting to like me. She trusted me to be so open with me.

And I started opening up with her. We could have chatted all night long, but her stream was still waiting, so we had to go back to the game.

We won another pair of games decisively. Then, right before we took another break, I heard her gasp. “Whoa,” she said.

“What is it?”

“My rank,” she said. “It’s gone way up. I don’t think it’s ever been this high.”

So I checked my rank too. We were both around 1,600. My skin tingled. I’d been that high before… but it had been a long, long time. Now, I had a lump in my throat. Old ideas began to flutter into my head. Old dreams resurfaced as new possibilities.

Maybe there was still a chance of going pro. Maybe some team would notice me if I could crack that 1,500 barrier. I just needed to win another five or six straight games to get there… I could do it with Billie Rae.

We went out for one last smoke break. Then, after chatting about her childhood retriever for a few minutes, she said, “I think I should probably head off to sleep. I still need to sign off with the stream and get all of the links up on my social media pages for the replays.”

“Don’t you just want to stay up for a bit longer? We could play a few more games… without the stream.” But now, I wasn’t asking because I wanted to keep on chatting with her. Now, I was asking because I wanted her to help me make my rank soar. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but I think we make a really good team. I, uh, really like you, Billie. You’re a cool girl. You’re a lot of fun to hang out with. I wish we could do it in person.”

There was a long, long silence. It was horrible… excruciating. Did I just ruin everything? Did she now think that I was hitting on her?

Was I hitting on her?

“I really had a long day,” she said to me. “Sorry. Maybe we can play again another night. Good night, John.”

And just like that, she was off. I tried to find her stream one last time, but it was hopeless: I couldn’t find it anywhere, as if she was streaming on some alternate internet that I didn’t know about.

I went to play a game without her, and suffered my first loss in three days. It was a close game, and the loss wasn’t my fault… but it was still a loss. Now, my rank was back down to 1,900. It was almost 1:00 AM now. I tried to play one more round: another loss, dropping me to 2,050.

I could feel the air being sucked out of me as I deflated. The universe decided to tease me just a little bit… and now I was just back to where I was before. It was just rubbing my decade of failure into my face, mocking me for pursuing a career as a professional gamer. I went to bed defeated, feeling idiotic—and that feeling only got worse when I realized I probably ruined things with Billie Rae too. Near the end of the night, I was practically ignoring her; when she told me about her childhood dog, I was hardly listening, just staring at my new shiny rank and fantasizing about being great again. I’m sure she noticed. I’m sure that’s why she cut me off so suddenly. And she didn’t even give me a date to look forward to: no ‘let’s play again tomorrow.’… Just, ‘maybe we can play again another night.’. It was a vague little rejection.

I ruined a good thing over some stupid fantasy that just wouldn’t leave me alone.

Rick smiled at me when he saw me the next morning. “You look tired,” he said with a grin. “Your date keep you up all night?”

I didn’t want to admit that my ‘date’ was never a date at all, and she ditched me when I became obsessed with my League of Legends ranking. So I just smiled, trying to insinuate that I had a hot night without having to lie with my words.

“I’m proud of you,” he said. “Did you end up dancing with her?”

“I didn’t get around to it,” I said.

“I’m telling you, John,” he continued. “Dancing is fun. It’s okay to look silly from time to time. Girls like it when you make yourself vulnerable.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said.

I was so wrapped up with my own stupid issues that it wasn’t until around 10:00 AM that I noticed he had a beaming look on his blushing face. “How was your night?” I asked him.

“It was good,” he said. And now, it looked like he was hiding a big smile, containing a big announcement. Maybe he’d been waiting all morning for me to ask him what was new.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Well,” he said. “I got an email this morning. It’s, uh, for a job. And I’m thinking of taking it. Just thinking.”

“A job?” I said.

“I probably shouldn’t say anymore than that. My parents taught me not to brag about an achievement until it’s actually an achievement.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, scratching at the side of my head.

“You know,” he said. “Like, don’t go bragging to people that you’ve started some weight loss program until you’ve already lost the weight—kind of like that.”

“Oh,” I said. “So you aren’t going to tell me about the job?”

“Maybe soon,” he said. “Like I said: I don’t know if I’m going to take it.”

“Would you leave here if you did?” I asked.

“I would have to,” he said. “But let’s not talk about that right now. Like I said; it was just an offer.”

I was happy for him… but also jealous, even though I had no idea what it was all about. I’d only known Rick for a little over a week, but I knew him well enough to know that if he was excited about something, it was probably something really cool. He already had an awesome life, and this was apparently something that would potentially make his life even more awesome.

Around noon, it occurred to me that his position would open up if he left. No, I wasn’t next in line to be the manager, but it would mean moving up in seniority—something that I thought wouldn’t happen for years. Carol would probably take his position, and then Andy would take Carol’s spot—and then maybe I could have Andy’s spot. It would mean a dollar raise—an extra eight bucks each day—forty bucks a week. That was enough for a few new skins on League of Legends… or maybe I could save it up so I could rent an apartment of my own one day, and stop being a bum in my parents’ house.

But like Rick said: it wasn’t something worth thinking about yet. It was just an offer, and he wasn’t even sure if he was considering it. That was his business to think about, not mine.

While he was looking at a wonderful life improvement, I had problems to think about: a life that was creeping by while I stagnated: no girlfriend, no achievements, and a job at the mall that was usually reserved for teenagers… At least it was my dream job…

At least, I thought that it was my dream job. Now that I’d been there for a week, I was starting to wonder if this really was such a great job. That morning, we were tasked with clearing all of the vintage games off of the vintage game shelf. We needed to make room for a new shipment of novelty bobble-heads. And now, there were rumours that we would soon be clearing out the Playstation wall so that we could expand our t-shirt selection. The XBOX wall would become the mixed-console wall. I was hardly working in a video game store anymore; now, it was more like some novelty gimmick shop that had a shrinking video game section. It wasn’t the video game paradise that I remembered when I was a child, and I would go into that shop and stare in wonder at the walls of game artwork, at the flashing game demos, at the gods who were the lucky chosen ones to work in that heavenly paradise…

I thought that I would be one of those gods. I thought kids would come in and look up to me the way I looked up to Game Stop workers when I was a kid. But instead, they would roll their eyes if I tried to approach them. If I walked up to them and said, “Hey kids, have you tried this new game?” They would giggle at me as if I was a complete loser. Our boss told us to push those bobble-heads, but the kids weren’t interested; the kids just wanted to browse through the T-shirts. “Does anyone even listen to these bands?” they would ask, and then they would leave the store laughing.

Our clientele was older: about my age. We mostly sold those bobble-heads to people who collected bobble-heads. I’m not one to pass judgement, but the average buyer was larger, usually either balding or with hair that hadn’t been cut in over half a decade. Many wore fedoras. They would buy every single bobble head, even if it was from some game or show they didn’t play or watch.

At the end of that day, our boss let us know that the shoe shop next door had inquired about expanding their stock room. They wanted to lease out our stock room, and my boss was now trying to figure out if we could shrink our shop to make room for a small stock area. “It would help to cut on the recent losses,” he said. And I was suddenly realizing that Rick was right: this wasn’t going to be a career. This job wouldn’t be around in five years time. I would probably never make manager—and if I did, it would be a temporary gig at best.

I had no backup plan.

And at the very end of that day, I looked over at Rick and saw that he still had that gleam in his eye and that beaming look on his face. He was still thinking about that job offer; and how could he possibly turn it down now?
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BR-Cat was online that night, but I didn’t message her. I didn’t want to seem desperate, so I played alone. I won a few, lost a few. My rank stagnated. Then, I looked at her name again on that list and thought about messaging her. A: I wanted to hang out with her and find out if I ruined my chances with her; and B: I wanted her to help me boost my rank. We won together, and now, winning was more important than ever. Now, I had that idea back in my head: going pro was quite possibly my only ticket off of this sinking ship that I was stuck on.

Rick was right: Game Stop wouldn’t be open in five years time, and I needed a backup. With no education and hardly any decent work experience, I was screwed. But if I could just go pro… if I could sneak onto a team.

See—maybe you know this or maybe you don’t, but pro teams live together. They live in team houses that are paid for by the team sponsors. Everyone has their bedroom, and the living room is like a big gaming cafe, with rows of computers where the players train together, preparing for tournaments. It was my dream to live in one of those houses.

I found myself outside, on the balcony, staring out at the city skyline. I looked out at the sea of homes. There were so, so many of them: thousands, as far as the eye could see… and I didn’t have one of my own. All of my old friends were in those homes, with their families, returning home from their careers…

I knew that my time was running out. I had one last shot at making something out of this professional gaming fantasy: one more month, and then I needed to move on. That was it. I wasn’t going to let this fantasy hold me back any longer. It had taken enough of my life away. I would take it seriously for one more month, and then I would delete the game, sell my computer, flip through the community college catalogue with my eyes closed and pick a trade at random.

This was it.

Rick announced two days later that he would be leaving. I didn’t get to see him again; our schedules didn’t line up. He had already gone onto his new job and spent his final two weeks working part time on weekends, while I worked weekdays. Without Rick, work wasn’t as much fun. My new manager, Chloe, was a growling feminist who scorned every man who came in to buy an anime poster featuring girls with big breasts. She would start every shift by taking down the new releases from the shelf, putting up the latest woke titles in their place to give them more exposure, and then she would spend the end of each shift putting the new releases back up where they belonged, because those companies were technically paying for that front-of-store exposure. She went on and on and on about TV shows I’d never heard of. She hate nothing but garlic-sauce shawarmas for lunch, giving her an odour that nobody could stand… Okay, enough about Chloe. The point is: work was no longer enjoyable at all. But the dread of spending the day with Chloe provided me with the motivation I needed in the evenings to boost my rank. I managed to inch my rank back into the top 2000.

I was no longer playing with Billie Rae, though I always wanted to message her. Now, she was out of my league, ranked 1350 and climbing a little bit every day. I was too afraid of asking her to play, worried that I would drag her rank down. But the thought of catching up to her so that she would want to play with me again… that was even more motivation to work hard.

I spent that weekend playing like I used to: fourteen hours on Saturday, and then eighteen hours on Sunday. I inched my way up, up, up. I reached 1600… and then I hit 1550. My hands were trembling from playing for so long. My eyes were sore from staring at the screen.

But it wasn’t for nothing.

My life changed that Monday morning. I woke up to a message from an unknown user. “Are you based out of Alberta?”

“Yeah, why,” I replied.

I didn’t get a response back until after work that evening. “I’m the owner of Centennial Greens,” he said. “We’re starting a professional gaming team. Two months ago, we purchased a property in Red Deer. It’s an eight-bedroom home and the renovations are almost complete. We’re looking to sign three new members to our competitive team.”

It was the moment I’d been working towards for over a decade. No, it wasn’t an established team with a trophy room and an alumni of legendary players… but it was still a team.

The message continued. “We’ve already been accepted to play in the National Qualifier. The Qualifier is in two weeks and training would start ASAP, if you’re interested.”

“Sign me up,” I said. Was it the perfect offer? No—far from it… but it was a step in the right direction. It was further than I’d ever been. Nobody had ever offered me a spot on a team. This was my chance to prove something.

I called my boss at Game Stop and told them that I wasn’t coming back into work. They told me that I couldn’t leave without giving two weeks, unless I wanted to lose them as a name on my resume references. It was a risk that I had to take.

I packed up my bags. I told my parents that I was moving to Red Deer, two hours away. They were shocked. My dad gave me the familiar spiel about gaming not being a real career. But it was just more motivation; I would prove him wrong… finally.

The top eight teams at the National Qualifier would go on to play Nationals, and then the winner of Nationals would play the World Circuit. Every tournament in Worlds had million-dollar prizes. Even if we could just win one of those tournaments…

I got into my car that night and left for my new life. I drove in the night, in the rain, moving carefully in the slow lane so I wouldn’t hydroplane off of the road and die before I could taste my fantasy.

I arrived at the mansion in Red Deer at 2:00 AM. The key box was on the door. I’d been given the code, and a room number. The code worked. The key was there. I stepped in and was struck by that new home smell—as well as the smell of computer parts and keyboard cleaning aerosol.

The place was dark, but I could see the computer room: the black silhouettes of desktop computers in that dark space. I took off my shoes and left my bags by the door, sauntering over. My heart was racing. I looked at those expensive monitors. The walls were covered in Centennial Green logos. It was a cannabis company. Monster Energy drinks had also agreed to be a sponsor. There were glowing Monster mini-fridges in the room, changing colour every few seconds. I couldn’t wait to start playing.

I couldn’t wait to meet my new teammates.
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My bedroom was upstairs, in the back corner of the house. It was a small room, like a bedroom you might find in a cheap Tokyo hotel. I didn’t mind; I didn’t need much personal space. The tiny bed was enough for me. They provided white sheets and a single pillow; it was a bit stiff, but fine for me. I didn’t get a great sleep that night, but not because the bed was lousy; I was just excited, restless, counting down the seconds until my career as a professional gamer would finally start.

Then, I woke up to the sound of laughing downstairs. I rubbed my eyes, remembered the excitement of the previous day, and then I jumped to my feet. I scrambled into clean clothes and then I rushed down the stairs to meet my team.

There, standing in the room were four guys and two girls. They all stopped and turned to look at me. There was a moment of silence before I broke it by saying, “Are you guys my new teammates?” I felt myself blushing. They were all in pyjamas, sipping coffees. They seemed like cool people: all at least five years younger than me, fit, put-together. There was one guy with a long beard and a balding head, but he still had a strangely charming look about him. “Bruce,” the bearded man said, extending his hand. “Team captain. My gamertag is Tank.”

I knew Tank! He was ranked 600, but had flirted with the top 250 before. I suddenly felt like a fanboy, trying to hide my grin. I knew that I was blushing. “Hi,” I said. “J-Rock. Uh, I mean John. J-Rock is my gamertag.”

“Cool! We’ve played before,” he said. It was true, but I was shocked that he remembered; it was almost five years earlier…

“Hi, J-Rock,” said another man. He was short, but handsome, with long black hair that looked like male model hair. I suppose, by pro gaming standards, he was a pretty boy—though to normal folk he was probably just another nerd. “Roger. Race-Star on League.”

“Race-Star!” I gasped.

He smiled with a modest, rosy look on his face. “You know me?”

“Of course I know you!” I said.

Then, I turned my gaze to the others. Franklin was the tall, skinny fellow with the glasses. He was shy, saying nothing but his name and his gamertag: Griswold Gamer. I’d never heard of him, but I didn’t want to be rude by asking his rank.

Then there was Erin, a chunky girl with black hair and bad acne, but she still had a pretty face, with long lashes and piercing green eyes. “Kitten Krusader,” she said. I’d heard of her, but she wasn’t ranked high—not even in the top 3000. I was surprised to see her there.

Next stepped up Gregory, also known as Gobbler. He had a crooked grin on his face. His body was covered in tattoos, including a neck tattoo that said, ‘Fuck Bitches’. He couldn’t have been taller than five-two. “Nice to meet ya,” he grinned.

“Likewise,” I said. I’d heard of him too, but I had no idea where he ranked.

There was only one more person in that room: a blonde with pink highlights. She was wearing one of those fluffy, baggy hoodies with the cat ears on the hood—one of those outfits that all the E-girls wear. She was wearing a tiny pair of booty shorts, showing off her big League of Legends thigh-piece.

She had big eyes… scared eyes. She was frozen. Her skin was pale… or maybe she was just very, very fair…

“Hi there,” I smiled.

“Hi,” she said softly.

“You going to introduce yourself, or what?” Gobbler said with a chuckle.

The girl cleared her throat. “We, uh, already know each other.”

“We do?” I said.

She smiled, pressing her lips firmly together. It almost seemed like she was afraid of me. “My name is, uh… Billie… Billie Rae.”

It’s hard to properly describe shock, but I’ll do my best. It hit me like a truck. It knocked the wind out of me. It left me speechless. I was looking at the girl I’d spent three weeks swooning over. I couldn’t believe my eyes—literally. I literally thought that I was imagining the woman in front of me. She was… beautiful. She was glowing. She had her makeup all pretty, her hair straightened. She had a pair of white stockings pulled up her legs.

And I suddenly remembered that she did a lingerie day each week… so, of course, I was imagining her now in lingerie. I blushed. I cleared my throat. I squirmed. I made a smile that was probably very, very lame. “Billie,” I said with a squeak in my voice. “Um, it’s, uh, nice to finally meet you in person.”

“Likewise,” she said softly.

The terrified look on her face suggested that she did not want to be seeing me. Maybe she thought that she was now going to be trapped in a house with some obsessed freak. All of her stalkers before were online, messaging her on her various social media platforms; they were never in the flesh like I was now. I almost wanted to promise her that I wouldn’t be weird… but words meant nothing. I would have to prove it with my actions…

But at the same time, she was so beautiful. I couldn’t help but imagine a scenario in which there was some gamer-house romance between us. I guess my fantasy was likely her nightmare.

“Look at the two of you,” Gobbler said, patting me hard on the back. “You’re like old besties. So, I’m guessing you’re our jungler, huh?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I guess so.” I was red all over. There was a mirror on the back wall letting me know that I looked completely flustered, like a teen boy seeing a girl in a bra for the first time.

“Finally,” said Tank. “Gris has been filling in on jungle for the past week. It’ll be great to have a pro in the jungle.”

“He’s good,” Billie Rae whispered. She looked at me with a small smile before looking away quickly. I was surprised to see how shy she was. How could a beautiful woman like her be so shy? Did she not stream in underwear? Why did I make her so uncomfortable?

“Have some coffee, J-Rock,” said Gobbler, thrusting a mug of black coffee into my hands. “We’re going to start grinding in twenty minutes. You get to show us what you can do.” He grinned.

I was tense all over. There was so much happening, so fast. And now, Billie Rae’s nervous energy was rubbing off on me. I couldn’t stop thinking if there was something that I said to her before she left me that last night that we played together. She hadn’t spoken to me since then. Did I say something awkward? Did I make her feel scared?

My station was right next to hers. They played a game while I set my computer up. They won quite decisively within twenty-five minutes. “Ready to play, new guy?” Tank asked.

A team could only have five players on it. With eight guys in the house—that made three into alternates. Therefore, we were all competing for a competitive spot. It was how all competitive teams operated. Over the next couple of weeks, we would be competing internally to decide who would get a spot on the main roster.

For me, that meant competition with the one person who was yet to show up at the house. I didn’t have to compete with Billie Rae—she specialized in a position called ‘mid’, and I played a position called ‘jungle’. Gobbler played bottom-lane as something called an ADC… look, as I’ve said before, the game details aren’t that important. All you really need to know is, I wasn’t an ADC. I wasn’t a mid-lane player. I wasn’t a support. I wasn’t a tank.

Griswold Gamer, the tall, lanky fellow I’d never heard of, was competition for Billie Rae’s mid-lane position. Erin (aka Kitten Crusader) was competition for the position as the team’s damage-dealer (also known as an ADC) with Gobbler. I would be competing for the role in the jungle. Meanwhile, Bruce (Tank) was guaranteed a spot as our team’s tank, because he was also the team captain—and part of his job was choosing who made the cut and who would sit on the sidelines as an alternate. Roger (aka Race-Star) was our team’s only support player, not having to compete with anyone—and that wasn’t so controversial, seeing as he was quite possibly the best support player in the country.

So for me, that day should have been relatively relaxing; I wasn’t competing for a spot on that roster… yet. It was my chance to get a feel for my new teammates, who would be my teammates for the next few months… and maybe even the next few years.

I’d never played with the same people quite so much. Sure, I’d joined parties before. I’d spent entire nights with the same group of people. Sometimes I played with the same friends night after night… but this was different. These were the best players I’d ever played with, and we all had our roles. Now, instead of going into a game with the simple goal of ‘winning’, we were going into games with very specific goals in mind: “This time,” Bruce, our team captain would say, “I want us all to focus hard on pushing mid-lane. We’re going to try to down their mid tower before the five-minute mark.”

It was the kind of training I’d always fantasized about, being in that room, with my teammates physically next to me…

But it wasn’t going quite as imagined. Now, I was tense. I could smell Billie Rae’s perfume. I could see her bare, smooth thighs out of the corner of my eye. Whenever I did something positive for the team, like get an early kill or steal a creep from the enemy jungle, Billie Rae would turn and look at me with a soft smile, those cat-ears perked upright on her headphones. My whole body would tingle, remembering all of those long, personal conversations we’d had before… and that would always lead to me remembering her awkwardly leaving me that one night before ghosting me… Was it something I said? Did she think that I was turning into one of her many stalkers?

Well, now I could see why she had stalkers; she was beautiful. In fact, I would go as far as saying that I’d never seen a more beautiful gamer at a high level like that. Even now, wearing her pyjamas, I was tempted to look at her body. She had the zipper down to her sternum, showing off a bit of her chest. She had small but perky breasts, pushed up in what appeared to be a push-up bra.

She was a distraction, to say the least.

We lost our first game, and it was possibly my fault. When the score sheet came up at the end, there was my name at the very bottom of the list: more deaths than kills, the lowest amount of money and experience gained in the game. I got a nervous glare from our team captain.

Then, Gobbler jumped to his feet and gave me a firm pat on the back. “He’s just nervous,” he said. “He just needs to get the butterflies out—isn’t that right, J-Rock?”

“Sorry guys,” I said, blushing. “I’m usually better than that.” I looked to Billie Rae for confirmation. She just smiled, but she didn’t defend me. I felt suddenly nervous, wondering if maybe I wasn’t quite at their level. I started getting terrible thoughts in my head: what if I dragged them down? What if I stopped this team from making it to Nationals?

And then came the replay. Bruce made us sit down and watch the whole thing, from start to finish. It wasn’t something I was used to doing… It was tedious, but also humiliating. Everyone in that room had their screen set on me as I relived my blunders. I hardly noticed those blunders during the game… I guess that’s the point of watching a replay… but it was horribly awkward, in a room full of strangers, all of them in judgemental model. My first impression had already been set, and it wasn’t a good one.

Finally, forty minutes later, it was time for another game. Now, I had to redeem myself. I had to focus on the game, not on what was happening around me…

But it was easier said than done. Now, Billie Rae was out, taking a break while Griswold Gamer took the spot at mid.

We were playing against a random team online, composed of equally ranked players. Griswold was in the zone, leaned close to his screen, determined to be the team’s primary mid-lane player… Billie Rae was now painting her fingernails next to me, with her feet up on her desk. She was humming quietly, looking cute… almost as if she was trying to tease me, trying to distract me. Her fluffy onesie was pulled high up her legs, showing more thigh than ever before… and I swear her perfume was even stronger now.

No—that was in my head.

“C’mon, J-Rock!” growled Griswold Gamer. “You need to get those!” Apparently, I missed an easy kill near mid-lane… and that enemy ended up getting a hard hit onto Griswold Gamer, forcing him to retreat while the opposing mid player continued collecting experience and money on that mid-lane.

The game details—as I’ve said before—aren’t important. All you need to know is, Griswold was working hard to do better than Billie Rae, and now, he was already pissed with me, just a few minutes into the game. Because of my blunder, he was playing from behind, grumbling under his breath. And yes, he was clawing his way back into the game with hard work. Around the fifteen-minute mark, I made another little blunder, missing an important attack on an enemy—and that enemy ended up reaching him, killing him as he was trying to escape an ambush. He died. He turned and glared at me, eyes dark, ears fuming. He said nothing… to my face. All of his words were now being grumbled under his breath.

He worked to catch up, now pretending like I wasn’t in the game. There were opportunities for us to work together, but he chose to go alone. We could have both gained experience and money from a number of little excursions, but he was convinced I would just weigh him down. Yes, in the end, he did okay. He finished second in kills, behind the opposing team’s MVP. We lost, but he still glared at me with a smug smile once it was finished, as if to say, ‘I’m better than you, no matter how many times you trip me up.’ I sunk into my seat, seeing my name once again at the bottom of that list. Maybe it was my destiny to end up as an alternate.

But I wasn’t the one to be scolded by the captain after the game. We watched the replay, and then Bruce turned to Griswold Gamer and shook his head. “This is a team game,” he said. “Selfish plays like that are going to cost us important games. You’re lucky that wasn’t an important game.”

I could see Griswold Gamer turning red, about to burst, about to scream in his own defence… but even he knew it wouldn’t go well for him, so he kept his trap shut. Then, Bruce turned to me and said, “Keep up the good work.” And again, Griswold turned red as he contemplated screaming in his own defence.

It was his turn to sit out. He went off to play games on his own, seemingly determined to prove that he could win games without us. Billie Rae (aka BR-Cat) was back in. She looked at me and smiled.

I was now responsible for two consecutive losses. I really needed to step it up if I was going to keep that spot on that team, that bedroom in that house, and that ticket to my first tournament in more years than I was willing to admit to.

The game started. I was tense, hands trembling. I focussed hard on making no mistakes. It was another sloppy start, with me getting caught off-guard—not killed, but chased back to the base to heal up, losing precious seconds of grinding time in those early minutes of the game. I saw Griswold glaring over at me, smirking, positive that whoever was coming tonight was going to be replacing me.

I couldn’t let him win.

I noticed Billie Rae buying an unusual item—one that she would often buy when we played together before. I knew this strategy of hers. I knew it involved some unorthodox tactics, floating around the map in unexpected ways… unexpected if you weren’t familiar with the tactic, that is. I knew this plan, so she didn’t even have to ask me to move into position, staying close to her. Her plan was to bait the opponent into thinking she was an easy kill. It was my opportunity to stage an ambush… and it worked. The plan went off perfectly without a word spoken between us. We played well together, thanks to many games playing together.

Now, with their mid-lane player dead, I was able to help her push the tower. We took it down before he respawned: more experience, more money, more of an advantage.

We managed to pull a similar trick a few minutes later, on the same opponent. “The enemy mid is a total noob,” Griswold chimed in from behind us, his jealousy obvious in his voice.

But the enemy mid-lane player was no noob. I recognized his name; he was a frequent player in the top 1500, probably one of the top 300 mid-lane players in the game. If Griswold Gamer had been playing that game for over a decade like me, he would have known that.

We won our first game as a team, and we all cheered as if we’d won a tournament worth a million bucks. Griswold Gamer growled from his corner, now sipping on one of the many free Monster Energy Drinks from one of the many mini-fridges.

And the timing couldn’t have been better, as a man stepped into the house, wearing a white dress shirt and freshly ironed tan dress pants. His hair was slicked back. He had a shiny gold Rolex on his wrist. Tank perked up, so we all did the same. “Mr. Tannery,” Tank said. “Nice to see you.”

“Does that say Victory?” the man, apparently named Mr. Tannery, said.

Tank blushed.

“That’s what I like to see,” the man said.

Then Tank turned to the rest of us. “Guys, this is Horatio Tannery. He’s the owner of Centennial Greens Cannabis, and the owner of our team.”

This was the man who had been contacting me online. He wasn’t at all what I expected when I found out he owned a pot shop. I guess it wasn’t a strip-mall pot shop… it was a massive chain spanning across Western Canada, and now expanding into the US states where cannabis was legalized.

He took a moment to shake our hands. We all introduced ourselves. Then, he looked at my screen and said, “Looks like you had a good game, John.” He looked right into my eyes and smiled. Now, I couldn’t see Griswold, but I was sure that he was fuming behind me.

“Thank you, Mr. Tannery,” I said.

“Call me Horatio,” he said. Then he turned to the rest of the group. “I just wanted to pop in and see how things were shaping up. I booked flights for the qualifiers today. I need to go over some details with Tank. But first, I just want to see how things are going. Maybe you guys could let me watch a game or two.” He looked around, spotted the empty chair of the jungler who hadn’t yet showed up, and sat down. There was a nervousness in the room, especially with those of us who didn’t yet know if we were on the team, or if we were alternates. Tank turned to Griswold Gamer and said, “It’s your turn. This time, uh, we’ll sub in Erin in the jungle. Greg, you can take a break.”

“Sure thing, boss,” Gobbler smiled, and then he went off to make himself a snack.

I stayed to watch the game: a complete disaster of a game, with Griswold Gamer going off and trying to be a star. He was trying hard to compensate for his previous losses, trying to single-handedly win the game in front of the team’s financier. It ended in disaster, with him being flanked three consecutive times. We call that ‘feeding’ the opponent. Now, the enemy had a player who was three levels higher than anyone else, and he was floating around the map killing everyone.

There were many red faces, but none were redder than Griswold Gamer’s face. “It’s not really fair,” Griswold said in front of everyone, including Horatio. “I had no jungle support. Kitten isn’t an actual jungler.”

“I did the best that I could…” Erin whispered, looking down with red cheeks.

It was a mean attack, though Griswold Gamer didn’t seem to see it as one. He looked uncaring as he stood there, arms crossed, feeling like the victim—and thinking everyone else would see him as such.

Honestly, it was a best-case scenario for me. He wasn’t winning any points with the team, with Horatio, or with Bruce. Horatio stood up, looking a bit uneasy—nervous that this team he’d assembled wasn’t the force he thought it would be… or maybe that was just my nervous interpretation. “Bruce, maybe I could chat with you in the office before I need to run to Calgary to catch my flight out.”

“Sure thing,” Bruce said, and then he pounced onto his feet and hurried to catch up with Horatio, upstairs, in the office boardroom that was built for team meetings.

The room was silent now. Gobbler was back with his snack, putting chips into his mouth. “What did I miss?” he asked. The tone was awkward now. I couldn’t help but feel to blame. They were all so positive when I met them that morning, and now, after a few hours of playing with me, they all looked like they were about to give up on their gaming careers.

“It’s okay,” Billie Rae said to me a few minutes later, when I was upstairs in my room, trying to find my toiletries bag in my suitcase. She was standing in my doorway. “When I showed up the other day, I was a total mess. You aren’t doing so bad—a couple little mistakes.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I, uh, don’t think they love me so much down there.”

“You’re fine. You’re just in your own head. Relax and you’ll be just fine.” She smiled. She clasped her hands at her waist. It was in that moment that I realized she’d changed into a tight little dress with a heart cutout at her chest, showing her perky cleavage. I tried not to look at her chest… or her legs, which were stocking-clad now.

“It’s nice to finally meet you, by the way,” I said, trying hard not to blush.

She stood quietly for a moment, shying her face away. “Likewise,” she said.

“Did I, uh… Say something to freak you out… the other night?” I said.

“No. Why?” she said.

“I don’t know,” I said with a smile. “I thought that maybe I scared you off somehow. We just didn’t play again after that.”

“You never messaged me,” she said with small giggle.

“You didn’t message me!” I said.

She blushed. She pressed his lips firmly together. “Well, I’m happy you’re here. I think we work well together.” She smiled, and then she sheepishly scurried off.

After a lunch break, we played four more games. I played in all four. Griswold played in two and Billie Rae played in two. We won the games with Billie Rae, bu not the games with Griswold, though that wasn’t necessarily his fault. He was still refusing to work with me in the early game to get early kills. He tried a few times to go off on his own, without warning any of us. Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn’t. He wasn’t a bad player… but he was showing a dark side of himself that just wasn’t jiving with the rest of the team.

And that afternoon, it came to bite him in the ass. Bruce went off to work on some administrative emails that he needed to reply to as team captain. There, he found an invite to a professional team scrimmage with another team from Canada. Within minutes, he had a game set up for that night, to be streamed on Twitch to about fifty thousand people or so. He also had Billie Rae send the notification out to her fans, to let them know when to tune in. It was a big best-of-three showdown: the first promotional match as a team, the start of our professional careers (except for Bruce, who had played previously on two pro teams). And as for Griswold Gamer, he sat all three games out. Bruce thought it would be better with BR-Cat on mid. Because now, it wasn’t about practising tactics; it was about winning.

Griswold stormed off and we didn’t see him that night, not even when we gathered with a bottle of champagne to celebrate our 2-1 victory over a well-established team. Bruce was the MPV in both of our wins, and our one loss was a very narrow defeat. We played well together, and that strong victory just cemented Billie Rae as the team’s main mid player.
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In the night, I heard the newcomer. It must have been close to 3:00 AM, and we’d all only been in bed for an hour, having stayed up to celebrate, polishing off one bottle of champagne, and then a whole case of beer between the seven of us. We all went down tipsy. We all went down with smiles on our faces… well, except, of course, for Griswold Gamer, who spent the night in his own room, playing games on his alternate computer.

The newcomer was quiet, sneaking up to his room, closing the door softly, and then not making another peep. I was nervous. I had no idea who it was, but I had a feeling I would recognize their gamertag… I knew most of the jungle-players in the top 2000… maybe even the top 3000. I was sure he was going to give me a serious run for my money.

But I slept well, half-drunk, exhausted from a long, stressful day. The giddiness of my first streamed victory on a team… it was historic; it was something that I would always remember. I couldn’t stop grinning, ear to ear. I must have fallen asleep with a smile on my face.

I was there in the kitchen in the morning, sipping coffee with the rest of them. Even Griswold was there, looking like a new person: calm, collected. He’d had some time to reflect… and apparently, he’d put some serious work into his gaming reputation. While we were partying, he logged an impressive twelve games in the solo-queue, winning eleven, boosting his rank to an impressive 950. Even Bruce’s eyes lit up when he saw that we had another teammate in the top 1000.

Griswold got the first game of the morning while Billie Rae was upstairs, doing her makeup. She was scheduled to stream that night. While we were drinking the night before, she explained to me that part of her contract included three one-hour streams each week. “I can’t help but feel like they just brought me in for the publicity,” she blushed. She didn’t talk much, even when we were drinking. She kept to herself, in her corner. It was so strange to think that somebody who was brave enough to stream in lingerie could be so shy around a small group of nerds. Even after a few beers, she was quiet, blushing whenever someone spoke to her. She didn’t get into any one-on-one conversations. I couldn’t help but think that my presence was making her ruthlessly uncomfortable. I remembered that last conversation we had, before she started ghosting me. I told her that I wished we could play together in person, and she got awkward and went offline. Now, we were there, together… forced together by forces out of our control…

There was a moment when I thought that I should tap out, leave that team for her sake; maybe that would be the gentlemanly thing to do. But this was my dream; I couldn’t just leave because my presence was possibly making a girl uncomfortable.

Griswold won that first game, taking the MVP position. He was beaming now, though he was still doing that thing where he went off on his own. Was he good? Of course. Was he gambling every time he did that? Definitely.

Billie Rae came in for the next game, but wasn’t quite herself. She was a bit slugging, maybe with a bit of a hangover. She missed some important shots, lost her tower early, and then found herself scrambling from behind for the rest of the match. It was a lost game. Griswold came in for the next match: another win.

Now, his rank was a glittering 875. He was smiling, beaming, making Billie Rae nervous. She had a pale look on her face. I found her in the kitchen and told her that it was all okay. “I’m just distracted,” she said. “I have to do this stream tonight, and I feel like it’s just so much to think about right now. I also have to drive to the big city tomorrow for the weekend. There’s a lot going on.”

“Just relax. You’re the better mid,” I said. “You’ll be just fine. We won that match last night.”

She stared into my eyes, looking strangely guilty. I didn’t understand that look. I had no idea what it could have meant, so I just smiled and went back to the game room.

Billie Rae was called in. She moved slowly to her computer, logged in, joined the group, and then we joined a game. It was another rough go: not a terrible game, but not a victory. It wasn’t her fault, but she didn’t do anything to help either. Griswold didn’t gloat, but the grin on his face was obvious. I couldn’t blame him; he was clawing his way back onto the team, taking advantage of Billie Rae’s bad situation.

Griswold came in, and we won.

Then, it was Billie Rae’s turn again. It was going well. We were actually in a decisively lead, with Bruce sitting the game out and Erin taking his spot. Now, Bruce was upstairs, presumably getting himself ready for the day. We took out two towers. We killed three guys without losing one… But then it took a bad turn.

“Wow,” a girl voice said behind me. I looked back, not recognizing that voice. Billie Rae and Erin were both in the game with me…

Now, standing behind me was a platinum blonde with a small button nose. She had huge dark eyelashes and a petite body. Her small perky tits weren’t in a bra; they didn’t need the support, but the lack of bra made it so her nipples were visible through her tight white shirt.

“Don’t mind me,” she smiled. “Pretend like I’m not here.”

“O—Okay,” I said, but I could smell her. She was wearing a strong perfume. I swear I could feel the warm heat radiating off of her body.

She was distracting… so I didn’t realize that Billie Rae was in the jungle, setting up for one of her classic baits. I wasn’t there to help her when the enemy arrived. I was late to rush in, and then she was killed.

I was okay… we were still ahead.

But I missed the next one again. I don’t know why, but I just didn’t hear her when she told me she was going into the jungle. My mind must have been elsewhere… maybe on the blonde that was now sitting in my peripheral vision. Who was she? Bruce was showing her everything. Was she his girlfriend? Why was he showing her that empty station? Why was she inspecting the area?

Wait… was she the other jungler?

I looked back. I saw her now with a keyboard. She was setting it up. She must have been the final piece of the team!

It was hard to believe that a girl like that could be a gamer. I mean—yes, Billie Rae was beautiful, and it was hard to believe that Billie Rae was a gamer too… but this was different. I’m not saying that this girl was sexier than Billie Rae; not at all. It was just the way that this girl presented herself: like a Barbie doll, fingers professionally manicured, wearing expensive clothes, with a little purse. Billie Rae had the whole E-girl thing going on. She did her makeup like a classic ‘gamer girl’. She wore the E-girl clothes and had gaming tattoos.

“John!” snapped Gobbler. “Can we get a ward down so that doesn’t happen again?”

“A ward?” I said. “So what doesn’t happen?”

He looked over and glared at me.

I looked at the score and realized we were down. We were losing now—and it was only about to get worse.

I heard Bruce behind me, talking to the girl. “You can play a game or two to warm up. Everyone else will be taking a lunch break soon. Would you prefer I call you Rachael, or Tuesday?”

“Either or,” she said with her girly voice.

Wait… Tuesday. There was one jungler in the top 1500 named Tuesday. I’d never played with her… I never even knew that she was a girl. She’d been on a professional team that went to Worlds. In fact, I was pretty sure that she’d won a tournament! I looked back at her. If she had won that tournament, that would explain her expensive fashion.

Then, I looked back, the enemy team was moving in to ambush Billie Rae. “Fuck,” I groaned. I tried to make it in time, but I was too late.

Now, the enemy had momentum. They used it to win.

Nobody blamed me for the loss. All eyes went to Billie Rae. She looked to the floor. “Sorry, guys,” she said.

“It was my fault,” I said, but nobody paid attention to me, because my score was fine. I outplayed the enemy jungler. I had a strong finish, despite the loss. But all the momentum came from Billie Rae’s faults… maybe they were my faults. Maybe the game would have gone differently had I been faster to react. Could I blame myself?

“I should probably stop for the day,” she said. “I still have to do that stream… I’m not even close to being ready.”

“That was a good game,” I said to her. “Minus a few little blips. We’ll get the blips smoothed out.”

She just smiled at me and then went to get ready for her stream. It was one of her lingerie streams. She had a whole setup in her bedroom; it was the reason she was given the house’s master bedroom. Part of her contract included streaming, and she needed that privacy to stream… especially if she was doing it in underwear.

That night, we had another exhibition match with another team, all set up by Bruce. It was streamed. I played jungle while Tuesday watched from behind me. It was a best of three, and we won the first and second round. “You’re pretty good,” she said to me, batting her big eyelashes.

But the wins weren’t because of me. I played average at best, matching the opposing jungler. Bruce was putting up the big numbers, and Griswold played a couple of outstanding games at mid.

Bruce had a bottle of champagne ready. He blushed as he opened it. Then, he looked around, “Where’s Billie? Is she still streaming?”

“I think she’s getting ready to leave for the weekend,” said Erin.

“I’ll go see if she wants to come celebrate,” I said, perking up at the opportunity to have one last chat with Billie before she left for three days. I wanted to make sure that things between us weren’t awkward. The tension was becoming borderline unbearable. She wasn’t owning up to any discomfort, but I could tell that there was something there: something making her want to leave that gamer house, never to return.

I went up to her room and saw that the door was half open, so I assumed it was safe to go in. I could hear her packing a bag, so I just pushed the door open and said, “Hey, Billie. We won the tournament, and we were hoping you could come down and—”

She was tense, standing there in a tight orange fishnet one-piece, with nothing covering her breasts underneath. She quickly covered her chest and gasped, and I looked away… a moment too late. Her pussy was covered by black panties, but she still used her other hand to cover her crotch. “John!” she gasped.

I jumped out of the room. “Sorry!” I said. “Your door was open, and… I thought you were packing!”

“I am packing!” she said. “I was just out using the bathroom! The door didn’t close all the way! That doesn’t mean that you can just let yourself in!”

“I’m sorry!” I gasped.

I knew that my face was dark red. I knew that I hadn’t made anything better with the blunder; now, if there was tension before, it was only going to get worse.

There was a long silence before she said, “Okay, come in.”

Now, she had a grey satin kimono over her lingerie-clad body. Her cheeks were dark red and her gaze was turned to the floor. “What did you want?”

Again, I invited her downstairs, but she declined the offer. “I have to pack to go. I can’t have a drink before driving down the freeway.”

“You could just hang out for a bit.”

I looked at her bags. They were all packed. Was she leaving for good? “You’re coming back… right?”

“I just have to deal with some things back home,” she said.

“I know today was a bit of a bust, but that doesn’t mean you’re off the team, Billie. Griswold had a good day. But you’re the better jungler. Believe me; you’re way easier to play with. Don’t leave. Okay?”

She made a small smile. “You’re sweet, John,” she said. “I’m not worried about that. It’s… It’s just personal stuff that I have to square up.”

“Okay,” I said. Then I smiled. “I’m looking forward to training with you when you’re back.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment… a long, long moment. Why was she still staring into my eyes? Why wasn’t she looking away? Did she have something to say? Was she waiting for me to leave? “John, can you, uh, close that door?”

I closed the door. My heart fluttered. Was she going to address the awkward elephant in the room now? Was she going to bring up that terrible final moment we had together before she ghosted me? “What is it?” I asked.

“There’s something that I should probably come clean about. I—I don’t really know how to say this, and I feel like you’re going to get really weird about it…”

“What is it?” I asked. Now, my heart was racing. Was she going to tell me that she had a boyfriend, and her boyfriend didn’t know that we played together or something?

She kept staring into my eyes, afraid to say anything. “Promise to keep it a secret?”

“Sure. Whatever,” I said.

She turned that gaze to the floor. “Griswold doesn’t know it, but he’s going to be the mid alternate.”

“What?” I said. “What makes you say that? I mean—I know you’re the better player on mid. But… How can you be so confident.”

“I’m not the better player,” she said. “He’s really good. But… He’s just here while I square things off back home. Bruce doesn’t even know it. I talked about it with Horatio. Part of my contract is that I’m guaranteed a spot on the main roster as long as I’m streaming: three times a week now, and then five times once the circuit starts. It’s part of the sponsorship endorsement with Centennial Greens.”

“Wait… actually?” I said.

She nodded her head, looking guilty. “He’s just filling in while I go back and forth. I might have to miss an important game or two in the pre-season—maybe early in the National circuit season. He’ll fill in for me, and then he’ll just be an alternate. We don’t have Centennial Greens as a sponsor without me on the main roster. It’s been weighing on me, John. It’s really not something I’m happy about, but they want me and Bruce to be like the faces of the team: he’s the veteran gamer that everyone knows, and I’m the fresh streamer with the big following.”

“I—I guess that makes sense.”

“But we can’t lose our pre-season matches. We need a pro mid to fill in, and nobody would agree to doing it knowing they’re just temporary.” She looked down again. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

“It’s fine. Your secret is safe with me,” I said. “But, uh, he’s going to be mad.”

“He’s not going to find out,” she said, darting her gaze up to look into my eyes. “I just… I need to play better, so he doesn’t get too suspicious when Bruce names me as the main. Ideally, Horatio won’t even have to tell Bruce to pick me over him; the goal is that it happens naturally. But after today…”

“Today was just a hiccup,” I said. “We all have bad days. Franklin’s bad day was yesterday. And honestly, he played fine today, but he’s still being selfish, making risky plays. You can’t play like that in a tournament. Bruce would never take the risk.”

She let out a small smile. “I’m glad you’re here, John,” she said softly. “I really missed playing with you.”

“And I’m glad you’re here,” I smiled. “I really thought I would come here and it would be a bunch of guys with bad B.O. It’s nice to have a pretty girl here.”

She blushed, and then I blushed harder.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’m not hitting on you. But, uh, you are pretty. You’re really pretty. And, uh, it’s honestly been distracting. I hope I’m not making you feel uncomfortable. I’m not trying to. I just… I just want you to know, I guess… I don’t know why.” I knew that I was starting to ramble, and it only got worse from there. Honestly, I can’t even remember what I said after that, but I went on for another embarrassing minute, rambling on and on, trying to dig myself out of a hole while only putting myself deeper into it. She finally shut me up by walking up to me and giving me a kiss on the lips. It was a beautiful five-second kiss that ended with her pulling her head away and saying, “I’m sorry, I don’t know why I did that.”

And how could I control myself after that? How could I keep my hands off of her? I grabbed her and threw her onto her bed. She laughed, her body bouncing playfully. I pounced onto her and pushed her arms up, over her head. I looked down into her glittering eyes. She turned red, letting out a pretty little gasp.

I knew this was a big mistake. I knew this was only going to complicate an already complicated situation… and I really had no idea just how complicated I was about to make her situation, and my situation. But now, it seemed like the damage had been done; I had nothing left to lose, so I went in for another kiss, and she accepted it.

I could feel some reluctance. She was a shy girl, no matter how she presented herself. It was a minute before she finally parted her lips enough to share tongues. When I moved my hands on her body, she grabbed my wrists to stop them. I caught myself tempted to apologize a few times, but I didn’t want to kill the mood. She was warming up… slowly. She would close her eyes, take a slow breath, and then she would allow it to go a little bit further.

“They’re going to wonder where we are,” I whispered.

“Then you better be fast,” she said.

I felt her hand reaching down into my pants. I felt her fingers wrapping around my erection. I gasped as she began to tug. I watched her face flush red. I watched her eyes glitter. “Oh my God,” I heard her whisper. “It’s… hard.”

“Why are you surprised?” I asked with a nervous little laugh.

In that moment, I felt like my dreams had finally come true in every way imaginable: all of that hard work, all of that suffering… it was all finally paying off. I was on a pro team. I was living in a gamer house. I basically had a girlfriend now too: a smoking hot E-girl girlfriend: every gamer boy’s dreams.

But the ultimate fantasy was about to hit its first big bump in the road. “Before we go any further, I should, uh, tell you something else.”

“What is it?” I asked.

She blinked a few times. She blushed and smiled nervously. “I was, uh, born a boy.”

Remember when I tried to describe what it felt like to be truly shocked? Well… I thought I knew before… Now, I was experiencing it all over again with twice the intensity. Now, I really got to feel the force a dump truck ramming me in the chest, knocking the air out of my lungs. There was hardly a moment of questioning her, because she showed me by motioning down. There it was: Hard, out from her panties, squished into that fishnet outfit, but still undeniably real.

But I wasn’t one to judge. Born a boy or not, she was hot. She was cute. She was fun to be around. “I never liked kids much anyway,” I said, and then we went back at it. We kissed, tongue and all, moving ahead like we were in a rush… because we were in a rush. We pushed our bodies hard together. I felt her erection against mine. I thought I was going to end up inside of her, and then she reached down, grabbed her cock, and she pulled her tip to my hole. “I’ve never done this,” I warned her, tensing up.

“We can take turns,” she said, and a moment later, she was inside of me. I was scrambling for something to hold onto. I gasped loudly, and she covered my mouth with the palm of her hand so that our housemates wouldn’t hear us. But that didn’t stop her from pushing her long nine-inch shaft deep into my body.

My eyes rolled into the back of my head. I trembled all over. I wondered if I was making a huge mistake, and then I looked at her face and saw how beautiful she was, and I pushed that worry away. She began to thrust up into me. I grabbed her breasts and held firmly, like a child riding a horse for the first time, terrified I was going to be bucked off.

She used every inch, and she didn’t last long: a minute of thrusting, ending with a warm gushing deep inside of me. I moaned and went limp, so she took control. She reached down, took my erection, and stuffed it into her own hole. She began to push herself against me, and soon, I had the strength to take over, fucking her for a minute until I was gushing inside of her.

I was pulsing all over with pleasure that I’d never experienced before. I looked into her face and saw the most beautiful shade of glowing pink. I had a feeling that I was going to like living in the house. It just felt like all of the pieces of my life were finally falling into place.

I remembered that my housemates were downstairs, probably starting to wonder where I went. I’d been gone for twenty minutes. Not wanting them to think that there was anything happening between me and Billie Rae, I quickly thanked her for the fun and slipped downstairs. I assumed I would see her again before she left, but she managed to sneak away unnoticed through the back door while we were all enjoying our celebration. Nobody noticed her leaving—especially not Franklin (aka Griswold Gamer), because he was a completely different person: beaming, smiling, boisterous… and drunk. He even started singing, and got everyone to sing along (it was some popular Journey song or another… it’s hard to remember, because I had a couple of drinks myself).

Seeing him with such a grand smile on his face filled me with a taste of the guilt and dread that Billie Rae must have been feeling. So I went up to see how she was doing, and that’s when I noticed that she was gone.
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There were no days off in the Red Deer team house. We all wanted to win, and we knew that meant daily work… and this wasn’t the fun kind of gaming that most people think about when they talk about playing video games. We had a rigid structure. Bruce had us practising drills, working on muscle memory. That Saturday, he had me working on perfecting a very specific sequence of skills, which involved me hitting nine different keys on the keyboard in perfect succession while also clicking on a moving target on the screen. He didn’t let me stop until I could do it seamlessly thirty times in a row—and fast, in under 1.5 seconds.

And that was just one drill. That was only going to prove useful if I ended up playing with that specific hero (and there were hundreds in the game), and only if I ended up getting all those specific items and putting my skill points into those specific skills. It was something that would probably only come in handy in 5% of the games we played… but that was the difference between being in the top 2,000 and being in the top 200.

Griswold Gamer was finding his groove. Bruce sat down with him on Sunday to discuss his selfish play style. They had a chat for over an hour before coming back down to return to playing with us. Franklin looked a bit stunned: white skin and red eyes, as if he’d been close to tears during the talk. I wondered if Bruce broke the news to him: that Billie Rae would be the main mid player… but now, Franklin was modifying his game. I was shocked when he said to me, “J-Rock, let’s take out their jungler when he goes by my ward.” I’m not sure he’d ever communicated with me directly like that.

Together, we got their jungler. Now, we were starting to jive. We were winning game after game. My rank was now 1,200: the highest it had ever been.

Tuesday subbed into the jungle and I sat out, taking a rare break. Tuesday was good… but not professional team good. I was fairly confident that she wouldn’t be much competition. We would even play five-on-five scrimmages, getting Bruce’s pro player friends to sub into the empty spots so we could play without affecting our ranks. I got to play against Tuesday in those scrims, and I outplayed her consistently.

She was past her gaming prime. And it seemed as though she was just happy to be in the house, playing every day—even if it just meant being an alternate. I suppose I would have been perfectly happy being an alternate; alternates still got to share the prize money, whether or not they played. They were important pieces of the team, and she was providing an invaluable service during those scrims. Bruce would tell her in secret what strategies to use, and he would see how I responded.

We were all improving quickly. We were getting better at playing together—and it became quickly obvious when we were matched with a team ranked in the 1,500-2,000 range. We stomped them ruthlessly, as if they were little kids playing their first ever game. It was already starting to seem crazy that I was ever in that rank range.

After playing that game for twelve years, I really didn’t think that I had anything left to learn; I thought that I was just a lower rank than the top guys because they had faster reflexes and better luck… but now I was seeing that I could be so much better.

Tuesday came into my room on that Sunday night. She had a big smile on her face. “Hi John!” she said with her cutesy voice. She stepped in and carefully closed the door behind her, insinuating she wanted to have a private conversation.

“What’s up, Tues?” I smiled.

“I just wanted to, uh, congratulate you on your big win streak.” She blushed as she looked at me. I can honestly say that no girl had ever looked at me like that before—and definitely not a beautiful woman who could have easily had a career as a model. I felt suddenly star-struck, blushing all over, remembering that she had achieved heights that I could only dream of. She’d been on tournament circuits. She’d held up trophies and cashed cheques worth nearly a quarter-million dollars. She knew the limelight that I fantasized on a nightly basis.

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ve been on a lucky streak.”

“It’s not luck,” she said. “You’re good. I watched the replay from your last game. The way that you knew to skirt around those enemy wards… I would never think to play like that. It’s just so… smart!”

I was dark red now, grinning like a fool. “Thanks, Tues. You’re not so bad yourself.”

She giggled. “I’m past my prime,” she said. “I’m just happy to be here. I missed it. You know, it’s been three years since I’ve been on a team like this.”

“Has it been that long?” I said. “I can still remember when you were playing with Fox Gaming. That was… iconic.”

Now she was blushing. My heart was racing as I discovered I could make a girl like her blush. Female attention was not something that I was used to. I’d never considered myself particularly handsome… And I had never had money or any achievements that might make a skirt wet. Now, I still wasn’t particularly handsome, and I still didn’t have any money… but in the world of professional gaming, I was someone.

“Did you hear about the interviews?” she asked.

“Interviews?” I said.

“Bruce sent out an email to our team addresses. E-Sports Daily is coming to interview all of us on Wednesday. That’s exciting, huh?”

“Totally,” I said.

But she wasn’t leaving. She was standing there, smiling, waiting to say something else. Finally, she giggled and opened the door. “Sorry, John. I didn’t mean to bother you.”

“It wasn’t any bother at all,” I blushed.

She giggled again. “You’re cute,” she said casually before skipping off. Now, my heart was fluttering. Was she… hitting on me? Was she interested in me?

I suddenly thought of my romp with Billie Rae. She probably left the house with feelings for me… feelings that were probably developing with her time away from me. My feelings had been developing for her too. I’d been fantasizing frequently about going down on her, sucking her off and making her cum in my mouth. I’d been dreaming of bending her over and filling her ass with my seed…

But Billie Rae seemed… complicated. Her shyness made her mysterious, and her situation with her streaming contract… and the fact that she would stream in lingerie, flirting with her viewers. She knew how to use her sexuality to win over an audience, and maybe she was using it to win me onto her side as well. She knew that the situation with Griswold Gamer was going to be complicated, possibly causing a rift in the house, and she surely knew that I would now be on her side, no matter what.

She came in late that night, while most of us were still awake. We’d just finished a two-hour break, and now we were gaming again, experimenting with the newest game patch that changed the stats of many heroes in the game developers’s attempt to balance the game more evenly (it wasn’t something that I would have normally paid much attention to, but Bruce was fierce when it came to the small details).

I turned and smiled at Billie Rae before turning back to the game. She returned the smile quickly before scurrying up to her bedroom. I didn’t see her again that night. Her room was dark and she was presumably asleep by the time we finished training for the night. I was excited to see her in the morning…

And it was well worth the wait. Now, she was glowing. Her skin was like gold: radiating as she smiled when I came into the kitchen to join the rest of the team for coffee. She batted her perfect eyelashes before shying her face away. “Good morning, John,” she said, looking down at her mug of coffee.

“Hi,” I said softly. “How was your trip home?”

“Complicated,” she said, pressing her lips firmly together. Everything about her seemed so complicated. And to think, it was only going to get more complicated… ruthlessly complicated. “But that’s all done now. I don’t have to go back there.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I could only assume that she was talking about breaking up with some boyfriend… maybe he was abusive or unsupportive. I decided not to prod, but it was obvious that it was something on her mind. Once we were all awake and fed and full of coffee, we migrated to the game room and started training. I was praying that Billie Rae would be back on the top of her game, but her mind was clearly elsewhere, and Griswold Gamer was still in his best form. He was winning his games, and Billie Rae was only winning about half of hers. Then came the scrimmages. Griswold’s team was downright superior in the middle, game after game. And to make matters worse for the meek Billie Rae, he was excelling at being a team player.

And to make matters even worse for Billie Rae, she had to leave at 3:00 PM to get ready for her stream. She left for two hours while we continued to practise… and Griswold was only getting better, winning MVP in a number of bouts. When Billie Rae came back, Bruce sent Griswold Gamer off for an early dinner and that’s when our worst losing streak started.

Now, I was starting to worry that maybe she wasn’t the best fit. She was a good player… but maybe Griswold was a better player. Maybe he did deserve that spot that he still had no idea he wasn’t going to get… Maybe the guilt of knowing she wasn’t as good as Franklin was dragging Billie Rae even further down.

I tried not to put myself in the middle of it. I was there to live out my dream of being on a professional team; I couldn’t end up mixed up in some drama that had nothing to do with me. I was there to do a job, to be the best jungler on the team. Billie Rae was going to have to figure her problems out on her own.

And I suppose it should have been that easy, but after a couple nights in the house, I just couldn’t help myself. While we were both sitting a game out, we ended up alone in the boardroom together. She had a look in her eye and I just couldn’t stop myself.

We kissed. We touched each other all over. She pushed me down to my knees and I fished her cock out from her panties, sinking it into my mouth. She was already hard, throbbing, and leaking pre-cum onto my tongue. She held my head by my hair and she thrusted in and out, pushing her tip to the back of my throat.

Once she had her way with me for a few minutes, I kissed her thighs, I ran my tongue down her legs, and then back up again. She turned around so that I could explore her asshole with my tongue. She moaned beautiful sounds. I stood up and penetrated her, taking her from behind. I didn’t last long… a minute at most, and then cum was pouring down her thighs.

She bent me over the boardroom table. She reached around back and grabbed some of my warm cream, using it as lubricant by spreading it all over her shaft before pushing into me. She fucked me hard before pulling out and making a mess of my back. It felt good, like warm massage oil. She even bent over me and used her body to rub it into me, pushing a finger into my asshole as a final tease for my pleasure. We kissed again and then we scurried off, saying nothing to one another, both knowing that we were technically breaking the rules…

It was in the contract that we all signed: no relationships between players. We all knew the stories: love triangles that had destroyed previously-great teams. There were even teams that had strict rules against having women on their teams, just to avoid the inevitable drama. Those teams were all labelled sexist, misogynistic… but maybe they had a good point… I had a terrible feeling that this was going to turn into drama… and that feeling was right.
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For weeks, Billie Rae and I snuck off to fuck in the various rooms of that gamer house. It seemed like every conversation we had would end in us going at it like animals. Soon, I was starting to think of it as something more serious than just gamers with benefits. I started fantasizing about more: a real relationship as boyfriend and girlfriend. Sure, we would have to keep it secret until we could have a serious discussion with Bruce about it.

But when I tried to take things further with Billie Rae, I was stone-walled. I asked her more personal questions, questions about her past, about her childhood. She just went silent. She would look away, and then I would find myself apologizing, even though the questions seemed totally innocent, like, “What city did you grow up in?” She just didn’t want to tell me anything about her past. She only wanted to talk about the present.

It just made her seem more complicated… and it also made it seem like she was hiding something—something even bigger than the drama with Griswold Gamer.

I did take her downstairs late one night to practise with her while the others slept. I wanted her to be better than Griswold Gamer, to avoid a complete catastrophe… and it helped a little bit. She seemed to be finding her game again. She started winning more consistently, putting up better numbers. She seemed to be in a calmer headspace.

But it just wasn’t enough. Griswold Gamer reached 455 rank. He was one of the top 100 mid-lane players in the game. He was the obvious choice for mid-lane. And Bruce was constantly patting him on the back, and putting him into our streamed exhibition games…

Then, Horatio from Centennial Greens came to the house. He took Bruce upstairs. They were up there for a long time. I could feel the energy in the house changing. I could feel a storm of dark, negativity flooding into the house. Horatio came downstairs and left without speaking to anyone else. Bruce came down five minutes later. He called Griswold Gamer to follow him upstairs. Ten minutes later, Griswold Gamer was storming out of the house, suitcase packed and in hand. He left without saying anything to anyone. Bruce tried to stop him. “Let’s talk about this, Franklin,” he called out from the door.

Then, Franklin stopped and turned to face Bruce from the front lawn. “You’ll be lucky if I don’t sue you’re shit team!” And then he got into his car and left.

An awful silence came over the house. Then, Tuesday asked, “What just happened?”

“I gave main jungler to BR-Cat for the tournament this weekend,” he said, looking at the ground. “Griswold was just too much of a loose cannon. His play style was too unpredictable. And if this is how he’s going to act whenever he doesn’t get his way, then, uh, I guess we’ll be bringing in a new player to fill out the roster.”

I knew the truth. I knew that that Horatio came and told Bruce that he had to choose Billie Rae. Maybe he didn’t give the full reason, but it wasn’t presented to Bruce as an option.

Later that evening, Bruce took me upstairs to let me know I would be the starter in jungle for the qualifier. “Tuesday will sit out as alternate. If you play strong, we’ll keep you in for all the games. Okay?”

I smiled. I was beaming with pride… and it should have been the proudest moment of my life… but the drama between Griswold Gamer and Billie Rae overshadowed the moment. It was weighing on everyone. It wasn’t long before players started whispering. I was in the kitchen when Gobbler nodded for me to approach him. “You think Billie Rae is fucking Bruce?” he asked me.

“What? Why?”

“I mean… come on. Franklin is one of the top mids in the world. We all know it.”

“As of recently,” I said. “Two weeks ago, he was hardly in the top 1,500. Bruce is right: Franklin is unpredictable.”

“It’s just weird to me,” said Gobbler. “That’s all I’m saying.”

But I knew that little rumour was getting around. I even overheard Gobbler suggesting to Race-Star that Billie Rae had slept with Horatio. And how could I blame the men for coming to that conclusion? The truth is: we would have probably been a better team with Griswold Gamer at mid…

I still had high hopes for Billie Rae. When she was playing at the top of her game, she was unbeatable. She was, quite possibly, the best active female in the game. I wanted her to prove everyone wrong.

But going into that tournament, she certainly was not playing the best League of Legends of her life.

It was Thursday evening when we boarded that plane, tickets paid for by Centennial Greens. Horatio was there with us, clad in a fitted suit, expensive watch, slicked back hair. He was wearing sunglasses, as if he was expecting paparazzi. Were we expecting paparazzi?

MONTREAL, QUEBEC: CANADIAN E-SPORTS NATIONAL QUALIFIERS

There were cameramen at the airport: a dozen of them, spotting us and rushing towards us. They started shooting off questions. Bruce stepped forward to let them all know that the press conference wasn’t until the morning.

My heart was racing. I looked over at Tuesday, who was quickly touching up her pink lip gloss. She was beaming, red in the cheeks, excited to get another taste of the stardom that she once had. Billie Rae was the opposite, stepping back and turning her chin down… but that didn’t stop the paparazzi from circling around to get photos of her. In fact, it seemed like they wanted photos of her and nobody else.

“Can you comment on social media posts made by your former member, Griswold Gamer?” one reporter shouted.

I knew that the game had been growing in popularity with each passing year, but I didn’t realize people cared his much. People in the airport saw the media swarm and moved in to see if we were famous. Amazingly, someone recognized Bruce and shouted out to him. That same person recognized Billie Rae and shouted to her. They both waved: Bruce with a charming smile, Billie Rae with a nervous, shy glare.

Our hotel rooms were booked by Centennial Greens. We were given four rooms, each with a pair of queen-sized beds. It was a nice hotel, less than a block from the convention centre where the three-day tournament was being held. Bruce and Gobbler got right to setting up our towers so we could do some last-minute training.

I was put into a room with Race-Star. Erin bunked up with Billie Rae, and Tuesday got her own room.

After nearly a month with the team, Race-Star (whose real name was Roger), was probably the one person I hardly knew at all. He was a chatty guy… with everyone else. But when he was with me, he would just go silent, and I would do the same. You know when you just don’t quite jive with a person? It’s not like I had anything against him or that he had anything against me… we just didn’t have that connection. Maybe it was something astrological…

“Excited?” he asked me, trying to break the silence between us as we unpacked our gear.

“That’s an understatement,” I said.

“This is your first tournament, right?”

I nodded my head, a bit embarrassed to admit it, seeing as I was the oldest on the team.

“You’ll be fine,” he said. “Just try to get the jitters out quickly. If we lose three round-robin matches, we’re eliminated.” I don’t know why he was telling me that.

“I know,” I said. It was my first tournament, but I still knew how tournaments worked. I knew that there were five round-robin matches (all best of three), and I knew that the scores from the round-robin were used to seed the quarter-finals. I knew that the top team in the round-robin round got a pass through quarters, straight to semis. Simply put, only the top seven teams advanced past the round-robin stage, and there were fifteen teams in the tournament.

I wasn’t too worried. We had Bruce, and he was one of the best players in the entire country. We had Roger, who was a fierce competitor. We had Gobbler, who was well-known in the gaming community as being extremely consistent.

But then there was Billie Rae, playing one of the most important positions. It didn’t matter how good the rest of us were; if we were slaughtered in the middle lane, there was no way to win…

As the jungler, it’s your job to float around the map. The other players all have their lanes that they stick to for a large chunk of the game; that’s where they gain their money and experience. But the junglers move around, in the jungle, from lane to lane, into the enemy side of the map… a jungler needs to be versatile and extremely aware of what’s happening all over the game map. But with Billie Rae’s recent inconsistence, I felt like I was going to need to play near that middle lane at all times, ready to help her whenever she needed help… and that meant neglecting the other teammates. Billie Rae’s rough patch affected me more than anyone else on the team.

“Do you like her?” Race-Star asked me suddenly, as I was pulling my nightwear out from my suitcase.

“Like her?” I said.

“I saw you with her the other night,” he said with a little grin. “Not to be that guy, but there is a rule against relationships in the house.”

My heart skipped a beat. I could feel myself turning pale. Did he see me with Billie Rae? Did he see us fucking? We’d snuck downstairs in the night together, a few nights earlier, and fucked in the kitchen. I was sure that I heard someone there… I even stopped ramming her to listen, but she was certain it was just the house settling. Now, I was even less sure.

“She’s hot, man,” he continued. “But remember that we have to remain professional. I’ve seen things get complicated before. That’s what ruined Team Ivy.”

I stuttered. I was about to defend myself, and then he said, “I can’t blame you though. Her blonde hair… Oh man. I’ve always had a thing for blondes. And honestly, you’re a lot better than her in the jungle—between you and me. I can see her leaving the team in a few months—somewhere she won’t have to just be an alternate.”

And I realized he was talking about Tuesday.

“I don’t have anything going on with Tuesday,” I said. “I’m not sure what you think you saw.”

He grinned. “You were just really close. She was playing with her hair and you guys were chatting… for like thirty straight minutes. Hey man—like I said: I don’t blame you. She’s hot. I used to have a picture of her as my desktop background. I just feel like it’s my duty as your teammate to remind you to keep it professional.”

“Of course,” I said. “Don’t worry about that at all.”
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Iwill try to keep the details of that day short, as they aren’t terribly relevant to the story, but I feel the need to describe the amazing sights and sounds regardless. When we arrived, the place was already packed with fans. There was a line down the street to get in. Stands had been set up in a huge semi-circle around the main stage, with five computers facing five computers, divided by a plexiglass wall so teams couldn’t eavesdrop on one another.

There were lights shining down on that stage. Crews were testing those lighting setups: flashing lights, neon lights, spotlights… Theatre-sized screens were up to show the game, where players couldn’t see them. In the heavens of the convention centre were floating booths, filled with broadcasters, streaming in five different languages. One of the massive screens was showing the main feed, which was already being streamed live—already with 100,000 viewers tuned in, and the first match was still an hour away.

We had our badges on lanyards around our necks. Seat-holders had black lanyards and we had red ones. Everyone stopped and gawked at anyone wearing a red lanyard. I made the mistake of going through the main lobby, just to see the action from the other side, and I was quickly swarmed with people who called themselves fans. They wanted signatures. They wanted pictures. I was like a celebrity. I’m not sure if they actually knew who I was, or if I was just the closest person with a red lanyard.

They wished me luck. They told me they loved me. One girl looked into my eyes and, without hesitating, asked if I was single.

I was red all over. It was an ego overload. I tried not to let it get to my head. I knew that I hadn’t achieved anything until I had an achievement to show for it. If we didn’t take one of the top three spots (meaning we either had to qualify for the A-final, or win the B-final), then we weren’t going to be going to Nationals. Three teams already has passes to Nationals, so they weren’t there that weekend… but they were surely watching from home, taking notes, sizing up their competition.

But enough about that. We were all whisked away to the press conference. We sat up on a stage for twenty minutes and asked questions while being blinded by constant flash-photography. Many of the reporters asked about me. They wanted to know how long I’d been playing, and why I hadn’t made any professional appearances before. “I never really took it seriously until recently,” I blushed.

Soon, the questions were onto Bruce and Billie Rae. The big controversy of the Canadian gaming world: why was Billie Rae given the main spot? It was during that press conference that we learned Griswold Gamer had already done a press conference, answering a set of similar questions… because he was competing. “He’s here?” Bruce asked.

“He was recruited to Team Horizon two days ago,” said a reporter.

We all fell silent. This was horrible news—in part because Griswold Gamer was one of the best mid-lane players in the world and knew Billie Rae’s play style more than any other player in that tournament—and in part because his presence there alone was enough to put Billie Rae back into that state of terror, guilt, and flustered confusion. When she was like that, she did not play her best League of Legends…

And our first game of the day was against the HGA: The Horizon Gaming Association. Griswold glared at us with a dark look in his eyes as he took to the stage. Billie Rae seemed to freeze. Her mind was suddenly elsewhere. You see, there’s a stage in competitive League of Legends where each player gets an allotted time to pick their character. When it was Billie Rae’s turn, she just sat there, not making a choice. Gobbler had to reach over and nudge her out of her state of hypnosis. “You have twenty seconds left. Why aren’t you choosing?” he said into his headset.

I believe this was what they call a ‘worst case scenario’. It set a bad tone for the competition.

We lost in just twenty-four minutes. And just for reference, a normal game usually goes longer than forty-five minutes.

Billie Rae was sadly to blame for the loss. I tried to cover her, but she kept making the same blunders, even letting herself be killed by the creeps near the beginning of the match.

It was a best of three… but game two went just as badly as game one. Let’s not even talk about game two…

Bruce was dead-silent after the games

“There are still lots of games today,” Gobbler said, trying to improve the mood. But one big opportunity was already gone… the top team got to skip the quarter final round, and the top team almost always went 5-0 in the round-robin. Now, for us, that was an impossibility.

I took Billie Rae aside and put my hands on her shoulders. “You okay?” I asked.

She smiled. “I’m fine,” she said. “I just… I didn’t expect quite so much press.”

For the next game, she came out wearing a baseball cap under her cat-ear headset. It almost seemed like she was trying to hide her face.

“Okay, guys,” Bruce said before the start of the match. “This is an easy one for us. This should be a freebie.” And it was true: Millennium Gaming was, by far, the worst team in the contest, with a couple of players not even ranked in the top 10,000. Their acceptance into the tournament was a complete mystery, and they were completely stomped (like us) in their first match.

But beating them wasn’t as easy as we thought. It was going well at first, and then Billie Rae made a fatal mistake, not being aware of the enemy on the map. She walked right into them, giving them that free kill… And worse, she was doing something called ‘pulling a camp’. It was, honestly, something she shouldn’t have been doing in that moment—and now, she not only gave up herself, she gave up that camp. When you kill a special camp in the game, you get a temporary buff to your stats. The enemy used that temporary buff to take out a tower, to kill Bruce who tried to save the tower, and then to push up into our territory—just enough that they now had the momentum.

I won’t bore you with game details. Long story short: we were playing from behind after that, and we just never caught up. We lost. And then we lost again, closing out that best-of-three.

We were 0-2 now. One more loss and that was it for us: no quarter finals, no Nationals, no Worlds. It would probably mean a rejigging of the roster for next year… if Centennial Greens even wanted to pursue another year, or if this would be chalked up as a failed experiment.

Billie Rae went to get some fresh air after the game. Bruce waved Tuesday over and talked quietly to her, away from the rest of us—but we all knew what he was saying… He was asking her if she would consider stepping into that mid spot.

Tuesday was a jungler, like me. But she had experience playing other roles. And right now, it seemed like anyone would be better than Billie Rae at mid.

We had one hour before our third match—and we had to win that match. Bruce had a big decision to make. He had two potential replacements for Billie-Rae: Tuesday and Kitten Krusader. Neither were mid specialists, but both knew the game well enough to fill in on mid in a pinch. Bruce went to Gobbler, pulling him aside. They chatted for a few minutes. Then he went to Race-Star. They chatted for ten long minutes. Now, Billie Rae was back, so Bruce was having these conversations far away, in another area of the convention centre.

Finally, he came to me. “John, can I talk to you for a minute?”

I followed him up the stairs, to the staff area of the centre, near the hallway that led to the broadcasting booths. “What is it?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what it was.

“Billie Rae isn’t playing at the top of her game,” he said. “I—I don’t really know what to do right now. I’m in a bit of a bind.”

I was silent, tense all over. This wasn’t how I wanted my pro gaming career to end: going 0-3 in the round-robin of a qualifier tournament. I knew that it was true: Billie Rae was bombing. In fact, during that break, they were showing individual stats on the main screen: stats from the first two rounds of round-robin. Down, near the very, very bottom of that long, long list—seventy-nine players who had played in at least one game so far—was Billie Rae. There were only two players lower than her, with more deaths and fewer kills. “A team is only as strong as its weakest link,” Bruce said.

I cleared my throat. “She had a rough couple of games, but I don’t think she’s our weakest link. I—I should have been there to help her during that ambush at the start of the last game.”

“You were helping at top,” Bruce said. “That’s where you were supposed to be. Don’t try to take the blame, John. Those losses weren’t your fault. Right now, we need to win our next three rounds, or we’re out.”

I felt cold all over.

“Anyway,” Bruce said. “I’ve spoken to the whole team. I’m taking a vote. I’m not voting myself; I’m putting it up to the rest of you. Right now, it’s a split decision. You have to be our tie-breaker.”

“Me!?” I said.

“Her performance at mid affects you as our jungler more than anyone else. It has to be your choice. Who would you prefer to have at mid? Tuesday, Kitten, or Billie Rae?”

I could feel myself turning white. Why was this being put on me? “You’re the captain, Bruce. You have to pick,” I said.

“I can’t pick,” he said, tensing up. He stuttered for a moment, but he said nothing else. I knew what he was saying: he had been ordered by Horatio to keep Billie Rae on the roster… but if the rest of us voted to swap her out, that was a different story. It was a loophole in the agreement, because the rest of us didn’t know about Billie Rae’s contract with Centennial Greens—as far as Bruce knew. “I need you to pick.”

He stared into my eyes. If my theory was right, and he was trying to use me as a loophole to oust Billie Rae for the rest of the tournament, then that meant he was probably hoping I would suggest giving her the boot…

But I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t crush Billie Rae like that. Maybe my feelings were getting in the way of my judgement… “We’ll leave Billie Rae in,” I said. “I think she’ll do better next game.”

He stared at me, wide-eyed and pale-faced. There was a tense silence, and for a moment, his eyes seemed to say, ‘If she fucks up, you’re the one being cut.’ My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. I tried to force a smile. “It’ll be fine,” I said.

But it wasn’t looking so fine. We were up against Force-Five Gaming, the previous year’s National champions. They were 2-0 in their first two bouts, one win away from securing a spot in the quarter finals.

We were up in three matches: lots of time to marinade in our awful state of anxiety. We were all silent: sitting, waiting…

We didn’t speak… we just waited. And it didn’t feel like we were waiting for our next game; it felt like we were waiting for our final game.
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Billie Rae was sitting right next to me. Her face was pale and her eyes were red. She’d been crying, overwhelmed with the guilt of putting the team through this. It was about to be her fault that the seven of us would be sitting the rest of the year out, possibly never to play professionally again.

She looked over at me slowly during the character selection screen. She blinked a few times. I noticed her hands trembling. “Relax,” I said. “You’ve got this. Alright?”

She forced a small smile and then she wiped her eyes.

“I’m going to have your back out there,” I continued. “We’ll be fine.”

She nodded her head slowly. I saw her take a deep breath. The pressure really was on. She didn’t just have to pull through for that game; we had to win that whole best-of-three… and then the next best-of-three, and then the one after that too. Oh, and that wasn’t all. We also had to win our quarter final match. If we won all of those games, we had a fifty-percent chance at qualifying.

“One game at a time,” Bruce whispered into his mic. I think he was talking to himself.

I hate to say it, but Billie Rae’s game did not improve. She was, once again, the first one to die, giving up valuable experience to their mid-lane player. I looked over and saw some seriously pale faces in our group. Billie Rae didn’t make eye-contact with any of us, too ashamed.

And she didn’t improve from there. She gave up another kill before becoming increasingly cautious… overly cautious, hiding behind her tower until it went down, and then she retreated into our jungle to ‘farm creeps’. I’ve said it a thousand times: the game details really aren’t important, as long as you understand that she was not helping us to win…

But we did win—not because of Billie Rae, but because Bruce went for a super aggressive strategy, buying risky items and making risky moves to attack the enemy. He got lucky a couple of times; the enemy thought they had us pinned, so they didn’t bother to purchase wards to place around their own end of the playing field. Bruce, a League of Legends genius, used this to his advantage, slipping into the enemy jungle and picking off enemies as they tried to pass through. He killed three of them before they decided to buy the wards, but now, he was powerful. While they were scrambling to ward their jungle, he pushed a tower and destroyed it. He escaped untouched and then he pushed the mid-lane tower while the rest of us were defending an enemy push up top. He became even more powerful and commanded Billie Rae to stay back, close to our base, where she wouldn’t be able to ‘feed’ the enemy. Billie Rae was embarrassed, red all over, but we ended up winning.

In the next game, I saved her from nearly being the first death of the game. I picked my champion based on the knowledge that it would be my job to keep her safe. Now, the enemy team knew that she was our weak link, so they were targeting her; that was a big mistake, because it made them predictable. When they went to kill her, I was ready, jumping in, snaring the enemy right next to our tower. The tower targeting the enemy and killed him.

I would have normally upgraded my strength with the money from the kill, but I knew they would be back for Billie Rae, so I bought wards, to get visibility on their end. I hid them in their jungle, and those wards showed us when the enemy was coming back, trying to ambush Billie Rae. Bruce came down when he saw their little red dots on his mini-map. He was ready for them, and I was there to snare them so Bruce could smash them to pieces.

We won that game easily, but again, Billie Rae wasn’t the reason we won.

And nobody on the team was relaxed yet. We were 1-2, still with two matchups left; we had to win both.

Billie Rae went for a walk. I watched her, hands buried into the pockets of her hoodie. She went down a narrow hallway that went to some storage closets, and I decided to follow her. I found her crying, in the nook of a locked doorway. She looked up at me and turned her face away quickly. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“You know,” she said. “I shouldn’t be here. This is just… embarrassing. I’m completely out of my league.”

“You’re doing fine. Are you playing your best? No—but you’re doing fine. You shouldn’t be so hard on yourself.”

“I’m at the bottom of the list, John,” she said. “I’m letting you all down. I—I should just drop out.”

“Please don’t,” I said. “This is your dream. You’re being too hard on yourself.”

“It’s your dream too,” she said, looking up into my eyes. She paused for a moment, letting her comment sink in. And it really did hit me in a powerful way: she was right, this was my dream, and if we lost because of her… then my dream would be over… because of her.

I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. I knew that she was capable of more. I’d played with her when she was totally dominant. I’d seen her outplay Griswold Gamer, who was the top rated mid player in that building. “I want to play with you,” I said. “Please don’t drop out.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment longer.

“Everyone voted,” she said. “I know because Erin told me. Bruce asked her to vote. You voted for me to stay in, didn’t you?”

I blushed and shrugged my shoulders.

“You didn’t have to do that for me, John. You don’t have to put me before your own interests.”

“I made my choice,” I said. “And I’m sticking to it. I want you to play.”

She blushed harder, biting her lip, looking away. Then, she peeked down the hallway. She grabbed my wrist and pulled me into the nook of that doorway, far away from the noise of that convention centre. Next, she shimmied her pants down, exposing her panties. She put a hand on my shoulder and pushed me down, rewarding me for my loyalty.

I was face-to-face with her bulge. She rubbed it with her manicured fingertips and then she slid her panties down to show me her cock. Her hand took the back of my head and pulled me in so that I could suck her off. I will admit that it was a nice reward. I bobbed my head back and forth, sucking her smooth shaft. I could feel it throbbing and growing. I gripped it with my hand and pulled her foreskin back so I could see that beautiful, feminine tip. I gave it a lick and she moaned.

Maybe this was all she needed to help her relax.

I tightened my grip and started to pump her. I tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue. She gasped and grabbed on tight to the nearby door handle. “John!” she whispered. “You’re going to make me cum!”

“Isn’t that the idea?” I asked, and then I bent forward and sucked her hard and fast, slobbering all over her beautiful shaft. She was rock-hard now, veins thick and pumping. I gagged when she pushed into the back of my throat, but I managed to keep going.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop, John! Don’t stop!”

With the thumb of my free hand, I reached around her. I found her tight hole and began to tease it, rubbing in circles until it felt like time to push into her body. She groaned. “Shit,” she mumbled. “Just like that. Oh God, just like that, John. Oh my fucking God, that feels so good. Yes! Don’t stop sucking my hard cock. Oh God, John! You’re going to make me cum in your fucking mouth! Oh God! Oh God!” She was getting louder and louder, tensing up harder. Her legs were shaking. A high-pitched sound was now coming out of her mouth as she tried to hold back her orgasm.

“Fuck! I’m coming! I’m coming!”

I pumped her hard and opened wide, letting her blast onto my tongue.

It took a minute to clean up. I thought we were only gone for a few minutes, but apparently we’d been gone for close to an hour. Now, our teammates were looking for us. Bruce pulled me aside. “Where were you?” he asked, red with nervousness.

“I was giving her a pep talk,” I said, blushing.

“We’re on in five minutes,” he said. “Are you guys ready or not?”

I smiled and nodded my head.

Our lateness was probably for the best. Billie Rae didn’t have time to be nervous. We were swept away to get ready, put into our seats. The tournament had been running behind, and now they were scrambling to make up time. They cut out the five minutes of press photos, telling the photographers they had to take their photos while we played, not before. We were thrust right into character selection. I could still taste cum when the game began.

I was a bit dazed, heart still racing from our little naughty act in the back hallway. I wasn’t as sharp as I probably should have been—and I didn’t even notice that Billie Rae had successfully killed the enemy mid-lane player and taken out their tower, all within the first seven minutes of the game.

The enemy tried to stage an ambush on her—certainly something they’d planned before the game even started, after seeing her low stats… but their attempt failed; Billie Rae was ready for them, with a snare trap set within range of the tower. Two enemies died trying to kill her, and she hardly even took a hit. She was outsmarting them, using the stats from her bad start as bait. By the twenty-minute mark, Billie Rae was ruthlessly overpowered, storming up that middle lane like an invincible force.

The opposing team made the foolish mistake of repeating their strategy in the next game, thinking we wouldn’t see it coming twice in a row. But Billie Rae was ready for them—and Bruce instantly recognized the pattern and acted accordingly, planning his own pushes with their failed ambushes. That second game was even faster than the first.

Now, we were 2-2, with one round-robin match left.

But now, we had momentum. Billie Rae was smiling, back into her element. Her name was now near the middle of that long list.

We were steamrolling through games now. It was 8:00 PM when we went into that final match. It was against a hard team… at least they should have been hard to beat. But they hardly put up a fight. We were firing on all cylinders: pushing the top lane aggressively, successfully ambushing in the jungle, and Race-Star was racking up kills without getting killed even once. We won both matches, not needing a third.

And just like that, we were into the quarter finals. We wouldn’t be going home early after all.

But the tournament wasn’t over yet. There were still two more days of tough games if we were going to get an invite to Nationals.
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Our quarter-final match was on the morning of that Saturday, in that convention centre in Montreal, Quebec. We were playing against FFG, Force-Five Gaming, again. We beat them the day before, but it felt a bit like a lucky win. We knew they weren’t going to go so easy on us this time. When we faced them the day before, they came into the match 2-0. They only needed to win one of their next three matches. Now, they were fighting off elimination.

And… it didn’t help that we were all feeling a bit unwell from the previous night. The excitement of our comeback turned into a few drinks into the hotel bar, and a few drinks turned into a few too many drinks. Race-Star ended up in the bathroom, throwing up all night. Gobbler met some chick at the bar; she was sixty-four-years-old with a blonde wig and stiff lip injections; they went away together and it took us all morning to find him—and to wake him up.

Erin had met a guy at the bar and gone back to his hotel with him; we still had no idea where she was; luckily, she was an alternate.

And then there was the very, very awkward wakeup call that I got… with Billie Rae. Our alarm didn’t succeed in waking either of us up. We were sharing a bed, with her in my arms, her naked body against mine. Bruce tried knocking at the door, apparently, but had no success; but the room was booked in his name, so he was able to get a key card from the front desk so he could let himself in. That’s when he saw us together.

We woke up to him roaring. “We’re late!”

We both turned white when we saw him. “It—It’s not what it looks like,” I said, jumping out of the bed, forgetting that I was ass-naked. It didn’t help that I pulled the blanket off as I jumped out of bed, revealing the fact that Billie Rae was also naked.

It also didn’t help that there was that sex smell in the air. We all know that smell—it’s a bit sweet, a but musty… it’s not necessarily unpleasant, but it’s undeniable. “We’ll talk about this later,” Bruce growled, and then he stormed out of the room.

I knew we were in trouble. I knew that talk was going to be more than just, ‘Don’t do it again.’ There was a good chance it would mean me getting booted from the team. Billie Rae was probably safe thanks to her contract that she’d made specifically with Centennial Greens, our primary sponsor. I didn’t have any special protections. I didn’t have a stream that brought in thousands of fans. I didn’t have a special connection to Horatio. Horatio only really cared about two people on that team: Bruce and Billie Rae. And there was a good chance that he would have preferred Tuesday playing jungle, since her beautiful blonde hair and big round boobs would bring in more fans than I was bringing in as a man in his mid-thirties.

“Head in the game, guys,” Bruce growled into his mic after we lost that first round. It was a best-of-five. We still had a lot of losing left before we were out. “Where’s the focus? Race-Star, I want you to push harder at the start. And BR-Cat—you need to land those creep kills. Look how many denies they got on mid.”

“I’m sorry,” Billie Rae said. She stretched out her arms, putting on her best focussed face.

But I was still thinking about being kicked off the team for fornicating with a teammate. I was dreading the awkward meeting.

I tried hard not to think about that; we had games to win.

That next game was off to a rough start. They tricked us all, ambushing me in our jungle, killing me handily before anyone could react. It was an early disadvantage that we spent the whole game working against. But we chipped our way back into the fight, getting a pick here, a tower there… Soon, it was an even game. Bruce, who was the second-highest ranked player in the whole tournament, gave us a lead after an impressive splash attack that killed three of their players at once, caught completely off-guard as they tried to escape a mid-push.

Now, Bruce was overpowered, and he was the last person the other team wanted to have an advantage. He knew how to use it… and he used it to win the game a few minutes later, pushing hard on the bottom lane while we cleaned out their top lane, mid lane, and jungle.

The series was tied 1-1. We were sent on a fifteen-minute break so they could run ads. During that break, Gobbler came up to me. “I heard you fucked Billie Rae last night,” he said with a grin, glaring into my eyes. “You cheeky fuck.” He punched me on the shoulder; it was supposed to be playful, but it hurt like hell.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I blushed.

“Why not? You should be proud, brother. She’s hot. I was going to try fucking her… but I was going to wait until the end of the season first.” He was laughing, as if it was funny.

“It wasn’t what it looked like,” I said. “I just… I want to keep things professional.”

“Is that your way of saying it was a drunken mistake or something, J-Rock?” He chuckled. And I saw it as an opportunity. Maybe if I could convince Bruce that it was just a drunken accident, that it wasn’t a romance… after all, the contract that we all signed said ‘no relationships’; a drunken fling isn’t a relationship. “We were both drunk,” I said. “It meant nothing.”

He grinned. “So if I were to go for her at the end of the season, you wouldn’t be pissed?”

I laughed, trying to swallow my feelings. “I couldn’t care less,” I said.

“Between you and me,” he whispered. “Even if we win here, I don’t think her season is going to go on for much longer. That Horatio guy is doing an open-tryout for new players—to replace Griswold Gamer… Well, I can’t help but think he’s just going to rebuild mid completely.”

He gave me another ‘playful’ punch. “So I may get a shot at her sooner rather than later.”

I guess he really didn’t know about her special contract.

“Let’s just focus on winning this next game.”

We did not win the next game. The other team came out swinging, determined to get the momentum moving in their favour. They hit us hard with coordinated attacks. Their moves were planned and practised. We made the mistake of letting them pick their favourite champions instead of trying to force them into picking less-practised champions. They bruised us up, making us very nervous going into game-four.

It was possibly our last game. Bruce gathered us around for a pep talk. He glared at me with that dark look, as if he was blaming the loss on my little fling with Billie Rae. The loss wasn’t anyone’s fault; we were just outplayed. “We can do this,” I said, turning to look away from that intimidating glare.

I had to play my best game ever. I had to play a perfect game. I couldn’t make a single mistake.

So I went into the game focussed. I bit hard on my tongue and dialled myself in.

Bruce made a rare slip-up at the beginning of the game, letting his guard down, allowing the enemy team to strike him down… and then it happened to Race-Star as well. Gobbler scrambled to go from lane to lane, trying to be present at every ambush—but the enemy just always seemed to know where we were, as if they used their early earnings on wards.

At the fifteen-minute mark, it seemed like we were doomed… and then I heard Billie Rae’s voice in my ear as she spoke into her little mic. “Come with me, John,” she said softly. I looked at the map and saw that she was on the edge of enemy territory, hidden in a shadowed nook where she wouldn’t be seen.

It seemed insane; she wanted to go into enemy territory while we were losing: a suicide mission… but we needed to take a gamble if we were going to claw our way back in.

But I’d forgotten one thing: Billie Rae was smart; she had a wicked game sense that I could only dream of having. She figured one thing out very fast: if they had wards in our jungle, then they probably didn’t have any wards in their own. And why would they? When you’re winning and pushing towards the enemy base, you don’t need to think about your own end, because nobody is stupid enough to go that deep when playing from behind.

Billie Rae knew the enemy champions well enough to know what buffs they would try to get before pushing, which meant they needed to kill certain creeps in their jungle before moving into our end to push. Look—I’ve said it a million times—you don’t need to understand the game details. Long story short, Billie Rae knew that their mid-lane player would be in that specific spot at that specific time, alone. She knew we could kill him together—and she was right.

But we didn’t just retreat after killing the enemy, like the enemy would assume we would do. Instead, we darted left to take out an enemy tower. The enemy must have thought we were insane, playing suicidal tactics… Maybe they thought we were trying to create a distraction, because that’s how they reacted; they backed up and prepared for a push that wasn’t coming.

We weren’t in the lead after taking out that tower, but we did have them scrambling, confused, on their toes. And that state of confusion was perfect for Bruce, who had ungodly game sense. He jumped on every opportunity: every little slip. Now, the enemy had their eyes on their mini-maps, watching for sneak attacks from Billie Rae and me. They weren’t watching for Bruce, who was suddenly playing a flawless game. He killed one, two, three enemies. Race-Star made a strong recovery while the enemy was regrouping to push Bruce back; Race-Star snuck in and took out a tower, and then another—and he was gone before the enemy appeared to take him out. Now, Bruce was at the other end of the map, pushing up the lane again, forcing the enemy to trek across the whole playfield one more time.

We ended up winning the game; the enemy never got that momentum back. And for the rest of the series, the enemy team remained on edge, scared to take risks, scared that Billie Rae was going to make some crazy suicide attack in areas they assumed that they were safe.

We advanced to the semi-final. An intense relief washed over us. Finally, we didn’t have to play in desperation mode. A third-place finish was still a ticket to Nationals, meaning we could lose our semi and still qualify for Nationals if we won our final.

But I’ll just skip ahead and tell you that we won our semi-final, winning that ticket to Nationals—and, not to brag, but I was the MVP in two out of four games. Billie-Rae was the MVP in our other win. Our enemy only won a single game—and it was a narrow victory.

Billie Rae and I worked like a single entity. We played that game as if we could communicate telepathically. I suppose I’d played with her enough to simply know when she wanted to strike, when she wanted to ambush, and when she needed to back off. And Bruce knew that we were the reason for that series win; he went straight to us after the game to hug us. It was a bit weird, feeling his thick arms wrapping around me, squeezing me tight. I never pegged him as a hugger… and I didn’t realize he was that strong; though I shouldn’t have been so shocked, seeing as he kept dumbbells next to his computer at the house, which he pumped between practise rounds. “I could kiss you on the lips!” he said to me.

“Please don’t.”

The relief was beyond intense. Not only did we stamp our ticket to Nationals, but I felt like I was off the hook for being caught naked in bed with a teammate. And to make it even better, Billie Rae was now smiling, finished with her slump. To be honest, I couldn’t help but feel like I helped her to get that stress out by fooling around with her—not that I was taking credit for her success… Okay, maybe I was taking a bit of credit.

We were all beaming and smiling as we went to sit for a couple of hours in the stands. Fans saw us and screamed like teen girls (many were teen girls). They wanted pictures with us. They wanted signatures. One girl handed me a drawing she’d made of me, with my headset on. She told me she’d spent sixteen hours on it. I was flustered, blushing all over.

With all the attention we were getting, I almost didn’t notice HGA stomping Pluto Gaming Corp into the ground, winning three straight to advance to that A-Final round. And guess who was the MVP in all three games? That’s right: Franklin Griswold, aka Griswold Gaming.

The rest of our team didn’t even notice HGA had won their semi; they were too busy celebrating our own victory, and I felt a bit like I took that happiness away from them when I said, “Hey guys. I think we’re up soon. We should figure out what our strategy is to face HGA.” I watched as their faces turned pale. They all looked towards the main stage, which was now emptying out. Billie Rae looked especially nervous, knowing she was going to be facing the tournament MVP in her middle lane.
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It did matter who won. Sure, both teams were guaranteed spots at Nationals in Vancouver, British Columbia, but the winner got to skip the round-robin round at Nationals: five best-of-three matches. The winner of that particular qualifier got to join the winners of the other three qualifiers in the quarter finals, which would leave eight teams battling for the remaining four spots. Now, as you can imagine, that is an enormous advantage to go into a tournament with.

Also, the winner of that final got their expenses paid by the tournament. Now, for us, that didn’t really matter, but Horatio, with Centennial Greens, would have been thrilled to find out he was getting reimbursed for all of those plane tickets. It certainly would have motivated him to continue funding that team for another year.

So, even though our ticket to Vancouver in one week had already been stamped, there was still intense pressure to win.

I won’t bog you down with the game details. I’ll just say this: we played well… but it wasn’t enough. Game after game, it seemed like we were playing just fine, and then we would suddenly find ourselves scrambling. Horizon Gaming was a strong team, loaded with powerhouse players. There was always some MVP-level player there to pounce on the smallest mistakes. In the first game, Race-Star attempted to ambush the enemy jungler and was instantly caught in a snare. Killing Race-Star was enough of a boost to give them an unstoppable momentum.

The next game, the enemy team targeted Gobbler aggressively. It was a tactic that we just weren’t expecting, and we weren’t prepared for it. They stopped him from gaining experience. They stopped him from earning money. By the twenty-minute mark, it really started to sting, not having a support that could heal us or buff us or give us visibility of that playing field. It was enough of a disadvantage that we just couldn’t keep up.

And the third game, facing elimination, Franklin decided to prove that he was the better player, that he deserved that main spot on our team. He went at Billie Rae with relentless intensity. I tried to be there each time, but he was playing a flawless game. Even with the two of us together, we couldn’t seem to control him. He was a force of nature, determined to prove that Bruce had made a huge mistake. And in that game, he made his point. By the twenty-minute mark, he was overpowered. He had more kills than anyone in the game, and more money, and more gear. He could take on three men at once without losing even half of his health. He ruined us…

We lost 0-3. For about twenty minutes, our spirits were crushed. We were all quiet. It felt like an anti-climactic end to a hard-fought weekend. We rose up from starting with two straight losses in the round-robin, and then we were so close to winning the tournament… Now, we were watching as Franklin held up his gold medal, presented by the Canadian E-Sports Commissioner. There was no silver medal to be handed out…

But then the commission came to us and handed us tickets to the tournament in Vancouver. They weren’t real tickets: just novelties to let us know that we qualified. It was a nice reminder that we achieved what we went there to achieve. We were able to smile again. We were all relieved. Sadly, we wouldn’t get to skip the round-robin in Vancouver, but we did get to compete in Vancouver.

We still had a chance at redemption, in one week’s time…

That gave us one week to practise… and to celebrate our team’s first real achievement.

Bruce surprised us all that Monday morning, after we landed back at the Calgary International Airport, when he said, “We’ll resume practise tomorrow. You guys can enjoy the rest of the day off.”

I thought that we was going to approach me when we got to the house in Red Deer, to talk about the incident with Billie Rae, but he didn’t say anything; he just gave me a look: a long look that made my heart flutter. It was like he was saying, ‘I’ll keep my mouth shut about this as long as you promise not to let it become an issue.’ Or maybe he was saying, ‘Just don’t do it again.’

Well, we did it again. It was our way of celebrating… It didn’t help that Horatio had ten bottles of champagne sent to the house—and a private chef showed up to cook everyone in the house a steak dinner. Oh, but that wasn’t all. Horatio was full of multi-millionaire surprises.

He was a rich man who was passionate about E-sports. He’d dreamed about owning an E-sports franchise like this one. Bruce told me that night after consuming a few drinks: “This is his third team. He tried to make teams in Quebec and Toronto, but they didn’t make it beyond Qualifiers, so he let them dissolve.” It was shocking news to hear: Bruce was essentially telling me that our team would have ceased to exist if we hadn’t qualified for Nationals—and he knew it. The pressure on him must have been enormous, carrying that little nugget of knowledge…

There was a knock at the door around 8:00 PM, after we’d finished eating our chef-cooked steaks. A man in a suit was standing there, hands clasped at his waist. “The limo is ready when you’re ready to go,” the man said with his chin up. It was another Horatio surprise: a limo ride to the city’s busiest bar, where the VIP lounge was reserved. Now, this was Red Deer—not some big metropolis, so it wasn’t exactly a Manhattan VIP experience, but the drinks were all paid for, desserts came to us, delivered by a local bakery that had been paid extra to make that special delivery. A photographer showed up, hired to take promotional photos from flattering angles. And finally, the night ended with Horatio showing up (around midnight) to give us all gifts: Rolex watches for the men and diamond necklaces for the women. All in all, I think Horatio spent a quarter million dollars pampering us that night. I was beginning to think he was closer to being a billionaire than we all realized.

Waiting for us back at the house were gift baskets, one in each room. Each basket was filled with personal gifts: expensive liquor bottles, soaps, gift certificates for restaurants and shops—and a note that said, ‘Keep winning.’

I wasn’t used to being spoiled like this.

I went to show Billie Rae what I received in my basket, and that’s when I saw her wearing a tiny, sparkly dress. I froze at the sight of her. That dress made her glow and shine. She looked at me, blushing. “It was in my basket,” she said. She was wearing sparkly heels on her feet, red on the bottom. She just looked like she was wearing ten thousand dollars on her body—more if you counted the diamond necklace around her neck.

“Sheesh,” I said, eyeing her body.

And I knew that Bruce had silently asked me not to do it again… but how could I resist? I couldn’t resist a sight like that. I had to have her. I had to push her down onto the bed. I had to squeeze her perky breasts. I had to grind myself against her throbbing erection. We closed her bedroom door and we went at it.

I fucked her until her ass was filled with cream, and then I let her push her erection into my body. I bounced on her lap for fifteen minutes. I bounced hard, until my cock was hard again—and then I kept bouncing until my cock was erupting again, untouched, spewing cum left and right, coating her naked breasts. One shot landed right on her erect nipple. She took my head and pulled me down, making me suck that nipple, making me taste my own ejaculation.

I badly wanted to sleep with her, in her bed, with her in my arms… but we were able to fight that temptation… after cuddling together warmly for two hours. I was able to pull myself away around 4:30 AM. I was able to return to my room where I got a few hours of sleep, feeling cold without her, but still somehow feeling like our hearts were together. When we saw each other in the morning, we were both giggly. We were both blushing, unable to stay away from each other. She snuck a kiss on me when nobody was looking. I snuck one on her when nobody was looking. During on game, she reached down and held my hand while we were waiting for our teammates to select their champions.

Those high spirits rubbed off on our game. We were playing great League of Legends. Billie Rae was once again a powerful force, often earning that MVP title. That Tuesday was great.

Then, Wednesday came—and Tuesday had a surprise… She came into the room around midday and announced that she had to leave the team. She was pale in the face, looking perturbed. “I didn’t want it to end this way, but some matters came to my attention…”

“What matters?” Bruce asked.

Tuesday asked to speak with Bruce in private, and then they went upstairs, leaving the rest of us to break for lunch. They were upstairs for a long time, and nobody knew what was happening. Now, we were down to six players on our team, which was the absolute minimum required to be considered a complete team (every team needed at least one alternate player, most had three to five).

Gobbler suggested she realized that she was never going to get a spot on the main roster, so her presence there was pointless. Maybe she’d discovered some recording of Bruce talking about it with Horatio… but my gut was telling me that something worse was behind this. Tuesday’s face just suggested something much more… sinister. When she came downstairs, she looked into my eyes. She paused for a moment, batting those beautiful eyelashes. She smiled sorrowfully and then she turned her gaze to the floor. “Goodbye, everyone,” she said. She took a minute going from player to player, hugging, crying… every player except for Billie Rae.

I tried not to think too much into it. We really needed to focus on training for the upcoming Nationals event… There were four Qualifiers each year, but there was only one Nationals, and there was only one winner at Nationals, winning that ticket to the World Circuit where the big money was waiting to be won. If we were going to have a shot at real fame and fortune, we had to win this tournament in Vancouver. We would have to beat Franklin and Horizon Gaming, as well as the other three teams that won their qualifiers—not to mention all of the teams, like ours, who made it into the round-robin event…

I had to focus hard. I had to concentrate. I couldn’t even let Billie Rae get into my head, which was hard to do, especially that evening when she did her weekly steaming-in-lingerie session. Now, I knew who she was and I could find her stream. I’d seen the replays of her in those tight, skimpy outfits. My God, she looked stunning. Tens of thousands of men tuned in to jerk off to the sight of her. No, it wasn’t pornographic. She wasn’t inserting toys into herself or flashing her breasts. She was just an E-Girl, being a little extra naughty to increase her viewership. I couldn’t blame her; she was a hustler. She was making a name for herself, and that fame was part of the reason she made it onto our team. And because of her, our team had the second biggest fanbase in the country, after just a month of existing. We had some of the biggest sponsorships. We received thousands of fan messages each day, largely thanks to Billie Rae’s beauty, and her willingness to sit in front of a live camera, dressed like a Playboy bunny. She was doing it now, upstairs, speaking sensually to her fans while she played on an alternate account, where it didn’t matter so much if she won or lost. I wanted to watch that stream…

No—I had to focus. I had to keep practising my build orders, my grinding speed. I still needed to perfect my denies; it wasn’t something I practised much as a jungler, but Bruce wanted me to swing to the middle lane whenever Billie Rae had to retreat, to deny the enemy the extra money…

But the sound of Billie Rae’s occasional giggling upstairs made it hard to focus… And then the text message from Tuesday made it even harder to focus.

“We need to talk. Can you meet me at the cafe down the street?”

“When?” I wrote back.

“As soon as you’re free. I’m there now.”

My heart was sent aflutter. I had no idea what was happening. And to make it stranger, she added, “Don’t tell anyone that you’re meeting me.”

I told Bruce that I had an important family phone call to make. We were just two days away from flying to Vancouver, and we were trying not to waste a single moment of potential training, so every excuse to step away had to be valid. And believe me when I say that coming up with a valid excuse to step away wasn’t so easy. Even if someone stood up to use the bathroom, Bruce would perk up and say, “Where are you going?” Sometimes he would even tell them to hold it until a better moment came up. No second could be wasted—but I knew that Tuesday had something important to tell me.

She was there, sitting in the back corner of the cafe, dressed unlike her usual self. Now, she was wearing a hoodie, black, with some anime girl face on the front of it. Her long black sleeves covered her hands, except for her fingernails, and her hood was on her blonde hair. She wasn’t wearing makeup; I don’t know that I’d ever seen her without makeup before, and now, I was shocked to see that she was even prettier without it. She had that natural beauty that every woman in the world wishes they had, with freckles I had no idea that she had. She motioned for me to sit, and then she smiled. “I got you a coffee. I know you guys are staying up late tonight to practise, so I made it extra strong.”

“Thanks,” I said. I looked into her eyes and saw that same sorrowful smile that she left the house with earlier. “I don’t get why you left the team. I’m pretty sure that Bruce was going to put you into a few games in the round-robin in Vancouver. I think you’re a better player than me.”

She giggled. “Oh, please,” she said. “Don’t be silly, John.”

“Regardless. I still think you should have stayed on the team. If not at the tournament, he would have played you in exhibition matches.”

“I know he would have,” she smiled. “That’s not why I left the team though, John.”

She kept staring into my eyes. I have to admit that I was feeling rather intimidated. It took me some getting used to being around Billie Rae, who was, physically-speaking, far out of my league. But Tuesday was in a whole different league—no offence to Billie Rae. Billie Rae was definitely the ideal E-Girl: every game boy’s dream chick… but Tuesday was the kind of girl who could have been on the cover of Playboy. She could have been an international supermodel. She could have made millions of dollars by simply posting photos of her face on Instagram, and sponsors would have thrown money at her. She didn’t need a gamer niche. She didn’t have to sit in lingerie to get male attention.

Yes, I can admit fully and honestly that Tuesday was, traditionally, more attractive than Billie Rae. Nine out of ten men would probably agree—but that’s not me saying that Billie Rae was any less adorable and stunning than she was.

She was quiet now, blushing, smiling. “Okay, I guess I should just come out with it,” she said. “I left for two reasons… One, if I were to stay, I would be breaching my contract, and I don’t believe in breaking promises. And two, I learned some things that just didn’t sit well with me… about certain players on the team. And… well, I think you should know what I learned so you can know what you’re being associated with. This information came to me from Franklin. He emailed me this morning, and I took some time to verify it—and it’s true.”

I could only assume that she was talking about the secret contract between Horatio and Billie Rae, but I tried my best to play dumb. I wasn’t supposed to know anything about it.

“You’re being very vague,” I said. “And you have me worried.”

She looked down at her coffee and swirled it in her mug. Her mug was nearly empty, as if she’d been there for a long time already, waiting for me. Maybe it took her a long time to build up the courage to invite me to that cafe. “I won’t lie, John. You should be a bit worried. It’s not something that I want to be associated with. It’s nothing illegal, but it’s not what I would call… moral.”

“What is it?” I asked, wriggling in my seat with anticipation. I felt cold all over, knowing there was a good chance that she was about to crush my dream. It really had seemed like things were too good to be true up until that point…

“Okay, where do I start…” she said, looking up and taking a deep breath. “So, Bruce was going to keep you on the roster for Nationals,” she continued. “But for Worlds, he was going to put me in, and you were going to become the alternate. I was told that a long time ago, before I even joined the team.”

I paused for a moment. “Wait… Why?”

“Horatio has sponsorships lined up. He has investors with interests, and part of fulfilling those interests is having certain names attached to the team. BR-Cat is one of those names. She brings in a huge viewership… Franklin somehow found a copy of her contract and sent it to me. Franklin was never going to be on the team.”

I bit my tongue, pretending to be surprised.

“They’re only keeping you on the team because they think there’s a better shot at making the World Circuit with you in the jungle. Horatio doesn’t care about winning tournaments at Worlds. As long as the team is registered, the sponsorships will go ahead. Part of my agreement was being the poster girl for the team. They were going to put me on posters, swag—all of that.”

“Well,” I said. “I suppose I can’t blame them. You’re beautiful, and you’re a well-known name in the business.” My heart felt cold. I felt sick, knowing that I was going to be thrown aside… but being an alternate on a major team was still better than working at Game Stop, even if it meant never playing another game after Nationals… Alternates still share the winnings if there are any… though it wasn’t sounding like there would be any… But I would still be pampered with the rest of the team. I would still get a paycheque like the other players…

But did I really want to be a bench warmer?

She blushed. “You’re sweet, John,” she said. “I really like you. That’s why I felt like I had to tell you all of this. When I signed the contract and made the agreement, I never really thought much about who would be the alternate… now I just feel awful about the whole thing. It’s not at all what I wanted, and you deserve to play. I had my glory days. I’m old now.”

“Are you even thirty?” I asked with a small laugh.

“I’m thirty-six, as a matter of fact!” she said, taking me by surprise.

She looked into my eyes again, making my heart flutter once more.

“So is that it?” I asked. “That’s what you wanted to tell me?” Sure, it was a shock and it wasn’t sitting well with me, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as I was expecting. I thought that she was going to tell me that Horatio had been using the team to embezzle money or something.

“Sort of,” she said. “Nobody on the team but Bruce knows… Oh, and Billie Rae knows.”

“What does she know?” I asked.

“She knew that she would get the main spot instead of Franklin, and she knew that I was going to replace you after Nationals,” she said.

“How do you know that she knew that last part?” I asked. My heart skipped a beat.

Tuesday laughed. “Well, she was there when we signed the contract with Horatio.”

My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. Billie Rae knew that I was going to be tossed aside, and she never said anything?

Now, I was speechless. I opened my mouth to speak, but I couldn’t muster up any words. I felt betrayed. I felt sick to my stomach.

“I’m sorry, John,” she said. “I know this is all a big dream for you, playing on this team. But these teams always have their share of drama. Franklin told me that he’s going to make the news public before Vancouver. I feel so bad for Franklin… He really never had a chance. Everyone thinks he overreacted, but can you imagine being in his position? He sold his condo to move out here. He gave up everything. And they were just using him… Well, I guess you might have an idea now of how that feels, though with me gone, I’m sure they will keep you on the roster… unless they can find another poster boy or girl to replace you. If I were you, I would be on high alert. If Centennial signs some high-calibre player—even someone past their prime like me—just be on high alert. Okay?”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“And do me a favour,” she said. “Stay away from that Billie Rae girl.”

“She really means well,” I said, feeling like I had to defend her, despite what I was being told.

“She comes off that way,” Tuesday said, biting her bottom lip. “But Franklin found some dirt on her, and it’s not pretty.”

I hesitated for a moment. “W—What dirt?”

“Lots of dirt,” she said. “And it’s all coming out before the tournament. It’s all stuff you’re going to be hearing at the press conference tomorrow night.”

“Like what?” I asked, feeling my skin turning pale.

“Well, for one, Billie Rae isn’t even her real name. She was born male.”

“She’s trans… so what?” I said.

“I know she’s trans, John. I’m not talking about her being trans. Let’s just say that Billie Rae isn’t her first name as a girl. She had to change it after she was caught scamming guys into buying her Amazon gift cards a couple of years ago.”

“What?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Back then, she was Taylor Rae. She was ranked in the top 2000 on League and then, when everyone found out that she was scamming guys by pretending to be into them… you know, romantically—she deactivated her account. She closed her social profiles. She even dyed her hair.”

“This all sounds crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“But it’s true!” Tuesday gasped. “And Franklin proved it. Look.” She took out her phone and showed me the evidence that was sent to her: screenshots from old social media accounts, with Billie Rae’s old pictures: her with black hair… but it was definitely her. I knew those glittering eyes. I knew that soft, petite body. But that name: Taylor Rae… she’d never mentioned it before. Then, Tuesday showed me the archived player profile of Taylor Rae, and screenshots taken by the man who claimed to have been scammed by her. In the screenshot, she was offering pictures of her body in exchange for an Amazon gift card. “She was doing it to a bunch of guys,” Tuesday said. “And she was probably selling the gift cards for cash. It’s a classic scam that’s almost impossible to trace. Now, she accepts gift cards as gifts on her stream. She’s probably selling them all. I guess there’s nothing illegal with what she’s doing… but I’m sure we can both agree that it’s not so moral.”

It was all so hard to believe.

“And that’s not even everything,” said Tuesday, eyes wide now. “When she was still a dude, she—I mean, he was caught cheating in a Starcraft tournament.” She pulled up the images on her phone. “He was kicked out of the tournament after they discovered a sex toy on him.”

“What?” I said.

“It was in the news and everything. He had a remote-controlled vibrator between his legs—maybe even up his ass. He had a friend sitting in the stands, watching the match on the screen. Whenever his opponent would prepare an attack, the friend would buzz the vibrator. Basically what happened is, someone in the stands saw the guy with the remote and got suspicious. Some famous chess player was caught doing the same thing a year earlier.” She showed me the article, and that’s when my heart truly stopped beating for a moment.

“He had to drop off the Starcraft circuit. Apparently he got a job at a Game Stop and just dropped off the face of the earth.”

“Rick…” I said, reading that name. And there was his picture: Rick, my old boss at Game Stop. I admired Rick so much… but now, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe what Tuesday was telling me… but the proof was right in front of me—and it was all about to come out.

“Uh, thanks for bringing this all to my attention,” I said. I nearly fell over as I stood up. My legs were trembling. My heart was racing. This new information wasn’t sitting well with me, churning in my gut, filling my veins with icy coldness.

I’d been having sex with my old boss. Billie Rae knew who I was this whole time, but chose not to tell me. And worse, she knew that I was going to be booted out from my spot if we won Nationals.

If I was to believe what Tuesday was telling, then Billie Rae had essentially been conspiring against me, and gladly accepting sexual intimacy in return.

“John, wait,” Tuesday said as I took a few steps away from that small cafe table.

“Bruce is going to wonder where I went,” I said, head still spinning.

“There’s something else I have to tell you,” she said.

“W—What is it?” I said. I wasn’t sure that I could handle anything else. I was already starting to think about my job at Game Stop again… which wasn’t even there waiting for me. I left on bad terms—not like Billie Rae, who had been travelling back and forth to finish out her two week’s notice, knowing that there was a very good chance the team would be dissolved and she would need to seek out a job again. If she had really cared about me, she would have advised me to do the same thing…

“John…” Tuesday went on. She turned her gaze to the table and blushed hard all over. “I really like you. And, uh, I know girls don’t generally ask boys out on dates… but maybe we could go out for coffee together, in Quebec City.”

“Quebec City?” I asked.

“I was talking to my old team captain, and he’s starting a new team for next season. It will be based out of Quebec City, and he’s starting it with his girlfriend. She plays support and he’s an ADC. Long story short, because of their relationship, they won’t have any weird no-relationship rules in their contract. I told him about you, and he likes the idea of having you in as the jungler.”

“W—What about you?” I asked.

She smiled. “Well, I’ve been playing so much on mid, with Billie Rae always doing her streams and whatnot… I’m actually getting pretty good. I thought I would spend the rest of the year practising mid. This whole thing is just an idea right now, John. But… I really like you. You’re sweet. I’d love to grab a proper coffee with you sometime… when I’m not just giving you bad news.”

“I, uh… I’ll let you know,” I said. “I just really need to figure out what I’m doing here.”

She smiled. “I’ll email you my number. I’m leaving for Quebec on Monday—so I’ll be gone before you’re back from Vancouver. But… if things don’t work out with Centennial, come to Quebec. I can get you a streaming gig that will run the rest of the season—just for some living money, or whatever. Then, maybe we can move into a new team house. It’s all just… stuff to think about.”

“Thanks, Tuesday,” I smiled. I looked to the floor, and then I left the cafe.
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Ididn’t bring up what I knew. I spent that night doing some of my own digging, trying to verify what Tuesday had told me. I found the article she showed me, and there was a picture of Rick, formerly known as T2-StarCraft, back when he played StarCraft. He was a highly ranked player, just sixteen-years-old. He went to many tournaments. I managed to find dozens of videos of him playing… and they all had the comments in the comment sections: ‘Isn’t this the guy who shoved a dildo in his ass to cheat?’ ‘Whatever happened to this tool?’ ‘If you turn your volume up loud enough, you can hear the buzzing!’

I didn’t get much sleep. Billie Rae was there in the kitchen the next morning, though I wasn’t sure that I could even call her Billie Rae anymore. Was that even her name, legally? My heart was still aflutter—and it got worse when she approached me, smiling. When nobody was looking, she grabbed my hand and smiled, saying, “Good morning, Johnny.”

“Hey,” I said. Her hand felt strangely cold. Had she been using me this whole time? Was she just trying to use me to get the team to that pro level? Why had she kept this a secret from me?

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess… I just feel a bit weird.”

“Nervous?” she said. “Are you all packed for the flight?”

“Not yet,” I said. “I should probably go and do that.” I stared into her eyes. Now, I could see Rick behind those eyes. I recognized her now, and I couldn’t figure out how I didn’t see it before; it seemed so obvious! It should have been even more obvious when I found out that she was trans. My God, there were so many clues, and I ignored all of them.

And now, she was smiling, assuming that I was still totally oblivious.

“Bruce said we can take the morning off,” she said. “I thought that maybe we could sneak away and get a coffee at that cafe down the road.”

“I don’t think that’s a great idea,” I said.

“Why not?”

I stared into her eyes. “I still have to pack.”

She giggled. “You’re a guy. How long could that take?”

I bit down on the side of my tongue. I wanted so badly to call her out—I even thought of doing it a moment later when the others entered the room. I wanted to call her out in front of everyone; they all deserved to know the truth before it came out to humiliate everyone. That news was going to come out before that press conference. It wasn’t fair that Gobbler and Race-Star and Kitten Krusader were all going to be caught off-guard by it; at least I had some warning.

And I had to think hard about what I was going to do: should I go on this trip? If I dropped out, the team couldn’t compete; we were already at the minimum number of players. Every team needed an alternate. I couldn’t let the rest of the team down…

My head was swirling. This position seemed so unfair. Bruce came into the room and eyed me for a moment. I thought about taking him upstairs to discuss my options, but I also didn’t want to call out Tuesday. I didn’t want to throw her under the bus, in case there was something in her contract about keeping her lips sealed on this whole controversial matter. But maybe he deserved to be warned too, that all of this information was coming out… unless, of course, he was in on it, with BR-Cat, and with Horatio. Then, he was just as dastardly as the rest of them…

“John?” said Billie Rae, staring into my eyes. “Is something wrong?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “There’s just… someone in my life that’s not treating me so nicely.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, I’ve been treating them like… royalty. And they’d just been using me. I guess it sucks.”

“Do you want to go and talk about it?” she asked, turning a slight shade of white.

“Not really,” I said. I stared at her, half-hoping that she would come clean to me. I wanted to think that she had it in her to be an honest girl. I wanted to think that she could be redeemed. I’d made mistakes in my life, and I would hate to think that people were judging me for my past mistakes.

But Billie Rae wasn’t coming clean. She was just playing dumb, looking innocent.

Another part of me wanted to warn her. I still had strong feelings for her, even if she was using me for her own benefit… I didn’t want her to end up being humiliated in front of the whole worlds. One-hundred thousand people would be tuning into that press conference: people from all over the world. Billie Rae already knew the sting of public humiliation; did she really deserve to suffer through it again?

I kept my lips sealed. I went up to my room to pack my things. I was going to play in the tournament. I was going to play the games, win or lose. But I made sure to find Bruce before we left for the airport. “What is it?” he asked.

“The press conference tonight,” I said.

“What about it?” he asked.

“I won’t be attending it.”

“What? Why not? You have to. It’s in your contract, John.” He narrowed his eyes and scowled at me.

“Okay, well, I don’t feel like doing it. And there’s no alternate, so you don’t have many options…”

“What the hell is going on with you!?” Bruce growled. “This isn’t like you at all, John.”

“If you want me to play this weekend, you’ll let me skip the press conference.”

“It’s not up to you.”

“Okay, so boot me from the team then, Bruce,” I said, almost grinning as I realized how much power I currently had.

He stared into my eyes. “It almost feels like you’re blackmailing me right now, John.”

“Is that how it feels?” I asked, biting down on my tongue, not wanting to lash out at him.

Now, we were just glaring at one another. He had a dark gleam in his eyes, suggesting that he was onto me. He knew that I knew something. He knew that I had been let in on the dirt that made Tuesday leave the team. Now, he was struggling to be in control. That standoff lasted a long, long time—and then it ended with silence. He didn’t give me permission to skip the conference, but he also didn’t push his strictness on me again.

It was a quiet ride to the airport, two hours away. It was a quiet plane ride to Vancouver, and then a quiet trip to the hotel. We were checking into our rooms when Gobbler said, “What the hell is this?” We all looked back to see him looking down at his phone, pale-faced. The news was out. It was only a minute before all of our phones were buzzing: our gamer friends sending us the news, in case we hadn’t already seen it.

Bruce looked up at me. His eyes were dark, cheeks red with humiliation. He now knew that I knew. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning for warmup,” he said to me. He handed me my room card and then he stormed off towards his own room to prepare for the worst press conference of his life.

Billie Rae was told to skip the press conference, so it was only the four of them on that stage, answering questions while 145,000 people tuned in to watch. “We aren’t commenting on that,” Bruce said over and over as interviewers asked about Billie Rae’s past identity, and about the phoney signing of Franklin Griswold. But the questions just kept coming—and the team was required to spend a full thirty minutes on that stage, answering questions.

Halfway through the conference, there was a knock at my door. I saw Billie Rae through the peephole. She had a hood on her head, hands buried in her hoodie pouch. Her chin was turned down, gaze on the ground. I opened the door with reluctance. “What is it?” I asked.

“Can we talk?”

I didn’t want to let her in, but I knew that we needed to find some closure, one way or another. Now, she knew that I knew everything. I had a feeling that I was about to get an apology—but it was too late. Apologies are pointless if they don’t come until the wrong doing has already been exposed, as far as I’m concerned.

She closed the door behind her and then stood awkwardly in my quiet room. “I didn’t want you to find out like this,” she said softly.

“You didn’t want me to find out at all,” I said.

She looked into my eyes for a brief moment, showing me the redness, showing me that she’d been crying. But I could only assume that she was sad because she’d been caught—not guilty about what she’d done.

“You lied to me,” I said.

“I didn’t lie,” she said. “I just… I was waiting for the right time to tell you certain details.”

“As far as I’m concerned, you lied to me.”

“I like you,” she said, almost as if she was trying to pivot the conversation.

“Bullshit,” I said.

“How can you say bullshit!?” she snapped suddenly. “You can’t just read one article and think you know everything, John! We made love—many times—did that not mean anything to you?”

“Did it mean anything to you?” I asked. I stared into her eyes and watched her dart her gaze away. “Because it did mean something to me—and that’s why it hurt so much when I found out that you’ve been lying to me.”

“For the last time, I never lied!” she said, tearing up. But the tears just didn’t seem genuine.

I looked to the floor, realizing this argument was only going to go in circles; there wasn’t going to be any resolution. She was going to hold her ground and I was going to hold mine. “I was offered a spot on another team,” I said. “I, uh, think I’m going to take it. I’ll play this weekend. I’ll do my best to get Centennial through to the World Circuit, and then I’m going to tap out. You can easily find a replacement for me once Centennial is in Worlds.”

“I don’t want to find a replacement; I want you,” she said softly. She looked up into my eyes, wiping her cheeks with her sleeves, pushing the tears away. “I guess now is a good time to tell you that you were invited by Horatio because of me. He asked me for player recommendations, and I said you.”

“When he asked for recommendations, did you already know that it was just an alternate spot?” I asked.

And there was that guilty look again. “Tuesday’s gone now,” she said. “The main jungle spot is yours.”

“But it was just an alternate spot when you recommended me,” I said. “And Horatio never told me that; you never told me that. You were just using me. You were using Franklin. You knew the whole time, and you didn’t say anything. Billie—I quit my job for this. I left my house. I could have been applying for colleges… now that will have to wait at least another year. My life went on hold for this—and it was all just a sham!”

“What do you want me to say, John!?” she cried. “I thought it would be a good opportunity for you! Yes, I knew you were going to be Tuesday’s alternate. I knew that you wouldn’t play in the World Circuit if we qualified, and I knew that if we didn’t qualify, the team would dissolve… I knew all of that, and I signed a contract promising that I wouldn’t say anything. I wanted to tell you, John! I tried to tell you… but I signed that contract. What do you want from me?”

“All I ever wanted was the truth. And all I got was lies.”

She sighed and shook her head. “You’re being so dramatic.”

“Are you even really a girl?” I asked. “Or is it just a scam?”

She gasped. She stared into my eyes, shocked. “A scam?” she said.

“I know about your past, Billie. I know about Taylor Rae, and I know about the whole StarCraft cheating controversy.”

“I never cheated!” she snapped. Then, she began to cry, so she turned away from me. “Oh God, this is so humiliating. This is such a disaster. I just want to go home and crawl into bed and cry.”

“I can’t understand how you can pretend like you’re the victim here. How can you say you never cheated? You were caught.”

“I was caught with a vibrator, John! How does that prove anything!?”

I had to roll my eyes. “It was connected to a remote that your friend was controlling.” I don’t know why I was bothering. I knew she was just going to deny, deny, deny, while acting like a victim.

She wiped her tears away. “It wasn’t cheating, John!” she gasped. “It was sexual! That ‘friend’ was my boyfriend, and we were fooling around! He wasn’t using it to warn me when my opponent was attacking; that was just some stupid theory that gained traction.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, not sure whether or not to believe her.

“It was a stupid theory that ruined my gaming career,” she said, wiping her eyes again. “I regret it every day. We were fooling around. Eric, my boyfriend, didn’t even know anything about StarCraft. He had no idea how the game worked; he didn’t know nearly enough to ‘warn’ me about attacks that were coming—and when he was caught with the remote, it wasn’t even in the stands like the article said; he was in the bathroom. He was caught… pleasuring himself. And if you don’t believe me, you can look up the police report online; he was charged for public indecency. Go ahead and look it up. I’m already this embarrassed, it can’t possibly get any worse.”

I stood there. I didn’t want to look it up. I had no idea whether or not to believe her… but her story sounded plausible. If that police report existed, I suppose it would explain that whole controversy… but that wasn’t her only controversy. What about when she was getting men to buy her gift cards?

“I was in the closet back then. I was afraid of coming out as a girl, because I was constantly in the spotlight. After I ran away from that world, I transitioned,” she told me. “I started making a new life as a girl. I was finally happy as Taylor. I couldn’t play StarCraft anymore, so I started playing League of Legends. I got pretty good. I cracked the top 2000, and then I started gaining some interest from teams. I was playing with this guy, Crash. He was in the top 100 and wanted to start a new team with me. It was good at first. We would play all night long, talking about the team we were going to start, where we would set up our team house, who we would recruit to play with us… but then, he started getting creepy. I told you before, there have been a lot of creeps in my past. Well, Crash got really creepy. He would send me videos of himself… ejaculating all over himself. If I didn’t reply instantly, he would start to freak out. He would message me constantly, and he would threaten to cut off contact from me.

“Then, after twenty-four hours of being a spaz, he would flip like a switch. He would apologize profusely, and he would send me gift cards. He’d won a few tournaments before, so he was a millionaire. He would send thousands of dollars worth in gift cards. Things would go back to normal… and then, a few weeks later, he would do it again. He would just get into this strange, aggressive, horny mood, and he would send me all of these pictures and videos. He would demand I send him videos and pictures back, but I just wasn’t comfortable with my body then. I was hardly a year into my transition… it was just too much. I told him I couldn’t start a team with him, and then he decided to make some shit up about me scamming him.”

I didn’t know what to think. She seemed to have an excuse for everything.

“Everyone knew Crash. He was like a God in the gaming community, so everyone believed him. He destroyed my reputation, and he threatened to make it so much worse if I leaked any of our conversations. But I can tell you don’t believe me… I can show you the messages, the pictures—everything. I have it all.

“I just didn’t want the drama, so I stepped away for a year. I created a new alias and played alone. Soon enough, my rank started to rise again. I started playing in those top-ranked games. I played with a lot of the same people that I knew as Taylor. I worked hard to keep my identity a secret. I suppose it was just a matter of time before it all came out.

“But I never did anything illegal. I didn’t break any rules. I’m not banned from competing. Controversy just seems to follow me wherever I go. Oh God, I can just tell that you don’t believe anything I’m saying. I could easily prove it all in a matter of minutes. I can prove to you that I’m not a liar… but what good would it really do? If you don’t believe me now, then there’s no point in proving anything. It’s obvious that you don’t really like me, so I don’t really know why I’m bothering to waste my breath right now.”

“I do like you,” I said. “But regardless of whether or not that’s all true…” I really didn’t know whether or not to believe her. Tuesday had built her up to be a compulsive liar, and a professional con artist… but that’s just not the girl that I knew. “You still brought me onto this team without telling me the reality of my position.”

“I thought I was helping you,” she sighed. “I thought that it would give you some professional exposure. I thought that some other team would scout you as soon as you played in a few games.”

That’s exactly what had happened: Tuesday and her friend had scouted me for their team. And that wouldn’t have happened had Billie Rae not recommended me to Horatio. Had Billie Rae not recommended me, I would have still been at Game Stop, dreading every day that I had to work under Chloe, waiting for the day that the store closed down due to irrelevance.

I just didn’t know what to believe.

Billie Rae moved to the door. She looked at the ground and sighed. “I, uh, guess I’ll see you at warmup tomorrow.”

I had a lump the size of a fist in my throat, stopping me from replying to her. I just didn’t know what to say.
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Vancouver, British Columbia: Canadian E-Sports National Competition

I walked into the stadium with Gobbler (we shared a room that night). The place was starting to fill up. I did my best to keep my phone off, so that I would see any of the news surrounding our team’s controversy. But the controversy news found us. We were spotted by the media. They swarmed us. They wanted to know what we thought about HGA’s press conference, and the new updates that had come out concerning Billie Rae, Bruce, and Horatio. Apparently, more information about their secret contracts had been leaked.

I could have stayed to hear more, but I wasn’t there to be thrown into the drama, so I slipped away. I just wanted to focus on playing the best game I could. I was starting my gaming career: my dream career. I wasn’t going to let the drama of others pull me down.

I tried to get away, but a few interviewers singled me out. “What do you think of the new pictures of your captain, Bruce, meeting with HGA captain, and the deal he tried to make to silence the news about Billie Rae’s past?”

I shook my head; it was hard to follow. “I’m here to play a game,” I said.

“What about the fact that you were hired to be an alternate for Tuesday?”

“I don’t care,” I said.

“Do you actually not care?” they asked.

“I actually don’t care.” I walked away.

And it was true. I actually didn’t care… What was done was done… now, I had to focus on myself. It was impossible to know who was telling me the truth, who was deceiving me, who was trying to use me for their own gain.

It didn’t matter. I couldn’t let the complicated lives of other people stop me from living out my own dreams.

I did my warmup quietly with my team. The media was there, surrounding us, even though there were seven other teams warming up in that massive room. Cameras were on Billie Rae. They were on Bruce. They were on me. It was midway through warmups when a few members of HGA showed up to watch the first rounds of the day. Franklin was there, and he was swarmed by cameras.

It was starting to feel more like we were on The Real Housewives of League of Legends, and not at a professional gaming tournament.

I tried to ignore it all. I had to focus on my first game.

And that first game was against one of the oldest teams in the country: Canuck Gaming.

It was a best-of-three, and it was off to an awkward start. During out champion selection stage, we hardly spoke. Usually, that was the time to talk strategies, but now, nobody wanted to pipe up, knowing our voices were being broadcast. It was just wretchedly uncomfortable. Bruce picked his hero without consulting the rest of us. Gobbler picked a support hero accordingly. Then, Race-Star picked a hero that did not compliment Bruce or Gobbler; it was a faux-pas that would have been avoided with a tiny bit of communication.

Billie Rae went ahead and picked her favourite mid champion, forcing me to pick a champion that complimented it, even though it wasn’t my strongest jungle champion—and it did not compliment the other teammates. It was a communication disaster—but luckily, Canuck Gaming was well beyond their prime, still made up of the same members that were on the team eight years earlier. Their mid-lane player wasn’t even ranked in the top 8000 anymore. Their team hadn’t passed the round-robin stage of any tournament more than once in the past three years. So we were still able to win… but it was close.

We were all quiet after the game. There were so many stupid mistakes, and we were lucky to have skirted away with a win.

But we made all the same mistakes, still not talking. I could tell that Gobbler wasn’t happy about the news, about the drama. He wasn’t his usual spunky self. He looked embarrassed, keeping his head down between games, when the photographers were allowed to take to the stage.

We won that next game, thanks to a bunch of dumb mistakes made by the other team—and thanks to Billie Rae playing a solid game at mid. We beat Canuck Gaming handily, but we were still quiet.

We had a two-hour break before we went to face Winnipeg E-Sports, a team making its first-ever appearance at a professional tournament. It was also our team’s first appearance, but we had team members with lots of experience; they were all brand new to the scene. They made mistakes. They should have been easy to beat… but they took us out in game-one, because we simply weren’t communicating.

“Come on, guys,” Gobbler groaned between games. “We can’t lose this one. This should be a free win.”

“Says you,” Race-Star said. “You were the one up at top when we were trying to push mid.”

“Nobody said we were trying to push mid!” Gobbler cried.

“Is your mini-map broken or something? It was pretty obvious.”

“If you don’t say the plan, how am I supposed to follow it? And what was John doing in the enemy jungle at the end? We knew they had an Evelyn. That was just suicide.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I thought you had eyes on her.”

“When did I say I had eyes on her?” he growled.

“Exactly,” Billie Rae finally chimed in. “You didn’t say anything. Nobody said anything. Nobody is talking. Nobody knows what to do. It’s just chaos.”

“I didn’t hear you talking,” Race-Star said.

“Let’s just stop fighting,” I said. “We need to win this game.”

“If we’re going to win, you need to get those early picks—and stop letting them get our buffs,” Gobbler said.

“Then stay on top of putting down wards,” I said. “That’s your job.”

“It’s not my job when I have to keep our tank healed and buffed!”

“Then maybe Bruce should be picking a champion that needs less support!” Billie Rae said.

“Why are you taking his side?” Gobbler asked. “Hoping he buys you an Amazon Gift Card?”

Billie Rae gasped.

“Greg,” Bruce said.

“What?” Gobbler said. “You’re letting John accuse me of losing that game. It just seems like you’re taking his side because you’re afraid he’s going to walk after what came out. It’s just some sort of ass-kissing contest now… and you’re happy to throw me under the bus to win those brownie points. But guess what? I’m not going to let you use me to manipulate him. I’m not playing along with your little game.”

“Greg, calm down,” Bruce growled, trying to remind him that our voices were being broadcast.

“Don’t tell me to calm down,” Gobbler said. “This whole thing is a fucking joke. I’ve never been more humiliated in my life. You know my grandmother called me this morning. Even she heard the news! This team is a literal joke.”

“Greg, calm down!” Bruce roared suddenly.

But now, it was time to pick champions. The time for coming up with a strategy had passed… It was my turn to pick first, so I picked my champion. There wasn’t much discussion; every time we started to talk strategies, it quickly turned into a fight about the ongoing controversy. Billie Rae wasn’t talking now, after Gobbler brought up the Amazon Gift Card scandal.

And I still hadn’t forgotten about her keeping my fate with the team a secret. I was still angry with her—angry enough that I saw an opportunity to get a bit of revenge…

We were winning. Bruce was playing a fierce game, being his usual self. He didn’t need a team behind him to be the best. We had good momentum… but Billie Rae was making stupid mistakes. I bailed her out of one ambush that she walked right into, and now, she was walking into another one.

A part of me wanted to just let her get killed. The extra kill wouldn’t have made much difference to the game outcome. Killing Billie Rae wouldn’t have given them the momentum they needed to take the lead. But it would have crushed her score, which was currently mediocre at best. An additional death would have dropped her in the rankings, and then, if Centennial ended up dissolving, there would be even less of a chance of her being scouted by a team. Knowing that there was a very good chance the team would dissolve after this, it made our individual scores even more important. There were teams looking to fill spots, but they weren’t going to take players who performed lousily in their last tournament appearances. They were going to go for guys like Bruce, like Race-Star—and even like Gobbler: guys who put up big numbers but lost because the weak links on their past teams were just too weak. Maybe I was even one of those worthy guys…

I didn’t let them kill Billie Rae, even though I felt like she didn’t deserve to be bailed out. I just wanted to secure that victory. I wanted to prove to myself that I wasn’t going to stoop to the same level as her: I wasn’t willing to throw someone else under the bus for my own betterment, to make myself look better.

And, I felt like she’d been through enough. Maybe she deserved some punishment for what she did, or maybe she didn’t; that wasn’t for me to decide; that was for God to decide.

I killed two of the players trying to ambush her. She got away, but I wasn’t so lucky. They killed me—but they all scurried off, injured, needing to retreat to heal. While they were healing, Bruce launched a hard attack, taking out two towers. They weren’t strong enough to fight him back—not until their two dead players respawned.

So essentially, I sacrificed myself to win the game, though the stats on the screen didn’t reflect that. Bruce took the glory and Billie Rae slipped away without the stats to show her huge blunder.

We were now 2-0 in the round-robin: one win away from guaranteeing a spot in the quarter finals. There was no free pass to the semi-finals this time. But more wins in the round-robin would get us a better seed, placing us against a weaker team in our quarter final match.

We were given another hour to break, so we went upstairs to the player lounge. All of the other players on their break looked at us, staring at us like we were a group of total losers. They began to giggle and whisper amongst one another. Our reputations were already tainted.

We tried to find a spot away from the others. We tried not to make eye-contact. We tried to remain silent, knowing there were other players eager to eavesdrop on us—and even the staff at the event.

“Did you see that the story made the front page of E-Sports Worldwide?” Race-Star said, but nobody answered him. “They have a poll up asking if we should be allowed to continue competing.” We continued to ignore him. We were all sick of the drama. “The poll isn’t looking good so far. The comments are worse.”

“Drop it!” Bruce snapped suddenly. The whole room turned silent. Now, every player in that place was staring at us. Bruce covered the side of his face with his hand. “We’re 2-0. Let’s just focus on winning one more game. We need to start communicating. We’ve gotten lucky up until this point. We’re not going to stay on a lucky streak. Let’s just win this next game so we can all relax and regroup.”

We pulled it together just enough to pull out one more win. The communication was still rough, but improving. It seemed like we were getting into a bit of a groove. We lost the first round but took the next two. Before exiting the stage, one of the players on the other team stood up and said, “You guys shouldn’t even be allowed to play in this tournament! It’s a fucking disgrace to the sport!”

“Shove it up your ass, loser!” Gobbler shouted back.

“Fuck you!”

Bruce pulled Gobbler away. “Ignore him. He’s just tilted.” For the other team, it meant being eliminated. It was their third consecutive loss, meaning they were now out of being able to make the quarter final round.

“Your team is a joke to the league!” the angry player shouted as his own teammates dragged him off the stage.

I have to admit that it sucked, knowing that most of the players at that tournament felt the same way. Very few of them thought that we deserved to be playing. They all thought Billie Rae should have been banned from competing for what she did when she was a teenager, playing StarCraft… what she supposedly did. They thought our team should have been expelled for the shady contract that screwed over Franklin—and it would have screwed me over had Tuesday stuck around.

Now, as we awaited our fourth round of round-robin, I found myself looking at Billie Rae. I watched her from across our green room. She just sat quietly, pensive, staring off into nothingness… She was probably considering her future possibilities. Maybe she was thinking about tapping out, leaving.

Bruce left the room to take a phone call. Now, Gobbler was standing up and pacing around the room. “Fuck this shit,” he said. “This is a joke. I didn’t grind for five fucking years to be treated like this. My reputation is practically ruined. At least if I were to walk away now, I can save a bit of face… Honestly, we should all walk together. Let’s face it; it’s not like we’re winning this tournament. We’re not beating Tri-Force Gaming, and we’re not beating HGA. It would take a miracle to make it past the quarters…”

“We’re not staging a walk-off,” Race-Star said.

“Well, if I go, it’s over anyway,” Gobbler said. “A team needs six players to participate. If I leave, that leaves five. Then it’s over.”

“Gobbler, go for a walk,” I said. “Let off some steam.”

“Don’t talk to me like a child,” he growled at me.

“Let’s just focus on getting a better seed,” Race-Star said, taking over as captain during Bruce’s absence. “Let’s get lunch and then we’ll all be in a better mood.”

Food was free for players. We had access to all of the food trucks. The food was actually amazing, and getting some food in my stomach really did make my mind clearer. I found myself remembering my whole conversation with Tuesday. I remembered her offer. I remembered that there was a new team waiting for me in Quebec: one built by gamers, and not by a millionaire with financial interests. It really did seem like a perfect chance to get away from the drama…

The drama was killing me. Well, it was killing everyone else—and their sour moods were taking me down with them. I hated all of that pessimism. I hated the vitriol. I hated that toxic environment. I knew that I couldn’t stay on that team, whether Billie Rae was lying or telling the truth.

And then I remembered Tuesday’s little date proposition. She wanted to see me outside of that gaming environment. She even hinted at the fact she was searching for something serious, something long-term. She knew me well enough after living with me for a few weeks… and she actually liked me enough to make that proposition.

Tuesday was really beautiful—and I was reminded that a few minutes later when I saw her face on the cover of E-Sports Weekly, fresh off the press, being circulated around that stadium. ‘A NEW TEAM?’ the headline read. And then the magazine went on to talk about all of the drama with Billie Rae and Centennial. I didn’t read the articles… but I did find myself staring at Tuesday, with her long blonde hair.

She was beautiful… maybe she didn’t attract me the same way Billie Rae attracted me, but I couldn’t deny that she was beautiful. She was a sweet, soft-spoken girl. Maybe that was better. Maybe I didn’t know much about her… but she was offering something that seemed more like stability.

I remembered something else she said: that little warning she left me with: “If Centennial signs some high-calibre player—even someone past their prime like me—just be on high alert.” It was only a few minutes later when Bruce found us and said, “I have some good news. I just got off the phone with Joker’s manager. He’s interested in coming to play with us.”

My heart fluttered cold. Joker was a former world champion. He’d competed at every major event, and won many of them. He played for Team Liquid; no team had more awards. He’d been on the cover of E-Sports Weekly many times. He had a stream that pulled in tens of thousands of viewers, even though he’d been out of the competitive scene for a few years. He was one of those past-his-prime players, coming back for a little renaissance. “He’s going to play a fill-in role,” Bruce continued. He eyed me for a quick moment before looking away with a guilty sort of glance.

And I knew why he was guilty…

Because Joker made his career as a jungler, like me.

Now, Tuesday’s warning was loud in my mind: be on high alert if they bring in another marquee player, even if that player is beyond their prime.

Bruce was going ahead with the plan, despite the drama that Tuesday and Franklin stirred up when they left. Bruce didn’t seem to really care about the controversies; he was committed to the plan, hell or high water.

“He’ll be arriving tonight. I’ll meet him at the airport and then we’ll have a group meeting at the hotel before we split up for the night.”

“Wait,” Billie Rae said. “Why are we bringing him in?”

“We need the security,” Bruce said. “We can’t be playing with a minimum roster. If just one player on our team steps away for any reason: health, personal, family emergency… that’s it: we’re out.” He eyed me again, as if he was insinuating I might leave. I’m guessing that he was still mad that I skipped out on the press conference.

But the other players on the team were happy about the new addition. There weren’t red flags going off in their minds. They were just happy to have another star player on the team, someone who could share their experience with the rest of us, like Tuesday was doing before she made her exit.

We played our next best-of-three against a team called The Maritime Gaming Association. They beat us in two quick games, but we rebounded and won our final best-of-three against the Polar Gamers. Though we would have probably been better off losing and getting a different seed for the quarter, because we were informed before leaving the stadium that we would be facing Horizon Gaming in our quarter final: a rematch against Franklin, who was surely going to do everything he could to defeat us.
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Joker was a nice guy, but that warning was still chiming in my head on repeat. He was about my age, which was nice. He was calm and level-headed. He told us about a controversy that his team was wrapped up in. “People will forget all about it after a few days. It’s not as big of a deal as you all think it is right now,” he told us. He had a way of bringing a calmness to the team… everyone but me.

But I wasn’t feeling so calm. Yes, he often played the role of tank, sometimes middle-lane, and sometimes he even played ADC—but he was primarily a jungler. His professional career was in the jungle. He was there to replace me. And I didn’t want to look like a fool by sticking around, just to be swapped out when the real action started.

I went to Bruce’s room before it was time to sleep. I knocked on the door and he answered. He stared at me for a long moment and said, “What is it?”

“Am I playing tomorrow?”

He paused for a moment. “Of course you are,” he said.

“Tell me honestly. I don’t want to look like an idiot when I’m caught off-guard.”

“Why wouldn’t you play?”

“You know why,” I said.

He sighed and shook his head. “You’re overthinking this. We needed another player, and he was the best on the market, John. It was a business move. And I get why you might be feeling a bit scarred from the whole Tuesday business. But John—that’s just business. You need to realize that this shit isn’t personal. The pro gaming industry is a business at the end of the day. What? Do you think this stuff doesn’t happen in hockey? Do you think it doesn’t happen between MLB teams? It’s a business, and you need to realize that these teams exist to make money. Sometimes that means winning games. Sometimes it means branding.”

“What are you saying?” I said, biting my tongue. I was trying to keep my cool. My focus was on winning games, not getting into the drama… but I couldn’t just ignore what was happening. It seemed likely that this was all happening to replace me.

“I’m just telling you the truth, John,” he said. “This is a business. Nothing more, nothing less. Now, that said—no, John. I’m not bringing Joker in to replace you. I’m bringing him in because he’s the best on the market right now. I’m bringing him in because we need an alternate—because right now, it’s looking like Gobbler is walking, and if he would have walked before Joker got here, it would have been the end of the line. I’m bringing Joker in because I got a call from Horatio telling me we had the budget to bring in name talent.

“And I’ll tell you one other thing, John, because I like you, despite what you think: if Horatio gives me the order to swap Joker for you, I’ll do it, because he’s my boss—and he’s technically your boss to. As for who I’m going to make the main—whoever is better. Now, between you and me—because I like you—Joker isn’t going to be taking your spot unless it’s a direct order from Horatio, because Joker isn’t what he used to be. He’s not a top player. He’s more of a streamer. And if I’m going to be swapping him in, it will be into a support role, because Gobbler just hasn’t been pulling his weight.”

Now, Bruce was staring bluntly at me. I was trying to get a read on him. I was trying to understand how I fit into this puzzle.

His eyes narrowed. “John, did you, by chance, speak with Tuesday before she left town?”

“Maybe,” I said. “I’m free to talk to whoever I want to talk to.”

“Yes,” he said. “But she’s technically not. She signed an NDA. Franklin did the same, and now, Horatio is proceeding with legal action. The details in those contracts weren’t to be discussed outside of the walls of the team house. And it’s come to my attention that Tuesday is launching a new team. She’s approached a few of our team members, trying to poach them. She’s also approached our sponsors, which is a serious violation of the contract she’s legally bound to.”

This was new information to me, and I wasn’t sure how to process it… and it was only about to get even more complicated.

“Want to know how I know that she’s poached other team members?” Bruce continued.

“How?” I asked softly.

“Race-Star came to me two days ago and showed me the text messages between them. Tuesday was offering sexual favours if Race would travel out to Quebec to be on her new team. I saw the texts with my own eyes, John. And that’s just a warning to you, as a friend, because I don’t know what she said to you. I like you. But I’ll say it again: the pro gaming industry is a business, and it’s filled with hustlers. Money makes the decisions here, not people.”

Gobbler didn’t show up at the stadium the next morning. Bruce told us that he got onto a plane early that morning to return to Alberta, to collect his things from the team house. He was leaving the team—not interested in facing Franklin on that stage. “He’s under the impression that he’s protecting his reputation,” Bruce said to us. “Joker will be filling in as support.”

Joker perked right up. He was a tall guy, with round glasses, scruffy hair, and a crooked smile. “I won’t let you down.”

Then, Bruce turned to Billie Rae. “I’m making a hard decision today,” he said. “Billie Rae, you’re going to be sitting the first game out. I’m putting Kitten in on mid.”

Billie Rae turned white, but said nothing. The news was a complete shock.

“Kitten has been putting up amazing numbers in practise. I think she deserves the shot.”

“Kitten doesn’t play mid,” I said.

“She has before,” Bruce said without looking at me. “And she will today. I’ll be honest with you all: Franklin knows Billie Rae’s tactics too well. If we’re going to beat HGA this time, we need to change things up.”

“Bruce…” I said.

He turned to look at me. “What is it?”

I wanted to remind him about Billie Rae’s contract. Was he allowed to pull her out? Was I allowed to comment on the contract that I was technically not supposed to know about? Well—everyone knew about it now, including the fans in the stands.

“Well?” he said.

I looked at Billie Rae. I saw the devastation on her face. She was unable to speak up for herself, so I felt like I needed to… but what could I say? “I think Billie Rae would be fine on mid. She’s our best mid.”

She looked at me, now turning a shade of pink.

“It might get some of the media pressure off if we bench her,” Race-Star suggested.

“But she’s the best mid at this tournament. We’d be making a huge mistake by benching her,” I insisted. “And I play better with her. I’ve never played better in my life than I have with her on mid.”

Billie Rae was now staring into my eyes, seemingly shocked that I would defend her.

“I want Billie on mid,” I said. “I have nothing against Kitten, but I don’t have the same connection with Kitten.”

“Kitten will play mid,” Bruce said firmly.

“That’s ridiculous,” I said.

“John!” Bruce snapped.

Now, everyone was glaring at me.

I shook my head. “This all just seems like a PR move. I don’t think the quarter final is the time to be worrying about optics.”

“You’re here to do a job, John. When you’re captain, you can make the decisions. Right now, I’m making this decision, whether it’s right or wrong.”

So we played without Billie Rae. I sat next to a very nervous Kitten Krusader, who had absolutely no tournament experience at all, and now she was being tasked with winning a best-of-five so we could avoid elimination, so we could all keep our jobs, because we all knew that Horatio would dissolve the team if we didn’t advance to the World Circuit.

We won the first game thanks to a faux-pas by Griswold Gamer. He tried to sneak through our jungle to join an ambush, and I caught him with a snare. Because of his failure to join that ambush, the whole ambush failed, with Race-Star killing three of their teammates. Suddenly, we had all of the experience and money that we needed to steamroll through the rest of that match.

We won our second game, with Bruce playing like a juggernaut, brute forcing his way down his lane, gaining disgusting experience and money with flawless play after flawless play.

We only needed one more win to make it through to the semi-final… but that win never came. Franklin stepped up his game and destroyed Kitten at mid in that third game: killing her three consecutive times, which was enough to make him over-powered for the rest of the game. Then, his team rallied in the fourth game to tie the series: an all-around impressive play.

It came down to that final game: an intense hour-long back-and-forth. We didn’t lose because of Kitten Krusader. It wasn’t my fault that we lost, or even Joker, who hardly knew our play-style. Amazingly, we lost that game because Bruce made a series of dumb mistakes. It happens to everyone from time to time, even the best of the best like Bruce…

We were eliminated. We weren’t going through to the World Circuit.

We were silent. The energy was simply gone. We stuck around for a few hours, doing the press conference, answering some fan questions… and then we went back to the hotel. We were stuck in Vancouver until Monday, but nobody wanted to go back to the stadium. Bruce locked himself up in his room and wouldn’t come out, but Race-Star told us that he’d been crying; they shared a room.

“I guess the team is over,” Race-Star said as we met for breakfast the next morning. “I mean, unless Horatio has some change of heart, I guess.” He was referring to the fact that Horatio had a number of failed teams in his past.

“We’ll all land on new teams,” Kitten said. “We made it pretty deep.” It was the first sign of optimism—and she even had a small smile on her face. It was nice to hear a bit of positivity; we really had made it further than anyone expected. We were one win away from making the semi finals. We were two days of winning away from making the World Circuit as Canada’s top team.

But now, we would be going home to uncertainty. We would all be on the hunt for new teams… or maybe just new jobs in general. There was a Game Stop in Red Deer, not too far from where we’d been living. I think I saw a NOW HIRING sign in the window… maybe that was part of my future.

Billie Rae wouldn’t have to worry too much; all of the drama from the weekend had a strangely positive impact on her streaming account. Her followers surged by over one-hundred thousand. Maybe it’s true: no press is bad press. She wasn’t even getting hate-mail concerning the allegations… well, not much of it, anyway. The main takeaway that the public got from all of the headlines was, ‘hey, there’s a hot E-girl who streams in lingerie!’. Nobody cared about the drama outside of those of us inside that industry.

In fact, she did her first post-incident stream on Monday night, after we got back to Alberta. 125,000 people tuned in, and she earned over $600—and it wasn’t even a lingerie stream. That kind of cash in a town like Red Deer will go a long way…

Race-Star would be fine; he posted great numbers at both the Qualifier and at Nationals. His stats had him in the top 750. Bruce was in the top 300.

Kitten had even cracked the top 1000. And, as a girl, she didn’t have anything to worry about. Many teams had gender diversity quotas, and would jump at any female on the market in the top 2000—never mind the top 1000.

My future seemed a bit less certain. Sure, I’d cracked into the top 1000, meaning I could go to the individual tournaments (if I could find a sponsor to pay for my travel expenses). There was a good chance that I would attract the attention of pro teams by playing those highly-ranked matches… but I still didn’t have the name that the others had.

That Monday night, while Bruce was outside having a cigarette, Race-Star addressed the elephant in the room: “Has anyone had offers from other teams yet?”

We were all silent… at first. Then, Kitten piped up. “Liquid messaged me about their B-team last night. They want to give me a tryout.”

“Shit! Liquid!?” Joker said, eyes beaming. “You gotta do it, girl.”

“Well, it’s their B-team,” Kitten blushed.

“Whatever. I’ve been to the B-team house. They have a pool—and a theatre room! They throw the craziest parties. It’s like living at the Playboy mansion.”

Kitten smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I’m considering it. Please don’t tell Bruce.”

“Of course not,” Race-Star said. “I got an offer from HGA.” I suppose I should now point out that HGA won Nationals and qualified for the World Circuit. “They want me to be their ADC alt, but they said I would definitely get playtime in round-robin—and maybe more if I performed well.”

“Good for you!” Kitten gasped.

Joked gave him a pat on the back. “They’re a real powerhouse this year, bro,” he laughed. “Good for you.”

Then, eyes turned to me. “What about you, Johnny?” asked Race-Star. “Any inquiries?”

I thought about telling them about Tuesday’s new team… but I remembered what Bruce told me, about Tuesday offering Race-Star sexual favours. I didn’t want to go from one sham team to another… Plus, I didn’t speak French, so living in Quebec City wasn’t exactly a dream. “Nothing,” I said.

“Something will come,” Race-Star said, and then Bruce came back in, so the conversation ended.

Billie-Rae streamed that night while we practised, though we weren’t too sure why we were practising anymore. It didn’t seem like we were working on team tactics; we were all just playing together, doing whatever we wanted—worrying more about our own ranks than our performance as a team.

The next morning, I woke up to a message from Canuck Gaming—not the best team, but they were interested in ‘chatting’. They wanted to set a date to talk. I was excited by the opportunity, even though I didn’t see them as a legitimate competitor. But I knew that members of their team got paid; they made their living playing; their sponsors sent them to tournaments: team, and individual. So maybe it was a good place to start. Maybe I didn’t need to set my sights on the world’s best team just yet.

Well, it was all irrelevant, because that afternoon, there was a knock at the door. The person didn’t wait for Bruce to answer before coming in, because the person owned the house: it was Horatio.

He had a smile on his face, and two men standing behind him holding large gift baskets. They all came in and placed the baskets down on the tables. The two helpers went to fetch more bags from the black Suburban parked on the street. “I’m just in town to congratulate my favourite group of gamers,” he said.

We were all silent. We all surely had the same thought in our heads: was he here to pull the plug? Was he there to tell Bruce that it was all over?

He shook our hands and congratulated us for a thrilling season. “I wish we could have gone to the World Circuit,” he said. “But we’ll make that our goal for next year. I’m just thrilled that we made it as far as we did. And the sponsors are thrilled too.”

“T—They are?” Bruce said. He was apparently more stunned than the rest of us.

Horatio smiled and nodded his head. “They upped their investments. You guys really put on an impressive show.” He looked at me and smiled. “I was watching some of your picks in jungle, J-Rock. That was just… awesome!”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“Well, I got the e-mail this morning from the Canadian E-Sports Federation. We have our qualifier invite stamped for next year, so I guess we need to start training. Bruce, I want to talk to you upstairs about finding a final alt to fill out the team.”

“O—Okay,” Bruce said.

“The rest of you, I came with gifts. And one other thing! There’s a contractor coming by this afternoon to look at the back yard. We’re putting in a pool, and a bar. And I think I want to redo the exterior of the house in black. What do you think? Black is cool, right?”

We were all just silent, stunned. It wasn’t at all what any of us expected. We watched Horatio take Bruce upstairs. We remained silent for a minute, and then we all approached those gift bags.

Again, they were filled with extravagant gifts: chocolates, liquor, gift cards… and then there was the expensive stuff: watches for the boys, jewellery for the girls. “Oh my God,” Billie Rae gasped, holding up a shining gold card, that looked a bit too wide to be a credit card.

“What is that?” I asked.

“It’s a certificate for… a boob job,” she said. She blushed and smiled. “It’s worth eighteen-thousand dollars.”

I had no idea if that was appropriate or not… but Billie Rae had talked about wanting to have larger breasts. She had her small perky tits from taking HRT for years. Maybe Horatio was paying for her breast enlargement because he knew it would bring in more viewers onto her stream, thus more fans for the team… or maybe he was just supporting her transition. I suppose it was something we would never know for sure, but nobody was upset about it—especially not me, because that evening, Billie Rae told me that I would get to play with them when she got them done.

In my basket, I found a stack of plane tickets and some paperwork. Horatio had booked me flights to all of the major individual championships. My teammates had tickets too, for many of the same competitions: hotels booked, credit cards to use for meals and expenses.

I nearly cried with joy, but I held back the tears, wanting to look somewhat masculine. Billie Rae ran to me and threw her arms around me, squeezing me. The others rejoiced, still stunned. We did have that obvious discussion, wondering if this meant that the team would really continue to exist, or if this was just a temporary stint to improve optics after the scandals that came out the previous week.

But really, those scandals were all blown out of proportion, and exaggerated grossly. I’d spent lots and lots of time thinking about it all. Was I upset that Billie Rae didn’t tell me that I was doomed to be an alt? Of course I wished she would have told me, but she would have been facing a lawsuit if I left the team in a fit, like Franklin did. Now, Franklin was facing a half-million dollar lawsuit, and it wasn’t looking like he was going to win. Tuesday was facing a similar lawsuit, and with the text messages that Race-Star had on his phone, it just wasn’t looking good.

Billie Rae was just keeping promises that she’d made (she told me about Franklin, and that was probably the closest she could could safely come to telling me that I was in a similar position).

Bruce was just keeping his promises too, being loyal to the man who gave him a team and was funding his lifelong dream of being a captain. And could Horatio really be blamed for the secret contracts? Like Bruce said: it was just business.

I suppose one could argue in favour or against what Horatio did. It became a regular debate in the house, whenever Bruce was away for whatever reason.

It was hard to be mad when the man was funding my career, putting me up in a house, and giving me opportunities that I’d only ever dreamed of before. And, because of him, I got to live with Billie Rae, who was also happier than she’d ever been in her life.

The odd article would come out from time to time… and interviewers would want to come to our house to talk about all of those old controversies. They were seemingly baffled that everyone stuck around, except for Gobbler. But they didn’t know the reality of the situation. They didn’t understand that one important thing: it was all business. And that was something we were all learning in that house.

I went to Japan for my first Individual Cup Qualifier. I came third out of one-hundred competitors. I scored big points. When I returned home, Billie Rae was waiting for me, in her room, in lingerie, with her new breasts. “They’re sore, so be gentle,” she whispered with a grin.

Being gentle wasn’t so easy, but I did my best—and she did her best when she was being me, gripping me by the hips, pushing deep into my body. It was fun, but it was much more fun two weeks later, when she was allowed to really go at it.

I was one of the top seeds at the first major World tournaments, and I placed second-place, winning my first $100,000. As per my contract, which was standard, 20% of that went to the team fund. But still: $80,000 went into my bank account, and that put a big smile on my face. I took Billie Rae out on some nice dates.

It was a blissful year. It often felt like a dream. But it really turned into a dream the next year, when we went to our first National Qualifiers and won, getting a spot at Nationals, straight past the round-robin stage. Then, we won Nationals, beating Horizon 3-0 in a best-of-five. We had our pass to the World Circuit.

And to complete the fairy tale, we won the Moscow tournament: a $5,000,000 prize, and a trophy that was so heavy, it took three of us to hoist it up for photos. I can assure you that I had a name after that—and Billie Rae had the respect that she’d deserved all along.

THE END
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Lars has always been the smallest guy on every soccer team he’s ever played on. So when his team’s captain, Vinnie, makes the guys play against the girls, he’s chosen to switch to the other side, to even out the teams. Sadly for Lars, that means putting on the pink girls’ outfit for one humiliating afternoon.

But when the girls win the little fun match, Lars discovers that there are perks to playing with the girls; he gets invited out for celebratory drinks, and one thing leads to another—and let’s just say that wearing the girly outfit was a small price to pay for a lot of fun.

Now, the girls want to play with Lars again, this time in an upcoming league game. Lars is just excited to get another shot at the girls. Nobody tells him that it’s a game for an all-girls tournament. Ad the girls have him so distracted, he doesn’t even realize that they’ve been grooming him to be a girl for their team.
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Iwatched as my buddies ran up and down the field, their bodies glistening with sweat. We were one player short, so we were making do with an odd number. Five against four. It was a bit awkward, but we were making it work.

"Yo Lars, you gonna jump in or what?" one of my buddies called out to me.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling the familiar pang of insecurity. These guys were all bigger and stronger than me, and it wasn't easy to forget that when I was standing on the sidelines.

But I was a good soccer player, damn it. I was fast and agile, and I had a good sense of the game. So I stepped onto the field with confidence.

"Alright, let's do this," I said, as I jogged onto the field. I stretched out my arms and legs quickly.

We played hard, but there was always someone sitting out each rotation to keep it even. It wasn't ideal, but we were making it work. As I ran up and down the field, I couldn't help but notice the way my buddies towered over me. They were all bigger and stronger, with muscles bulging beneath their jerseys.

But I wasn't about to let that stop me. I weaved in and out of defenders, my quick feet propelling me forward. I felt alive on the field, like nothing else mattered except the ball at my feet.

"Nice one, Lars!" one of my buddies called out, as I scored a goal.

I felt a rush of pride, knowing that I could hold my own against these bigger guys. Maybe I wasn't the biggest or the strongest, but I was a damn good soccer player. And that was all that mattered.

Well, they were my buddies, and it wasn’t a real game; we rarely played real games, especially in the winter. Most of the guys on the team were just there to get away from their wives, from their nagging kids. It was one day a week that the guys could just hang out together and get a bit of exercise.

I looked over at Vinnie as he dribbled the ball down the field. He was one of the better guys on the team, and it showed. He was serious about soccer, more so than any of us. He was in his mid-twenties, but he still daydreamed about going pro. I could see it in the way he played, with a fire in his eyes that the rest of us lacked.

Vinnie was fit, handsome, and charming with the ladies. He was one of the few guys on the team who wasn't married with kids, like me. It was easy to see why he was so popular with the ladies. Hell, even I had a bit of a man-crush on him. He did a bit of modelling on the side, and had acted in a couple commercials. He also held down a well-paying day job at a money management firm. He had a nice car, nice clothes, nice shoes… but for some reason, he still liked to hang out with us, a bunch of bums, a bunch of guys with borderline dad-bods, with lousy jobs that were nothing to brag about.

"Pass it over here, Vinnie!" I yelled, as I ran up the field.

He nodded, and with a quick flick of his foot, the ball was flying my way. I caught it and took off, my legs pumping as I ran towards the goal.

"Nice one, Lars!" Vinnie called out, as I scored yet another goal.

Vinnie was better than the rest of us, but he was still humble enough to play with us. To be honest, I think he just liked that he was better than us, and playing with us gave him extra confidence went he went on to play with his regular soccer team: a semi-pro team that was filled with some of the best players in the province. They had a tournament coming up in a couple of weeks: The Irving Open, sponsored by Irving Oil. The winning team got fifteen-thousand dollars and a free trip to Montreal for Nationals.

I grinned, feeling a rush of adrenaline. It was moments like these that made me forget about my insecurities. Moments when I felt like I could do anything, be anything.

But as I caught my breath, I couldn't help but glance over at Vinnie. He was talking to one of the girls who had come to watch us play, his smile charming and his eyes sparkling.

I couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy. Vinnie had it all: the looks, the charm, the talent. And here I was, never getting any of the attention—probably because I was small. Girls never picked the small guy out of the crowd; let’s be real.

The game wasn't over yet, but we had the field booked for another thirty minutes. That's when a group of pretty girls showed up. I could feel the guys' attention shifting towards them, their eyes following the girls' every move.

I couldn't help but feel a bit envious. These girls were beautiful, with their hair flowing in the wind and their fit bodies (and big titties) squished into tight tops and tighter sports bras. I knew I didn't stand a chance with them, not with my small frame, standing next to my burly buddies.

“Hey boys,” one of the girls smiled.

“Hey,” Vinnie called back.

“Clear the field. It’s time for you guys to leave.”

There was a sudden silence. We all looked at each other and then back at the girls.

"What do you mean, leave?" one of my buddies asked, his voice rising in frustration.

"We booked the field for this time slot," one of the girls said, with a hint of annoyance in her voice. "You guys need to go."

There was a moment of confusion as we tried to figure out what was going on. Had there been a mistake with the bookings? Sadly, it wouldn’t have been the first time. A few weeks earlier, we showed up and there was a game being played, still with an hour left on their slot. They refunded us for the mistake, of course. And a few weeks before that, a bunch of eight-year-olds showed up for ‘Turf Time’. Their coach unloaded a bunch of balls and hula-hoops and cones and let the kids go wild; another double-booking.

After a bit of back-and-forth with the girls, we realized that the field had indeed been double-booked.

Andrew, red in the face, stormed off to the front desk of the rec centre to see what was happening. When he came back, his face was even redder. “Double booked again—but this time they’re saying that we’re only paying for half of the field. What the actual fuck is this nonsense!?”

“Calm down, buddy,” smiled Vinnie. “I’m sure we can work something out with these lovely ladies.”

I could feel the frustration bubbling up inside me too. This wasn't the first time this had happened. We were always getting kicked off the field by other groups who had double-booked. It was starting to feel like we were the ones who didn't belong.

But Vinnie didn't seem to mind. He was just happy to be around women. It really didn’t help that it didn’t seem like he was on our side.

"Come on, guys," he said, flashing the girls a smile before turning to us. "Let's share the field. We can play together."

I couldn't help but roll my eyes. Vinnie was always like this: smooth-talking and charming, always wanting to fuck girls before anything else. But for the rest of us, it was hard to ignore the frustration and disappointment. We just wanted to play soccer, without having to deal with all the drama and double-bookings.

I have to admit that the girls' request to leave put a damper on the game. We were all hot, sweaty, and tired, and the last thing we wanted was to deal with some pretty girls who thought they could just kick us off the field. Nobody but Vinnie wanted to play with the girls.

"What the hell?" one of my buddies muttered, shaking his head in disbelief.

"We booked this field fair and square," another guy chimed in.

But the girls didn't seem to care. They were adamant that they had the right to play too.

“Everyone calm down. We can share the field," Vinnie said, flashing his signature grin. "It'll be fun."

But the rest of us weren't convinced. We had seen this before. Every time we tried to book the field, it seemed like there was always another group trying to muscle in on our time.

It wasn't fair. We had booked the field first. We had the right to play without being interrupted by a bunch of pretty girls who thought they could just waltz in and take over.

But Vinnie didn't seem to feel the same way. He was too busy chatting up one of the girls, trying to impress her with his soccer skills, showing her how he could keep the ball in the air without letting it touch the ground; he was like a twelve-year-old trying to impress his buddies.

"Come on, guys," he said, gesturing towards the field. "Let's play together. It'll be fun.”

“You already said that,” I groaned.

In the end, we begrudgingly agreed to share the field. First, we set up smaller nets on either side of the width of the field, so we were now playing on a half-field. The girls were on the other half. This became annoying quickly when their ball kept rolling into our game, and then, a couple of times, our ball went into their game. On top of that, playing on half a field just isn’t the same. We were hardly running; it was more like a passing and intercepting drill.

Finally, after ten minutes, Vinnie put up his hands and said, “Let’s just play with the girls.”

“I don’t want to play with girls,” groaned Michael, eyeing the girls. Sure, they were pretty, but they weren’t very good. They weren’t playing very hard. They were doing a lot more giggling than shooting and scoring. There’s nothing fun about going easy on a bunch of girls.

“Don’t you think they’re cute?” Vinnie grinned.

“All the more reason not to play with them,” Michael said. “I don’t need my wife needing another reason to want to murder me.”

“Amen to that,” said Nazem.

I eyed the girls. They were cute… I had to admit.

There was a cute blonde with a ponytail, her shorts so short that they barely covered her ass. And then there was a pretty brunette with a tank top that clung to her curves in all the right, tight places. But the real showstopper was a beautiful redhead with long legs and a killer smile. Her shorts were so damn tight, you could make out the whole contour of her puffy pussy, and that magnificent slit, sucking that fabric into it. The girls brought the smell of perfume with them into that indoor soccer arena.

“Fine, whatever,” I said, caving to Vinnie. The guys all groaned, but they all caved too. Vinnie called the girls over and we all stood in an awkward group together, figuring out how we were going to split up the teams. The girls seemed just as frustrated about this as us. Some of them refused to even look at us, as if we’d done something wrong to them.

Maybe it wasn’t fair to be mad at them; maybe we should have all just been mad at the recreation centre for creating this mess; it’s not like they knew we’d booked the field when they booked it—and vice-versa.

We split up the teams, but they were still uneven. The girls had eight players and we had nine—seventeen players total. So there was the awkward issue of one player having to constantly sit out to make it fair. And, of course, that player was me when the game started, and it was five whole minutes before one of the guys finally volunteered to sit out so I could play.

Then, it was another guy. Then another.

None of the girls were volunteering, and the guys started noticing after about twenty minutes. “Maybe one of the girls can sit out next,” I suggested when nobody else volunteered.

But the girls just stared at me with a glazed-over look. “It’s not our problem you guys have an odd number,” the blonde with the ponytail said.

I bit down on my tongue. I could see some of the other guys doing the same. An argument suddenly erupted and the game came to a pause. The volume of the argument escalated. “I have a feeling you girls are used to getting what you want, all the time!” Michael barked.

“And you think that you should have first dibs, because you’re men!” said one of the girls.

“What is that even supposed to mean?”

This went on and on, until one of the recreation centre employees stepped onto the field and said, “Time’s up!”

We all groaned. We spent a quarter of our field time arguing. We were all grumpy as she dragged our feet over to our bags. “Same time next week?” Vinnie asked. He was the only one smiling.

“I think I’m busy next week,” groaned Michael.

“Busy? With what?”

Michael sighed, looking into Vinnie’s eyes. “Honestly, I don’t want to keep doing this. It’s a waste of my Saturday. There’s always some issue here. This place is a joke.”

“It’s the only indoor arena in town,” Vinnie said. “It will be warm out in a couple months.”

“Then I’ll play again in a couple of months,” Michael said.

“C’mon, man.”

“Sorry,” said Michael.

And then, Cody stepped up to Michael. “I’m with Mike. I’m sick of paying ten bucks just to play on some corner of the field with kid-sized nets. I’ll wait until the spring.”

Vinnie tried his best to rally the guys, to lift their spirits up, but the guys had a point: it wasn’t much fun playing in that arena: having to pay just to have issue after issue. But the other option was… not playing at all.
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It was the next day.

I walked into the bar with a knot in my stomach…

Another Tinder date, another chance to be rejected for being short. I scanned the room, searching for a familiar face, but all I saw were strangers. My heart sank. Had she stood me up? Had she seen my profile picture and decided that I wasn't worth the effort?

As I made my way to the bar, I saw something that made me freeze. Vinnie was sitting there with three of the girls from the soccer field, his charm and charisma oozing from every pore. They were laughing and chatting, and Vinnie was flashing that damn grin of his. It was like a punch to the gut.

I took a seat at a table in the corner, where Vinnie wouldn’t see me, and ordered a drink. Maybe my date would show up, maybe she wouldn't. Either way, I was determined not to let it ruin my night.

I didn’t want Vinnie to see me on some awkward-as-hell date. I didn’t want him to see me getting rejected. My date was nothing compared to the three girls he was with now; they were nines and tens, and I was waiting for a six…

As I sipped my drink, I couldn't help but steal glances at Vinnie and the girls. They were all so beautiful, with their bodies curvy, glowing—hair soft and long and styled, faces dolled up like professional models. It was hard not to feel a bit suggestive as I watched them laugh and flirt.

I tried to push the feeling aside, but it was hard not to feel envious. Vinnie always had it all: the looks, the charm, the talent. And here he was, surrounded by beautiful women, while I was left waiting for a girl who seemed like she wasn’t even showing up.

As the night wore on, the tension in the bar grew. The music was too loud, the people too rowdy. I was starting to regret even coming here in the first place.

And then, just as I was about to give up hope, I saw her. My Tinder date. She was walking towards me, a smile on her face.

I stood up to greet her, trying to ignore the feeling of anxiety in my chest. Maybe this was it. Maybe she would be the one who would look past my height and see the real me.

I always had that hope, whenever I met a new girl—even if I was meeting a girl outside of dating… Was I meeting my future wife? Could she be the one?

But as I looked up at her, I couldn't help but feel a pang of disappointment. She was tall, with long legs and a slender frame. It was like a cruel joke. She was prettier than her pictures. Her boobs were bigger than she’d let on. Her body was fitter than it appeared in all of her photos. She had plump, beautiful lips.

I was on a date with a nine, and I knew that I couldn’t stack up.

We sat down at the table and ordered drinks, making small talk as the tension between us grew. It was hard not to feel self-conscious, like she was judging me for my size. I was 5’4”, and she was close to six feet tall. I hated the feeling of being looked down at, especially by a woman.

And then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Vinnie and the girls get up to leave. They were laughing and joking, their bodies swaying to the music. Vinnie put his hand subtly on the tush of that stunning redhead, and she didn’t push him away; she actually snuggled into him.

Vinnie pulled out a cigarette. He was a smoker, which had always surprised me. He was the only guy on our team that smoked; he was one of few soccer players that smoked, but his lungs didn’t seem to mind.

Then, I looked back at my date; she was on her phone, face seemingly emotionless.

It was like a slap in the face. Here I was, stuck on a date with a girl who didn't seem interested, while Vinnie was out there living his best life. It wasn't fair.

“I have bad news,” she said to me. “My roommate’s cat is having seizures and she needs a ride to the vet.”

“Can I help?” I asked.

“I don’t think there’s anything you can do, unless you’re a vet,” she smiled. “I just need to go and give them a ride. Maybe we can reschedule.” She stood up.

‘Maybe’.

I wasn’t feeling so hopeful. I just sat and smiled and watched her go, knowing I would probably never see her again, unless I caught her out on a date with Vinnie…

Yes, I know what you’re thinking: Lars, you’re a real sad-case. You’re probably thinking that I’m some crybaby loser, that my insecurities are just in my head, that girls don’t actually care how tall a guy is. Well, maybe that’s true, but how can a guy not feel insecure when half of the dating sites have a feature to filter users by height? How am I supposed to feel when a third of the profiles on Tinder explicitly say ‘No men under six feet’? Sure, maybe if I was a few inches shy, I could still squeeze in with some charm and nice hair—but I was more than half a foot beneath that threshold.

And I should tell you a story—a story that took place at that very bar (which is why I was hesitant to even meet a date there).

It was a year earlier.

I felt the sweat trickle down my neck as I approached a girl at the bar. She was average-height, with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She was everything I had ever wanted in a girl. I’d been watching her all night: watching her bat her big eye lashes, listening to her cute giggle as she joked around with her friends.

I was with some buddies. They knew that I was single, and noticed that I kept eyeing her. “Ask her out, dude!” they kept saying to me. I hadn’t asked many girls out before. My heart raced at the thought of approaching a stranger, setting myself up for a potential rejection and humiliation. “What’s the worst that happens? She says no?”

So I went in. I went for it.

I took a deep breath and introduced myself, my heart pounding in my chest. But before I could even finish my sentence, she cut me off.

"I'm sorry," she said, a smirk on her face. "I don't date guys who are shorter than me."

The words hit me like a ton of bricks. The laughter from the people around us echoed in my ears. I felt my face flush with embarrassment.

It was like the air had been sucked out of the room. I stood there, frozen, not knowing what to do. People were laughing at me, pointing at me. It was humiliating. I hadn’t even said a word. How did she know that I was going to even hit on her?

“I—I’m just getting a drink from the bar,” I said, dazed, trying not to cry in front of all those people.

She rolled her eyes. “Sure. You’ve been staring at me all night, Willow. Beat it.”

I tried to stammer out a response, but nothing came out. I just stood there, feeling like a fool. And then she turned her back on me and walked away, leaving me standing there alone and embarrassed.

As I walked out of the bar, the laughter ringing in my ears, I couldn't help but feel a sense of shame. I was different, and that difference had been pointed out to me in the most brutal way possible.

Then, there was my first-ever Tinder date, just a few months after that catastrophe in the bar.

I sat nervously in the coffee shop, waiting for my blind date to arrive. We had been chatting online for weeks, and I was excited to finally meet her in person.

As I sat there, sipping my coffee, I couldn't help but feel self-conscious. I had never been on a blind date before, and I was worried that she would reject me for being short. It hadn’t been something I thought about much before the bar incident, but since then, it was constantly on my mind.

And then I saw her. She walked into the coffee shop, her long legs striding confidently towards me. She was beautiful, with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. I felt my heart race as she approached.

But as soon as she saw me, her expression changed. She looked me up and down, her face contorting in disgust.

"Oh," she said, her voice dripping with disappointment. "I didn't realize you were so short."

I felt the blood rush to my face as the people around us turned to stare. I tried to stammer out a response, but she cut me off.

"I'm sorry," she said, her tone cold. “But, like—you’re staring at me like I’m some sort of bitch. Dude, you put on your profile that you’re average height. I was at least upfront about everything.”

I heard giggling around me. I even heard my heart plunging into my stomach.

And then she turned on her heel and walked away, leaving me sitting there feeling small and embarrassed.

For weeks after that, I couldn't shake the feeling of inadequacy. Every time I looked in the mirror, all I could see was my short stature. It was like that one rejection had defined me, had marked me as someone who would never measure up to the standards of others.

So yeah, I think that I had the right to be a bit insecure. I mean, I should get a bit of credit for continuing to try. I tried not to let it get to me. I tried to be as honest as possible with girls. Sometimes, I felt like I had AIDS, and I was required to disclose it to every potential partner. Every Tinder chat started with, “By the way, I’m kind of short.” And half of the time, that’s where the conversation ended.

“Stop telling girls that,” Vinnie once told me. I didn’t tell him about the humiliating experience in the cafe. And yes, maybe I lied about being average-sized to that girl; I was close to average when I wore lifts… But did I really deserve the public humiliation?

Even as I sat in that bar, alone, I noticed that I was getting looks. I noticed a few grins, heard a few snickers. I’m sure they all saw me getting rejected—and yes, I know that there was no seizure cat; I knew that she met me, realized I wasn’t what she was looking for, and decided not to waste another minute of her time. I suppose I couldn’t blame her; I didn’t want her wasting her time and I didn’t want her wasting my time either…

But I did want to find a partner. My sexual history was a humiliating disaster. I’d never fucked a girl who wasn’t drunk before (and calm down, I was drunk too, every time). It seemed like the only time I ever had a chance was late into some party, where everyone was making terrible decisions that they knew they would regret in the morning. I’d been with a couple of fives, a couple fours, a two… and I even went home with a one once: she was 380 pounds and forty-two years old (I was only twenty-two). Half of her face was numb from a stroke she suffered a few years earlier. I had to lift up her belly (which was very heavy) to get into her pussy. And nobody talks about this, but when a girl gets really fat, her pussy also plumps up and stretches out, so fucking her was similar to fucking a floppy bag.

I know, I know—I’m being mean. I’m not trying to be mean. I’m just trying to help you to understand why I had a bit of an issue with my confidence. You see, when I woke up next to the large lady, she looked at me and said, “Please tell me we didn’t have sex last night.”

“Why?” I said.

“You’re so… short,” she said.

I swear to God she said it. At this point, you’re probably rolling your eyes and saying, ‘This is so far-fetched!’, but I swear to you those words came out from her mouth. Look: I had no control over my height, but she could stop eating whenever she wanted to. So you can understand my frustration.

That night, after being rejected by that Tinder date, I was getting into bed when I got a message. It was a video message of a girl sucking a cock. “Just like that, baby,” said the voice of Vinnie. In the background of the video, another girl was naked and waiting for her turn.

Then came the next message. “Fuck! I didn’t mean to send that!” he wrote. “I’m sorry, that’s so embarrassing. I meant to ask if you’re free on Monday for some soccer.”

I couldn’t help but wonder if he sent the video on purpose, to shove his success into my face, to remind me that he was the alpha and I would never experience one tenth of the intimacy that he’d experienced. I watched that video a few more times. Oh God, even his cock was nearly twice the size of mine. How could I ever compete with a guy like Vinnie?

“I’m free,” I wrote.

“Great. I’ll check with the other guys,” he said. “Sorry again about the video. I meant to send you the booking confirmation.” A moment later, I got a picture of the recreation centre booking confirmation.
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Iwalked into the soccer arena, eager to play with the guys. But as soon as I walked through the doors, I saw Vinnie standing there with the girls from last week. I paused, feeling a coldness on my skin.

My heart sank. Without telling us, Vinnie had invited the girls to join us. I didn't want to play with them. I didn't want to feel like an outsider. I liked that weekly soccer session because it was a small escape from my usual problems. When I was around those guys, nobody cared that I was small, or broke, or single, or childless. We were just there for soccer… but now, with those girls there, it felt more like some sort of social event, like I was expected to make nice, to introduce myself, to set some sort of impression.

I walked over to Vinnie and pulled him aside. "What's going on?" I asked.

"We're playing with the girls today," Vinnie said with a grin. "It'll be fun, I promise."

I shook my head. "I don't want to play with them. I'm here to play with the guys, man. What gives?”

But Vinnie was insistent. "Come on, Lars. Don't be such a killjoy. They're good players. We'll all have a great time. We had fun last week.”

“We did?” I said, baffled. “I don’t remember any fun, man. I remember a big argument, and now we’re down Mike and Cory.”

“They were looking for an out anyway. Just give the girls a chance. We’re splitting the rental with them, so it’s actually a bit cheaper this week.” He smiled, as if the difference between eight bucks and six bucks was going to make me feel any different.

I hesitated for a moment, but eventually I gave in. I didn't want to be the one to ruin everyone's fun.

As we walked towards the field, I could feel the eyes of the girls on me. They were all so tall, so confident. And then there was me, small and insecure. I swear I heard a few giggles.

I tried to focus on the game, to forget about my insecurities, but it was hard. Every time I looked at the girls, I couldn't help but feel like they were judging me, like they could see all of my flaws.

“Shit,” Vinnie said, looking around, scanning the teams. “Where’s Ben?”

I looked around. Ben was always there; he’d never missed a game. But now, he hadn’t shown up.

“Want me to text him?” I asked.

“Sure,” Vinnie said. I messaged Ben but got no reply. We waited a few minutes. The girls pulled out a bag of tight tops and wriggled into them. They were a soft pink colour, hugging their breasts.

“Nothing,” I said.

Then, Ben showed up, with Cory and Michael. “I thought you guys weren’t coming anymore,” Vinnie said, lowering his brow.

“I changed their mind,” Ben smiled. Then he saw the girls and paused. “Did they double-book us again?”

“No,” I said. “Vinnie booked the field with the girls so we could all save a whopping two bucks…”

“Relax,” Vinnie growled. “Be nice to them. They’re nice girls.”

I glared at him. I wanted to point out the fact that he was getting sexual favours on the side. He had incentive; the rest of us were just being dragged along for the ride.

“We’re uneven now,” said Vinnie.

I did a quick head count. We were actually even now, with Cory and Michael there. “I think the teams are actually fair now,” I said.

“No,” Vinnie said. “We were going to do guys against girls. Now, we have two players too many.” He groaned. “Well, someone is going to have to play on the girls’ team.”

There was a silence. All of the guys and girls paused and looked around.

My heart sank as Vinnie suggested that one of us should play with the girls since we had two extra players. I knew that I was the smallest guy on the team, and I had a feeling that I was going to be the one who was going to have to play with the girls.

“Maybe one of the late guys,” I said with a grin.

“There’s no way I would fit one of those pink jerseys,” Ben chuckled. “But you might.”

“I ain’t wearing that!”

“You have to wear team colours, Lars,” he grinned.

I growled.

We argued.

Then, after some discussion, it was decided by everyone that I was the only one small enough to fit into one of the small pink jerseys, and so I had no choice but to play with the girls. I resisted, telling Vinnie that I didn't want to do it, that it would be humiliating.

“Too manly to wear pink?” he asked.

“No,” I groaned. “Too manly to put on a women’s tube top!”

“Who cares, man? It’s just clothes.”

“It’s a woman’s top! Next you’re going to ask me to put on the matching shorts!”

“I don’t care what you wear,” he said. “I just want to play.”

I groaned. I thought quite honestly about storming off of that field.

But Vinnie was insistent, and the other guys agreed. "Come on, Lars. It's just a game," Vinnie said with a smile.

I reluctantly put on the pink jersey, feeling like an idiot. It was tiny and pink, a clear indication that I was being forced to do something humiliating.

The game started. The girls all took off running, confident, determined to beat the boys. I ran with them. But they didn’t seem to notice me; they kept passing to one another, setting up their plays in a rehearsed way—and it became quickly obvious that they hadn’t rehearsed with me.

After five minutes on the field, the frustration started to seep out of me. “I’m open!” I would shout. And they still wouldn’t pass to me. The only time the ball ever touched my feet was when I stripped it away from one of the guys. Then, I would pass to one of the girls and I wouldn’t touch it again until I took it from a guy again.

Every time I made a mistake, I could feel the eyes of the guys on me. They were all laughing, making jokes at my expense. It was like I was a joke to them. “C’mon, Larissa!” shouted one of the guys. “Put your heart into it!” It was like my height was something to be mocked and ridiculed. It was something I was painfully used to from school: I was short and thin, therefore I was an easy target. Apparently being small made me a ‘girl’.

I had to bite my tongue. I tried to ignore their taunts and jeers, to focus on the game. But it was hard. Every time I looked at the girls, I felt like they were judging me, like they could see all of my flaws. I started to wonder if they weren’t passing to me because I was short, and they just assumed that meant that I wasn’t as good as my tall male friends.

And to make matters worse, I was wearing myself out, sprinting up and down the field, trying to get the ball from the guys. I didn’t normally need to sprint so much, but that was the only way I could get the ball.

When we took our halftime break, I was gassed. I sat down to try and catch my breath. Meanwhile, the girls just gathered next to me and chatted, as if they hadn’t even been active. I heard them giggling. I assumed they were mocking me… and then I heard them mentioning Vinnie. I inched closer to them, to hear what they were saying.

Then, one of the girls eyed me. “Are you going to come into the huddle or not?” she asked with a narrowed gaze.

Another girl stepped up to me and offered me a hand, pulling me to my feet. I have to admit that it felt emasculating, getting aid from a girl who was hardly one-hundred pounds. “You’re so sweaty,” she said in a cutesy voice. “I thought you guys played a lot.”

I glared at her. “I’m used to more passing,” I said. “You guys have me running Helter Skelter all over the damned field.”

“You’re never in position,” said the blonde with the pigtails. I hated that she, of all the girls, was critiquing my game. She was wearing a full face of makeup. She had pink highlights in her hair. She looked damn-near fourteen years old, even though I was pretty sure that she was eighteen. “We can’t pass to you if you’re not in position.”

“I’m always open!” I barked.

“But you’re not in position. It’s no use being open if you’re not in a good spot.”

I bit my tongue. They were all staring at me now. I wanted to fight them, to let them know that I’d been playing soccer my whole life—and I’d been told that I was pretty good by some serious athletes.

But the girls didn’t seem to care. “If you want us to pass, get in position. We really need someone at centre when we’re pushing up the field, in case we need to fall back.”

“You want me playing defence?”

“You have a problem with that?”

“It’s just… usually you put your weaker players on D.”

They all glared at me, with pitiful looks on their faces. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. When I looked down at my feet, I saw the pink of my tight top and remembered that I was dressed like a girl. My God, this truly was a humiliating afternoon.

I reluctantly followed the girls’ orders, staying on defence, holding back to get those retreat passes. We started that second half down by two… and soon, we were tied. I was able to stop a few advances by the guys, and the girls were able to set up impressive plays, putting balls in the back of the boys’ net.

I was a bit surprised when the girls would come up and high-five me. It was a stark contrast from the start of the game, where they would glare at me and ignore me.

The guys were getting tired, chasing the ball, looking like a bunch of little kids who couldn’t organize to save their life. They were getting tired. They were suddenly looking like shells of themselves. The girls had their passing cycles down, and the guys just didn’t know how to react.

Soon, I was happy to be on the girls’ team, setting them up for scoring chances. It seemed less embarrassing to be dressed up like a girl than it did to be beaten by a bunch of pretty girls.

We ended up winning 5-2. The guys were totally gassed, on their knees. Ben had an embarrassing dry-heave moment. The girls all giggled. “That was fun,” said the blonde with the pigtails, who hadn’t even broken a sweat. I was starting to wonder if these girls were professionals and we had no idea—or if the guys had seriously just been slammed by a bunch of feminine casuals.

“First round’s on me,” the blonde with the pigtails giggled.

“Victory drinks! Hell yes!” said the redhead with the amazing freckles.

I smiled and changed back into my proper clothes, feeling that embarrassment washing away in an instant. As I stepped away to return to my friends, one of the girls called out to me. “Lars, wait,” she said.

I turned to look at me.

“What is it?” I asked, thinking that I’d forgotten something.

“Aren’t you going to get victory drinks with us?”

I paused. All of the girls were looking at me now: half a dozen beautiful, fit goddesses, all staring at me, eyes glowing. How could I turn them down?

I looked back and saw Vinnie, on his hands and knees, completely wiped from the game. They weren’t inviting him… but they were inviting me. I grinned. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it.”
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The bar was packed with people, the noise level rising to a deafening crescendo. The air was thick with the smell of alcohol and sweat, and the bright lights overhead cast a harsh glow over everything.

Every table was filled with people, laughing and talking over drinks. The bartenders were frantically mixing drinks, their movements quick and precise as they tried to keep up with the endless stream of orders.

The jukebox blared out a mix of classic rock and pop songs, and people danced and swayed to the rhythm. The floor was sticky with spilled drinks, and the air was heavy with the heat of bodies pressed together.

It was a chaotic scene, with people shouting over each other and jostling for space.

Normally, in a place like that, I would have accepted that I would be on my feet all night, knowing that I would never have a chance at getting a table. But now, I was with those pretty girls, and it wasn’t even fifteen seconds before a table filled with beaming-eyed men jumped to their feet. “You can sit here,” they said, practically wagging their puppy tails.

I felt a bit awkward shuffling into that booth, sandwiched between two fit, gorgeous girls.

Katie was a tall drink of water, with long blonde hair and blue eyes that could make a man forget his own name. She wore a tight black dress that hugged her curves like a second skin, and a sly smirk that promised trouble. She had a magnetic personality that drew people in, and a laugh that could shake the walls. She was fearless, unafraid to take risks and make bold moves. The kind of woman who lived life on her own terms, with a devil-may-care attitude that was both exhilarating and terrifying.

And now, after just one drink, Katie was drunk. She was the lightest lightweight I’d ever seen. She ordered a glass of red wine, and that was enough to do her in. Now, she was loud, laughing at every joke, and she was becoming flirty, putting her hand on my thigh, glaring into my eyes. “Do you like my pigtails, Lars?” she asked, staring right into my eyes.

“Yeah,” I said nervously, feeling that hand on my thigh.

“Jess told me I would attract pedophiles with them,” she said. “You aren’t a pedophile, are you, Lars?”

I turned dark red. “No!” I snapped.

Then she burst out laughing. “I know you’re not.a pedophile!” she roared. Her breath smelled of wine, but she was probably the hottest girl who had ever touched me. Now, her hand was still on my thigh. “I like you, Lars. You’re a cool dude.” She leaned against me and then took a sip from my beer. She giggled. “I hate beer so much, but I just want to have fun tonight.”

It was only a minute later that she was pulling me onto the dance-floor. The girls all roared with giggles.

I hadn’t danced with a girl since high-school gym class, when the teachers forced the girls to dance with the boys, and paired us off. I’ll never forget dancing with Karla Addison; she was my crush. She was short, with dark hair, dark freckles, and pale skin. She hung out with the punk rock kids, and often wore skintight band t-shirts. When the teachers made us hold hands, she groaned some curse words under her breath. “I hate dancing,” she said.

“Me too,” I smiled. But honestly, I was indifferent; I was just trying to relate to Karla.

“I can’t believe they’re allowed to make us do this. It’s so lame.”

“It’s so lame,” I agreed.

“At least they paired me with you and not one of the meatheads.”

I’ll never forget that moment: my heart soaring high in my chest as I realized I had a chance with Karla Addison. So I jumped on that opportunity. “We should go see a movie or something together sometime. I, uh, think you’re really cool, and cute.”

She turned white. She looked at me as if I had cockroaches on my face. “Dude…” she said. “Did you seriously just call me cute? Do I look like a fucking hamster? No thanks.”

And then it got worse. The gym teacher announced that our current partner would be our dance partner for the rest of that dance curriculum: two weeks with Karla, after that horribly awkward rejection.

So after that dance curriculum, I hated dancing even more than Karla Addison.

Now, I was holding Katie’s hands. She was giggling and pulling me this way and that way. “Loosen up, Lars!” she laughed. “Have some fun!”

She spun around and pushed her bum into my lap. Then, she spun around and wrapped her arms around me. The kiss came out of nowhere. It lasted ten seconds, with lots of tongue. My heart was racing. “Sorry,” she giggled when she pulled away. “I just really wanted to make out with you.” Then she said something that I could hear over the noise of the bar.

“What?” I said.

She repeated herself, but I still couldn’t hear her.

“I can’t hear you!”

“I said, do you want to fuck me!?”

My heart skipped a beat. How could I turn her down? She grabbed my hand and pulled me away. A minute later, I was getting my cock sucked in the bathroom. I pressed the palms of my hands against the stall walls and took a deep breath, watching her pretty blonde head bobbing back and forth. She giggled while she sucked me.

I think I was in a state of shock; I hadn’t even finished a single beer. It wasn’t even 8:00 PM. I never got lucky this fast—and I never got lucky with a girl like Katie.

She had me rock-hard in seconds. Then, she was on her feet, palms against the stall wall. “Fuck me,” she cried. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” She wiggled her tight ass from side to side. I put my hands on those round bum cheeks. Her skin was so smooth and warm. I slid the round tip of my cock to her dripping hole. She moaned. I pushed into her. She cried out and then she giggled.

Now, I definitely wasn’t regretting putting on that tiny pink jersey. In fact, it was possibly the smartest thing I’d ever done. Now, Vinnie was probably at home, feeling sick and sore from getting his ass whooped by a bunch of girls. meanwhile, I was fucking a beautiful blonde.

“Pull my pigtails,” she groaned. “Fucking pull them.”

I grabbed them, one in each hand, and pulled.

“Fucking harder!” she yelled. “Yes! Yes!”

I pulled her head straight back as I thrust into her. Her pussy squirted. Her body trembled. She moaned like a cow giving birth. I fucked her harder and harder, pressing her bare perky tits against that graffitied bathroom stall wall. “Harder! Harder! Fuck me harder!” she cried.

I fucked her as hard as I could. She kept asking for me to go harder, but it wasn’t physically possible. Now, I was breaking more of a sweat than I did on that soccer field.

“Don’t fucking stop!” she screamed. I heard girls giggling outside the stall. It was a public bathroom, after all. “Don’t you dare fucking cum yet!”

But I couldn’t hold back. I came inside of her, letting out a deep groan.

“Fuck! You fucking asshole! No!” She tried to keep the sex going, but I was finished. She pushed her bum into my lap, trying to get one last moment of pleasure out of my slumping erection.

“Oh, whatever,” she groaned. “It was good while it lasted. Let’s go get drunk.”

She stammered past me and was out of the bathroom before I even had my cock in my pants. She literally dripped globs of cum down the bar hallway, her panties abandoned in that bathroom stall.

I ran to catch up with her. “Are—Are you on the pill?” I asked.

“No,” she said casually.

“Are you on any birth control?”

“No,” she said again.

“Should we, like, go get a Plan-B pill, or whatever?”

She eyed me strangely. “No. I don’t believe in that.”

“I don’t want to be a father.”

“Relax, Lars,” she giggled. “A doctor told me a long time ago that I would probably never be able to have kids. I have some weird condition in my uterus. Don’t sweat it.”

“O—Okay,” I said. And then, she was back at the table, drinking a new glass of wine, giggling with her friends as if nothing happened. I sat back down, feeling even more awkward now than the moment we arrived. When Katie got up to use the bathroom, one of the other girls pointed out the puddle of cum that she’d left behind. “Gross!” she cried out, and then all the girls giggled.

I felt even more embarrassed. Katie returned, even more drunk now, and she sat right in that cum puddle. I heard it squish against the butt of her dress. “Fuck,” she groaned, looking down.

“Can I help you clean that?” I whispered.

“If you want to help me, you’ll fuck me properly next time.”

I turned red all over as her friends all giggled.

I was so confused; I’d just fucked the hottest girl I’d ever been close to, but instead of feeling proud and confident, I was feeling embarrassed and insecure.

I kept reminding myself that I’d just had very memorable sex with a beautiful blonde. I would probably never fuck a girl nearly as pretty as Katie. And on top of that, I was sitting with those girls now, surrounded by them, engulfed in the smell of their various perfumes. I was living every guy’s dream.

Then, Jolene, the cute, fiery redhead with the dark freckles looked at me with big eyes and said, “Lars, are you free on the weekend?”

“This weekend?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Was she about to ask me out on a date?

“I can be free,” I said, tingling all over.

“We have a league game this weekend. It’s one of the last winter season games, before the spring playoffs start.”

“Oh,” I said. Was she asking me to watch them play?

“We could actually use another player on our team, to round out our roster. It would mean actually getting some rest between shifts.”

Now, all the girls were looking at me. “Please, Lars,” they said, almost in unison. Their pretty, beaming eyes were hard to turn down. So I smiled and shrugged my shoulders.

“Sure. Why not?”

Another chance to hang out with the girls, another chance to win, another chance for a night of celebration—and, of course, another chance to have sex with girls who were way out of my league.

The girls cheered, and then they giggled, and then they ordered more drinks and insisted that I do a shot with them before telling me that I needed to join them for their Wednesday night practise. I didn’t have anything better to do, so I agreed.

Then, the liquor started working. The night became a blur. I remember the dance floor, I remember the toilet as I emptied out the contents of my stomach through my mouth, and I remembered the taxi driver telling me he would charge me one-hundred dollars if I puked in his cab.

Sadly, I had no memory of Sally’s apartment that night. I couldn’t remember the fun we had together, but I did see the pile of used condoms on the ground in the morning, and I saw Sally’s naked, sprawled body laying on top of the covers: her perky breasts sitting perfectly on her toned chest. I stared at her for quite some time before my churning stomach beckoned me to the toilet. Then came the headache that kept me on the floor of that bathroom. Then, I looked up and saw that naked beauty standing there, holding my jacket. “I have to leave for work, so I need you to leave my place,” she said. “You can, uh, puke and stuff in the alley. Sorry, I just don’t want to leave you in my house while I’m gone. Don’t take it personally.”

So I took her advice and spent almost an hour puking in the alleyway behind her building, feeling the cold winter wind tickling my skin all over. It was a long journey home, and it took a couple of days to fully recover from that hangover…

But it was worth it. I got to fuck not one, but two beautiful women in a single night. Maybe I couldn’t quite remember that second romp—but at least I could tell myself that it happened; those used condoms and that naked woman made that clear.

To be honest, when Wednesday rolled around, I was still a bit groggy. I didn’t quite feel up to going to soccer practise, but I’d promised that I would show up and get on the same page before our weekend game. I had to do it if I wanted any chance of getting laid again. So I did a quick stretch at home and then I took off for the indoor arena.
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The girls greeted me the way they greeted each other, saying, “Hey, girl, hey!” They hugged me and one of them spanked me on the bum, making me gasp. I flushed red, and then Katie showed up after me and they did the same thing to her. It was just part of their team ritual. I tried not to overthink it.

The practise got off to a slow start. The girls stood around, chatting, giggling, talking about the cute boys they saw that week. “What about you, Lars? Meet any cuties this week?” Jolene asked with a giggle.

I just laughed along with them, and then we got to stretching.

I was in heaven, watching the girls stretch in their tiny outfits. I caught the odd glimpse of lace panties. Katie was wearing a red thong. Today, she had her hair tied into a pair of cute blonde braids.

One of the girls handed me a pink jersey and a pair of tiny white short-shorts: their team outfit. I hesitated, unsure of what to do. I didn’t want to wear it; I wore the jersey on the weekend, against my friends, but not the shorts.

“What’s this for?”

“You’re on the team, it’s the team outfit.”

“I’ve got some white shorts at home,” I said. “I’ll wear those. And as for the jersey; can’t I just wear a pink bib? I think they’re only like five bucks at Sports Mart.”

“You have to wear the outfit, Lars. It’s the team outfit,” Katie said.

"I don't know about this," I said, trying to argue my way out of it. "I don't want to embarrass myself."

"Come on, Lars," one of the girls said, rolling her eyes. "It's just for fun. And you'll look so cute in it!” They all giggled.

I still hesitated, feeling self-conscious and exposed. But the girls were all smiles, encouraging me to try it on.

"Go ahead and try it on, Lars!" one of the girls said, grinning at me. "We want to see how it looks on you."

With a sigh, I went to the bathroom, reluctantly, and put on the jersey and shorts. I felt ridiculous, like a clown in a circus act. I thought about taking it off and lying to them, telling them that the outfit didn’t fit… but I didn’t want to seem like a mood-kill. After all, the last time I played along with them, the reward was well-worth it.

I went back to the field, expecting laughter and mocking, like I would have gotten from my male friends.

But the girls were all smiles, complimenting me on how cute I looked.

"You're one of us now, Lars!" another girl said, patting me on the back. "And that pink jersey is our lucky one. You'll help us win the game, I just know it!"

I tried hard not to roll my eyes.

I tried to occupy my mind, turning my attention to the stretching girls. My God, they were so hot: their tight bodies in those tight outfits, long white socks pulled up to their knees. I tried not to stare too much, but it was hard to look away, seeing as they were all around me.

And it was even harder to focus once we started the passing drills. Once the girls were hopping around the field, their perky tits were bouncing. Try being a man on a soccer field, surrounded by bouncing tits—then tell me how easy it is to focus!

The girls were good soccer players. They’d clearly been at this for years, practising the same setups, the same drills. They complete a six-player passing structure in just ten seconds, covering the whole length of the field. Arrangements like that were beyond anything I’d ever been a part of with Vinnie and the guys. The girls managed to keep their running to a minimum, conserving energy for the defensive plays.

The girls started a mock game, focussing on passing and ball control, with me on their team. As the game progressed, I found myself getting more and more tired, panting and sweating in the tiny outfit.

Despite my exhaustion, the girls kept up their chatter, giggling and joking amongst themselves. But as they played, they made the odd comment to me, complimenting me on how cute I looked in the tiny outfit.

"Nice pass, Lars," one of the girls said, flashing me a smile. "You're really getting the hang of this."

"You look like a real soccer player now," another girl chimed in. "And that pink jersey suits you so well."

At first, I tried to brush off their comments, thinking they were just being friendly. But as the game went on, their compliments became more frequent and pointed.

"You know, Lars," one of the girls said, sidling up to me. "I think you could pass for one of us, if you wanted to.” The girls all giggled. I bit down on my tongue.

I felt my face grow hot with embarrassment, wondering if this whole thing was some sort of prank. Was I being set up for a joke, being made fun of behind my back?

But the girls continued to play, laughing and joking amongst themselves. And despite my growing insecurity, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with them, a sense of belonging that I hadn't felt in a long time. When I played with the guys, we were never quite this close. When a goal was scored, the goal-scorer cheered for himself and then the game went on. But with the girls, there was always a celebration, pats on the ass, hugs—and even the odd kiss on the lips; the girls didn’t seem to have boundaries with one another. They were sometimes flirty with each other, sometimes even making sexual remarks. “You’re one hot bitch,” Katie said to Laura when she scored from the corner. They spanked each other on the ass.

As the game progressed, the girls scored a few goals, jumping up and down in excitement. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy, wishing I could be the one to score. It felt weird, being scoreless in a game filled with young women. I was a man; I should have been standing out as the all-star… Right?

But then, one of the girls passed me the ball, and I took off down the field, my heart pounding in my chest. I weaved in and out of the other team's defence, my legs aching with exertion.

And then, with a sudden burst of energy, I kicked the ball into the goal, watching as it sailed through the air and landed in the net.

The girls cheered and hugged me, spanked me on the ass, congratulating me on my goal. And despite my exhaustion and insecurity, I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment that I hadn't felt in a long time. Whenever I scored with Vinnie and the guys, the moment of pride only lasted a few seconds. But this lingered. The girls really pumped me up. I felt a wave of confidence that I can’t say I was used to.

As the girls chatted, I found myself feeling more and more comfortable around them. They were friendly and welcoming, teasing and joking with me like I was one of their own. But despite their warmth, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of insecurity, wondering if I really belonged there.

As we talked, I noticed the girls looking at my legs, glancing at them every now and then before looking away. It made me feel self-conscious, wondering if there was something wrong with my legs.

But then, out of nowhere, Katie looked down at my legs and smirked.

"You know, Lars," she said, her eyes sparkling mischievously. "I think you should shave your legs before the next practice. It'll make you more aerodynamic, and it's easier to control the ball with smooth skin.”

I felt my face grow hot with embarrassment, wondering why she would suggest such a thing. Was she making fun of me? Was she trying to humiliate me?

“Beckham does it,” she said.

“All of the pro players do it,” Laura chimed in.

“I’ll be wearing socks and shin guards,” I said.

“But your thighs,” said Katie. “You should just shave. It’s not that big of a deal.”

The other girls all chimed in, assuring me that it was a totally normal thing for guys to shave their legs. I’d never heard of players doing it before, but when I said that, they all looked at me like I was an idiot. They talked about the benefits of smooth skin, the way it could improve their game and make them look more professional.

I hesitated, unsure of what to do. But as the girls continued to talk, their voices lighthearted and teasing, I found myself slowly warming up to the idea.

"But isn't that kind of weird?" I asked, my voice uncertain. "I mean, I've never heard of guys shaving their legs before. And it’s going to be springtime soon. I like to wear shorts when it’s nice out.”

The girls all laughed, shaking their heads in amusement.

“I think it’s hot,” Jolene smirked. “Guys with shaved legs…”

“Totally,” Laura agreed. “It’s super fucking hot.”

“I don’t know. My friends would mock me to no end…”

"No way, Lars," one of them said, grinning. "It's totally normal. Lots of guys do it. Trust us, it'll make a big difference on the field, and the girls are right—it’s actually pretty hot.”

I hesitated for a moment longer, still unsure of what to do.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“Armpits too,” Katie smiled, red in the cheeks.

“Why my armpits?”

“It’s just cleaner.”

“There’s nothing more gross than a guy with bushy hair in his pits,” Laura added. The other girls made ‘grossed-out’ faces. I felt like I was being pranked, but they were strangely convincing.

I returned home after the practice, still feeling the heat of embarrassment from the girls' suggestion that I shave my legs. As I sat on my bed, contemplating their words, I found myself feeling more and more apprehensive about the idea. I stared at my leg hair; it had been there since I was eleven-years-old. I didn’t want it to go away… but their words were playing again and again in my head. They were so sure that guys with shaved legs were ‘hot’… was that just a joke?

Were they playing some kind of prank on me? Was this their way of humiliating me, of making me look ridiculous?

I stared at my legs, considering the possibility of shaving. But every time I reached for the razor, my hand hesitated, unsure of what to do.

It wasn't just the idea of shaving my legs that made me nervous. It was the uncertainty of the situation, the sense that I was being played for a fool.

I sat there for a long time, my mind racing with doubts and fears. Should I do it? Should I shave my legs and risk being laughed at, or should I hold back and risk looking like a coward?

I couldn't decide, couldn't make up my mind. Every time I thought I had made a choice, my mind wavered, unsure of what to do.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. It didn't matter, I told myself. Even if they were playing a prank, even if I looked ridiculous, I was doing this for me, in a way. I was doing it because I wanted the girls to think that I was confident, that something like shaving my legs wasn’t enough to make me insecure. If they laughed at me, I would laugh with them. If they mocked me, I would just shrug my shoulders and move on with my life. What did I really have to lose?

So, with that, I began to shave my legs, taking slow and careful strokes, feeling the hairs fall away beneath the razor. It was a strange and unsettling feeling, but also oddly satisfying, like I was shedding a layer of myself and becoming something… new.

As I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, staring down at my legs, I felt a growing sense of apprehension. I had never shaved my legs before, never even thought about it. But now, here I was, holding a razor in my hand and wondering what the hell I was doing.

Despite my doubts, I slowly began to shave, feeling the razor glide across my skin, leaving a trail of smoothness in its wake. It was a strange and unsettling sensation, like I was shedding a part of myself and becoming something new.

As I continued to shave, my legs slowly began to take on a more feminine appearance. The hair was gone, replaced by smooth skin that looked delicate and almost fragile. It was a disconcerting sight, and I couldn't help but wonder if I had made a mistake.

Regret began to set in as I realized how much I had changed. My once-manly legs now looked like they could belong to a girl, with a softness and fragility that made me feel exposed.

But despite my misgivings, I continued to shave, determined to see this through. I reminded myself that I was doing this to get closer to the girls on the team. Maybe I would get to fuck them again. Maybe one would want to be my girlfriend, and I would walk away from this awkwardness with a trophy better than anything I could win in a soccer tournament.

As I finished shaving and stood up, I looked at myself in the mirror once more, feeling a sense of unease. My legs were now smooth and girly, and it was hard not to feel self-conscious about it.

But I pushed those feelings aside, reminding myself that this was for a reason, a good reason. I remembered Katie moaning as I railed her in that bar bathroom. I remembered waking up next to that naked goddess. I could have that all again if I played along with them…
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As I arrived at the indoor field for the final practice before the game, I could feel my heart racing in my chest. I knew that something was going on, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. There was just something about the energy in the room… and there was a curious look on the faces of the girls who had already arrived. They smiled at me: mischief glimmering in their eyes.

The girls handed me the team uniform and told me to change, their eyes following me as I quickly changed into the pink jersey and white short shorts. As I emerged from the changing room, I was met with a chorus of compliments from the girls, telling me how cute I looked in the uniform, and how my legs looked so smooth, and so ‘pretty’.

I didn’t like that they used that word: pretty. I didn’t want to have pretty legs. No man wants to have pretty legs.

I tried to brush off their comments, focusing instead on the game at hand, but their words kept creeping back into my mind, making me feel more and more exposed.

As we all gathered together to stretch before practice, I could feel a sense of apprehension building within me. The girls were all around me, stretching and chatting, but I couldn't help but feel like I was being scrutinized.

As we stretched, one of the girls looked over at me and asked, "Do you like your smooth legs, Lars?"

I felt my face grow hot as I tried to shrug off her question, but the other girls chimed in, giggling and telling me how cute I looked with my smooth skin.

Despite my growing sense of unease, I tried to play it cool, telling them that it wasn't a big deal, that I was just trying to fit in.

But as we continued to stretch, their comments about my legs and how cute I looked in the uniform continued to nag at me, making me feel more and more exposed.

Then, it was time for a mock game, to work on defensive structures.

As we played, I could feel the girls' eyes on me, their comments about my legs and how cute I looked in the uniform ringing in my ears. I tried to ignore them, focusing instead on the game, but their words continued to gnaw at me, making me feel more and more uncertain.

After the practice, Katie pulled me aside, a sly smile on her face.

“What is it?” I asked.

She told me that she had a secret "thing" for girly boys, and how much she liked boys who weren't afraid to embrace their feminine side. “It’s just so… hot.”

“I’m not embracing a feminine side,” I said, trying hard not to blush. “You guys asked me to shave, so I shaved.”

“Oh,” she said. “I see. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you. I guess—it’s just something that really makes me fucking wet. Oh God, listen to me. You probably think I’m such a whore.”

“No,” I blushed. “Not at all.” I stammered, and then I caught my breath. I looked at her blushing face, and then I saw my opportunity. “I mean—I guess I don’t mind this new look. I’ve always kind of… liked having more of a girly figure.” I felt so stupid saying it, so desperate—but when I saw her eyes glowing a moment later, I knew the moment of humiliation was totally worth it.

She bit her lip. “Would you put something on for me, if we went back to my place? It could be a good… warm up, for this weekend.”

I felt my heart skip a beat as I listened to her words, wondering what she was getting at. Was she trying to tell me something? Was this a signal that I needed to dress like a girl for the game?

As I looked around at the girls, all smiling and giggling, I knew that I had to do something, that I couldn't let my insecurities get the best of me. But at the same time, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was going on, that there was some hidden meaning behind their words.

I couldn’t turn down sex, so I went with Katie, back to her place. She kept making those comments. “I just can’t help myself around femboys,” she said. “I don’t know what it is… It’s just so… hot.”

I was blushing all over, though it did sting a little bit, knowing that she only ever let me fuck her because she thought I was a ‘femboy’. She seemed to think that I had some obvious feminine side, which made me feel downright insecure—almost worse than the insecurities that had always followed me around, concerning my height.

Oh well, I couldn’t complain; it had been a long, long time since I’d gotten any action, and this, sadly, wasn’t the most pathetic way I’d ever gotten laid. Of course, there was that time that I lied to the girl in the bar… I had been feeling particularly down that night, feeling like nothing was going right in my life. And then, I had seen her: a pretty young thing sitting alone at the bar, sipping her drink.

I had approached her, striking up a conversation, and before I knew it, we were laughing and flirting, lost in our own little world.

But then, as the night wore on, I couldn't help but feel like I needed something more. She’d started eyeing another guy, who had come by a few times to chat with her. She was minutes away from leaving me to talk to him. She kept trying to wrap up our conversation. So, in a moment of desperation, I had told her the most outlandish lie I could think of: that I had terminal cancer.

She had taken the bait, of course, wrapping me in her arms and telling me how sorry she was. And then, one thing had led to another, and before I knew it, we were back at her place. She got naked and bent over. “Whatever you want to do with me,” she said, looking back at me. “Knock it all off of your bucket list.”

Well, we did things that night that made me a very happy man, but I left her place feeling very guilty; I had to lie to get laid.

Now, I was lying again, but it wasn’t quite as naughty. Now, I was just pretending to like my shaved legs, and it seemed to be turning Katie on. We kissed. She pushed her tongue into my mouth. Then, she fetched a dress from her closet. It was skintight, red, with a long slit up the thigh. “Put it on for me,” she said.

“I—I don’t know.”

“Please,” she said with fierce eyes. “I’m begging you. You can fuck me however you want—just put on the dress. And this black thong. Please, Lars.”

I folded, of course. I wasn’t going to turn her offer down.

I went into the bathroom and stripped down.

As I gazed at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, draped in nothing but a pair of panties and a scarlet dress that Katie had pressed upon me, I was struck by a sense of surreal disbelief. What was I doing here, adorned like a damsel in distress, and consenting to something that felt equal parts thrilling and terrifying?

The dress was tight, tracing the contours of my skin like a second layer, and I could feel the fabric grazing against my bare legs. As I regarded myself in the mirror, I felt a mixture of excitement and trepidation surge through me. This was uncharted territory, something that I had never experienced before, and a part of me was exhilarated to see where it would take me.

But there was another voice, a nagging sense of doubt and apprehension that plagued me, telling me that this was all wrong and that I shouldn't be here. It was a voice that had been forged from years of insecurity and self-doubt, a voice that had always whispered in my ear, telling me that I wasn't enough.

Despite the internal battle raging within me, I knew that I couldn't turn back now. Katie was waiting for me just outside the door, and I had to follow through with this, no matter how scared I was.

It was worth it: a small price to pay for what came next. She went to her knees. She pleasured me in ways I’d never been pleasured. She jerked me off, sucked me, and then she pushed me onto her bed and bounced on my lap, wildly screaming, squirting, moaning, gripping my chest with her long nails. She rolled over onto her stomach next to me and begged me to pound her tight pussy. Of course I agreed. She begged me to pull her hair as hard as I could. I pulled, but not quite as hard as I could. She begged me to spank her ass, so I did it.

Then, she begged me to fuck her against her bedroom mirror, so that she could see me, and so that I could see myself.

“If you stay the night,” she said between breaths. “I’ll let you fuck me all nightlong—however you want. Pussy, asshole, mouth—anything you want, Lars. Just keep that fucking dress on.”

It was the best night of my life—let’s just say that. I came in her pussy. I came in her ass. I came in her mouth. We went hard, fucking for hours, taking short breaks. We showered multiple times, washing away the sweat before going at it again. She had me try on various sets of lingerie, and then she got horny all over again. By the end of the night, I was depleted, unable to even get an erection. She insisted I sleep in her satin nightie. She wanted to cuddle with me.

“I should get home to get ready for the game tomorrow,” I said to her.

“You can get ready with me here,” she insisted. “I can help you do your makeup.”

“Wait… what?” My body froze.

“Let’s get some sleep, Lars. Don’t worry about that now. I’m tired. Goodnight, beautiful. Don’t wake me up unless you’re ready to fuck again.” She gave me a smooch on the cheek and then she snuggled hard into my lap.

It should go without saying that I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, tortured by the anxiety of that final comment she made before dozing off. ‘I can help you do your makeup’. Those words kept ringing in my ears. I didn’t want her to do my makeup.


7



As I slowly stirred from my slumber, groggily rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I realized that something was different. It was a strange feeling, something that I couldn't quite put my finger on, but as I peered around the room, it all came flooding back to me.

I was in Katie's apartment, still dressed in that same red dress from the night before. And then I saw her, already dressed for the day, sitting at her makeup table, with a chair pulled up next to her, empty and waiting for me.

"What's going on?" I asked groggily, still trying to wrap my head around the situation.

"I want to do your makeup," Katie replied, her eyes sparkling with a mischievous glint.

“But we have that game in, like, three hours.”

“Yes. And you have to be dolled up for it, or they won’t let you play.”

I froze.

“I’m sure we mentioned that to you,” she said with a guilty smile.

I hesitated, unsure of what to say. The idea of dressing up like a girl again made me feel uneasy, and the thought of putting on makeup was even more intimidating.

“I can’t do it,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m not going out like a girl.”

“Please, Lars! Please! It won’t be that weird. You’ll be cute!”

“No way,” I said, cold all over.

“You wouldn’t even do it for… me?” She turned her gaze down to her body, insinuating I could fuck her again if I did it. And I have to admit, she made me pause; she made me consider my options.

But then Katie began to plead with me, her voice soft and imploring, begging me to do it for her. "Please, Lars. It won't be that weird, I promise. And I know that you'll be totally convincing - unrecognizable, even!"

At first, I resisted, still feeling uneasy about the whole thing. But as Katie continued to beg—offering her body as a bride—the resistance began to slip away, and before I knew it, I had reluctantly agreed to let her do my makeup.

As I sat down in the chair next to her, taking a deep breath. This was a new level of discomfort for me, and I wasn't sure if I was ready for it.

She hummed as she worked. I will admit that she was cute, wearing that loose t-shirt with nothing underneath. The top of the shirt was cut wide, so I could see her breasts down her top, wobbling and jiggling as she swayed left and right. It was a tiny benefit, but not enough to help me overlook the reality of what was happening. “I really don’t think I want to go out like this, Katie,” I groaned.

“Would you relax? You said you would play with us. We already put you down on the team list. You can’t back out now.”

“You can play without me.”

“Actually, we can’t. The tournament requires a certain number of players, and with you, we just meet the minimum threshold.”

“Wait—tournament?”

She blushed and smiled. “Didn’t we mention that?”

“I thought we were playing a game.”

“A few games… all weekend,” she said with that guilty smile.

“You set me up for this!” I snapped. “You girls played me!”

“Oh, relax, Lars. Have I not made it worth your while? You came in my asshole last night. Do you know how sore my butt is right now? And the taste of cum stays on the tongue for a long time. I sucked you after you were in my pussy. Do you think I want to taste my own pussy?”

She was making me tense up all over, blushing… I will admit that she really had made it worth my while, though she offered up her body in a deceitful way. She was secretly bribing me, setting up the guilt that was now swirling in my gut.

I kept sitting. She kept working. I knew that I needed to gain some backbone, so I could stand up to her and let her know that what she was doing was not acceptable… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. She was still teasing me, letting me look down her top, occasionally bringing up the night before: “I’ve never has so much cum in my pussy.” She would make comments like that with a grin on her face: small reminders to keep my ass in that seat.

But then she would make comments like, “My God, you look so frickin cute!” as she dolled me up. “Your eyes are so adorable,” and, “I wish I had your lashes,” and, “I can’t believe your lips are so plump.”

She was chipping away at my masculinity, one comment at a time. And it was working; I was starting to question myself. I’d always struggled with my confidence, but now that struggle was turning into a struggle of identity. It didn’t help that she had me facing a mirror, staring at myself while she transformed me. I was watching the transformation as it happened, and with each little brush stroke, I recognized myself a little bit less.

“It’s important that you stay in character,” she said to me. “We don’t want to get kicked out of this tournament.”

I reluctantly asked her—in a soft voice—how many games we were expected to play. “Three round robin games today. Then, if we advance, we’ll play our quarter final tomorrow morning.”

I groaned. “I don’t think I can do this.”

“Oh, quit being a mope. You’re cute as hell. You’ll blend right in. You might even get a phone number or two.” She giggled.

She finished my transformation with a wig. It was blonde, and a bit longer than shoulder-length. The second it was on my head, I was a different person. The way the long hair framed my face, hiding the edges of my jawline—I went from being fairly feminine to clearly feminine. In an instant, my pending identity crisis became a very real identity crisis.

I’d always struggled with my appearance as a man, thinking that I didn’t look manly enough, that I wasn’t handsome, that girls would never want anything to do with me—and that’s not even mentioning my height. Now, I was looking at myself in complete shock. I was looking at a pretty girl, the kind of girl that I would have flirted with (after a bit of liquid confidence). I was the type of girl that I looked for when I searched for the perfect porn video to jerk off to (and that’s just me being honest).

I was actually convincing.

And now, Katie was making me change into that soccer outfit, but first, she was putting me into a bra, complete with squishy pads that gave me a realistic bust. “Cute!” she cried out before squeezing my fake tits through my shirt. “Oh my God, the boys are just going to love you.”

“What boys? You told me this was a girl tournament.”

“There are two tournaments happening at the same time. The boys on one field, us on the other. It’s all sponsored by Irving Oil.”

“Wait!” I gasped. “This is the Irving Tournament!?”

“Yeah.”

“Vinnie is playing in this tournament with his pro team! I can’t show up like this!”

Katie paused, turning a shade of pink for a moment before letting a small, nervous smile slip. “I doubt he would recognize you,” she said.

“Bullshit. He’ll recognize all of you, and then he’ll look at me… Maybe he won’t recognize me straight away, but he will wonder, hm, who’s that? And then it will click!”

“Relax, Larissa,” she said.

“What did you just call me?”

“Larissa,” she smiled. “That’s the name we registered you under.”

“Are you crazy!” I gasped. “I am not doing this!” I stood up and crossed my arms. Then, I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length mirror and my heart fluttered. I couldn’t believe how girly I looked. I looked like one of them. Every little detail about me was so feminine, filling me with a terrible dread.

“Please, Larissa!” she pleaded.

“Stop calling me that,” I grunted.

“But it’s so cute; it suits you so well. Just play with us. No one will recognize you.” She grabbed my arms and turned me towards that mirror, forcing me to look at myself. “Just look at that cutie. You’re unrecognizable, and you know it. You’re a babe. You’re a hottie. Just relax, play some soccer, and I promise to make it worth your while.”

“How?” I asked, still steaming.

“I’ll get the other girls and we’ll reward you together,” she said. “I’m sure I can convince at least three of them. Doesn’t every guy in the world dream of banging multiple girls at once? For one whole night, we’ll be your own little harem. You can do whatever you want to us. Just help us win today.”

“I can’t believe you used me,” I growled, but now I was thinking about her offer. Even you have to admit that it was a pretty amazing offer. There wasn’t a stinker amongst them; they were all pretty, all out of my league… and a gang-bang was not something that had ever been in the cards for me.

“Fine,” I growled through clenched teeth.

“Really?” she said, eyes beaming.

“Really…” I whispered.

She let out a little squeal, making her sound like half her age. She skipped across the room to get herself ready for the tournament, changing right in front of me. I got to see her perfect naked body for a few precious seconds, and maybe that moment alone made it worth it… At least it seemed worth it until I arrived at the tournament.
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As I stepped into the indoor soccer arena at the recreation centre, my heart was pounding in my chest. The room was filled with other players, all chatting and laughing as they prepared for the upcoming tournament: The Annual Irving Open, with that big, fat cash prize. I felt so out of place, dressed up in that girl's soccer uniform.

Katie, the captain of the all-girls team, came up to me and gave me a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, Larissa. You look great! Seriously, you’re so fucking cute. We're lucky to have you on our team.” She giggled. I didn’t feel any better.

I couldn't help but feel a bit skeptical. "I don't know, Katie. I feel like everyone is staring at me. What if someone recognizes me?"

Katie leaned in closer, her voice barely above a whisper. "No one will recognize you, I promise. Just relax and have fun. We're all here to play some soccer—and to win.”

I looked down at myself and cringed. I was dressed in a their competition uniform, which was different from their practise uniform: complete with a pink jersey, a skirt, and matching pink socks. My hair was styled in pigtails, and I wore a little bit of makeup. I felt like a fraud, and my nerves were at an all-time high.

“You don’t look like yourself at all,” she said in a reassuring tone.

Her words did help to calm me down a bit, and I took a deep breath before joining the team for warmups. As we stretched and jogged around the field, I tried to focus on the game and ignore the feeling of being out of place. But it was hard to ignore the looks that I was getting, mostly from the boys on the other end of the arena, warming up for their all-boys tournament. I tried not to let my gaze go that way, but it was hard to stop my head from turning, especially when I felt the tingle of their ogling eyes.

But then I saw Vinnie on the sidelines. My heart sank as I realized he had come over to watch the girls’ warmup. I couldn't bear the thought of him seeing me like this, dressed up like a girl.

Before I could sneak away to the bathroom, Vinnie caught my eye, and I caught his. For a moment, we were staring at each other. It was a tense, terrible moment. My world was crashing down.

He smiled and then I turned away. Did he recognize me?

I could feel the blood rushing to my face as I tried to think of an escape.

I quickly made my way to the bathroom, feeling embarrassed and ashamed. I needed a moment to collect myself before I could face the rest of the tournament.

I was taking deep breaths, trying to calm myself down when I heard a knock on the bathroom door. “Larissa? It's me, Katie. You okay in there?"

I hesitated for a moment before opening the door. Katie was waiting outside, her expression worried. "We're due to play our first game in ten minutes, and we need you on the field. What’s going on? You’re pale. Is something wrong?”

I swallowed hard, feeling a wave of panic wash over me. "I don't know if I can do this, Katie. I—I'm having a panic attack."

Katie put a hand on my shoulder, her voice soft and reassuring. "It's okay. We all get nervous sometimes. But you're part of the team, and we need you. We believe in you. And again—nobody will recognize you. You look like a chick; I promise.“

Her words helped to steady me slightly, and I forced myself to stand up straight. “Okay… whatever. Let's do this. Let’s get this stupid thing over with.”

We made our way back to the field, and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest.

Suddenly, I stood frozen on the field, feeling like time had stopped. All around me, the other players were getting ready for the game to start, but I couldn't move. I felt like everyone was staring at me, judging me, laughing at me for being here. It seemed like every face on the sidelines was turned towards me, trying to figure out what was off about me. Was that short skirt not long enough? Could people see the bulge in my panties? Was my face not quite as convincing as I thought? Had my wig shifted?

I looked down at my soccer uniform, the pink jersey and matching skirt, and felt a pang of embarrassment. What was I doing here, dressed up like a girl? I felt like such a fraud, like I didn't belong.

But then, the whistle blew, and the ball was passed to me. Suddenly, I was snapped out of my thoughts and into the game. I focused on the ball, feeling the thrill of the game take over.

As I played, I felt myself getting more and more into the rhythm of the game. I blocked out the noise of the crowd and the doubts in my head. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I passed the ball to my teammates, dodged defenders, and took shots at the goal.

That first game of the tournament was a bit nerve-wracking, but I tried to focus on the game and not let my nerves get the best of me. As we played, I had moments where I forgot about the fact that I was dressed up like a girl and just focused on the game. I passed the ball to my teammates, dodged defenders, and even took a few shots at the goal.

Of course, there were moments where I was aware of how I looked, and I felt a bit self-conscious. The skirt of my uniform swished around my legs, and the pink jersey felt a bit snug—and the fake tits that Katie had given me kept bouncing up and down on my chest—and that was hard to ignore. But my teammates were supportive, and I could hear them cheering me on from the sidelines. It made me feel like part of the team… like I was one of them.

It wasn't an easy game, and the other team put up a good fight. But we played well as a team, and we came out on top. I felt a surge of excitement and pride as the final whistle blew.

As we made our way off the field, my teammates congratulated me, and I felt like I had accomplished something. We all hugged. The girls spanked each other on the ass—and then they spanked me on the ass. “C’mon, Larissa. Hit it,” giggled Kendra, turning her backside to me. I awkwardly spanked her bum. Then Katie came in so I could spank her on the ass too. It was just one of those game rituals—but it was awkward, spanking so many girls on the bum.

It was a bit weird being dressed like a girl, but I tried to remind myself that it was just clothes, and it didn't change who I was on the inside. “This will all be over soon.”

We still had a long way to go in the tournament.

After that first game, we were all congratulating each other on our win when Vinnie approached us. I knew that if he recognized me, it would be all over… I would never be able to show my face at soccer practise again.

"Hey, ladies! Congrats on the win! You played great!" Vinnie exclaimed, patting Katie on the back. She blushed and batted her long eyelashes. He patted the other girls too, getting very touchy with them all—I knew that it was one of his little flirty tricks.

I could feel my heart racing as Vinnie approached me. I tried to keep my face turned away from him, hoping he wouldn't recognize me. But I could feel his eyes on me, and it made my skin crawl.

"Great job out there, Laura! You really held your own," Vinnie said to Laura. Then, he came to me. He smiled, paused, and then gave me a pat. “Great work out there.”

I breathed a sigh of relief as Vinnie walked away, not recognizing me. But I still felt uneasy, like I was hiding something from my friend.

The other girls tried to lighten the mood, chatting with Vinnie about the tournament and our uniforms. I stayed quiet, keeping my head down and trying to avoid any attention. Laura swayed from side to side. “Like our new skirts, Vinnie?” she asked with a giggle.

“They’re awesome.”

“You don’t think they’re too short?” She giggled again.

Vinnie blushed. “I think they’re great. You guys are doing awesome. Keep up the good work.”

But when Vinnie had to leave to go play in his own game, my nerves kicked back in. I could feel the fear and anxiety rising in my chest, and I knew that I couldn't keep hiding forever. I got lucky in that moment, but luck wasn’t guaranteed to stick around.

"It's okay, Larissa. You're doing great," one of my teammates said, putting a hand on my shoulder.

I smiled weakly, trying to believe her words. But I still felt like a fraud, like I didn't belong on the team.

As we got ready for our next game, I tried to push my doubts and fears aside.

And Katie could tell that I was crumbling under the pressure. My neck was starting to get sore from constantly looking left and right, scanning the space for familiar faces. I felt sick and hadn’t been able to stomach any food; I hadn’t eaten in almost twenty-four hours. And maybe lack of sleep was starting to get to me too…

She handed me a sports drink. “You could probably use the electrolytes,” she said.

I tried to sip it, but my stomach just growled at me. I was starting to feel faint—and that feeling only got worse when I looked over at Vinnie’s game that was underway on the next field… and standing in the stands, watching, were our buddies. Ben, Cory, Michael, Andrew—they were all there. And their focus was hardly on Vinnie’s game; their gazes were drifting around the room, eyeing the many young women who were stretching and preparing to play in that all-girls tournament.

“I don’t know if I can go on,” I said to Katie. “I think I’m done. I—I think I need to go home.”

“You can’t!” she said. “We would have to forfeit. Please, Larissa. Stay.”

“Stop calling me that!” I barked.

I had to get away. I stumbled away from Katie. She called out for me, begging me to stop. I just needed some fresh air. I needed to get my thoughts straight.

I rushed away from the field. I moved through the busy lobby, bumping into girls and guys. Some stopped to look at me in my flustered state. Then, I rushed through the automatic front doors and turned the corner. The parking lot was bustling, filled to the brim. So I kept running, around the building, back towards the giant air conditioner that kept the temperature controlled inside of the massive recreation centre.

I sat down on the ground and pushed my face down into my crossed arms. I took a deep breath. I’d experienced panic attacks before, but never like this. I took a series of deep breaths, but my heart wasn’t slowing down.

I couldn't shake the fear that my male friends were going to recognize me, and the thought of being outed was almost too much to bear.

But as luck would have it, Vinnie stepped out from the back door of the arena, lighting a cigarette. He smiled at me and flicked the ash off his cigarette, completely unaware of the turmoil I was going through. I just froze.

What were the chances? Of all people—hundreds of them in that arena—it was Vinnie who had to step out.

"Hey there, pretty lady," Vinnie said, giving me a flirty smile. “You’re on Katie’s team, right?”

I felt like crawling out of my skin. Vinnie was one of my closest friends, and the thought of him hitting on me while I was dressed as a girl was almost too much to bear.

"Uh, hi," I stammered, trying to keep my voice low and hoping that Vinnie wouldn't recognize me.

Vinnie took a drag from his cigarette and leaned against the wall, looking me up and down. Now, it seemed like hew as trying to do his best James Dean. "You know, I don't think I've seen you around before. Are you new to the area?"

I tried to keep up the charade, nodding my head and trying to look as feminine as possible. "Yeah, I, uh, just moved here. I’m actually living in the Bedford area; I’ve just been coming up to help the girls.”

Vinnie smiled, and I could see the glint of attraction in his eyes. "Well, I'm glad you came. You're the prettiest girl I've seen all day.” His grin grew. For a moment, I thought that he knew who I really was, and he was teasing me. Then, I noticed his gaze drifting up and down my body—and it suddenly dawned on me that he actually thought that I was a girl: one of few that he hadn’t already had his fat cock inside of.

I felt like throwing up. The thought of Vinnie being attracted to me while I was dressed as a girl made my skin crawl. But I had to keep up the act, at least until he left.

"Thanks," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Vinnie took another drag from his cigarette and leaned in closer. "Say, you wouldn't want to grab a drink with me after the tournament, would you? On me, of course. I know a really cool bar that’s near here. The bartender makes the best cocktails.”

I tried to think of a way to let him down easy, but before I could say anything, one of the other girls called out to me. "Hey, Larissa! We're up next. Are you coming?” I looked over and saw Laura standing at the back door.

I breathed a sigh of relief as Vinnie backed off, thinking I had to go play in the next game. "I have to go and play. I’ll see you later.”

Vinnie nodded, and I could see the disappointment in his eyes. "Sure thing, gorgeous. I'll be rooting for you."

I hurried back inside, my heart pounding in my chest. The thought of Vinnie hitting on me while I was dressed as a girl was almost too much to bear. But I knew that I had to keep up the charade, at least until the tournament was over.
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The next few games were a rollercoaster of emotions. We narrowly lost our second game, and I felt like a failure. We only lost by a single goal, and that last goal was totally my fault: a lousy pass that was intercepted at midfield, while all of the girls were already charging the offensive zone. But we managed to pull out a win in our final match of the day, and I felt a small glimmer of hope. Maybe we could actually win this tournament.

That third game was the most intense. We were down by two goals at halftime, and I could see the despair in my teammates' eyes. But we dug deep, and I managed to score an amazing goal that brought us back into the game. The crowd went wild.

I have to admit that it felt weird, scoring on that female goalie after dodging those female defenders. It was hard not to feel like a fraud… But the girls on my team were so happy with me. I just wanted to make them happy.

That final game of the day was a must-win, and we all felt the pressure. But we came out strong in that final push, and we managed to score a lucky goal. The crowd erupted, and I felt a rush of adrenaline.

We fought hard for the rest of the game, and with only a few minutes left, we were up by two goals. The other team fought back, scoring a goal and putting the pressure on us. But we held on, and the final whistle blew.

We had won. We were going to the quarter finals. The crowd went wild. We hugged each other, spanked each other, tears streaming down our faces, knowing that we had made it this far together. No, we hadn’t won the tournament, but we’d advanced.

After the game, we packed up our gear and took a moment to do our group cheer in our locker room. The girls were buzzing with excitement, and we all felt like we were on top of the world.

"We did it! We're going to the quarter finals!" one of the girls exclaimed, spanking the rest of us.

But the celebration was short-lived. We all knew that we had a tough road ahead of us. We would be facing some of the best teams in the tournament, and we would have to fight even harder to come out on top.

“Drinks on me!” Katie yelled.

“But take it easy!” Laura chimed in. “We need to be in top form tomorrow if we’re going to have any chance.”

Katie thrust a dress into my hands. “I brought this for you. It would look so cute on you.”

It was a soft pink dress made from the softest fabric I’d ever felt. It was stretchy, skin-tight, and hardly long enough to cover my tush… but I really did feel cute in the outfit. I spent a minute staring at myself in the mirror, blushing, wishing I could have been as attractive as a male as I was as a female.

When nobody was around, I did a little spin. I puckered my lips. I felt so cute… and in that moment, that was actually a nice feeling.

“You coming, Larissa?” Katie called out.

“In a minute!” I called back. I just needed one more minute to admire myself.

I wasn’t sure that I’d ever felt so accepted in my life. I’d certainly never been more noticed, by men and women. It was almost like I made a better woman than I did a man. Now, my head was spinning. I was confused. Was the universe trying to tell me something? Or was I just letting myself get carried away with this whole disguise?

As we walked down the street to the bar, I felt a knot form in my stomach. I was dying to get out of my outfit and back into my own clothes, just so that I could feel normal again—even if normal meant being invisible—but I knew that I couldn't just bail on my teammates. The pressure was mounting.

But as the night went on, I started to relax. The girls were all having a great time, and I found myself laughing along with them. We talked about our victories and our losses, reliving the moments of heartbreak and triumph.

I kept slipping into the bathroom, locking the door, and then admiring myself in the mirror. I couldn’t get over how cute I looked in that pink dress. And now, I was wondering how I would look in other outfits. I noticed the little dresses on the other girls, and I imagined myself wearing them. I admired their makeup, and the way they’d styled their hair. I wanted to know how that felt…

And then there were moments of clarity, where I would realize I was losing myself in all of this chaos. I would bite my tongue and plead with myself to reel it in. “You shouldn’t be doing this,” I kept whispering to myself. Then, I would eye the exit. I would plot my escape. I had a few opportunities to sneak out unnoticed… but I was so afraid that my teammates would hate me.

In the end, it was good that I stuck around. Katie took me home with her, and another girl, Lindsay. Lindsay said that she often spent the night at Katie’s place: watching movies, wearing face-masks, painting nails. They badly wanted to paint my nails and make me wear a face mask. I caved, not wanting to let them down.

But the cucumber-infused face mask was actually quite relaxing. And it was fun, gossiping while painting our nails. I didn’t even mind the romantic comedy they put on; I laughed with them, and felt a bond growing between us.

And then, Katie slipped away with Lindsay. They were gone for a few minutes before returning with lingerie—and something that made my heart fall into the pit of my stomach: both girls were now wearing strap-on cocks.

“W—What are you doing with those?” I asked.

“We thought we would help you feel like a real girl,” giggled Katie.

“I don’t want that,” I said firmly.

“Are you sure?” Katie asked, gently pulling her top down to show me her breasts. I stuttered. I tensed up all over. She was playing with my emotions. She had done such a great job of confusing me over the past few days. It almost seemed like she’d been grooming me. Every little comment, every little detail—it was all making my identity crumble before my eyes, leaving me wondering who the hell I was.

And now, she kept insisting that I was going to like this, that it was going to feel so good, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. They came to me and pushed me down on the bed. They kissed me, sucked my body, licked my skin. I felt myself going submissive, letting go of that last ounce of my masculinity, wondering if I would ever find it again or if it was now gone forever.

A moment later, Lindsay was pushing into my body. Her dildo was long and thick—pink, but the pinkness didn’t take away from how intimidating that toy was.

She pushed into me, through me. I gasped, feeling my anus stretching to accommodate the toy. Before I could look back, a black plastic cock was thrust into my mouth, gagging me. Now, Katie was giggling, holding my head, face-fucking me while Lindsay pushed into my rear-end.

This was all happening so fast, so suddenly.

The girls had their way with me, making me more and more submissive by the minute. They got me onto my back. They made me spread open my legs. They took turns with my anus, forcing me to taste my own asshole by sucking their plastic cocks. They spanked me. They choked me. They pulled my hair—all while giggling, as if it was just a silly joke.

They tried to make it worthwhile, teasing my cock, making me hard. They would take turns tickling my tip, giggling.

Katie fetched some rope to tie my wrists and ankles to the bed frame. They kept me tied down for two hours while they played with me, sometimes penetrating me, sometimes just teasing me, getting my cock to the brink of orgasm and then stopping, leaving me groaning, begging for release.

That night ended with the two of them attempting to take me anally at the same time. I screamed in pain, but once they were inside, the pain turned to something amazing. I tingled all over and moaned in euphoria. They thrusted hard, rubbing my anal walls. I ended up cumming on myself, making the girls gasp and giggle. They pulled out, leaving me gaping. They made me lick my own cum off of their fingers. They spanked me again. They called me a whore, and then they produced a little satin nightie and told me how cute I would be if I wore it to sleep.

My masculinity was officially gone. They untied me and then they snuggled into the bed and went to sleep, as if nothing happened, leaving me exhausted, but unable to sleep myself—my head filled with anxiety and terror.

They’d stripped me of my masculinity. They’d groomed me into this confused state, and for what? So that I would help them win a tournament?

They’d used my urges against me, using sex like a carrot dangling in front of a donkey. I couldn’t let them get away with it.
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Ishowed up on time for the tournament that Sunday. The girls had no idea that I had no intentions of playing.

They gave me my outfit to put on: the pink top with the pink skirt and the pink stockings. I actually did want to wear the uniform; it had really grown on me. The skirt, especially, was so damned cute—but it wasn’t right. That was an all-girls tournament, and I wasn’t really a girl.

Though I was starting to wonder if, deep down, there was a girl inside of me. The girls had definitely introduced me to something that I felt I needed to investigate: feelings that I didn’t know that I had.

I couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted inside of me. I had never felt so alive, so free, so accepted as I did when I was dressed as a girl. It was like a whole new world had opened up to me, one that I had never known existed.

But with that newfound freedom came a sense of confusion and uncertainty. Did this mean that I was transgender? And what did that term even mean? Did this mean I had to make a choice: boy or girl? How could I make that choice without even testing the pink waters, so to speak? I knew what it meant to be a boy, but what was on the other side? Did I want to explore the idea of being a girl more fully? How could I do that without committing fully? How could I try it out without sacrificing my reputation?

The thought of it both excited and terrified me.

On the one hand, there was the prospect of finally being able to express myself fully, to be who I truly was on the inside. I could imagine myself walking down the street, dressed in a flowing skirt and heels, feeling like I was finally living my truth.

Was it my truth?

But on the other hand, there were the cons. The judgment and ridicule that would come from society, the possible rejection from my friends and family… My dad was always groaning and ranting about trans people, even though he knew none of them. Would he come around? Or would he disown me? It was a real consideration. The fear of being ostracized, of being seen as a freak… Sure, I looked good as a girl. I was convincing. But would that be enough to change a stubborn perspective?

I sat there, weighing the pros and cons, trying to come to a decision. It was like I was standing at a crossroads, and I had to choose which path to take.

But deep down, I knew that the decision had already been made. I couldn't ignore the feelings inside of me, the sense of excitement and possibility that came with being Larissa. Maybe it was time for me to explore this side of myself more fully, to see where it might lead.

But I knew one thing: man or woman, cis or trans—I couldn’t play in that tournament. It just wasn’t fair to the girls.

Let’s not turn this into some debate about whether or not trans people should be allowed to compete. That’s a debate for smarter people than me. But I knew it wasn’t fair for me to compete. It wasn’t something I was happy with, win or lose.

So I found a replacement early that morning, before warmup. I even spoke to the event staff, and they agreed to swap me out on the registered roster. I hadn’t yet told the girls, and I knew they were going to be furious.

I was right. When I told Katie, she turned white. “No… No, no, no. Larissa—no. You have to play.”

“It’s too late. I’m already scratched. Mindy is filling in for me.”

“Mindy? Who the hell is Mindy?” she asked, shaking her head. “No! You’re our secret weapon, Larissa. Please. Just think about this. Stop.”

“It’s too late. I found her online. I haven’t met her, but she knows how to play soccer.”

Just then, the tiniest young woman stepped into the room. “Am I in the right place?” she asked with a tiny voice. She wasn’t even five-feet tall. “My name is Mindy. I’m subbing in for, uh, Larissa?”

“That’s me,” I smiled.

The other girls caught on and began to panic. They tried to bribe me, using sex, and then they became increasingly desperate. “You can’t just accept sex and then quit on us,” Katie growled.

“You can’t just use sex to get what you want,” I said, crossing my arms and smiling. “I had some time to think it through; what you girls are doing just isn’t right. If you want to win, you can win by playing by the rules.”

“But you like being a girl,” said Katie with beaming eyes. “And—And that means you’re trans, which means you’re a girl.”

“The rules say no trans girls on the girls team. They have a separate league that allows that. I don’t make the rules. I’m not saying their fair or unfair. I’m just saying, you have to follow the rules.”

The girls were furious. They were flustered. They lost their first game of the day—their only game. By 9:30 AM, they were eliminated from the Irving Open.

Did I feel a bit guilty? Of course. Mindy was no star player; she hardly had the energy to play the whole game. But I would have felt much guiltier had the girls won thanks to me. I wasn’t in the business of beating girls with a body filled with testosterone and a male skeletal structure. Maybe it’s a different story when a trans girl is on hormones—like I said, I’m not here to start any debates.

But as I left that tournament, I felt good about myself, and that was more important than any prize. I felt like I’d done the right thing. And even better, I was leaving with a new sense of adventure. I had something new to look forward to. I had no idea where that road was going to go, but I was excited to find out.

The next few weeks were a blur of excitement and nervousness as I started to explore life as a woman. It was like a whole new world had opened up to me, and I felt like I was finally living my truth.

I started small, experimenting with different outfits and makeup styles, trying to find what felt right for me. It wasn't always easy, and there were times when I felt like giving up, but I kept pushing forward, determined to see where this journey might take me.

As I started to spend more time out in public as Larissa, I found that the judgment and ridicule that I had feared wasn't as bad as I had thought it would be. Sure, there were still some people who looked at me like I was a freak, but there were also people who accepted me for who I was, who saw me as just another person living their life.

But the biggest challenge came when I had to tell my friends and family about my decision. I was terrified of their reaction, of what they might say or think. But I knew that I couldn't keep this part of myself hidden forever.

To my surprise, their reaction was mostly positive. There were some who didn't understand or who were hesitant, but there were also those who accepted me without question, who saw me for who I was on the inside.

As I continued on my journey as Larissa, I started to discover a whole new side of myself. I was more confident, more outgoing, and more in touch with my emotions than I had ever been before.

It wasn't always easy, and there were times when I still felt like an outsider, but I knew that I was finally living my truth. And that was all that mattered.

Looking back on that tournament and everything that had happened since, I realized that it had been a turning point in my life. It had forced me to confront my fears and to embrace who I truly was, even if it wasn't what society expected of me.

For the first time in my life, I felt like I was heading in the right direction. And that was all that mattered.

I started to realize that there were many others like me, who were also struggling to find their place in the world. I joined support groups and online communities, where I found a sense of belonging and acceptance that I had never experienced before.

It was both humbling and inspiring to hear the stories of others, to see how they had overcome their own fears and challenges. And in sharing my own journey, I found that I could help others in ways that I had never imagined.

But as much as I had grown and changed, there were still moments when I struggled with my own identity. There were times when I felt like an imposter, like I was pretending to be someone that I wasn't. And there were still people in my life who didn't understand or accept me for who I was.

But even in those moments of doubt and fear, I knew that I couldn't go back to the way things were before. I had come too far, and I had grown too much, to ever go back to living a lie.

As I looked towards the future, I knew that there would be more challenges to come, more obstacles to overcome. But I also knew that I had the strength and resilience to face whatever came my way.

Oh yeah, and the sex was pretty amazing too. I had my first sexual encounter with a man, which was terrifying at first—but the feeling of a warm, hard cock sliding in and out, foreskin tugging back and forth—there’s no dildo that can simulate that sensation. I don’t want to get too graphic, but the feeling of warm cum spilling deep inside is second to none. If you haven’t tried it, you have to. Seriously.

I joined a trans soccer team. There were a few cis guys and girls on the team, but most of us were exploring different identities. I’d never felt like I belonged more than I did with that group—and the outfits were so damned cute: soft blue and pink, skirts and tank tops, with thigh-high white socks. It was the perfect place to continue on my journey, one step at a time, always moving forward towards a brighter, more authentic future.

THE END


ABOUT THE AUTHOR



[image: Nikki Crescent]


Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT



JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


THE TRANS GODDESS MAGAZINE


Looking for something a little more NSFW? Well, some things simply aren’t allowed on Amazon. The Trans Goddess Magazine was launched in June of 2023, available to members of the Hung Tier on Nikki’s Patreon.

[image: Trans Goddess]


https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


FIND ME ON PATREON!



I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

THE OPERATION

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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