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ARE TRAPS GAY?

Michael knew Ms. Belland’s sexual education class was going to be a joke, and he was proved right when the class got its final assignment—each student anonymously writes a question and then those questions are randomly assigned to the students. Michael’s assigned question: Are traps gay?

He doesn’t know what a trap is, but he’s going to find out as soon as he starts his research. But the answer to his question doesn’t come easy, and it’s going to take more than an Internet search to figure out.


CHAPTER I

“Are traps gay?”

That was the question that I was assigned, and I had no idea how to answer it. I didn’t even know what it meant. What’s a trap?

It was a stupid assignment—one of Ms. Belland’s most stupid yet. She was always trying to be so creative. She was one of those teachers who didn’t believe in exams—she thought they promoted the wrong kind of learning—but when a provincial exam came along, the class fell apart because we hadn’t learned half of the state curriculum.

She loved her stupid assignments. One month, we were all told to go out and volunteer. It didn’t matter where we volunteered, as long as we wrote a poem about our experience at the end of each day. Yeah—she was that kind of teacher.

One year, she told us that we could get out of the final exam if we all went out and planted five trees. She personally bought the saplings. So of course everyone took five saplings, and most of us just dumped them at the park on the way home, and then we wrote about the beautiful field that we found to plant our trees in.

When I found out that Ms. Belland would be teaching our sex ed class that year, I knew it was going to be a wash. I had a feeling it was going to be a sex ed class to remember—even more so than the year Mr. Patrick—who taught shop—was the sex ed teacher. He had us roll condoms onto wooden cocks that he made specifically for the class. We were practically rolling on the floor with laughter, it was so insane.

And sure enough, Ms. Belland was inadvertently doing her best to top Mr. Patrick. On day one, we all had to blow into a condom like it was a balloon, to see who could pop theirs first. The point of the exercise was to show the class how durable a condom was, but the exercise ended up backfiring when students started asking questions like, “If they’re so durable, then why do we need to be careful?” and “Should we blow into our condoms before sex, to make sure there are no holes in them?” Some of the students also came to realize they could use the condoms to have water balloon fights, so as you can imagine, the situation got out of control fast.

For our second class, we all had to write a song about an assigned reproductive organ, and then we had to sing it to the class. It was the most cringe-worthy and most humiliating two hours of my life. I got stuck with ovaries. What even rhymes with ovaries?

And for our third class, we were assigned our final project—the project we would have to spend a whole week working on. Everyone had to come up with a question, which they anonymously wrote onto a piece of paper and slipped into a box. The question was supposed to be something personal, a question that was too private to ask in front of the class. And then, Ms. Belland shook the box and then walked around the classroom handing questions out to students. We had to prepare a whole presentation on our assigned question, answering it in full after researching it thoroughly.

Ms. Belland didn’t check the questions to make sure they were appropriate—not even after she handed them out. Her theory was that there is no such thing as a stupid question, that all questions should be taken seriously.

Like most of my friends, I wrote a joke question. “How did Tanner’s mom get pregnant with Tanner if she only takes it in the bum?” Tanner was one of my buddies, and I had a feeling Tanner wrote a similar question at my expense. We were all giggling as we wrote our questions, and we all did our best to keep a straight face when we walked up to Ms. Belland’s desk to slip our questions into the anonymous box.

My assigned question was: Are traps gay?

I had to read it twice to make sure I was reading it correctly. I assumed the person meant to write ‘Are trans gay?’, as in ‘transgenders’. It seemed like a stupid question that I felt like I would spend the next week bullshitting an answer to, but it was the question I got.

After the questions were handed out, students immediately started going up to Ms. Belland’s desk to complain about the lack of seriousness in their questions, but Ms. Belland refused to read their questions. With one student, she even pushed the palms of her hands against her ears and closed her eyes. “Just do your best to answer the question you got. It might be serious and you don’t even realize it,” she said.

“But Ms. Belland, it’s really not serious,” said Kate, one of the girls in my class.

“You don’t know that,” Ms. Belland said.

“But it says—”

Before Kate could read the question, Ms. Belland closed her hands on her ears again and started making noise, so she wouldn’t hear the question. “Just answer it as best you can.” I had a feeling Kate got my question. I started snickering.

I looked back down at my question. Are traps gay? I didn’t recognize the handwriting. It was neat and clear, and a little bit bubbly, as if it belonged to a woman. I looked around at my female classmates and wondered which one of them wrote it.

“Okay, everyone go home and start researching your questions,” Ms. Belland said, and there was no hesitation. Everyone sprung up and began filtering out of the room. But most of them weren’t going to research their ridiculous questions. Most of the students would leave that assignment until the day before it was due, and then they would just write a bunch of crap and call it a presentation. That’s what I planned on doing. I wasn’t going to be doing any research that night—I planned on playing video games with my buddies.


CHAPTER II

“What question did you get?” Mario asked me. Mario was my long-time best friend. He used to be a short kid with scruffy dark hair until the end of the tenth grade, when he had a sudden growth spurt. We would joke and ask him where he found the mushroom, and if he would shrink again if he ran into a bully. He never cared for the jokes.

I showed him my question and he stared at it for a minute. “What does that mean?” he asked with narrowed eyes.

“Beats me,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “What question did you get?”

“Can a female fetus get pregnant while it’s still in the womb?” he said with a big smirk. “I’ve already finished my assignment and everything, so I’ll get to relax this weekend.”

“What do you mean, you’ve already finished your assignment?” I asked.

He reached into his backpack and pulled out a sheet of paper. He’d written the word ‘NO’ in big letters. “I thought about writing it into a haiku, for extra marks, but I think it’s more poignant this way.”

“I think you’ll do great,” I said as I closed my locker and locked the lock.

When I got home and my mom asked, “Do you have any homework you need to be doing?” I replied, “No, mom.” It was Friday afternoon, and the only homework I had was Ms. Belland’s ridiculous assignment. And as far as I was concerned, it wasn’t real homework. None of Ms. Belland’s assignments had ever been real homework. So I went to my computer and launched one of my favourite video games.

I planned on playing all night. All of my friends were online, and none of them had any homework their parents were nagging them about. It was the perfect night—the kind of night you look forward to all month. And then my game crashed.

When I tried to boot it back up, I got an error—something to do with my graphics card. After searching on the Internet for a good hour, I realized my graphics card was fried. I was going to need a new one. But the stores weren’t going to be open until the next day. So what was I going to do for the rest of the night?

I played a few games that didn’t require a graphics card: Tetris, Pac-Man, anything browser-based. But those games got boring fast, especially knowing that my buddies were all playing fun games with real graphics. My boredom brought me to Facebook, which I hardly ever went on since my parents made accounts. There wasn’t much there to look at after five minutes of scrolling. I tried Twitter, but there were only angry racists there, and that got old fast.

But before I clicked away from Twitter, I noticed a tweet from a random account, one that I wasn’t even following. It read, “Traps are so gay.” My eyes locked onto the tweet with a strange curiosity. There was that word again: traps. And it was being used in the same context. Was it just a coincidence—another typo? Or did the word ‘traps’ mean something that I was oblivious to?

I searched the word on Google. “Traps”. It came up with the predictable definitions: devices used to capture a person or an animal. And then there was a definition I’d never heard before: personal belongings or baggage. I guess people used to call their luggage ‘traps’. But I had a feeling that wasn’t the definition that I was looking for. I had a feeling that my fellow classmate wasn’t wondering whether luggage was gay.

I had a feeling that I needed to turn off the ‘safe search’ feature if I was going to get to the bottom of this peculiar curiosity. So that’s what I did, and then I searched the word again. But the same definitions came up. But then, as I was scrolling down, an image caught my eye—and how could it not? It was peach and flesh-toned with nearly exposed tits: it was a picture of a nearly naked woman. She was young—maybe my age, not more than a year or two older. The picture was taken in her bedroom, with a crappy camera—maybe her cellphone. She was pretty cute, with big shining eyes. She was wearing lots of makeup, but it suited her.

I looked back to make sure my bedroom door was closed before clicking on the photo. I wanted to see if there were more photos of the cutie. There were—a whole album of photos, starting clothed, and becoming progressively more naked. They looked like private photos, taken right off of the girl’s phone, maybe shared by an ex-boyfriend, or maybe she was just into the idea of people checking out her naked photos.

There was one especially heart-throbbing photo of her on her knees, her hand covering her pussy, her other hand spreading her butt cheeks to expose her puckered butthole. I felt my face turn red as I looked at the photo. I looked back again to make sure that door was still closed. And then I kept scrolling.

I quickly closed the page as soon as my gaze landed on the next photo: her sitting down, legs spread, little sissy cock in her hand. She wasn’t a she at all—she was a boy, dressed up, wearing makeup. My own cock was rock-hard—and it was rock-hard for a boy. I felt my face burning red-hot. I was embarrassed. Thank God no one caught me looking at those photos. My heart was still racing, five minutes after the page was closed. I made sure to go in and delete my history. I didn’t mind anyone seeing that I was curiously looking at porn, but I couldn’t have anyone know I was looking at that.

So I had a pretty good idea of what a trap was now. It was no spelling mistake—I was fairly certain about that. I’d been trapped into looking at photos of a boy in drag. And an hour later, an hour after perusing that curious corner of the Internet, I still had those images in my mind—that boy with the feminine features. And he really did have feminine features. That face really was indistinguishable from a woman’s face—or maybe that was just my brain trying to justify my humiliation.

And I was left with one question on my mind: Was I a little bit gay to have looked at those photos?


CHAPTER III

It was the next morning and the question was still on my mind: Are traps gay? I don’t think the asker wanted to know if the traps themselves are gay, but if it’s gay to like traps. When I searched, ‘Are traps gay?’ the conversation seemed to be about the people interested in traps. But it was a valid question the other way around as well—if you are a man dressed up as a girl, is that gay? Is putting on makeup and women’s clothing gay? I suppose it depends on whether you are attracted to boys or girls.

And if you’re still attracted to girls, does that make you straight, or does that make you a lesbian? I suppose it would make you a lesbian if you are truly considered to be a woman just by dressing up as one—and according to the small amount of research I did out of curiosity that morning, there isn’t exactly a requirement to be a woman—there’s no test you have to pass, and no surgery you have to undergo, at least according to ‘leading gender studies experts’, whatever that is.

So the question then becomes, do these ‘traps’ consider themselves to be women? Or do they identify as men? I mean—they are exposing their cocks rather freely—at least that was the case with the one I saw online the night before.

I’d been on my computer trying to find an answer for two hours before I realized I was actually doing my homework—I was actually researching my question, like my teacher asked. I was embarrassed with myself, not because of the content of what I was searching, but because I was actually taking one of Ms. Belland’s stupid assignments seriously. But I had to admit, it was a valid question, even if whoever asked it was just kidding around: are traps gay or not?

The question had no direct answer, though I did find a little info-graphic with cartoon pictures that told you how gay you were for looking at traps. According to the graphic, if you look at and admire a trap but don’t realize that she’s actually a boy, then you’re only 10% gay. If you know she’s a boy but you admire her anyway, then you’re 50% gay. If you have sex with a trap, knowing that she’s a boy, then you’re 75% gay. If, during sex, you focus your attention on her penis instead of her breasts or her asshole, you’re full-blown, 100% gay.

The graphic didn’t make a lot of sense to me. I mean—if you have sex with someone knowing that they’re a man, then you’re gay—no percentages or questions about it. But what if they really look like a woman? What if they sound and feel and smell like a woman? What if you have sex with them and they hide their penis the whole time—then are you still 75% gay, like the info-graphic would suggest?

I was finding myself with more questions than answers. And I found myself returning to that write-up by the gender studies experts: it all depends on how the trap identifies: as a man or a woman. But even that was ludicrous. If you let a trap fuck you in the ass while she’s speaking in a lower voice than a professional wrestler, then it doesn’t matter how she identifies—that’s just gay. Right?

My research was giving me a headache, so I decided to take a break. I needed to replace my graphics card so I could play video games again, so I had a distraction to take me away from all of this grey area pondering. I called up Tanner and asked if he wanted to join me at the mall. He told me to pick him up, so I did.

I pulled up in front of his house and honked my horn until he came out. His eyes were red when he got into the car. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yeah, I just didn’t get much sleep. I didn’t go down until, like, seven this morning.” He reclined his seat as far as it would go and then he closed his eyes.

“What? Why?” I asked.

“We were raiding all night. Around midnight we unlocked a new dungeon, and we didn’t want to go to sleep until we finished clearing the whole thing.” I was a bit jealous. I’d spent my Friday night thinking about cross-dressing boys. I would have killed to have been part of their all-night raid group. That sounded like a blast. “What did you get up to?” Tanner asked me.

I considered telling him about my little conundrum, but my heart started throbbing as soon as the word ‘trap’ entered into my mind. I didn’t want him thinking that I was looking at trans chicks all night—because I wasn’t. I only looked at the one, and it was by mistake. But I couldn’t help but wonder if Tanner knew what a trap was, if he’d ever heard the term before. “Not much. I pretty much just went to bed after my computer crashed,” I said, lying. But lying was all I could do without implicating myself in something I knew nothing about.

Because if traps were gay, then that meant I was guilty of indulging in something gay—even if it was by accident; I still looked at pictures of a boy in drag while my dick got harder and harder.

“Sounds shitty,” Tanner said. He stretched out his back and I heard it crack. “Well, we’ll make sure you get a decent graphics card and then maybe I’ll pull you through that dungeon later, so you’re all caught up.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

We arrived at the mall. It was busy. It took us a good fifteen minutes just to find parking. It was a long walk from our parking spot to the mall, especially with Tanner dragging his feet and complaining about how tired he was. But we finally got into the mall and we finally made our way over to the computer store, after stopping at the food court so that Tanner could get himself a hot dog, which he ate painfully slowly.

We looked through the graphics card options. It had been a few years since I’d last bought a graphics card. There were so many more options now—brands I’d never even heard of. We had to ask one of the employees for help. He ended up looking at the options and then pointing to one, saying, “That’s a good one.”

“Why?” Tanner asked.

He crouched down and read the specs off of the box. We could have done that ourselves, and it didn’t explain why that card was a good one. But it was irrelevant—it was way out of my price range. I ended up grabbing the most expensive one I could afford, assuming it would be good enough. I paid for it and then we started back towards the parking lot. And of course, Tanner wanted to stop in the food court again to buy himself another hot dog. “What? I like hot dogs,” he said after I sighed heavily.

I waited for him to eat his hot dog. I was getting sick watching him eat (chewing with his mouth wide open), so I lied and said I had to use the bathroom. I got up to wander around for a bit while he finished his second lunch. And while I was wandering, a woman caught my eye.

She was pretty, and young. Her hair was dyed black and she was wearing a short black dress and bright red lipstick. She stood out. When she sat down at a table, her dress rode up so high, it nearly revealed her panties. She was with a friend who was average at best.

I kept an eye on the beauty while I wandered around the food court, pretending like I was weighing my lunch options, though I couldn’t afford anything after buying the new graphics card. At one point she looked up and our gazes locked. I hesitated, my heart stammered, and then I looked away. But that quick moment of eye contact resonated with me. She was so beautiful and she noticed me!

I wandered closer to her while pretending to read fast food menus. I don’t know what my plan was. I was usually pretty good on my feet. I was half-hoping her friend would get up to grab something to eat or use the bathroom, giving me a chance to swoop in. But I was half-hoping her friend would stay, so I could charm both of them at the same time—winning the best friend’s approval is key to winning the girl.

But as I got within earshot, I heard the little beauty speaking, and I could tell there was something off. Her voice had a strange tinge to it—it was lower than the normal girl voice by a little bit, but there was something else, something strange. I looked over at her, now within ten feet, and I could see it: the bulge of her Adam’s apple. She was a boy. She was a trap. For the second time in as many days, I’d fallen for the disguise—the dress and the makeup and the hair.

Her hair was real—I could see her roots and her scalp at her part. This wasn’t just a disguise she put on whenever she felt like it. She really put a lot of effort into looking like a girl, and she sure had me fooled until I heard her voice.

I backed off and wandered back over to Tanner, who was just finishing up his second hot dog. “You just take a huge shit or what? What took so long?”

“I had to go to the bathroom. There was a line,” I said.

He laughed. “Sure there was. Want to get out of here?” he said.

“Sure.”

He stood up and we walked over to the garbage, which wasn’t too far away from the trap sitting with her friend. She looked up at me as I approached for the second time. Our gazes met again. I was staring into the same eyes that had mesmerized me a few minutes before, but this time I knew they belonged to a man. But they still had that same glow, and the same ability to make my heart stutter. “Hey man, that chick’s looking at you,” Tanner said with a big grin. “You should go get her number.”

“Huh?” I said, looking away quickly. “What chick?”

“The one with the black hair—kind of goth-looking. Go get her number.”

“Her?” I said. “I, uh, I don’t think she’s my type.” I wasn’t sure if Tanner was just screwing with me or not—maybe he could tell that she was a trans girl. Maybe he was trying to bait me into embarrassing myself. I wasn’t going to fall for it.

“She’s not your type? Look at her. Are you gay or something now?”

I forced a smile. “I think she might be a trap,” I said.

He looked at me with squinted eyes. “A what?” he said.

“You know, a trap,” I said. My heart was racing. I didn’t quite know what I was admitting to, if anything. I didn’t know what Tanner knew, and I didn’t know what was appropriate to broach. “Like, a guy dressed up as a girl.”

He laughed. “You think that’s a guy? I think you need to look into getting glasses. That’s no guy.”

“So if you think she’s hot, but she turns out to be a guy, does that make you gay?” I asked, keeping my voice low so no one would overhear.

He looked at me, not smiling anymore. “What the hell are you on about, man?” he said.

I forced a smile. “Nothing. Just wondering—that’s all.”

He stared at me for a moment and then said, “Fine, don’t get her number. She’s practically begging to suck your cock, but that’s none of my business.” We took off back to the car, headed back to my place, to get my new graphics card installed into my computer.


CHAPTER IV

I felt somewhat relieved to know that Tanner also thought the trap at the mall was hot—because she was. She had the kind of face that every girl wants. She was cute, kind of sexy, big shining eyes, soft-looking hair. What else does a man want? Well, a pussy, for starters…

It was hard to think of anything else while Tanner was helping me install my graphics card. Was I a little bit gay for feeling attracted to the chick at the mall? I mean—it’s not like I was instantly turned off as soon as I heard her voice. It was only a little bit off—not even enough to know for sure that she was a boy in girl’s clothing. Her face was still the same. And there were other guys at the mall checking her out; I caught at least three different guys looking her way. So were they all gay?

A thought occurred to me while Tanner was trying to get the graphics card to click into the appropriate slot: I knew that I wasn’t gay, so if I was attracted to traps, then traps must not be gay—right? I watched as beads of sweat rolled off of Tanner’s forehead, while he strained and tried to make the graphics card click. If a woman were sweating in my basement while handling electronics, I would have had a giant boner. But I didn’t. In fact, I couldn’t look at Tanner for more than a few seconds before feeling repulsed. And the thought of him naked made me squirm. So I wasn’t attracted to men—at least I wasn’t attracted to any man that I’d ever seen—unless you count the cutie at the mall.

But I couldn’t exactly write that in my report for Ms. Belland’s class. I couldn’t just write: traps aren’t gay because I’m not gay and I like traps. The class would howl with laughter, and they wouldn’t be laughing with me—they would be laughing at me. So I still needed an angle for my paper, but at least I knew that I wasn’t gay. At least I was pretty sure—though I was starting to wonder.

And the reason I was wondering was because I was tempted to look up some more traps, to see if I would get the same reaction knowing that I was looking at men—like the cartoon info-graphic said, you’re on a different level of gayness if you are attracted to the trap knowing that she’s a trap.

So I made sure my bedroom door was closed and then I opened up a private browsing tab on my Internet browser. Then, I searched for traps. I found a website after searching through pages and pages of memes and jokes—a forum for cross-dressers and trans girls who were searching for validation. They would post pictures of themselves and ask people whether they passed. And I was shocked at just how many there were.

I looked at the times the posts were made—there was a new post every couple of minutes: a new girl each time. And hell, most of them looked pretty good. In fact, I had a hard time believing some of them were even really trans or cross-dressers at all, but instead just men posting pictures of girls to screw with other men. But sure enough, plenty of them included intimate shots of their private parts, I suppose as proof to validate their claims. And I found myself looking at the photos for far longer than I should have.

In those pictures were some of the prettiest girls I’d ever seen. I was feeling strangely addicted, like I wanted to look at all of the pictures. I kept telling myself, “Just a few more,” but then I would just keep on scrolling through the pages. My heart pounded every time I saw a beautiful, innocent looking girl in one picture, and then her big, hard cock was out in the next. And it wasn’t long before I realized my own cock was rock-hard—I was attracted to the traps.

I wasn’t just attracted to them—I was finding myself becoming obsessed with them. They were sexy, and there was something so exciting about the fact they had cocks stashed between their legs.

At first I only admired the ones with implants, the ones who were clearly taking hormone supplements and legitimately trying to be women. But soon enough, I found myself admiring some of the flat-chested ones—chicks with short hair, who were basically just cute boys all shaved up and in their sisters’ lingerie. But some of them were hot, too, in a feminine sort of way. At least that’s what I told myself: they were hot girls, not hot guys. I still shuddered at the thought of being intimate with another man, at the thought of a hard, muscular body rubbing against mine. I liked girls. I liked pretty faces and soft bodies. I liked sexy lingerie and smooth skin and girly haircuts.

Maybe it had nothing to do with gay or straight—maybe I just liked traps. Maybe it was a whole new label in itself.

I heard someone walking up to my bedroom. I quickly closed my Internet tabs and I tucked my boner to the side, so it wasn’t sticking out. And a second later, my bedroom door opened. It was my dad. “Hey, I was wondering if you wanted to go tobogganing with your little sister this afternoon?” he asked.

“Why can’t Heather do it?” I asked.

“Heather is at her friend’s for a sleepover.”

“I guess I can do it then,” I said.

“Thanks.” He closed the door and my heart finally started beating again.

Heather was my older sister—one year older. Monica was my younger sister—she was only eleven. Heather was old enough to be in college or have a job, but instead she lived at home and did nothing but go out to parties and lie to my parents about going out to sleepovers. At least twice a week she was at a ‘sleepover’.

I welcomed the distraction from my dark new obsession. I went and put on my coat and my toque and my gloves and then I went to find my little sister, to take her tobogganing.


CHAPTER V

Tobogganing didn’t turn out to be the distraction that I hoped for. The hill was busy with families and groups of friends, making snowmen, having snowball fights, and ripping down the hill on toboggans. There was one group of friends—six girls—that caught my eye in particular. They were about my age, and they were all pretty cute. One of them was blonde with bright blue eyes that you could see from across the park.

And as I looked at them, I couldn’t help but wonder if one of them was a trap—a trans or a cross-dresser. It didn’t seem like such an outlandish thought. If that website taught me anything, it was that they were everywhere, all around us, many of them indistinguishable from biological women. There were probably fifty young women at that park, coming and going. One of them must have been a trap—right?

And surely I’d passed many in my lifetime. I’d probably fawned over quite a few—most men have probably fawned over their fair share of trans chicks, completely oblivious to their reality. And I couldn’t see how that made them gay. Though, according to that info-graphic, that didn’t make them 100% gay. So maybe most men had a certain percentage of gayness in them—who knows.

Monica got bored after just a few runs. The snow on the hill was already flattened by the many toboggans that came before us, so most of the hill was too fast and ‘too scary’ for my little sister. So instead we built a snowman at the top of the hill and then we went back home. And the whole way home, I was looking forward to getting back onto that website, to check out more of those trans beauties.

Though when I got home, and Monica ran off to her room to play with her toys, I had another idea. My parents were out for the night—dinner and a movie, like they did every Saturday night. I practically had the whole house to myself, as long as Monica was keeping herself busy in her bedroom.

My heart started pounding when I really started considering my little idea: I wanted to sneak into Heather’s room to borrow some of her clothes, to see if I could pull it off, too.

As I stepped out into the hall, my hands were shaking. Had I lost my mind? Was I really going to steal my sister’s clothes and makeup, and get dolled up like a little sissy? Was this curious obsession really getting this out of hand? I tried to talk some sense into myself. I tried to convince myself that getting dolled up was super gay, and I liked girls.

But somehow, I ended up in my sister’s bedroom, digging through her closet, trying to find something that would look cute one me.

I didn’t have a big build; I was one of the smaller guys in my class. I didn’t know how to put on makeup, but on that trap forum I’d already come across plenty of makeup tutorial posts, so how hard could it be? And as for my hair, there were plenty of traps on that site who just styled their boyish hair to the best of their abilities—maybe using a clip or two to make it look especially girly.

After getting the clothes and makeup over to my room, I snuck into the bathroom, to shave up my legs and armpits and pubic hair. There were still a few months of winter left, so it’s not like anyone would notice. By the time the warm months rolled around, all of my hair would be grown back. So I made sure my skin was extra-smooth, using a couple of my mom’s disposable razors. And then I made sure all of the hair was washed down the drain, so there was no evidence left behind.

Before doing my makeup, I put on the stockings. I liked the way they felt as I pulled them up my legs. Then I slid on the panties. They were tighter than I’d expected, but I got used to them quickly. It was kind of nice, how they held everything firmly in place.

In my sister’s closet, I’d found a piece of lacy lingerie. I don’t know why my sister owned it, and I tried my best not to think of a reason. But the fabric was unbelievably soft, and it fit my body perfectly, as if it was made for me. I didn’t even need to stuff the cups—most of the traps online just accepted their flat chests, and it looked fine to me.

I clipped my hair to the side with pink clips, and then I got started on my makeup. I pulled up a couple of different tutorials and then I got to work. It came surprisingly naturally to me, and it was actually a lot of fun, getting the eyeliner on perfectly, getting the right amount of eye shadow. The most fun part was seeing it all come together, watching my face transform into something totally different.

And when I was done, I stepped back, and I watched as a big smile grew on my face. I actually looked good. I actually looked like one of the pretty traps on the Internet. At least I thought so, but there was only one way to find out for sure.

I set up my camera and did a little photo-shoot, just like the girls on the forum. I started with a little dress on, got down to my lingerie, did a few sexy poses, and then I took my cock out. I did some of the same poses that the other girls did—a personal favourite of mine was when the girls were on their knees, pushing their cock back between their legs. I did my best to imitate those photos. And then I started getting hard.

My heart skipped a beat as an idea occurred to me: to take a video of myself jerking off. So I set the camera up on a chair across from my bed, pressed record, and then I started to work my shaft. I don’t know whether it was the excitement of it all, or the way my panties were wrapped around my ball sack, but I ended up coming in under a minute—hot jizz billowing up into the air, all over my stocking-clad thighs. My body trembled as cum dribbled down my fingers.

And then my heart kept pounding as I uploaded it all onto the Internet, for strangers all over the world to judge. And it was only a few minutes before I got the validation I wanted—or maybe it was validation that I really didn’t want.


CHAPTER VI

So I could see why traps were so popular, though I still couldn’t figure out how I’d never heard of such a thing before. They were nice to look at, nice to fantasize about, and it was exciting to be one, even just for one night. For that night, as I sat on my laptop dressed in my sister’s clothes, wearing my sister’s makeup, I had a blast—but I knew I wasn’t a woman, and I don’t think that I was identifying as a woman. I was just having fun in a way I never knew possible. Would I do it again? Maybe, if I had the house to myself… Did it make me want to make a full transition into being a woman? Probably not.

But it made me wonder: are traps gay? Because according to those gender studies experts, it’s only gay if the trap identifies as a man. But who can know how they identify? Did that mean that every guy who admired my photos was suddenly gay, because I didn’t identify as a woman? How can they possibly know? So I was no further in my research, in getting to the bottom of the tedious question.

I found myself on that site again, looking through the photos. Now, I even found myself admiring the photos where the traps had their cocks out. I was starting to like their little sissy cocks. Even the big, thick cocks were nice to look at, making my heart pound and my hands tremble. But the thought of a man’s cock still made me waver and cringe. Even though it was the same appendage, it somehow seemed so much different. Or maybe I was just in denial.

Looking through those pictures made me wonder: would it be the same in real life?

If I was out on a date with a girl all night, and then I got her home and found out that she was a transgender, or even just a boy in disguise, would I be fine or would I be disgusted? Through pictures on the Internet, my imagination was doing all the heavy lifting. I didn’t know how these people sounded. I didn’t know how they smelled or how they walked or how they felt. Because you can put on a ton of perfume and still not smell like a woman—women have something that men don’t… maybe a pheromone or something like that.

And you can see a woman from a mile away, from behind, and still somehow know it’s a woman, even if she has short hair and she’s wearing a parka and snow pants. It’s like a sixth sense. But do these traps have the same thing? Are they able to fake it?

That girl I saw at the mall—I had no idea that she was a trap until I got close and heard her voice. But then again, I only saw her sitting. So how could I know for sure?

While I was doing more research and looking through more photos, an advertisement popped up and caught my attention. It was for a tranny dating website. It said, “There are transsexuals in your area looking for relationships!” It wasn’t like some of the other sites that had popped up during my research. This one wasn’t geared towards finding a sex partner, but instead it was more formal, like your average dating website with a twist.

Signing up was free for the first few days, and I was just curious to see if it was legitimate, or if I would just be inundated with fake accounts and silly stock messages. But it seemed real enough. I made an account, leaving my picture blank, and I searched through the options in my area. I was surprised by how many there were—hundreds of trans chicks, all within a twenty-five mile radius. Some of them looked like the real deal—men who were undergoing or had undergone sexual reassignment surgeries. Some were clearly just looking for sex, but some were looking for long-term relationships. And then there were the other accounts…

Some of the ‘girls’ on the website were a mystery. They looked like girls, but were they really? They looked cute in dresses, but were their bras just stuffed with toilet paper? Were these girls taking hormones, or were they just doing this when their parents went to sleep each night?

My heart began pounding as I came across one particular account. I recognized her instantly, even though I only saw her briefly at the mall: the black-haired girl in the black dress. She was signed up for an account on the website, and she was stunning in her pictures. I mean—don’t get me wrong, she was cute in person. But she knew how to work it for the camera. And in none of her photos could you see any cleavage—so was she a trans chick, or was she a trap?

A green circle appeared next to her name—she was online. My heart skipped a beat. There was a little window at the bottom of the screen: a chat window. All I had to do was press down on a few keys, and I could send her a message. But the thought of doing so sent my heart aflutter.

She was cute, and I knew it wasn’t just Photoshop. I’d seen her in real life. And even in real life, I wasn’t entirely sure she was trans, but now I knew it for sure. I was right when I thought that her voice was off.

I stared at her profile for a long time, a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck as I considered sending her a message. But what would I say in my message? Did I want to ask her out? Did I want to go on a date with her? And for what? For my research or for my own pleasure?

Carefully, I started typing out a message. “Were you by chance at the North Hill Mall today?” I wrote, and then I nervously waited for a reply.


CHAPTER VII

She replied and then we got to talking. I had to type slowly because my hands were shaking. But it wasn’t long before she finally said, “I hate chatting over the computer. What are you doing tonight?”

Tonight? It was already 10:30 PM—there was hardly any night left. “You mean tomorrow night?” I asked.

“No, tonight. We should hang out,” she wrote with a little smiley face. My heart rose up into my throat.

“Sure,” I wrote before I even considered what I was doing. I was actually agreeing to go out on a late-night date with a trap. I hadn’t thought at all about what I wanted to ask her or what I planned on doing with her. Was this just for research? And if it was, how far was I willing to go to find the answer to my question: are traps gay?

I found myself at my closet, trying on different dress shirts. Do I wear a tie or is that too much? What are we even going out to do? What’s even open at 11:30 PM? She wanted to meet at a little park that wasn’t too far from my house. Do I walk or do I borrow my parents’ car?

And what if my friends see me out with her? There was a good chance some of my friends were out at parties—maybe some of the same parties that she wanted to go out to. If we ran into people I knew, would they be able to tell that she was a trap? And would they then think that I was gay? At least then I would maybe have the answer to my assigned question…

I went with a blue dress shirt and jeans, splitting the difference between casual and formal. I didn’t want her to think that I was some bum, but I didn’t want her to think that I was weird or desperate either. I quietly tiptoed through the house and carefully opened the door, only halfway, because it squeaked when you opened it any more than that.

I wasn’t breaking any rules. It had been over a year since I’d had any curfews, and it was still the weekend, but I didn’t want my parents knowing that I was going out. I didn’t want to rely on my lying skills when they asked where I went. Because I obviously couldn’t tell them I was going out on a date with a transgender that I met on the Internet.

I was even quiet as I jogged down the street, getting away from my house as quickly as possible, in case my parents looked out their bedroom window.

She wasn’t at the park yet when I got there, so I found a nearby bench and took a seat. But it wasn’t long before I was back on my feet, pacing back and forth. I had a nauseous feeling in my gut that was worsening by the minute. I don’t know if it was something I ate or if it was anxiety and regret—I was leaning towards the latter. I had just convinced myself to turn around and run back home when I saw her coming. I froze and my mind went blank. I can’t run now. Now I’m stuck with the decision I made.

She smiled and waved at me from a block away. It took me a moment to wave back. When she was between streetlights, I could only see her face and legs and arms. Her black dress and black hair blended into the shadows. But when she was under the warm glow of the streetlights, she looked good—really good. She was a cutie, with bright shining eyes and plump lips and a great tush. Her skirt danced from side to side as she approached. She was smiling. “Hey there,” I called out, finally pushing words past the lump in my throat.

“Hey,” she said back, and I could hear it—that slight masculine tinge in her voice. But this time I saw it coming. This time, it didn’t turn me off of her. Maybe I was just getting used to the idea of being with a biological man… That thought sent a chill down my spine. Were traps just a gateway into being gay? As long as I was entertaining the idea of being with a transgender, was it just a matter of time before I started entertaining the idea of being with a man?

She stopped just a few feet short of me and looked right into my eyes. “You’re right—I did see you at the mall today,” she said.

The most nerve-racking part of it all was the fact that she knew that I knew she was a man. I connected with her on a trans dating website. She probably thought that getting with trans chicks was my thing. But even though that wasn’t true, at least she didn’t seem to be put off by it. I mean—she was there with me, after all.

“You look good,” I said with a smile, my hands still trembling slightly with anxiety.

“Aw, you’re so sweet. You look nice, too,” she said.

“So where are we going?” I asked. I had a hard time looking into her eyes for too long. She was too pretty. Those eyes were too stunning. But I knew they belonged to a man, and I hated the idea that stunning eyes could belong to a man. I didn’t mind admiring her body or her face—makeup and clothes and padding and surgeries can go a long way. But those eyes—there is no such thing as ‘eye-feminizing surgery’.

“What do you mean? We’re already here,” she said, motioning towards the little park behind us, with the jungle gym and the slide and the swing set.

“Here?” I said.

“Yeah. It’s nice and quiet, so we can talk.”

I wasn’t sure whether I was relieved. I half-expected to end up somewhere surrounded by people—maybe somewhere loud like a club or a sports bar—somewhere we would just blend in, where I could escape by excusing myself for the bathroom. She didn’t have my phone number or my e-mail address—or even my name. I hadn’t given her my name. So as long as I didn’t sign back into that trans dating website, she would never be able to contact me. But at that park, there was no escaping without her watching me go, and I don’t think I could put her through that.

We went over to the swing set and we each took a swing. She tried to match my back-and-forth, and she did a pretty good job of it. We were quiet at first. I had no idea what to talk to her about. We were silent for a good thirty seconds before I said, “Oh my God, I never even asked your name.”

She laughed. “It’s Paula,” she said. I couldn’t help but wonder if her birth name was Paul. But I pushed that thought away. It was hard to keep thought thoughts away. Every thirty seconds, my brain felt the need to remind me that I was on a date with a boy, not a girl. Even when we started to get a good conversation going, that thought would occur to me and I would forget what we were talking about. Though the thought was quickly becoming increasingly difficult to believe as I got used to the sound of her voice. She looked like a chick. She smiled like a chick. She moved like a chick. She smelled like a chick. So what was the difference, really?

“You seem stressed,” she said out of nowhere.

“Me?” I said.

She looked around and laughed. “No, the other guy here. Yeah, you.”

“I’m okay,” I said.

She stared at me as she let her swing come to a halt. “Is this your first date?” she asked.

My heart stuttered. “No, I’ve been on lots of dates before,” I said, but I knew what she meant—and she knew it, too. She just kept staring at me with that cute, and somewhat intimidating grin. “I mean—yeah, it’s my first date with a—you know—someone like you.”

“I can tell,” she said.

“How can you tell?”

“I can just tell.” She kept on swinging, looking back out towards the sleeping town. “I can tell that you’re thinking a lot about it.”

“I’m sorry. I’m not trying to make you feel uncomfortable or anything,” I said.

“You’re not. You just need to get it out of your system—but you will, don’t worry.” I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant by that, but I smiled and kept on swinging next to her. I did feel like I was slowly getting it out of my system. Those thoughts weren’t as distracting anymore—usually disappearing as soon as I looked into those shining eyes.

Now, she was looking at me with a big smile. She was saying nothing, but I could tell she had something on her mind. “What is it?” I asked.

“You’re still thinking about it,” she said.

“I’m sorry. I’m not trying to.” I felt the warmth rush into my face.

She jumped off of her swing and held out her hand. “C’mon,” she said.

“Where are we going?” I asked as I took her hand. Her skin was soft and warm, like a real woman’s.

“We’re going to get this out of your system,” she said with a big grin. My heart plunged into my gut. I hesitated, but I felt like I didn’t have much of a choice. Besides, I was already there with her—what did I have to lose?


CHAPTER VIII

She led me away from the park, towards the treed area that was designated for off-leash dogs. There were no dogs there now, and there wouldn’t be any for hours. We had the whole place to ourselves—and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

Once we were away from the street and the sidewalk, we stopped and she turned to face me. “Okay, kiss me,” she said.

“What?” I said before the lump in my throat grew too big.

“I said kiss me.” She gently bit her bottom lip as she smiled. She was cute—really cute, but I still knew that she wasn’t a girl under those clothes and that makeup. And could I really kiss a boy?

Was it the craziest thing I’d done that weekend? Just the night before, I’d gotten dolled up in my sister’s clothes and I’d posted the pictures publically to the Internet. Kissing a trap didn’t seem nearly as crazy as that. So I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, leaned forward, and I kissed her. Her lips were soft and warm, and she kissed back right away. She even glazed my lips gently with her tongue as we kissed.

I pulled back after three seconds. “What was that?” she asked.

“What do you mean? It was a kiss.”

“That wasn’t a kiss—that was a peck,” she said. “Try again.”

So I took another deep breath and I went in for another kiss. And this time, she slipped her hands behind my head and pulled me in tight, pressing my lips firmly against hers. It was only about five seconds before her tongue was in my mouth. I felt completely rigid and my head was racing with anxiety, but I didn’t want the moment to end. I loved the way it felt. She was a great kisser. With each passing second, I could feel my heart melting away. So she was technically a boy—so what? Men’s lips and women’s lips are made of the same thing, aren’t they?

But it didn’t feel like I was kissing a boy—not that I’d ever kissed a boy before. No matter how much my brain tried to remind me, it just felt like I was having the best kiss of my life with the prettiest girl I’d ever seen.

Her hands slipped up my shirt and began to caress my sides. They felt nice. “There you go,” she said with a grin in her voice. “Now you’re relaxing.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Yeah. It’s not so weird now, right?”

“No,” I said. I could still feel the warmth burning in my cheeks. I was still terrified someone would come around and see us and know that I was kissing a biological boy. I still found myself looking around whenever we took a short break.

She took my hands and brought them to her chest. She pressed my palms into her tits—which weren’t real. I couldn’t tell whether I was squeezing foam pads, toilet paper bundles, or socks, but I certainly wasn’t squeezing breasts. But I didn’t mind. She still moaned gently as I squeezed, and I still found myself surrendering to the moment. We kept kissing. She tilted her head back so I could kiss her neck. I could feel the bulge of her Adam’s apple with my lips, but I still didn’t care. She smelled to pretty for me to care.

“You still seem tense. Are you okay?” she asked.

I smiled. “I’m good.” Though I could still feel that warmth in my cheeks.

“I’m going to push you out of your comfort zone. Is that okay?” she asked.

I felt that lump forming in my throat again. But before it could silence me completely, I said, “Sure.” I regretted it as soon as I said it, but a part of me was curious. I wanted to know what she was going to do. And I wanted to know if I would like it or not.

She pressed on my shoulders until I sunk to my knees. My heart started racing when she reached down and lifted up the skirt of her dress. “I want you to suck me until I’m hard,” she said.

“W—What?” I said, my body suddenly cold and trembling.

“I promise you’ll like it,” she said—but that’s exactly what I was afraid of. I didn’t want to like it. Because if I liked it, what was stopping me from liking it with a man dressed as a man? Where was the line drawn between male and female—between gay and straight?

I could see the bulge of her cock in her pink panties. It wasn’t a big bulge. I stared at it for a moment before reaching for the panties, to pull them down. I figured I had nothing to lose at this point—I’d already kissed her, squeezed her flat chest. I’d already put on my sister’s clothes, and I’d already masturbated to rock-hard traps on the Internet. So what difference did it even make at this point?

I pulled her panties down. Her cock was small. She was completely shaved around it. I reached out for her little dick but I hesitated, stopping my hand just inches away. I didn’t have to go through with it—I could still decline and go home and never talk to her again and forget any of this ever happened… Or I could just do it.

I took her little cock between my thumb and index finger. Carefully, I began to stroke her, pulling back her foreskin, lifting up her rod. It was warm, and it was starting to get hard. I carefully brought it to my lips and let it slip into my mouth. My heart was pounding but I wasn’t slowing down. I started to suck her beautiful little cock.

Her fingers nestled into my hair. Was it gay? Who knows… maybe it was. I couldn’t stop myself, no matter how I tried to justify it in my mind. I just wanted to get her hard. I wanted to taste her raging erection. I wanted to make her leak pre-cum on my tongue.

Even hard, she wasn’t very big—an inch or two smaller than my own cock. But even as it stood upright, pulsing against her abdomen, it somehow looked feminine, like it belonged to a woman. But that’s impossible—how can a cock belong to a woman?

I ran the tip of my tongue from her ball sack, along the underside of her rod, to the tip of her penis. I watched it twitch as it tried to grow harder, but it was as hard as it could get. “Not so bad, right?” she said. Now her cheeks were rosy and she had a lethargic look about her. She smiled and then bit her lip. “Do you want to… you know—fuck my little boy pussy?” She tried not to let the little giggle slip. She wasn’t hiding the fact that she was technically a man—not at all—but somehow that only made it hotter and more exciting.

“Yeah,” I said.

As I stood up, she spun around, pressing her hands against the nearest tree and bending over. I flipped up her skirt, exposing her plump, soft tush. I spread her cheeks, revealing her puckering hole. I could see her ball sack hanging between her legs. She could have easily hidden it by pressing her thighs together, but I didn’t want that—I liked it the way it was, hanging out. I liked that she was a trap and not a woman and not a man.

I unzipped my fly and pulled out my cock. I was already hard—how could I not be? I brought my hand to her face and told her to spit into it. She did. I used her spit as lubrication, rubbing it on my cock before pressing my tip up to her ready hole. I stuck it in her. There was almost no resistance. She knew how to take a cock in her ass. I stuck it in deep, until she started moaning, and then I started to pump her asshole.

I held her hips tight, so she wouldn’t move around too much. I got in deep and rammed hard. I put my chin on her shoulder so I could look down and see her bouncing erection while I fucked her. I was mesmerized by it. I couldn’t imagine her without it—I couldn’t imagine being with a girl without one. I reached around and started to massage it and stroke it. “You like that?” I asked.

As she moaned more and more, she began to slip out of her feminine voice. She tried to hold it, but there was only so much she could do as the euphoria began to take hold. “I want you to come for me. Come in my hand,” I said.

“Then don’t stop,” she said through clenched teeth. I could see that her legs were trembling. She was having a hard time standing upright in her heeled boots. I squeezed her little cock harder and pumped faster.

“Come for me,” I said again, staring at that beautiful little cock. I wanted to milk it. I wanted to see her warm load billowing out. “Please come for me.”

She tried to grip the tree bark, unsuccessfully. She was moaning, squirming, trembling. I held her as firmly as I could as she started to scream. I had my whole cock inside of her body, my pelvis pressed firmly into her tush. “Come for me, baby. C’mon.”

Finally, she burst. I watched as the first stream flew into the air, and then I aimed her rod towards her belly. I made her come on herself and I watched as it dribbled back down to her cock, to my fist, down her legs. And then I rubbed it back up, back on her abdomen.

She took my hand and brought it to her lips. She licked her own cum off of one of my fingers. And then I came myself. I couldn’t hold back—not after witnessing that sight. I came deep in her boy pussy, as deep as I could push—somewhere in her stomach. She moaned and trembled and her rectum puckered my rod gloriously.

And then I stumbled back and watched as my creampie oozed out. “That was amazing,” I said between heavy breaths.

“Yeah,” she said with a big euphoric smile on her face. She stumbled as she tried to stand upright. I watched as she pulled up her panties and tucked her little cock back in.

The rest of the date was fun, even though I was still thinking about the fact that she was a boy—a boy that I’d just fucked. But I didn’t care anymore. When those thoughts came into my head, I just thought: who cares?

Who cares if traps are gay or if they’re straight or if they’re something else? It doesn’t make any difference. People like what they like, regardless of labels. Labels just complicate things and make people confused. Some gay people probably like traps and some gay people probably don’t. Some straight people like them and some don’t. At the end of the day, who cares? As long as no one’s getting hurt.

And that’s how I explained it to my class, concluding my presentation with the line, “Are traps gay? Who cares?” When the teacher asked what I did for research, I didn’t tell her everything. Hell, I hardly told her anything. I just lied and said that I used Google and Wikipedia. She seemed satisfied with that answer. She didn’t need to know that I fucked a trap, or that I tried being one myself.

It doesn’t matter if something you do or like is straight or gay—it only matters if it makes you happy. And for me, traps make me happy—very happy.

THE END
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