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    To my motivation for actually letting me complete this one.

      

    


Mike had visited a sex shop once before. A short-lived experience where he and his college roommate had spent the day after his surgery exploring the city they'd both moved to for school but had otherwise never really been in. The sex shop had been mentioned by classmates - in the background once when he was trying to find the right book to citate and several times to Cassidy by her soon-to-be-but-not-quite-yet girlfriend. It was a mildly traumatic experience, seeing whips being demonstrated on a dummy and dildos everywhere. It had been more traumatic when Cassidy bought two of them.

He'd lived with the all too uncomfortable knowledge of his roommate banging it out to a non-human dick for three months before he managed to scrub those thoughts out of his mind and look her in the eye again.

After that, he never had stepped foot in that sort of place again. He felt too wholly alert of the fact that he was visible to even satiate any further curiosity. People could see him. They'd see what he looked at for too long, what he might buy. 

He doubted anyone would care but still. Just the act of being seen was horrifying enough.

However, the sex shop closest to his apartment was much more low-key. Stepping inside felt more like walking into a costume store than anything else. He nervously checked his phone to make sure he was in the right spot before glancing around again.

There were books and clothes, which was great given what he was there for but somehow, if this turned out to just be an average costume store, the act of buying an item for sex felt sinful and wrong. Even if it was valid. Sort of like kissing your partner in front of your parents. 

Not something that should be done.

Flustered, he began looking through the clothes on the rack nearest to him. The cashier at the counter closest to the door flashed him a pleasant smile. He smiled back then ducked his head.

Oh, the horrors of being known. Of being a visible entity.

Part of him wanted to flee, just order something online and call it a day. But he never trusted ordering clothes online. What if the size came wrong? What if it didn't look as good as he imagined? Then he'd be stuck hammering out emails about refunds and exchanges and waiting another series of days for something new.

And he wanted to get this quickly.

For Chase.

He'd been sweet and kind and Mike was feeling guilty for all the loud desperation he exuded. For the way he clung to Chase and begged him to take care of him. He had very little doubt that this escapade would result in something similar but at least he could give Chase something nice in return.

He pulled a costume off the rack and eyed it over. Not... not bad. Though he didn't know how he was going to squeeze his thighs into the stockings.

"Changing room's in the back, doll," the cashier said. They pointed to the back of the store, where the room was separated from the front by a black curtain. "You'll see Cheri. She'll have the key for you."

He nodded, failing to resist the urge to blush. He marched quickly to the curtain, ducking his head through.

Ah.

So this was where the kinky stuff was.

Keeping his eyes downturned to the floor and avoiding any contact with the other customers back there, he huddled forward, trying to hide the costume, until he got to the changing stalls. A salesperson with the name tag Cheri glanced up at him from her phone. She didn't say a word, just handed him a black key with the number 3 printed on it and pointed to the stall down the left. 

He nearly tripped over his own feet trying to get to the stall before the person stepping out of the one beside him could see him. Or what he was trying on.

Despite his clear-headed desire to actually do it, it took him ten minutes to finally strip out of his clothes and pull the dress on. He did not get the stockings past his knees.

Nervously, he pulled at the end of the skirt. It was just so damn short. Which he guessed was part of the point, but still. Wasn't half the part of seduction the element of surprise? The art of the tease?

There was no teasing, no surprise here. All he had to do was turn around. His ass was too big and lifted the back half of the skirt up so you could see the bottom half of his ass and, as an unpleasant result when he bent over, the entirety of his pussy in the panties he never wore anymore but was reluctant to throw away.

On one hand, he hated walking around in panties.

On the other hand, he was grateful he went with it instead of his boxers, because it was so much clearer now that his initial thoughts were just not working out.

He sank down to the wooden board stuck out the wall and fingered the lacy part of his top. Surprisingly, he didn't hate the way he looked so much as he hated the length. And it wasn't the worst fabric in the world. He'd expected something itchy, uncomfortable. Something that you'd want to be ripped out of.

Instead, it was soft cotton.

He glanced at himself in the mirror. The image made him flush. He immediately closed his legs and bent over. The ground stared back at him.

He did look nice.

Everything fit mostly like it was supposed to. No bagging, no weird creases or uncomfortable tightness. He didn't want to size up, run the risk of things bunching up and having to contest with the annoyance of knowing he could look neater. But on the other hand, he wasn't a girl. Being viewed in femininity wasn't so much a problem as it was to look at himself and see something that never existed. 

He liked the dress.

He just wished his brain didn't keep pointing out the obvious as he wore it.

"How to navigate kinky crossdressing when you're trans and have trouble negating the two every so often" should've been an article in all the blogs he used to read. It would've been very helpful right now.
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