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Dear Dad,

 


God, how to start?

 


I’m not really a girl. I know I
look like one, but it’s all a horrible mistake.

 


Every day I try to hide it, but
I’m so tired. I don’t want to hide it. I don’t think I can much
longer.

 


So what I want, Dad, is a sex
change. They won’t let me have one until I go to counselling, but
that’s okay. I don’t mind that. I’ve got nothing to lose.

 


Dad, I’ve got a girlfriend.
’Cause I’m a boy. Only, she doesn’t know.

 


But, Dad. If I have the
operation, she need never know.

 


Dad, I love her. So much.

 


* * * * *
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 Coming
Up

 


Cork had tried every possible
amateur way he could to make it look like he had a cock.

To start with, he had shoved
socks and cotton wool in his knickers, but too often they became
flat or even fell out.

And no-one needed that sort of
fucking shit.

As time progressed, and he
discovered YouTube, he became more adventurous and experimented
with silicone and adult toys, but there were so many hazards in
getting stuff through the post and past the prying eyes of the
cunt-chops father.

His crotch itched where he’d
ripped off the wax strips to get rid of the hated pubic hair. If
only his pussy were so easily disposed of, but not even razors and
his lighter had succeeded in doing anything other than causing him
to cry stupid, shameful tears.

So today, he lay flat on the
bed and shifted his legs wide apart, so he had full access and
view.

The silicone, which he had
taken from a mouse mat, was exactly the right shape and size.

He placed it over his pubic
area, biting his lips as he cut off strips of heavy-duty
Sellotape.

It was tricky.

He had to hold the silicone
cock and seal it in with the Sellotape, making it smooth and flat,
because bumpy edges were shit and crap.

He finished, and slipped on his
black, tight briefs.

Fucking gorgeous.

Strapping down his tits was
easier, but also more painful because he hated the stupid wobbly
useless pieces of fucking flesh.

And he wanted to wear a fitted
tee. That’s what all the young gay guys wore, and they looked sexy
as hell. Sometimes, if he lay on his back, his tits would go almost
completely flat. He’d run his palms over the contour of his stomach
and ribs (ignoring the sharp dip in at his waist—that had to
fucking go). And he could almost imagine that this abominable flesh
was perfect. Defined pecs, a solid ridge of flexed muscle across
his chest. How stunning he could look in a fitted tee if he didn’t
have these fuckers hanging uselessly from his body, weighing down
his shoulders, his soul. He could be anything he wanted, go
anywhere he pleased, without this experimenting, and loathing, and
enduring the judgement of the spiteful Narcissa girl that stared
back at him from behind the glass, sneering at his efforts to be,
to exist in three dimensions.
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