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An alternate ending for ethical purposes…

[It’s kind of sad how often the bad guys win in TG fiction.
Time after time we see a cross-dresser forced to assume the
female role, at the hands of someone who wants to use him
for some selfish purpose of their own. It’s obvious why this
happens: so the cross-dresser (and the reader) can avoid the
guilt of doing what he secretly wants to do, that being to
dress up as (or become) a gorgeous, sexy woman. I too have
often committed this sin; this caption being only the latest
example. Nonetheless, it still bothers me. So here’s how this
little scenario could play out, with the bad guy getting the
comeuppance he so richly deserves. — AH]

~

So Dwayne was a huge perv. Who knew? I thought he was

just an idiot. But he had the upper hand, and he wasted no

time in slipping me a hefty meat puppet, right between the

ass cheeks, all the while referring to me as ‘Sarah’. He was

so on-point that I began to wonder if he actually believed I

was my sister. He never mentioned the video again either.

The week my parents were away was the longest seven days

of my life. Every day I was obliged to dress up as Sarah, and

every night Dwayne came by to give me another lesson in

how to please a man—or at least, how to please him. By the

end of the week I was an expert, and he made the not-so-

subtle suggestion that we should keep seeing one another.

“I don’t think my parents would let that happen.”

He just shook his head. “Find a way, babe. Find a way—or

that you-know-what might find its way onto Facebook.”

Futurists often talk about how the world is turning into a

surveillance society, where privacy is a thing of the past.

Well, lemme tell you, in this household the future is already

here. It’s really ironic—and kind of scary—but it turns out

that Dwayne wasn’t the only one who knew how to install a

spy camera. My sister put one in her room, because for

some strange reason she was paranoid of about somebody

going through her stuff. And my parents installed a hidden

camera downstairs to see if I ever threw any drug-drenched

parties when they weren’t there. They both got an eyeful.

I was called onto the carpet the moment they got back. I had

thoroughly cleaned up both the house and myself, so at the

time I thought for sure I was in the clear. No such luck.

First, they demanded to know if I was a cross-dresser. I tried

to deny it, but the eight-by-ten glossies they’d printed from

the video feed left little doubt. Not to say I didn’t try, but it’s

surprisingly hard to come up with an alternate explanation

as to why I was prancing around the house in my sister’s

lingerie—and wig and makeup and so forth.

Then they hit me with the glossies from Sarah’s video feed,

which clearly demonstrated that Dwayne and I had done the

nasty in her room no less than six times. After the first night

in the master bedroom, he’d insisted on doing me in what he

termed ‘your own bed’. Told you he was an idiot.

Of course, they wanted to know why. Did I enjoy having sex

with men? Was I in love with Dwayne?

“That clown? You gotta me kidding me. He had the goods

on my cross-dressing and was threatening to out me.” I had

to laugh. “Guess I don’t have to worry about that anymore.”

My mom sympathized, as mothers do, but my dad hit the

roof. “That’s rape,” he said. “He didn’t give you a choice.”

So he called the cops, Dwayne was arrested, and after a very

messy trial—where I had to take the stand and testify that,

yes siree, I was a big ole cross-dresser who liked to dress up

in my sister’s clothes, especially her lingerie, and prance

around her bedroom pretending to be a pretty girl—Dwayne

was convicted and sentenced to seven years in prison, plus

mandatory counseling for inappropriate sexual behavior.

So much for Dwayne. As for me, well… my secret was out,

and I mean OUT, in a big way. My folks, being progressive

types, insisted I explore this side of my sexuality. Hard to

say ‘no’ to an offer like that, where half my closet was given

over to dresses and skirts, including some of Sarah’s hand-

me-downs. Now I can ‘dress’ three or four times a week,

whether my parents are home or not. How cool is that?

Surveillance, shmaillance. Everybody and his dog spied on

me, but who won? Me, that’s who. How cool is that?  


