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I never imagined the life I have now was even possible. At the start of summer, I was your average teenage boy, fresh out of school, bored with no direction, left alone for the week at home. My parents had gotten married young and had my older sister Gina before either of them was twenty. I came along a year later. It was just the four of us most of my childhood, that is until a second honeymoon resulted in my mom getting pregnant – with triplets! 

Naturally they were all girls, leaving me drowning in a girl’s world. I had no friends to begin with, and having to help raise three bratty girls didn’t help that. Neither did my slender, curvy body, lack of body hair, and long, thick natural eye lashes. I got told I looked like a chick from time to time, caught guys staring at my lips while I talked, rubbing their crotches, and even got catcalled in the city from behind while I was walking. 

I didn’t grow up with brothers, playing sports, watching wrestling, rough housing, or any of the stuff my other classmates talked about. My dad basically gave up and let my mom boss him around after the triplets. He got a vasectomy and took up painting. I love him, but he wasn’t exactly the picture of masculinity, or a strong male role model for that matter. 

Then there is my sister Gina. She’s a total slut. She figured out quickly that guys will buy here anything if she lets them hook up with her. She used to go out on dates every night of the week until she met her boyfriend, Dave. He drives a cool muscle car and sings in a rock band. He always has girls following him around, throwing themselves at him. He acts like he’s way too cool for Gina, which is probably what she loves about him. Most guys practically beg to fuck her. 

Dave acts like he’s doing her a favor. 

Gina kept flirting with guys, using her feminine charms to get stuff, but fear of losing Dave, her trophy rock star boyfriend, kept her in line. That meant more nights at home, where she took to torturing me about how I have no social life. She got it into her head that she was going to become a celebrity on YouTube by posting videos of her makeup techniques. She got a lot of hits for her first few videos, which gave her the idea to demonstrate how to create several hot new looks on a live model. 

Gina cornered me one hot Saturday afternoon as I was watching one of my favorite shows, demanding I help her, pleading. 

“You’ve got pretty eyes,” she pointed out. “Look at those lashes. Most women would kill for lashes like yours! Ugh!” 

“You don’t think I know that?” I asked, shaking my head in frustration. “Guys bring it up all the time. Why do you think I have no friends?” 

“That’s silly,” she said, rubbing my shoulders. I knew she was buttering me up by the way her voice changed tones to soft but controlling. “It’s a gift. And those lips, they were made to be painted.” 

“I’m a guy,” I protested. 

“Too bad,” she teased. “You’d have made a sexy girl.” 

“I can’t,” I said, pulling away from her. 

“When have I ever asked you for anything?” Gina moaned. “Why are you being such a baby about this?” 

“You are going to post it online,” I pointed out. “Everyone will know it’s me!” 

“Who is everyone?” she asked. “I thought you had no friends.” 

“I still have to see people at work,” I pointed out. “The general public? What if my boss sees it?” 

“We can put a wig on you,” Gina said. “Problem solved. No one will know it’s you.” 

“I’ll know,” I said. “Pass.” 

“Fine,” she sighed, reaching into her tight jean pocket and pulling out a wad of money. “I’ll pay you. A hundred dollars. Cash. Take it or leave it.” 

“That’s not fair,” I said, staring at the cash. 

“You said you want to move out and get your own place,” she smiled, knowing she had me. “I’m offering to help make that happen. How many shifts at work would it take to make that?” 
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