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90 DAYS TO MARRY

When Vlad briefly meets Ava in his home country, he doesn’t think that she will be reaching out to him with a marriage proposal, and a chance to become an American citizen. He can hardly remember his drunken night with the petite girl from New York City, but he’s not about to miss out on his chance to become an American. So he accepts her proposal and he accepts the plane ticket she buys for him.

Now, he just has to string her along for ninety days, until he gets his green card. How hard can it be to keep a young, petite woman happy for ninety days? Well, she’s not so petite everywhere, and if the wedding is going to happen, she just might want some regular servicing.


CHAPTER I

I loved seeing her beautiful face on my computer screen. It was the highlight of my day, every day. Her smile was always so bright, and her eyes were always glowing as if she was just as happy to be seeing me. And when she laughed, my heart would flutter… At least that’s what I told the American embassy when I went in for my K-1 visa interview.

To be honest, Ava wasn’t really my type. First of all, she was much thinner than the girls I usually went for; I liked my girls with a bit of meat on their bones. I liked to be able to sink my face into a pair of soft pillows when I bent over, but Ava had small, perky breasts that didn’t move much. I was pretty sure that they were fake, even though she claimed they were completely real. And her hair was definitely not my style: very long and very curly: almost frazzled, even when she tried to straighten it with a straightener.

She didn’t dress like the girls I normally went for. She didn’t like to wear dresses and skirts like the girls in my country. Instead, she wore tight jeans and loose sweaters—outfits girls in my country would only wear if the weather dropped below -25 C. And Ava wore way too much makeup, as far as I was concerned.

But none of that mattered. It’s not like I was going to have to spend the rest of my life with her. I only had to marry her, and then I could ditch her for someone else. I just had to make her think that I was interested for a few months. Once I had my green card, I could find myself a cute little blonde: a curvy girl with big, natural tits, and thick thighs that she could wrap around my head when she sat on my face, smothering me with her chubby butt. Hey, people like what they like.

I’d only met Ava in person once, at a bar not too far from my house. I hardly remember much of our first meeting, seeing as I was already drunk when I set my eyes on her. She was only in my city for a few days while she travelled around Europe. She hadn’t even planned to visit Moldova, but she ended up there after tagging along with some people she met in a hostel. I really wanted to sleep with her Australian friend: a chubby blonde chick with plump lips and ridiculously long eyelashes (probably fake). My plan was to use Ava to get closer to the blonde, but after a few too many drinks, I found myself in a corner booth with Ava, lips locked together while our hands explored each others’ bodies.

It was late and I realized I wasn’t going to get any action from anyone else, so I invited Ava back to my place. She came along, but once we walked through my door, she became suddenly shy. We made out a little bit more and had a few more drinks, but she kept dodging my advances. She let me squeeze her perky tits, but when I reached for her pussy, she grabbed my hand and said, “Stop. I’m saving myself for marriage.” I didn’t believe her, especially because she had been wearing lingerie underneath her clothes. What girl casually wears lingerie while saving herself for marriage?

I wasn’t too heartbroken. I let her sleep in my bed with me. While she was sleeping, I snuck off to the bathroom with her phone, found a picture of her with her blonde friend, and then I masturbated (rather quickly). The next morning, I expected the girl to sneak away while I was still sleeping, but strangely, she waited for me to wake up. She wanted to kiss again, even though she was no longer drunk. I had a bit of a hangover, but I didn’t turn her down—and I’m glad I didn’t turn her down, because she ended up going down on me. It was definitely the best blowjob I’d ever gotten. She knew how to do things that blew my mind: she knew just where to suck, just how hard to suck, and she somehow knew exactly when I was about to burst, even though I didn’t say anything. “Let me eat you out,” I said after she finished swallowing my load.

She shook her head. “I should really be going,” she said.

We exchanged info, and I thought I was never going to hear from her again. And then I received a text message from her that night. She wanted to chat. She wanted to tell me all about her long trip through Europe. We kept chatting for weeks. To be honest, I was only entertaining the chat because she told me that there was a chance she would pass through Moldova again on her way home. I figured a bit of chatting was worth another blowjob in a few weeks.

She didn’t end up coming back, but she did send me a very strange text message after she returned to America. “I’m in love with you,” she wrote.

I wasn’t a big fan of throwing the L-word around, but I decided to send the same thing back. “I love you too,” I wrote. I didn’t mean it—though I did love her blowjob. I was sad that she didn’t end up coming back through Moldova, because I’d been seriously excited about another sucking.

“Come live with me in America,” she wrote.

“I wish I could,” I said.

It was a week later when she sent me a link to her government’s immigration website. “Read the paragraph about K-1 visas,” she said. I read the paragraph. Before I was completely finished, she wrote, “Let’s get married. Then you can live with me in America.”

I liked Moldova. I loved my friends and my family members. But the thought of becoming an American citizen was mind-blowing. Every Moldovan fantasizes about being an American. We obsess over American movies and American movie stars. We have channels that play America sports (which we watch more than the channels that play our own sports).

I barely had to do anything. Ava handled it all for me. She even paid for my K-1 visa application, which was more money than I had in my bank account. All I had to do was show up at the embassy for my meeting, which was just a ten minute face-to-face with an American man who was determined to figure out if I just wanted to marry Ava for the American citizenship, or if I actually loved her.

“Why do you love her?” he asked near the end of the meeting.

And I nearly said, ‘Because she’s American.’ I bit my tongue and smiled, and then I said, “Because she’s smart and beautiful and funny. And her blowjobs are amazing.”

The man smirked before scribbling something down in his notes. He grabbed a stamp, stamped a few pages, and then he reached out and shook my hand. “Well good luck with the wedding. You’ll have ninety days to get married once you pass through customs in the States. If you aren’t married within the ninety days, you’ll have to return here.”

I shook my head and smiled. “Sounds good.”

It was a win-win opportunity for me. Even if I didn’t like America, it’s not like it was costing me anything, and it’s not like I had to renounce my Moldovan citizenship. I was going to be a dual citizen, and it was all on Ava’s dime.

I talked with her on Skype that evening. We spoke for hours. She told me about her day while I only half-listened; I was surfing the net while she talked. Then I started to feel a bit horny, so I convinced her to take off her top for me while I stroked myself. “Squeeze your nipples,” I said. She followed my command, pinching her nipples and pulling outwards to make her perky boobs look even more perky. She laughed, and then she reached down below the horizon of my screen and she began to touch herself.

“Show me your pussy,” I said.

“I can’t—not until we’re married,” she said.

“But it’s not sex if you just show me your cunt,” I said.

She shook her head. “And people in America don’t like that word—so maybe erase it from your vocabulary.”

“Sex?” I said.

“Cunt,” she said.

“Oh. Okay. Why can’t you just show it to me?”

She giggled. She had a cute giggle—though I was still wishing that I was with her chubby Australian friend. I was tempted to ask her to send me pictures of her American friends. Maybe I could hop over to one of them once I figured out how to get divorced in America. But I bit my tongue and pulled my attention back to her perky, round tits. She still had one hand on one of her breasts. She squeezed it for me while she touched herself below her camera’s bottom frame. I watched as her eyes closed and her lips parted. Her head tilted back and then her body shuddered. She froze suddenly while she moaned. Then she smiled. She looked down and her eyes widened. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Huh?” she said. “Yeah. I just—I just remembered there’s something I need to do.” She tilted her screen up. Her fingers were glistening with something wet. Did she squirt? Was I about to marry an American squirter? I liked the idea of her being a squirter. Maybe she could sit on my face and make herself squirt. Maybe I could convince her to put on twenty pounds or so, and dye her hair blonde. It would still be curly, but it would be a step in the right direction.

She logged off of Skype very suddenly, leaving me feeling confused. I couldn’t wrap my head around how she was ‘saving herself for marriage’. Why did she think that showing me her pussy would ruin that? Why was it okay for me to show her my erect cock? Why could she show me her tits? Why could she rub herself until she had an orgasm on camera, but she couldn’t just tilt that camera down a few degrees?

I had a weird feeling that night that there was something strange going on with Ava. There was something she wasn’t telling me. But how bad could it be? Whatever it was, I only had to put up with it for ninety days once I touched down in America.


CHAPTER II

My flight was three weeks later: three weeks of talking to Ava on the computer, only seeing her face and sometimes her tits, but never anything below. As I sat on my first plane, from Moldova to London, I wondered if I was really going to have to wait ninety days before getting into her tight pussy. Surely I would be able to make her cave before the end of the ninety days. If not, I was perfectly happy being on the receiving end of her perfect blowjobs.

In the weeks leading up to my move to America, I’d done a lot of research. I read all about New York City, where Ava lived, and I’d done tons of reading about all of the job opportunities on the east coast of the United States of America. I was excited. I felt like I had so much to look forward to. With each passing day, my excitement grew stronger and my hopes rose higher. I spent time working on my English, which was already pretty good. I worked on developing an American accent, so it would be easier to get a job. I started getting ahead of myself, thinking about sending money home to my family. All I needed was a simple construction job, and I could send half of my paycheque home and still live like a king by Moldovan standards. And then my family could live like royalty back home as well.

Or maybe I could slide into Ava’s bank account. She obviously had a rich family and a lot of cash. She didn’t even hesitate before booking my flight and putting me in first class. I saw the receipt, and the cost of that flight was more than I earned in a year at my job, working for my dad. Surely there were cheaper flights, but Ava put me on that one, meaning she had more money than she probably knew what to do with.

I was tired when my second plane touched down in New York City. I yawned and stretched out my back. It was the middle of the day, but my brain was still on Moldovan time, where it was 4:30 AM. I dragged my feet through the tunnel and then I looked out the window at New York City, and my heart fluttered up near my throat and I suddenly found myself with a ton of new energy. I was in America! I was officially beginning my life as an American: a life I never knew that I would have until just a few weeks before that day.

I hurried down the terminal and I found myself squirming as I stood in line at customs. I couldn’t wait to feel the air in America. I couldn’t wait to hear the sounds of New York City. I couldn’t wait to feel like all of the characters from my favourite movies.

I followed the signs to the baggage claim. I was practically running as I passed through the sliding doors into the public area. I just couldn’t wait—the excitement had grown way beyond what I’d expected. America is the land of opportunity. In Moldova, you hear nothing but amazing stories of men and women going from having nothing to having everything: mansions, yachts, luxury cars, and so on. Soon, I would be one of those people.

I spotted my baggage carousel. Bags were already coming down, so I rushed over to try to find mine. I stopped and scanned left and right, looking for my red suitcase: the only suitcase I brought. Then suddenly, a pair of arms wrapped around me, squeezing me. I nearly screamed. I nearly spun around and attacked the assailant. Was I under attack? Had I done something wrong, and now border patrol was coming after me? Did they know that I didn’t actually want to spend the rest of my life with Ava?

I turned around and then a pair of plump lips pressed against mine. It was Ava, excited to see me. And to be honest, I’d forgotten all about her. I’d gotten carried away in my little American fantasy. I had myself convinced that I was coming to America as a single man, not as some woman’s fiance!

“I’m so happy to see you!” she said, hugging me again.

I was slow to put my arms around her. I looked around and saw a few pretty girls in the airport, looking our way. I didn’t want them seeing me with Ava, just in case they were potential girlfriends. But I had to play along—at least for ninety days. So I hugged her back and then I looked into her eyes. I’d forgotten what she looked like. For so long, I’d only seen her low-resolution face on my computer screen. The whole lower half of her body had been a mystery to me since she’d left Moldova. I’d only seen that half of her body once, and I’d been drunk. And even her face looked different than it did on the computer screen. Camera lenses tend to make people look different.

At least she was pretty—though still not my type. She had a thin face with perky cheekbones: something most guys liked, but I was more into chubby cheeks. She was smiling now: a cute smile, showing off her mousy front teeth. “Are you excited to be here?” she asked.

“Very excited,” I said. But I knew I wasn’t acting excited. I couldn’t seem to drum up that same enthusiasm that I’d had just moments ago, now that the reality of being engaged to Ava was reentering my mind. “I think I’m just tired. It’s very late back in Moldova.”

She nodded her head. “Of course. Well we can just go straight to my place and relax,” she said. “My roommate is home, but she won’t be too loud.”

“Your roommate?” I said. She’d never mentioned a roommate before—or maybe she had, and I just hadn’t been listening. There was probably a lot of information I’d tuned out during our long Skype sessions. Knowing that I would eventually divorce her and find someone else, it was hard to truly pay attention to whatever she had to say. All of the words that came out from her mouth all seemed so temporary: not to be relevant in my life after ninety days.

I turned around and saw my bag. I picked it up slowly and then I turned back to Ava. I tried to force a smile, but I produced nothing of value. She reached out and took my hand. “C’mon, let’s go. It’s a long drive to my place.”

And she was right. She lived far from the airport, across a very long bridge, and in an area that I didn’t recognize from any of the movies I’d seen that took place in New York City. It was a rundown area, and her apartment wasn’t much to call home about. It was narrow and tall: four stories, but with only a room on each story. The first floor was the kitchen, the next floor was the living room, the third floor was Ava’s room, then her roommate was up top. When we walked into Ava’s room, I could hear her roommate upstairs, singing.

“She’s got a show tomorrow night, so she’s rehearsing,” Ava said. But her voice was whiney and annoying.

“Does she practise a lot?” I asked.

Ava nodded. “But only during the day.” She said it as if I would never be home to hear it—but I had no job, and I wouldn’t be able to get a job for at least ninety days—until we were married. I planned on spending as much time as possible around the city, but even still, there would only be so much for an unemployed immigrant to do, so I knew there would be days I would be stuck in the apartment listening to the roommate’s lousy singing voice.

“You can take a nap, if you want,” Ava said with a big smile. But the singing was too annoying. There was no way I would be able to fall asleep with that sound in the house.

“I’ll wait until night. Thanks,” I said.

I was confused, and that confusion was growing by the second. Ava’s apartment was a dump. Her neighbourhood was a symphony of sirens and car horns and breaking glass. Her car couldn’t have been worth more than two hundred dollars. It was seeming more and more like she was poor—but that made no sense. If she was poor, how was she able to afford my visa application? How was she able to afford my first class flight?

“Isn’t it almost dinner? We should go out for a nice lobster dinner. I hear New York City has amazing lobster.”

She looked at me with a curious look. “Lobster is a bit out of my price range. But we can go out for pizza. Do you like pizza? New York has great pizza, if you know the right spots.”

“Pizza?” I said. It didn’t seem like the most amazing ‘welcome to America’ meal. In Moldova, pizza was what children ate at birthday parties. It wasn’t celebration food—it was kids’ food, or last resort food, when there was literally nothing else. “I mean—I guess we can get pizza.”

“I know a good place. It’s close.”

So we went down to the street and walked for what felt like an hour. It wasn’t close at all. But New York City was so big—maybe anything within fifteen miles was considered close. On our way, a car drove along the curb and hit a puddle, splashing me with filthy water. Ava managed to move out of the way, and then she giggle at me, as if I should have known better. “You shouldn’t walk so close to puddles,” she said. But in Moldova, drivers aren’t so rude. The drivers are the ones who watch out for puddles.

I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. “I guess I should be more careful,” I said.

The pizza was not good. It was mostly cheese, which Ava and everyone else in the dingy little restaurant seemed to like. It almost seemed like the cheese was the only thing they liked about it. Had the cook put twice as much cheese on the pizza, they probably would have liked it twice as much. But even the cheese didn’t taste like anything. “Isn’t it great?” Ava said to me.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I lied. She passed me a Coke to wash down the cheese, but the Coke was too sweet, so I only had one small sip.

Then she wanted to go for a walk, to show me her neighbourhood. She didn’t seem to notice all of the garbage and broken glass on the street as she pointed out old buildings, which were severely lacking in upkeep. An ambulance zoomed by, making me jump, but Ava didn’t even flinch. “So what do you think?” she asked as we reached a park.

I smiled, but I just couldn’t handle the mounting confusion anymore. “It’s fine. But where’s the real New York City?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked, staring into my eyes.

“Like in the movies. You know...” I didn’t know how else to describe it.

She laughed. “You mean Manhattan? We can go there tomorrow, if you want. It’s kind of neat, I guess—for a tourist. But there’s not much there to do. We can probably cover it all in a day. But it’s pretty far from here. We’ll have to take the subway. It’s a couple hours.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Hours?” I said. I looked around. The city was so massive. It was a concrete jungle in every direction, for miles and miles. How could she possibly know how to find anything? How could anyone know where they were going? The population of New York City was nearly ten million—more than three times the population of my entire country!

“Why can’t we just drive?” I asked.

“With the gas and the tolls, it’s just too expensive,” she said.

“Right. But you’re an American and have plenty of money, no?” I said.

She giggled as if I’d just made a joke. And maybe she really thought that I was joking. “Once we’re married, you can get a job and then we’ll have two incomes. We’ll be able to afford more.”

“Maybe we can live in Manhattan,” I said.

Then she laughed again. “Try Brooklyn,” she said. I nodded my head slowly. I thought we were in Brooklyn, but now I wasn’t so sure. My confusion had reached a tipping point; I was no longer trying to figure everything out. Now, I was just trying to figure out how I was going to survive the next ninety days.

We returned to her apartment. Her roommate was still singing, even though the sun had set and it was past dinnertime. “Will she stop soon?” I asked.

Ava gave me a weird look. Then she laughed. “Oh, my roommate? I didn’t even notice her singing. I guess I’ve just lived with her for so long that I don’t even hear her anymore.” The comment made my stomach turn. Was the roommate so persistently annoying that Ava had to learn to tune her out completely?

“I think I just want to go to bed,” I said. “I think I need to sleep.”

“It’s only seven,” she said.

“I know. But it’s late where I’m from. You don’t mind, do you?”

She shook her head, then she showed me up to the bedroom. I popped open my suitcase and fished out a pair of sweatpants to wear to bed. As I shimmied down my jeans, Ava put her hands on my hips. She spun me around and looked into my eyes with her sly smile. Then she sunk down to her knees and grabbed the waistband of my boxers, pulling them down slowly, revealing my long cock. She held it up and giggle playfully before slipping it into her mouth. She closed her eyes and began to bob her head. I’d nearly forgotten how amazing she was at sucking cock.

I had a new theory as to why she was so good: because she never put out with her pussy. Oral was all that she knew. It was the only way she knew how to make a guy come. And if she was really determined to avoid vaginal penetration, then it was important for her to make her mouth feel so good that guys wouldn’t want her to stop. It made me wonder just how many guys she’d been with to develop such a tremendous skill—but I tried not to think of that. I didn’t want to think of my fiancee with other men, even if I was just going to divorce her as soon as my green card showed up in the mail.

I tilted my head back and I closed my eyes. I tried to drum up the image of her cute, blonde Australian friend while her head bobbed back and forth. Ava did this thing with her top row of teeth, gently gliding them along the top of my cock: just enough to make my whole bottom half pulse with euphoria. My legs trembled. Her mouth felt so good. And her tongue! She did this thing with the tip of her tongue: flicking the tip of my penis before plunging my shaft down her throat.

She cupped my balls with her hands and began to massage gently. Unlike most girls, she knew not to squeeze too hard. In fact, she knew exactly how hard to squeeze and fondle. She knew just how to gently tickle with the tips of her fingernails. I don’t think my cock had ever been so hard before!

I groaned and shuddered, and then I looked down at her face as she looked up with her eyes. “I’m going to come,” I warned her.

She pulled my cock out from her mouth. “Do you want to come on my face or in my mouth?” she asked.

“On your face,” I said. My heart bounced at the idea. Girls never wanted to get cum on their faces. I was thrilled for the opportunity. She squeezed my shaft firmly with a tight grip. She pumped me quickly, using her tongue to keep my tip stimulated. Then she leaned back just in time, taking my giant load on her pretty face. I coated her cheeks and her nose and her left eyelid. She smiled as my large, warm globs trickled down her smooth skin.

Maybe she wasn’t so bad. Maybe I could get past the fact she wasn’t very curvy or blonde. Maybe I could get past her makeup style and the clothes she wore. Maybe I could settle in and get used to her amazing blowjobs. And hell—maybe sex with her would be just as good, or maybe even better. I smiled as I looked down at her—the first real smile since she hugged me in the airport. “Are you sure you don’t want me to eat our your pussy?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not before marriage,” she said, as if sucking cocks somehow kept her pure. I shrugged my shoulders. I really wanted her to sit on my face, and I really wanted to dig my tongue into her warm hole, but I knew it was a hopeless fight—especially without any liquor involved. So I crawled into the bed while she went to clean up her face. Then, after just ten minutes, I fell asleep to the sound of terrible singing upstairs.


CHAPTER III

When I woke up, she was asleep next to me. It was early: only 5:00 AM, but I’d already been asleep for over nine hours. Her back was to me, with her bum perked out. I shimmied close, cradling her soft bum into my lap. Then I wrapped an arm around her, getting a firm grip on one of her breasts. She smelled nice: like a mix of flowery perfume and cedar. I nestled my face against the back of her neck, burying my head in her frizzy hair. I could feel her stiff nipple against the palm of my hand. I was tempted to grab it and pinch it, but I didn’t want to wake her up.

She was still snoring gently when she started to nestle her bum further back, rubbing it against my lap. It was a nice feeling: her bum cheeks cradling my shaft, which was now starting to grow hard from all the rubbing. She was wearing a little night dress, which was easy to pull up above her hips, so that her bare bum was against my bare lap. After she gave me the blowjob the night before, I didn’t end up putting those sweatpants on; instead, I went to bed naked.

And now there was only a pair of lacy panties between my cock and her pussy. But why was she grinding? Was she just doing it mindlessly while she was asleep? Or was she teasing me? I was tempted to pull those panties down. I was tempted to stick my cock into her tight body. Maybe I could get away with it while she was only half-awake. Maybe I could get her to give up on her ‘waiting until marriage’ crap while she was still in a dream state.

She got me hard fast. Her butt moved elegantly, grinding my shaft. It was hard to believe she’d never been with a man before. Maybe her amazing sexual moves were just hardwired. Maybe she came from a long line of girls who were amazing in the sack. I liked the way her perky bum cheeks felt as they moved up and down. I didn’t want her to stop. I was pretty sure she could get me to come.

I had the naughty idea of sliding my erection underneath her panties, so that my shaft was being pressed down into her butt crack while she grinded. I carefully reached down and stretched out her panties, slipping my cock up, placing it down against her soft skin, and then I let go and allowed her to continue.

It felt nice. I had a feeling that she was dreaming about sex. But how could she dream about sex if she’d never had it? I looked down her smooth body. I wanted to reach around and grab her pussy. I wanted to stick my fingers into her wet cunt and I wanted to rub her until she messed up her bed with her wet squirting. But I resisted the urge.

Then she took me by surprise. She brought a hand slowly to her mouth and then she spat. I froze. She reached around with her saliva-slicked fingers and she grabbed my cock. I let a gasp slip. She gripped my shaft and pulled up, sliding her spit along my whole manhood. Then she pulled my cock down to her butthole and pressed my tip firmly against her hole until my thick girth suddenly penetrated her. She groaned. Her asshole was tight. I was still frozen with shock and excitement and confusion. Was she sleeping or was she awake? Was anal sex allowed under her ‘no sex before marriage’ rule? I just couldn’t figure her out.

She let go of my cock and then she gently pressed her bum back, sinking my cock into her body. She moaned gently as her anal walls clenched firmly around my shaft. I couldn’t believe how tight she was. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before. I was deeply confused, but I was also in heaven. I closed my eyes and let out a long, elated sigh. I caressed her soft side, slipping my hand under her satin night dress. I reached up for her breast and I began to play with her nipple. Then I began to thrust in and out.

I could feel her tight rectum stretching out. I could feel it hugging my cock as I pulled out. And then I could feel it pushing in when I thrusted into her—like a little suction cup. I bit down on my tongue. I was happy: my fiancee was a slut who liked taking it in the ass. But a part of me was worried: why was she taking it so well? If she was a virgin, then wouldn’t anal sex hurt? If I was the first cock to ever enter into her body, shouldn’t she be groaning with pain?

I tried not to think too much into it. I held her firmly with both of my hands and I pumped faster, sinking my cock deeper. She let me put all of it into her without any wincing or complaining. I still wasn’t sure if I was fucking a girl who was awake or a girl who was asleep—but I didn’t stop. I gripped her tighter as I pumped harder. Now my pelvis was slapping against her tight ass. She was moaning louder; she really liked it.

I squeezed her breast hard—almost sure that I was feeling an implant, but I couldn’t be certain. Why would a virgin get breast implants?

I could feel the euphoric tingling between my legs. I knew I was about to come, but I didn’t want the moment to end. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else, so I could last longer, but I could only think about her tight body—so I came. I filled her tight asshole with my Moldovan cum while she moaned and squirmed. Then I noticed she had a hand down between her thighs. Apparently she’d been rubbing her pussy while I was fucking her.

And now, she was frozen, breathing heavily. “Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Then she suddenly slipped out from the bed and sprung to her feet. “I just need to clean myself up,” she said without turning back to me. She rushed over to the bathroom and closed the door. I got a quick glimpse of my cum billowing out from her butthole, with her panties pulled over her left butt cheek and her night dress still hiked halfway up her body.

She was acting strange—maybe because she just gave up her anal virginity by accident. Maybe she’d just broken her ‘no sex before marriage’ rule, just one day after my arrival. Or maybe there was something else going on: something she wasn’t telling me...


CHAPTER IV

I found myself talking more and more with friends from Moldova, over the phone, over the next couple of weeks. I didn’t think I would miss my old life so much, but with each passing day, the home sickness grew stronger. There were even a few days where I sunk into a depressed state, not wanting to leave the house—and not just because I had absolutely nothing to do.

New York City was okay. It wasn’t the city that the movies made it seem like. There were tons of cool things to do, but almost nothing was free. I wanted to see a football game. I wanted to see a hockey game. I wanted to go to the museums. But I couldn’t do anything because Ava had me on a tiny budget of thirty dollars per day: all she could afford to spare while I couldn’t work. And I needed that money for food, because Ava didn’t keep her apartment stocked with groceries. She ate out every day—which was apparently normal in New York City (in Moldova, eating out is only something people do on very rare occasions).

But she would spend twelve to fourteen hours each day out of the house, either at work or commuting to work. And during that time, I had nothing to do. My options were to wander the New York City streets or to sit in the apartment and listen to Ava’s roommate singing. I probably would have chosen the latter option had Ava’s roommate not been exactly my type: short, a bit chubby, and blonde. It was almost a week after I arrived before I finally saw her. She came down after a long practise session. I was in the living room and she was on her way down to the kitchen. She stopped to say hello to me. Ava was at work, and the roommate’s jiggly breasts were almost bulging out from her tight top.

It was a few days after that when she sat down next to me on the couch while I was watching TV. She asked me a bit about Moldova, and then she started talking about some ex-boyfriend. It was hard not to look down her top. She was always wearing low cut tops to show off her bouncy cleavage. When girls dressed like that in Moldova, it meant that they were looking to be stuffed. And I have to admit: I was often tempted. I saw her on her phone, looking through Tinder messages. I read a few of her messages over her shoulder and saw that she had some self esteem issues: accusing men of lying when they complimented her, and constantly suggesting that the men secretly think she’s fat. It would have been so easy to woo her. It would have been so easy to convince her to lay on her back and spread her legs.

But I knew it wasn’t worth the risk. I didn’t want to lose my chance at getting my green card. I was only a couple months away, after all.

Ava had already started to plan the wedding: a small event, at some local restaurant, with only a dozen guests: close friends, no family. I asked her why she wasn’t inviting her family, and she became strangely quiet, so I didn’t prod. Her roommate was going to be her ‘bridesmaid’, even though there wasn’t going to be any ceremony—just some drinks, some food, and some paper signing. In Moldova, such an event couldn’t possibly be called a wedding, but apparently it was enough to satisfy the requirements of my K-1 visa. That ‘wedding’ was only sixty-five days away when I found myself really tempted to empty my cock inside of the busty blonde roommate. I had to seriously bite my tongue to stop myself when I saw her come down the stairs in the tiny skirt that didn’t fully cover her jiggly butt.

So I left the apartment for the day, to get away from temptation. I didn’t know where to go, so I just wandered the streets, trying to figure out what exactly I was looking for in America. Why was I so determined to get my green card? Why did so many Eastern Europeans want to be Americans? After nearly two hours of pointless wandering, I ended up in a small pub. I still had my thirty bucks, plus ten bucks from the previous day that I didn’t tell Ava I saved. I sat down at the bar and ordered a drink. As I took my first sip, I heard a pair of men behind me speaking in a familiar language: Romanian.

I looked back at the men and could tell right away that they were Moldovan. I wanted to jump up and run to them, but I remained in my seat, not wanting to be strange. I looked away, but I kept my attention on their conversation. They were talking about their jobs. Then they started talking about their families back home. I was starting to tune them out when I recognized a name: the name of my uncle. My uncle was the cousin of one of the men. Now I couldn’t resist. I stood up and walked over. “I’m sorry, but it sounds like you’re talking about Victor Albot, my uncle.”

“He’s your uncle?” the man said. The pair was quick to pull a chair up for me. They even ordered my next drink on their tab before asking me about why I ended up in America. I told them about Ava, but I didn’t tell them that I was planning to leave her. I stuck to the same story I used with the American embassy. Then I noticed them smirking.

“What’s funny?” I asked.

“Once you get your green card, you’re going to become single, right?” one of the men asked.

And then I couldn’t help but let the truth slip out in the form of a smirk. I felt comfortable with the men. It was nice to be in the company of my own countrymen. They started laughing. Then they paid the tab and insisted I go with them to another bar.

It was a Romanian bar, tucked away on a dingy street that I would have never thought to turn down. But it was just like being back home: people were happy, occasionally breaking out into drunken songs. The drinks were cheap, and the language was familiar. My new friends told my story to the bartender, and the bartender ended up pouring me a few free drinks. The day was slipping away. My phone vibrated. I checked to see who was calling; it was Ava. I didn’t pick up. I decided to stay out with my people. Once we were very drunk, we went down to the pier. One of the men had golf clubs. He taught me how to properly swing the club, and then we all took turns hitting balls into the water. It was just like the movies I grew up watching. And it didn’t end there.

It was very late when we went to an American club. “You’ll love the girls here,” one of my new friends said to me. And he was right. The girls were my type: flirty, underdressed, with soft bodies and large breasts. We all danced. I ended up taking shots from between a beautiful woman’s breasts. And the next thing I knew, I was at a pizza joint with a new group of friends: all Americans. We got pizza, and it was so delicious—not at all like the pizza I ate with Ava.

It was 8:00 AM when I finally returned to Ava’s apartment. She was just getting ready to leave for work. “Oh my God, where were you?” she asked. I smiled and kissed her on the lips.

“Let’s go upstairs and have some quick sex before you have to go to work,” I said.

“I have to leave now. Seriously, where were you?”

I kissed her again. “I met some Moldovans,” I said.

“I was worried sick. I tried calling you. It was weird sleeping alone.”

“Let’s go upstairs,” I said again.

“I can’t, Vlad. I have to go to work. I’ll see you tonight. Try to drink some water. Okay?” She left the apartment. I stumbled up to the living room and saw the roommate on the couch. She looked at me with a smile, and I’m not entirely sure how I resisted the urge to seduce her. I wanted to rub her soft body. I wanted to press her big tits together around my cock, and then I wanted to come on her pretty face. And she probably wanted it too.

But now I really wanted to stay in America. Now I understood what people meant when they said that America is the most fun place on the planet. I’d never had such a fun night—and it would have been even more fun if the night could have ended with a one-night-stand with some blonde bimbo. I just had to get my green card, and that night would become every night. I wanted to be an American. I had to make sure nothing stopped me from marrying Ava—not even her sexy roommate.


CHAPTER V

The next week was the best of my life. I was quickly making new friends and my new friends were showing me the New York City of my dreams. Sure, the streets were dirty and the whole place was overpopulated, but I was starting to see the charm in it all. It wouldn’t have been the same if the streets were clean and quiet. There was something fun about honking taxis and the questionable exhaust that rose up from street vents at seemingly random times.

I was already calling myself an American. I was only fifty-nine days away from having my green card—and I was literally counting the days, each morning when I slipped out from bed. But fifty-nine days seemed like a lot, especially since Ava had been shutting down all of my attempts to fuck her. I tried convincing her to let me into her asshole again, but she was firmly against it. “Why though? We’ve already done it once,” I said.

“I just want to wait until marriage,” she said.

“I don’t understand. It’s not like you have your virginity to lose,” I said.

But still, she didn’t let me into her tight butthole. Instead, she would drop to her knees and she would provide one of her amazing blowjobs. I was getting a blowjob almost every evening, assuming I was home to get one. She worked the shaft with her magic fingers and mouth, making me come in record times—sometimes in less than a minute! She started doing this amazing thing where she would put both of her hands on my thighs and she would gently caress up and down while she bobbed her head forward and back. There was something about her gentle touch that just made my orgasms come faster.

But I felt bad. She was pleasuring me, but she wasn’t getting anything in return. I wanted her to enjoy the fruits of our relationship. Didn’t she want to have an orgasm? Didn’t she want to experience pleasure between her legs? She loved the anal I gave her so much—I couldn’t figure out how she could resist my advances. So one morning, with fifty-five days left before our ‘wedding’, I decided to go down on her, as a surprise.

It had become obvious to me that she wasn’t saving herself for marriage. It was obvious that she’d sucked many cocks before, and she obviously taken at least a few cocks in the ass before, based on how effortlessly she took mine (and I had a thick cock). So she wasn’t a virgin, which made me think she was just playing hard to get, in some sort of attempt to keep my interest. Maybe she was worried I would leave her before the wedding. Maybe she was just determined to  keep my sexual interest piqued. Regardless of her intentions, I needed to pay her back for all of the amazing blowjobs—and even for the thirty dollars she was giving me each day. It wasn’t a lot of money in New York City, but it was a lot to her—and it added up. So the least I could do was surprise her with an early morning eat-out.

She was still sleeping, snoring gently. I carefully slipped down under the covers. I moved slowly, taking my time so she wouldn’t wake up. My strategy was the same as when I stuck my dick into her butt: move slow and get her while she was asleep. I knew she wanted it—I just had to get to her before she could remember that she was playing hard to get. I sunk lower and lower into the darkness under the covers. Then I found myself facing her crotch. She was turned towards me—but it was dark, so I couldn’t see anything. I was working blind, but it was no problem: I understood the female anatomy. I knew where a clit was on a woman. I didn’t need light to work. I gently pulled up her night dress and I carefully used my fingertips to locate the triangle between her thighs. I leaned my head in, pressing my nose against her lips. Then I began to nod my head slowly, using the tip of my nose to wean her into a sexual state. The lace of her panties felt a bit funny against my nose.

She had a bit of a bulge: plump pussy lips; in Moldova, we called big lips like Ava’s ‘hotdogs’. Some people made fun of girls with plump lips, but I liked them: it gave me more to work with. I carefully stuck out my tongue and began to tease that pussy bulge, up and down, trying to get her relaxed and into the mood.

Then I used my fingers to gently pull down her panties—just a few inches, so I could get my tongue onto her bare cunt. I leaned in again and used my tongue to stroke up and down. I was still working blind, following the flesh with my tongue. She squirmed slightly and then she let a soft moan out from her lips. I nestled my face in tighter, burying my nose into her soft mane of pubic hair. I kept licking, but her pussy was strangely plump: more plump than any pussy I’d ever been with. Her lips didn’t seem to open up. I couldn’t find her slit with my tongue. But I could feel a throbbing. I’d never had a woman’s pussy throb before.

Now I was wishing I had some light. Maybe I was just out of practise. It had been a couple of months since I’d last had sex. But how could I forget what a pussy felt like? I tried to find her clit with the tip of my tongue, but the length of her cunt was smooth. So I started going lower to find her hole—or any opening, even if it meant finding her butthole. I teased with my tongue, still making her moan in her sleep as I moved down. I had to use my hands to part her thighs. Then something hit my chin. It was warm and throbbing, but extending out from her body. I leaned back and paused for a moment. Then I used my hands to explore what I’d just felt. It was long and hard and veiny. I moved my hand up to the tip, which was smooth and bulbous. And then I quickly retracted my hand, realizing I was feeling a cock.

It suddenly made sense why Ava was so determined to keep me out of her pants: she was a man. Ava was a shemale—a tranny—and transgender. I was engaged to a biological boy! I crawled back slowly as my skin became cold. I shimmied my body up, until I was out from under the covers. Now, I was staring at her sleeping face. She had a peaceful look about her—but how could she possibly be at peace? How could she sleep knowing that she was tricking me into marrying a shemale?

She suddenly reached forward with her arm. She wrapped that arm around me and pulled herself close. I felt her warm erection press against my abdomen. I groaned. Then she leaned in to kiss me. I tried to retract my head, but her lips found mine. She cuddled in closer. I tried to cuddle back, but she had me pinned. She even rolled on top of me while I remained frozen and rigid. Her cock was now pressed against mine. Now I was wishing I would have put on some sweatpants before bed. Now I was regretting sleeping in the nude.

“Good morning,” she said, kissing me again. I couldn’t kiss her back. She gently moved her body, making her cock slide up against mine. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. Her eyes opened gently and she was smiling. “What’s wrong?” she said. My face was probably as white as it felt.

Then she looked down, between our bodies, and her face became white. “Oh my God,” she said. She suddenly rolled off of me, pulling that warm rod off of my skin. She reached down and tucked it away.

“W—What was that?” I asked. “Is it some kind of joke?”

“I was going to tell you,” she said with a broken voice.

“When?” I asked. “After we got married?”

“No—I mean—I don’t know. I—I knew it would scare you away.”

“Then what the hell was your plan? You’re a man? I’m engaged to a man?” I squirmed out from the bed and then I planted my bare feet on the cold ground. My heart was pounding. I wasn’t sure if I was living in real life or if this was all a nightmare. Surely it couldn’t be real. Surely no sane person would try to hide such a secret from their future spouse.

“I just...” she said, but she didn’t finish her thought.

“You just what?” I said, trying to keep my voice down so I wouldn’t wake up the roommate upstairs. I was so shocked. Even now, while she was under the covers, I could see the bulge of her erection. Her cock was so big—it was impossible to keep hidden while it was erect. And how had she managed to keep it hidden for weeks? How had I not found it?

I suddenly remembered all of the blowjobs I’d gotten, and then I remembered sticking my cock in her ass. I’d had anal sex with a biological man! Every day for over a month, I’d been getting my dick sucked by male lips! I squirmed and groaned, feeling betrayed and confused and terrified all at once.

“I just thought that you would like it. When I met you in Moldova...”

“When you met me in Moldova, what?” I said.

But she just looked away from me, unable to finish what she was saying.

“Why would I like it?” I said. “I’m a man. I want to be with a woman. I can’t be with—with that.”

She looked at me with wide, shimmering eyes. She was on the verge of tears. “Can’t you just give it a chance?” she said, taking me by surprise.

“A chance? No way,” I said.

She was quiet for a moment. “I guess I can buy you a flight back home then,” she said. “I’m sorry. I guess I just read you wrong.”

I couldn’t figure her out. How did she possibly think that I would be at all interested in her cock? Why would she convince me to move across the world and marry her, without telling me about the big, hard secret between her thighs? I wanted to be angry, but I was too shocked. “I guess that’s it then,” I said. “I just can’t believe this. It’s all so… shocking. I need to go for a walk.” I had to get away from her. I had to be far away from her body, which I’d fucked. I couldn’t stare at those plump lips, which my cock had slipped through many, many times. For over a month, I’d held her close to me in bed. We’d kissed. We’d fondled each others’ bodies. I played with her nipples. And the whole time, I was with a biological boy. My stomach was turning quickly; I’m not sure how I wasn’t throwing up.

I walked the cool morning streets of New York City. My head was spinning. I couldn’t get the image out of my mind, even though I never saw it—I only felt it. But still, I couldn’t stop imagining a big, thick cock between her legs. My God, she was bigger than me! How was it so big on her small frame? How did she keep it hidden for so long?

The sun crept up between the tall New York buildings, making the whole skyline glow. I looked out at the sunrise and suddenly felt a terrible dread. I was so close to being an American. I was so close to living the American Dream: less than a couple of months, just fifty-five days. I sat down on a bench and buried my face into the palms of my hands. I took a deep breath.

I found myself wishing that I wouldn’t have gone down on her. I wished I wouldn’t have discovered her cock until after the wedding night, so that I could at least part from this relationship with a green card. I’d come so far. I’d left so much behind in Moldova.

And then I looked back at the sunrise, back at the New York City skyline, and I thought: why does the plan have to change? I was going to leave her anyway, so what’s another fifty-five days? Could I not string her along for another couple of months, just so I could stay in America? I didn’t want to leave my new friends. I didn’t want to leave my new, exciting life. I liked New York City. I liked Americans. I wanted to stay. I’d already slept in a bed with Ava for thirty-five days. Why couldn’t I do another couple of months? Why could I lie and tell her that I didn’t care about her cock? I just needed to make it a little bit longer.

I stood up and took a deep breath. Then I turned back towards the apartment. I bit down on my tongue. I was going to do it. I was going to continue pretending like I loved her. It would be no different than before: just more lies. I was good at lying. I’d been lying since the day I met Ava and I could continue to lie. I just had to stop her before she booked that plane ticket.


CHAPTER VI

Ava’s eyes lit up when I told her that I didn’t actually care about her cock. She smiled and then she threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around me. “I knew it,” she said. And it was taking a lot of effort not to cringe as she pressed her body against me. She was still wearing that tight night dress, and now I was almost certain that I could feel her cock bulge against my body.

“I overreacted. I’m sorry,” I said, biting my tongue.

“Don’t apologize. I’m the one who should apologize for not telling you sooner. To be honest, I thought you knew,” she said. And her comment made me want to scream at her. There was no way she thought that I knew. I asked her almost every night to eat out her pussy. Why would I ask to eat out her pussy if I knew that she had a cock? But I didn’t fight. I just forced a smile. I only had to survive two more months. And it would be easy now that I had friends in New York City. That night, I didn’t go home to sleep. Instead, I partied with some of my new friends, and then I crashed on the couch of one of my Moldovan buddies. Then, the next day, I only saw Ava for dinner before going out again. I had a hangover, but I had to get out of the house. “You don’t want to watch a movie or something with me?” she said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “But I promised I would meet up with my friends.”

“Maybe I can come. I have tomorrow off,” she said.

I squirmed. I didn’t have an excuse. “It would be weird,” I said. “It will just be guys. But maybe another day. Okay?”

So I went out again. We went to a party but I didn’t drink much. I just hung out until the early hours of the morning. I nearly made out with a hot blonde, but I pulled myself away moments after our eyes locked, knowing that there was a small chance the news could possibly get back to Ava. I didn’t know who she knew. And with social media and all of the camera phones everywhere, it wasn’t worth the risk.

It was three days later when Ava insisted on coming out with me. She wanted to hold my hand as we walked down the street. “Where are we going?” she asked, clenching her fingers between mine. It was strange knowing that those manicured fingers belonged to a biological male.

“A bar where my friends hang out,” I said. I took her to that Romanian bar, which was bumping. I knew half of the people there, and they all cheered when I walked in. Ava was surrounded by my new friends. They wanted to know all about her. I had to nudge a few of my closer buddies when they started smirking; they knew that Ava was just a stepping stone for me.

And then, to my shock, one of my close friends came up to me and said, “You should just stay with her. She’s perfect.” We were watching Ava laughing with a few Romanians from across the small bar.

“What do you mean?” I said. “She’s not my type.”

He scoffed. “She’s everyone’s type. She’s fun and she’s pretty, and she seems to really like you. What else do you want?”

“She’s just… too much for me,” I said.

He laughed again, shaking his head as if I was a complete idiot. But he didn’t know what I knew. He didn’t know that she had a cock between her legs.

Ava found me a few minutes later. “So this is where you’ve been coming every night?” she said with a big, rosy cheeked smile.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s one place I come to,” I said. I could see my friends looking at me, judging me as if I was some sort of loser. Maybe they assumed Ava was some old, ugly woman when I told them that I had no intentions of staying with her. Maybe they thought that she would be a mean, cruel, and unlikeable lady. Now that they saw that she was pretty and kind, they seemed to think that I was an idiot. “Why don’t we go somewhere else?” I said.

“I’m having so much fun here,” she said.

“Let’s go find some food and then we’ll go somewhere else,” I said.

So I took her to my pizza place, which seemed to blow her mind. “This pizza is amazing,” she said. “How did you find out about it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Some friends showed me.” Then I took her to the little hidden club that stayed open until the morning hours. I brought her in and we danced. She had a few drinks and then she pulled me aside.

“You’re a lot more fun that I thought you were. It’s amazing. In just a few weeks, you’ve managed to figure this city out more than I could in twenty-five years.”

“I guess I’m just lucky,” I said. “I’m going to get another drink. Do you want one?”

“Sure,” she said. So I went off to the bar while she continued to dance.

It was strange seeing other guys staring at her. They were ogling her, and begging her to dance with them. One man tried to put his hands on her, but she pushed him away. The man was much more handsome than me. Could no one tell that she was once a man? At least I wasn’t the only one fooled by her convincing looks.

And then I felt strangely jealous when I saw a particularly handsome man sliding up to her. He had huge muscles, covered in tattoos. He looked down into her eyes and smiled, and I thought for a moment that she was going to let him take her away. And maybe she would have gone with him had she not had a big, thick secret to hide. Maybe she was only with me because she figured I would tolerate her secret cock. But she brushed the man away and then she spotted me and waved me over. I went up to her and she leaned in for a kiss. I hesitated for a moment, having not forgotten that her lips were technically masculine. But I had to keep her happy for another fifty days, so I kissed her. I could feel the gazes of the jealous men staring at us, and it was a strangely nice feeling.

I even felt good as I took her hand when it was time to leave. I wanted people seeing me leaving with her. I wanted them to feel jealous. Handsome American men with all the opportunity in the world: and they were jealous of me!

We returned to the apartment and went up to the bedroom. “I guess we should get some sleep then,” I said, grabbing my sweatpants. I was going to go to the bathroom to change, no longer comfortable with the idea of stripping naked in front of her.

Then she stepped in front of me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Maybe we can stay up a bit longer,” she said, staring into my eyes. Then she reached down with both hands and pulled off her top, exposing her perky tits, which I now knew were fake. I looked down at the breasts—at least they looked convincing. At least they were round and perky and soft. I wanted to grab them and squeeze them, but Ava made me hesitate when she grabbed her skirt and shimmied it down along with her panties, exposing her long, curved cock, dangling peacefully between her thighs.

I stared at her as my heart pounded and my legs trembled. She was naked, showing off her dual-gendered body. I didn’t know what to do. Why was she suddenly offering herself to me? What happened to waiting until marriage? “I thought we were going to wait,” I said.

“I guess I changed my mind,” she said. “You can have me now.” She smirked.

I looked into her big, shining eyes. I didn’t want to upset her, but I didn’t want to fool around with her either. It was already bad enough that we shared a bed together. It was bad enough that I felt her sweat when we were on the dance floor: another male’s sweat rubbing onto my body. But I couldn’t possibly make it through the next fifty days without indulging in some form of intimacy. If I was going to become an American, I would eventually have to bite the bullet and fool around with her.

So I slowly reached out and put my hands on her soft sides. At least she felt like a woman. At least she had a cute face. At least she had long hair, and not some sort of boyish short haircut. She stepped forward and we kissed. She gently grabbed my shirt and pulled it off of my body. Then she pressed her chest against mine. I could feel the tackiness of her sweat, from a long night on the town. She rubbed against me, and then she began to fiddle with my belt. It came off in a few seconds, hitting the floor along with my pants. She sunk to her knees and tugged down my boxers. I stood motionless: rigid all over with fear as she lifted my cock and put it into her mouth. Now it made sense why she was so good at sucking cock: of course she knew her way around a cock. Of course she knew what would feel good.

I closed my eyes and tried to keep them closed, so I wouldn’t end up looking down at her growing erection, which was perfectly in the open. She held my cock firmly and bobbed her head quickly. Sadly, I got a quick erection—but only because she knew how to make her lips feel so good. It was just friction—it’s not like I was suddenly gay or anything like that.

Once I was erect, she stood up and pressed herself against me. But now she was erect as well, and our boners were pressed together. She giggled before reaching down, grabbing both cocks with one hand. She jerked them up and down while I tried my hardest not to shudder with disgust. I could feel her foreskin pulling up and down against my cock; it was a horrible feeling.

She gently pushed me down onto the bed. She giggled again as she crawled on top of me. I knew that I was going back into that asshole. But I had no choice. I had to keep her thinking that I liked her. It’s not like I had anything to lose at this point. I’d already fucked her in the asshole once. Maybe I could somehow convince myself to come quickly, so the terror would be over quickly.

Then she nudged my legs apart and lifted up my ball sack while holding her erection with her other hand. She giggled again. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought it would be fun if I was top tonight,” she said.

“What does that mean: top?” I said.

She smirked and bit her lip. She didn’t have to tell me; I figured it out on my own. I wanted to throw her off of me and scream at her. But instead, I gently said, “I don’t think I’m into that. Why don’t you just sit on my cock, baby?” I thought I was doing an amazing job of remaining calm.

She shook her head. “If you want to marry me, then you’ll need to be okay with being on the bottom from time to time—or maybe most of the time.” She giggled again. She was a bit drunk, and apparently the booze was making her much more outgoing. I’d never seen her like this. She was freely showing off a whole side of herself that I didn’t know existed.

I felt her tip nestle up between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes, not sure what to do. I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. The simplest solution in my mind was: just take it. I just needed to let her fuck me. It was an easy way to convince her that I liked her, and it was a small price to pay to become an American. So I let her push her big cock into my ass. I could feel my hole stretching within seconds of her penetrating my anus. I groaned and she giggled. She kept pushing, stretching me wider and wider. “It hurts,” I said.

“You need to relax,” she said, rubbing her hand on my chest. “Just try to relax.”

I felt so emasculated: on my back with my legs spread wide. I’d never been penetrated before, and now I was getting a ten inch rod in my rectum. It didn’t feel right, but I needed that green card. So I took a deep breath and I forced my anus to relax. And somehow, after a minute of focusing, everything relaxed. She pressed in deep and I screamed. Then she began to gently thrust in and out. “That’s good,” she said. “Doesn’t it feel nice?” She reached down and grabbed my cock, which was still erect for some strange reason.

I nodded my head, despite my strong urge to tell her that it felt horrible. She gently clutched my cock and jerked it, as if she was trying to reward me for taking her big dick. At least the jerking felt nice. She kept thrusting: in and out, in and out, in and out. The pain was going away. And there was something else: a tingling between moments of terror. I was worried that her thick girth was going to leave me permanently disabled. But that tingling was kind of nice, and it was getting nicer, growing from my butt to my cock. Suddenly, my legs went limp and my head sunk back onto my pillow. I let out a long sigh of relief as she began to thrust faster, sinking her cock deeper.

It was starting to feel good: very good. I was moaning. I didn’t want it to end. I was starting to like the way her veins felt as they rubbed my anal walls. I loved the way her tip would tease my rim before plunging back into me. Everything about it felt amazing. “Oh God,”I groaned. And then I started to moan in Romanian, which made her giggle. She started to pound me harder, slapping her pelvis into my butt. “Don’t stop,” I heard myself say. “Please don’t stop.”

“You’re coming,” she said. I opened my eyes and saw that she wasn’t lying. My cock was spewing come on my chest, but the euphoria wasn’t stopping. I was shocked and impressed at the same time. I was feeling pleasure in parts of my body that I didn’t know could feel pleasure. Everything was tingling. My whole body was warm.

She let go of my cock and grabbed my sides with both hands. She rammed harder and harder, straining as her cock stiffened in my anus. Then she burst, spilling her thick, gooey load inside of my body. I screamed out in pleasure. Then she fell forward, pressing her fake tits against my cum-streaked chest. We kissed. I sunk my fingers into her soft hair, and then I began to caress her soft body. I didn’t want her to pull her cock out from my ass. I liked how it was plugging me, keeping that warm cum inside of my body. But I could feel that she was getting soft, and I knew it had to come out eventually.

She rolled over and took a deep breath. Her cock slid out from my body and I suddenly felt empty and strange. I could feel the hot goo rushing down my anal passageway. It all felt so strange. But the strangest part of it all was that I liked it. It wasn’t a miserable experience. It wasn’t horrible. It was nice, and a part of me wanted to beg her to get her cock up again so we could have a second round.

But I didn’t want to like it. I didn’t want to enjoy my time with my transgender fiancee. I was straight, and I was supposed to be looking forward to my life as a single American. I was supposed to be dreaming about banging curvy blonde chicks, but instead I was now fantasizing about getting Ava’s long shaft in my asshole.


CHAPTER VII

We only had thirty-two days left before the wedding when we went to check out our wedding venue, and to meet with the caterer. It was early in the afternoon, before the place received its usual nighttime rush. They sat us down at a small table in the corner and brought out many plates of food for us to try. Then they asked us question after question about our wedding day: what order food should be served in, what colour we wanted our napkins to be, what kind of music they should put on the speakers. Ava had put some thought into all of the details and I didn’t care in the slightest, so I just remained silent while she talked to the venue manager.

I started zoning out, looking out the window at New York City. It had been two months since I’d landed in America, and the sight of that magnificent skyline was now more incredible than ever. I couldn’t wait to start working. I couldn’t wait to begin my real life. I looked down from the buildings at a group of young women, walking down the road. They were all dolled up for some event or another. They looked at me and smiled, and my heart throbbed. There was something so appealing about American women: they were so beautiful and so strangely confident. I wanted to fuck every last one of them. I wanted to bend them all over and pull their long hair while ramming my long cock down their tight pussies. I wanted to—

Suddenly something curled around my cock. I perked up and looked down, nearly gasping. Ava had her heeled shoe off and her foot was nestled between my legs. She was gripping my cock with her toes while still talking to the venue manager. I cleared my throat as the manager looked towards me. “Is everything alright?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “I just swallowed some water funny,” I said, clearing my throat.

Ava looked at me with a grin. She began to knead my shaft gracefully with her cute toes, working through the denim of my jeans. I’m not sure how she located my shaft with so much ease. Luckily, there was a long tablecloth hanging over my lap, hiding the foot job from view.

The manager asked a few more questions and then he walked away, giving us a minute to ‘chat about the food options’. But Ava didn’t want to chat. The second the man was out of earshot, she looked at me and said, “Unzip your fly and take your cock out.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Do it.”

But the place was starting to get busy. Waitresses and hostesses were showing up for work and older diners were coming in for the blue haired specials. Just twenty feet away, a hostess was seating a table of five. “Can’t this wait until we’re home?” I asked.

I watched her expression drop. “You’re no fun,” she said. And then she looked down at her plate. She looked genuinely upset that I didn’t want to partake in her risky game. But it really was a risky game: illegal as well as unsanitary. I didn’t want to upset her. I didn’t want her thinking that I wasn’t any fun. I had a bad feeling that she was catching onto my little scheme. A few days before, she nearly caught me texting a blonde bimbo I met at a bar. And a few days before that, she looked like she was going to cry when I passed on going out for dinner with her, so that I could meet up with my friends. I’d managed to go nearly three weeks without having to spend more than an hour with her, and I’d managed to dodge all of her sexual advances—but I was clearly started to lose my grip on her.

So I groaned and looked around to make sure nobody was looking. Then, with the tablecloth draped on my lap, I unzipped my fly and slipped out my cock. “Okay, it’s out. Are you happy?” I asked in a whisper.

She looked up with a smile. Then that foot slid between my legs again, and those warm toes curled around my bare cock. It was an awkward feeling, knowing that a tablecloth was all that was between me and a sex offender registry. It wasn’t even a minute before her second foot was up, nudging my thighs apart so she could get both sets of toes around my growing erection.

I didn’t want to get hard, but she knew how to give a foot job. She knew how to pull her toes up to my tip with the perfect amount of pressure. She even knew how to use the tip of her big toe to tickle the tip of my cock. It wasn’t long before I was squirming. The manager came back with some paperwork that we both needed to sign. He also had more questions, but I wasn’t able to focus on his words as the euphoria between my legs grew stronger and stronger. Ava wasn’t stopping. Her foot job continued without pause, even while she was chatting with the manager. I could feel my face turning red. I bit down hard on my tongue and let a small groan slip.

I was about to come, and I was already feeling the shame. Those feet were technically men’s feet. It didn’t matter how many hormone pills Ava consumed, or how many surgeries she underwent: nothing she could do could change those feet. At least she kept her skin soft. At least she painted her nails so the feet would look more feminine. And she had smaller feet, which looked and felt girly. But in my head, I knew the reality: I knew that foot job was basically a gay act.

I came, spewing cum onto the underside of the table before coating her warm feet. She giggled. The manager looked at her. “I’m sorry. Is something funny?” he asked with a curious look.

Ava shook her head. “No. Sorry. Go on.”

She squeezed my cock hard with both of her feet, draining that last drop out from my tip. She her feet slipped off of my chair and I quickly zipped up my fly, praying there wasn’t cum all over the front of my jeans. Hopefully it all ended up on her painted toes.

“I’m missing one form,” the manager said. “I’ll be right back.” He zipped away and then Ava looked into my eyes.

“That was cute,” she said.

I bit my tongue and forced a smile. I wasn’t happy about the public foot job. I wasn’t thrilled that she was able to get me off, and in only a few minutes. What did that say about me? Was I more of a degenerate than I thought?

“Now do me,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

She winked. “It’s already out. So do me—before we have to go.”

“No way,” I snapped.

“You want to get married, right?” She smirked and winked, and I had no idea if she was serious. Would she cancel the wedding if I didn’t do it? I felt like I had to make up for all of the disappointment I’d been responsible for over the past two months. I felt like I hardly had a grip on her—like she was on the verge of realizing I wanted the green card and not her as a wife. I had to do it. I had to massage her cock with my feet.

So I carefully slipped my shoes off and I extended my feet out, onto the seat, between her legs. I found her cock with my toes, then she grabbed my feet with her hands. “One second,” she said, and then she pulled off my socks. “Now do it.”

Then the manager came back with the other form. I felt stiff and awkward, trying to keep my torso still while pumping her long cock with my toes. It was squishy, but it was getting hard fast. I could feel it throbbing. She would squirm with delight when my toes pulled up over her tip. It was actually kind of fun, seeing what kind of reactions I could get out of her by clutching harder or rubbing faster. She really liked it when I would go low and massage her balls with my toes. Her eyes were nearly rolling into the back of her head. Her cock was throbbing hard. She was trying to sign a form when she suddenly let out a soft moan.

I felt her cock pulse. “Are you okay?” the manager asked. Then I felt the warm goo pouring down my left foot, then my right foot. I could feel her thick substance trickling over my toes. I held her shaft tight, trying not to laugh.

She nodded her head and said, “I’m fine. I’m all good.” Then she shuddered and groaned. One last large glob of semen rolled down my foot, then I carefully retracted my legs. The manager gave us both a strange look before walking away, then we both started laughing. Sure, the act was degenerate and maybe it was gay, but it was fun and silly. In a weird way, it made me feel closer to Ava: a shared experience that we could giggle about—which we did giggle about later that night when we went out for drinks.

I ended up having one drink too many. I took Ava by the hand and led her to the men’s bathroom. We went into a stall and I pulled down my pants and bent over the toilet (which had thankfully just been cleaned). “Do it quickly,” I said. The alcohol was overriding my sensibilities. I knew I was engaging in an act that I wanted nothing to do with, but I couldn’t help it: it felt nice. And it was probably for the best. It was probably a good thing to keep her thinking that I was sexually attracted to her and everything she had between her thighs.

And she had the decency to give me a wrap-around handjob while she pumped my bum full of her thick semen. I had a tough time walking in a straight line after that bathroom romp.

When I woke up the next morning, I promised myself that I would do everything I could to avoid having sex with her again. We were now less than a full month away from being married. It seemed unlikely that she would call off the wedding now. I knew that I could just do my best to stay away from the apartment whenever she was around, and then I could slip under the radar to get my green card.

But it was five days later when I caved to feelings I wished I didn’t have. I went out with my friends and had a few too many drinks. Once the buzz kicked in, I could only think of Ava’s long, smooth cock. I wanted it so badly. I had to have it. So I snuck out from the bar and took a cab home. Ava was asleep when I came in, but that didn’t stop me from slipping under the covers and pulling up her night dress. She woke up. “What are you doing?” she asked as I was just about to sink her shaft into my mouth. I didn’t reply. I just kept going, and she didn’t stop me. I sucked her until she was hard, then I climbed up on top of her and bounced on her cock until I felt her thick substance filling my tight passageway.

I didn’t think too much into it, until a week later when it happened again: I left the bar so I could crawl into bed with Ava—so I could feel that long, hard erection piercing up inside of me. But this time was different: this time, I wasn’t drunk. I’d only had a single beer before leaving the bar. I wasn’t even a tiny bit buzzed. I was acting on my own freewill, and I still ended up coming within minutes: moaning out with euphoria.

I didn’t sleep that night. I stared at the ceiling and tried to figure out what was happening to me. Was I falling for my fiancee? Was I still going to be able to leave her once I had my green card? I looked over and watched her sleeping. I tried to imagine myself laying next to a curvy blonde, but the fantasy didn’t resonate. When I was fooling around with Ava, I was no longer thinking about cute blondes. Instead, when girls came up to me at the bars, I found myself wishing they were more like Ava. I was starting to like her long, curly hair. I was starting to like her thin, slight body. I liked her small perky tits and her tight bum. And I really loved her big cock.

One girl came up to me at the bar one evening and sat on my lap. She started grinding me, even though we hadn’t even spoken. Then she bent over and kissed me. I froze up with terror, not sure what to do. A part of me wanted to go along with it. I wanted to convince myself that I was still single, despite what I had going with Ava. But another part of me felt guilty for letting it happen.

I moved my hands down the girl’s body, feeling her soft breasts and her curvy hips. I was just starting to relax, and then I slipped a hand between her thighs, grabbing her by the cunt. She was wet. She giggled as my fingers slipped down her slit. “Finger me right here,” she whispered, even though we were sitting at a booth in a busy bar.

But I was suddenly turned off. Maybe a part of me was hoping to find a cock between those legs. Maybe I was hoping to blink and see Ava on my lap instead of the blonde bimbo. So I shook my head. “I’m engaged,” I said. She looked at me with narrowed eyes, then she climbed off of me and went to the next guy. He ended up fingering her while his friends laughed around him.

And I sat in a state of silent shock. I’d just turned down my exact type. Why? Was I worried that Ava would find out and the wedding would be cancelled just a couple of weeks before the big day? Or was I starting to have real feelings for Ava?


CHAPTER XIII

Our wedding day came in a flash. It seemed like an eternity away, and then I was suddenly sitting there in my suit, next to her at a table, with the paperwork in front of me. A man handed me a pen, and then I looked around at Ava’s friends, and my own friends who ended up coming despite not originally being on the wedding list. Everyone was smiling genuinely, except for my own good friend from Moldova, who had a sly smirk on his face. He was one of the ones that I told the truth to. He knew I was only marrying Ava for a green card.

And now, everyone was waiting for me to sign the papers. Once that signature was on the page, I was basically an American citizen. Sure, the papers needed to be sent in and it would take a few days to process—but that would all be handled by the suited man currently staring at me with the rest of them. “Go ahead, Vlad,” said Ava. She was looking a bit nervous. She’d already signed her half of the paperwork. Now I just had to press my hand down.

I felt guilty. There hadn’t been enough time to really think about this. Was I letting her down? Would I break her heart if I left her the moment my green card arrived? Did she really think that I loved her? But it wasn’t just guilt in my gut: there was confusion as well.

What did she see in me? Why did she fall in love with me so quickly? Why did she want to get married so quickly? Why was she willing to fly me to America on such an expensive flight and pay for all of my applications? I looked at her and she looked at me. I’d been nothing but a sleazeball, so what could she possibly see in me?

“Are you going to sign it?” she asked me.

I bit down on my tongue. Until that moment, it hadn’t felt real. It didn’t matter to me if I had a divorce on my record, but I didn’t want to put her through the same thing.

“You want to get married, right?” she asked softly—quiet enough that the guests couldn’t hear her.

And in that moment, I realized that I did want to get married. I wanted to be with her. I felt terrible for all of the times I left her alone in the apartment. I felt awful for letting myself ogle other women. If we were going to part ways in a few days, then I knew that I was going to regret all of the time we didn’t spend together when we could have been with each other. So maybe I loved her, despite what I’d thought for so long.

But there was still something bugging me: what was her agenda? Originally, she’d planned on keeping her cock a secret from me until we were married. Did she think that she could trap me? Did she think that I wouldn’t divorce her the moment I found it? And why did she want to marry me after a single night together. “Do you want to get married?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Why do you think I signed the paper?” she said with a nervous laugh.

“But why me? Why did you go through so much trouble to bring me here. I mean—you hardly knew me. You knew almost nothing about me.”

I just couldn’t sign the paper. I loved her, but I had a bad feeling that she didn’t love me. I had a bad feeling that she was up to something, the way that I’d been up to something for so many months.

“I knew enough,” she said.

“But what did you even know?”

She made a cute smile. “I knew that you liked me, and everything I had to offer.”

“But you didn’t know that,” I said.

She looked into my eyes. “I know that you were drunk that night. Maybe you don’t remember. We spent that whole night together. When we got to your place in Moldova, I told you my secret, and then you told me your secret—and we kissed. It’s okay that you don’t remember—but I’ll never forget.” And as she said it, I did suddenly remember. She was right: she did tell me that she was a transgender back in Moldova, the night we met. The alcohol had temporarily erased that moment from my memory. She even pulled down her pants to show me her shaft, and then I told her that I’d always wanted to be with a well-hung woman.

It wasn’t something I was proud of before. It was a fetish that I kept repressed for many years. But occasionally it would come through in my fantasies—occasionally, I couldn’t help but imagine a girl with a big, hard dick. I’d never told anyone—at least I thought I’d never told anyone, but apparently I told Ava. Apparently that night we spent together was very romantic, and not just a strange encounter with a random American chick.

“I’d never met anyone who was so understanding before. It just seemed like we were meant to be together.” And she was right. Now that I’d spent a few months with her, it really did seem like we were meant to be together.

Now I felt foolish. I felt like scum and I felt the worst guilt of my life. But I was being given a chance at redemption. I was about to sign off on my vows, and I now had the opportunity to truly live by them. So I reached out and I signed the paperwork. Then I looked at her with a nervous smile and said, “When I came here, I was really just hoping for the green card. But now, I couldn’t care less. I just want you. If you want to live here or if you want to go back to Moldova—or anywhere—it makes no difference. As long as I have you.”

She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together,” she said. Our friends cheered. The waitresses brought out the food. We ate quickly and then we snuck away while the other guests were finishing their meals. “We have to be quick,” Ava said as we slid into the dark coat closet.

“I know I won’t last long,” I said as I undid my belt. I turned around and bent over, and then I felt her long, perfect cock sliding up my asshole. I liked the feeling of her wedding dress against my back and my bare legs while she thrusted in and out of me. But more than anything, I liked the thought that I would have that perfect girl and her perfect dick with me for the rest of my life.

THE END
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