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    BACKDOOR BUNNY 
 
    John was heartbroken when the neighbour’s daughter, a few years his senior, left for college. For years, John, from the safety of his bedroom, had looked out into the neighbour girl’s window and watched her change and explore her body. Those days were over now.  
 
    At least he thought they were. 
 
    When the neighbour girl’s little brother, Aaron, slips into her bedroom late one night, John doesn’t expect the show he gets—and he doesn’t expect to be so into it. But what John doesn’t realize is that Aaron, armed with a bag full of sex toys and a black, sexy little bunny outfit, knows John is watching. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’d always had a crush on my neighbour—the girl next-door, the blonde bombshell upstairs. She was a couple of years older than me and her window was right across from mine. That’s right—directly across from mine. Can you even imagine? I couldn’t count the number of times I’d watched that beauty undress, stare at her gorgeous naked body in the window as if it was a mirror, completely oblivious to the fact I was watching from my darkened bedroom across the lane. My God, her tits were perfect. Sometimes I wondered if she knew I was watching, if she was putting on a show for me. I mean, after a decade of living across from me, she must have known I could see into her bedroom, right? She must have known I could see her standing naked as she tied her hair up, checked herself out, lifted up her tits (as if to decide whether they were perky enough, and by God, they were more than perky enough). 
 
    Well, it was fun while it lasted. It was a July afternoon that I woke up to the rumble of an engine. When I looked outside and saw the moving truck backing into their driveway, I knew my free ride was up. I watched her and her hot friends pack that truck full all afternoon, and then I watched with a hole in my heart as that truck pulled away and she set off for college. 
 
    Her room became like a museum of the highlight of my adolescence. All of her boy-crush posters remained up on her walls, her pink sheets stayed on her bed, and, as if to tease me, a lacy black bra remained slung over the edge of her bedframe, reminding me of the many times I watched that bra fall to the floor, off of her supple tits. A piece of me died that day my peepshow crush left for college. 
 
    She had a little brother named Aaron. Aaron was a different kid, and different really is the best word I could think to describe him. He was a few years younger than me, he went to my school, and he never said much at all. Come to think of it, I don’t think I ever heard him speak. I don’t know if he had any friends at school. I’d only ever seen him by himself. He wasn’t the most discreet kid, either. He was once caught sneaking into the girls’ locker room during gym class. The rumour was that he was trying to steal girls’ panties, the little perv. He was a smaller guy, smaller than any other guy in the school in both length and width, and he was always wearing baggy clothes—which made him look even smaller. And every year his hair got a bit longer. Hell, it had almost gotten as long as his sister’s. Kids in our school called him a freak. 
 
    Who would have thought that I—the football star, the most popular guy in school (a straight guy on top of it), who could have had any girl I wanted—would have a secret fling with the little freak boy next door. Now I know what you’re thinking—you don’t sound so straight to me. Well give me a minute to explain. Aaron wasn’t a boy—at least, not entirely, depending on your definition of male and female. 
 
    It was late October, a few months after my beautiful neighbour left for college. I was in my bedroom, finishing up my homework, when the light to the bedroom across the way flicked on. My heart soared. I thought my dream girl was back, maybe visiting during Reading Break or something along those lines. When I looked up, I didn’t expect to see Aaron slipping into the room, closing the door carefully behind him. Disappointment set in. He set a small bag down next to the door. 
 
    I flicked off my own light, curious to see what the weirdo was up to. His parents were asleep (I know, because I could also see their bedroom from my room). I watched Aaron look around the room. He picked that black lacy bra up off of the bed frame and held it for a moment. I couldn’t help but wonder what he was up to. Was he some pervert, about to sniff his sister’s undies? Or was this his weird way of expressing how he missed his college-bound sibling? Either way, it was strange. I continued to watch. I didn’t expect what came next. 
 
    He took off his hoodie and dropped it on the floor. Then, he pulled off his undershirt and that’s when my heart skipped a beat and I froze. Aaron had tits. Small tits, sure, but he had tits. They were obscured under a tightened band, which he loosened and dropped to the floor. They were either A-cups or B-cups (it was hard to tell from across the lane). Was Aaron actually a girl who had been pretending to be a boy? I’d heard of that before, girls who wanted to be boys, who squished their boobs down and wore boys’ clothing. Maybe it was more common than I’d thought. 
 
    My theory was proven wrong moments later, when Aaron dropped his pants to the ground. He had a cock and balls and from where I was sitting (which granted, wasn’t very close) they looked as real as real could look. So he was a he… with tits. 
 
    I was suddenly overwhelmed with the urge to tell someone what I was seeing, to call all of my friends and spill the news. It explained so much, but at the same time, raised so many more questions. I scrambled to find my phone, to take a picture for proof. I couldn’t find the damned thing in my mess of a room. Then I looked back up and saw him standing by the window, the way his sister used to, using it as a full-length mirror, giving his tits and good grasp, checking out his naked profile. Hell, cock aside, he looked kind of like a chick—especially after he tucked his package between his legs and turned back to the window-mirror. The kid didn’t have a speck of hair anywhere on his body, unless you count the long hair on his head, which he was now styling into a loose up-do. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was watching. It was so surreal. No one would ever believe me without photographic evidence, but it was too strange to look away from. I didn’t want to set off on a phone hunt and miss whatever bizarre thing was about to happen next. But I knew no one would ever believe me. Talk about conflicted. 
 
    There was a real mirror on the other side of the bedroom, a small makeup mirror. Aaron turned to it and bent over. He opened a few drawers below it and collected a few items. Then, he started to do his makeup. All I could see was his surprisingly perky ass and his long, thin legs. He worked quickly, as if he’d done it hundreds of times before. Just a few minutes later, he was back at the window—the room’s only full-length mirror—checking himself out. His lips were now red, and his eyes were heavily shadowed. If it wasn’t for the cock dangling between his thighs and the protruding Adam’s apple, I wouldn’t have known the difference. 
 
    Next, he went to the closet and started to dig. He pulled out something black and silky—I was too far away to know what it was at first. I watched him bend over and step into the number. Then, he started to pull it up over his naked body. It was lingerie—a black, sexy bunny outfit with a perky, white cotton tail and white frills around the very, very short skirt and around his A or B-cup cleavage. The bulge of his cock was still too hard to ignore. He went back to the closet and then returned with a pair of thigh-high fishnet stockings and a pair of bunny ears. I’d seen his sister wear the same outfit a year before, for a Halloween party she snuck out the window to attend. There was no way on Earth her parents would have let her leave the house in that outfit. No parent with an ounce of sensibility would let their daughter wear a skimpy bunny outfit like that one out of the house. 
 
    I crept over to my bedroom door and locked it. My parents had gone to bed long ago, but there was no way in hell I was going to risk having someone walk in and see me watching this—watching my male neighbour prance around in a sexy bunny outfit with his hair done up and a face full of makeup. My heart was beating fast. I knew I wasn’t supposed to be seeing what I was seeing. Everything about it felt so taboo. Now I really couldn’t tell anyone about this—even if they would believe me. “Why were you watching?” I’m sure they would ask, and what answer could I give? Out of curiosity? How could I look away? He was actually really hot? I’m sure that would go over well. 
 
    I snuck back up to the window and reassumed my position on the edge of my bed. My homework could wait. I needed to know what would happen next. 
 
    He went to the bag that he had set down next to the door and pulled something out of it. I couldn’t tell what. He walked over to the wall directly across from the window, perfectly in my frame of view. When he took a step back, I saw it: he’d placed a suction dildo on the wall. My heart was now pounding aggressively into my ribcage. Holy shit. Was he really going to do it? It was a big dildo—much bigger than the average cock. And not to mention, he was a small guy.  
 
    He started out on his knees, grabbing the rubber cock in his hand and stroking it, maybe testing the suction, maybe just giving it a handjob. After a few moments, he went in, letting it slip through his lips. He was giving the dildo a blowjob. I couldn’t see much—just his head bobbing forward and back, and that little white cotton tail, standing perky. He had a nice curve to his back, the kind you only see on the sexiest models in the sexiest magazines. Had someone looked into the window now, they would have assumed they were looking at a woman. Hell, even I was beginning to forget I wasn’t looking at a woman. 
 
    His sister had never done anything like this. Once, I saw her masturbate, and it was terribly exciting at the time, even though she did it with her panties and bra on, and she was facing away from me. Never did she suction a dildo to the wall and suck it off like ferocious little whore. 
 
    My heart raced. My breathing became shallow. I’d never felt so naughty in my whole life, watching Aaron suck that dildo off. In my defence, he had the body of a beautiful woman. He even had the tits, somehow. 
 
    I sunk down lower when he stood back up. He turned towards me and then bent over, slowly backing onto the saliva-coated dildo. His eyes lit up and he took a sharp breath in. I couldn’t see the sex toy from my vantage point, but I knew it was now sliding inside of him. His eyes closed and a smile overtook his face. When he opened his eyes, I swear he was staring right at me. I sunk down lower out of instinct. He began to fuck himself. I watched his tits bouncing, nearly popping out of his tight little top. He planted his hands on his knees and his pace began to quicken. He bit his lip and his face became red. 
 
    My own cock was now rock-hard and there was a fist-sized lump in my throat. I succumbed to the urge to jerk off. Tense, body filled with anxiety, I reached into my pants and started to beat my dick. Aaron’s resemblance to his sister was uncanny and he worked that dildo like a seasoned professional. How could I not jerk off? 
 
    Aaron smiled. His eyes were still looking in my direction—probably just watching himself fuck himself in the reflection of the window. But that didn’t stop my head from swirling with anxiety. What if, by some freak chance, he could see me? 
 
    He reached down and dug his cock out from the tight black garment. It was hard and surprisingly big for a guy with tits. He started to beat himself off while thrusting himself against the wall, shoving that suction-dildo deep into his asshole. My legs quivered. I took a deep breath in, but I was trembling. Everything about what he was doing seemed wrong. Everything about what I was doing seemed wrong. The whole thing was so taboo, yet there I was, jerking off, watching in a state of near-hypnosis. 
 
    He came before I did. He had to use his free hand to cover his mouth, to stop himself from screaming and waking up his parents. His load was so big, I could see it blasting from across the lane. Shot after shot of thick, white cum. His face was dark red. After a moment of tension, he let his body relax and he let the long dildo slip out from his asshole. 
 
    Then I came, warm cum soiling my boxer shorts. Oh God, it felt so good, my cock unloading a massive, sticky load, my heart still racing. My senses came back to me and I realized what I’d just done—jacked off to my male neighbour’s bunny-costume romp. Now I really couldn’t tell a soul about it. Now it was a deep, dark secret.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I saw Aaron in the hallways at school the next day, back in his baggy clothes, his hair messy, looking once again like a boy. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t look at him the same. I couldn’t look at him without seeing that white cotton tail, that cute little up-do, those long, smooth legs that belonged to a beautiful female supermodel and not my teenaged-boy neighbour. I tried my best to avoid him, to avoid looking at him, to pretend like I’d seen nothing, but it seemed like he was always there, always around. Maybe I’d just never paid much attention before. Maybe he wasn’t around anymore than usual. Luckily, he wasn’t in any of my classes. 
 
    It was at the end of the day, when I was at my locker collecting my textbooks and stuffing them into my bag, that I found a note. It must have been slipped through the ventilation slit at the top of my locker door. I opened it. The note was written with a pink pen in the most feminine hand-writing imaginable—soft curves, bubbly lettering, big circles over the I’s. It read: “I like it when you watch.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat and I looked around, hoping to find some clue as to who left the note. No one was looking my way. No one looked any more suspicious than the next person. I had a good idea who left the note but I didn’t like the implications… 
 
    If it was Aaron who slipped that note into my locker, it meant he knew I could see him. It meant he could see me, which meant he saw me jerking off while he fucked that suction-dildo. Shit. I crumpled the note up and threw it in the garbage. My heart was thudding at a rapid pace, like a machine-gun, running hot, feeding into its last belt of ammunition. 
 
    My heart didn’t slow down until I was at home, in my room. I had to sit down on my bed and stare at myself in my mirror. It must have been a coincidence. But if someone else left that note, what did it mean? Who liked it when I watched what? What girl had I watched do anything? Unless it was a mistake—a note meant for someone else and not me. Someone got the wrong locker and made a silly mistake. Who was I kidding? The note was from Aaron and I knew it. Maybe he couldn’t see me (or maybe he could), but somehow he knew I was watching. The thought made me sick to my stomach. 
 
    That night I went out into the yard and looked into my bedroom window. With my lights turned off, the room was black—it might as well have been a brick wall, though my viewing angle from the ground wasn’t the same as the angle from the room across the lane—I couldn’t imagine it was much different. 
 
    I went up to my bathroom and splashed some cool water on my face. I was overthinking the stupid note. It must have been from someone else, about something else—probably something much more innocent than I thought, too. Maybe some girl just wanted me to watch her volleyball game or something.  
 
    A few weeks passed and I forgot all about the note. 
 
    Until one night, when I was getting ready for bed, and that light across the way flicked on again. It was Aaron, once again, slipping into his sister’s bedroom. I dove down behind my bed faster than a Marine under fire. My lights were already off, so there was no way he could know I was there, awake, watching. 
 
    He went through the same routine, carefully undressing, tiptoeing through the room, fetching that drool-inducing bunny costume and slipping it over his smooth, naked body. I still couldn’t figure out how he had tits—maybe some kind of genetic anomaly? Some sort of weird birth defect? Maybe he was born with boy and girl parts? That happened occasionally, right? Who the hell knows. But my curiosity was getting stronger. I swear his tits seemed bigger today, fuller, bouncier. I watched cautiously from behind my bed barricade. 
 
    Again, he walked up to the window to admire the way his body looked in that Playboy Bunny costume, and it looked pretty fine as far as I was concerned. Standing profile, he shook his butt, watching his little cotton tail wiggle. He made a pretty cute girl for a guy. 
 
    This time, he sat up on his sister’s bed, feet planted next to his ass, his crotch aimed in my direction. He leaned back onto his shoulders and he pulled the black bottom to the side, revealing his cock and his butthole. Then, he used one hand to spread his butt cheeks and with the other, he started to run the tip of his finger in circles around his asshole. And once again, I found myself strangely mesmerized by his feminine beauty, despite his hardening cock and the Adam’s apple, which he kept hidden with a black lacy choker. He let his index finger slip into his asshole. 
 
    I remembered that note. “I like it when you watch.” He looked up, seemingly right at me, between his legs. I fell down quickly behind my bed and I waited for a minute before resurfacing. There was no way he could see me—his own window, with that light on, would have been a mirror, never mind being able to see into my bedroom. I was just psyching myself out. Slowly, I rose back up. He was still seemingly looking right at me. Now, he had the tip of a long dildo pressed up against his asshole. His cock was rock-hard and laying on his silky black abdomen. One of his bunny ears was folded down, which actually made the whole outfit a little bit cuter. I watched as he pushed the dildo inside of him. 
 
    Shit. That familiar tingle ran through my body, bringing with it the urge to reach down and grab my manhood. I was getting hard. I couldn’t look away from my precious ladyboy across the way as he plunged that dildo deep into his asshole. He let his head fall back and his lips part, as if euphoria was consuming him entirely. I couldn’t get over his ass—it was tighter and perkier than any of the girls in our school. Once the dildo was in deep, he began to pull it out. It seemed to slide out forever, as if it had been jammed in fifteen feet. He pushed the tip out and then, without wasting a beat, he began to plunge it back in, this time faster. Every time was faster. After a few plunges, he had a quick rhythm.  
 
    I began to beat my cock to that very rhythm. I couldn’t help but imagine being in that room, my cock in his asshole, holding him down on that bed, watching as I slide in deep, over and over.  
 
    He smiled, again, looking in my direction. My heart jumped. What if he could see me? What difference would it make? He couldn’t tell anyone without also telling them that he got dressed up in his sister’s Playboy Bunny outfit and then rammed giant dildos into his asshole. If he could see me, it was like our little secret—no one would ever know but us. This thought gave me a strange wave of relief.  
 
    He began to beat his hard dick. There was no sight more perfect—that little bunny outfit was like cancer in my brain—malignant, unavoidable. The image was always there, the little cotton tail, those floppy ears, those tits jiggling, struggling to stay contained by the flimsy number.  
 
    My body convulsed as I came, and somehow, Aaron came at the same exact moment. My cum blasted all over the side of my bed. His blasted all over his silky black belly. The bunny outfit was going to need a wash after that giant white load. 
 
    And then he did something that made my heart sink into my gut. He winked at me and blew a kiss my way. Or maybe he winked at his own reflection in the window and blew a kiss at himself. Of course, that’s what I convinced myself. But the next day at school, I learned that I was maybe wrong--that my fears and anxious instincts were possibly right. 
 
    There was another note in my locker. Same pink colour, same bubbly writing. “Last night was fun. Why not come over sometime?” That sinking feeling returned to my gut. Coincidence was out of the question now. This was unmistakably Aaron. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    A few weeks passed and Christmas break came. There was both a sense of disappointment and a sense of relief when Aaron and his parents went away for the break to visit family, out of state. I was starting to like the excitement of Aaron’s little shows, watching him fuck himself in that little bunny costume. But I knew it was wrong—everything about it. Taboo is an understatement. The fact that I was starting to look forward to it scared me half to death. But I did—I looked forward to it. I stayed up late every night, hoping to see that light flick on. 
 
    The day before he left, there was one last note in my locker. Taped to the note was a small black tape—kind of like a cassette tape, but thicker. I didn’t know what it was for or how to play it, but the note said, “Play me on Christmas.” 
 
    I took the tape to my Technology Studies teacher and asked if he recognized it. He did. He said it was a MiniDV tape, for an old camcorder. I asked if he had one, but he didn’t, so I was stuck with a tape I couldn’t play—a format that was obsolete. 
 
    It was a quiet Christmas Eve when my curiosity got the better of me. My parents had gone out to the mall and the snow was starting to fall in big, fluffy flakes. It was only five in the evening but it was already dark. So I decided to sneak out back and try to get into Aaron’s house. There were questions plaguing my mind. I wanted to see if I could find something Aaron had written, to match the note’s handwriting. I wanted to see what my bedroom looked like from across the way. That’s what I did first. 
 
    I managed to climb in through an unlocked window into the kitchen. Then, I crept up the stairs, towards Aaron’s sister’s room. I slipped in and looked across the way. You couldn’t see into my room at all, even with the lights off. I flicked the lights off and could only see my reflection in the window. I turned the lights off as soon as that was confirmed, before any neighbours called the police on me. 
 
    Next, I went to find Aaron’s room. I actually had no idea which room was his, so I ended up checking behind every door. I eventually found his room in the basement of the house. It looked like an ordinary teen boy’s room: music and movie posters on the wall, a small TV with a Nintendo hooked up to it. There was nothing especially revealing. I dug through his desk, and found a letter that was handwritten in the same style—the same pink pen—as the letters he’d been writing me. So it was confirmed: he knew I’d been watching. Or at least, he’d assumed I’d been watching. How he knew was still a mystery seeing as I was totally invisible on the other side of that window. 
 
    As I was putting the letter away, something caught my eye. It was a medical label, the kind they give you with your prescriptions at the pharmacy. I picked it up and read it. It was in Aaron’s name. I made note of the prescription name, a real mouthful of scientific gibberish, and slipped back out the kitchen window, towards my house.  
 
    The prescription was most commonly used in hormone replacement for men transitioning into becoming women. The article I found said that one of the effects is an increase in breast size, and, if the patient takes the medicine young enough, they can grow to have full-sized breasts, just like their female counterparts. Apparently, if taken young enough (from before puberty), a boy can grow to be almost indistinguishable from a woman—penis aside, of course. I could only imagine that Aaron had been taking the hormone pills for a while now, seeing as when he wasn’t in his baggy boy clothes, he looked like a smokin’ hot babe. I wondered if his parents knew about the pills, about his transition? Their bedroom was filled with religious trinkets and crosses, so I doubted it. 
 
    That night, I found myself staring out the window into that dark bedroom across the lane. In a way, Aaron was a woman. I mean, sure he had a penis, but he had the breasts and the hormones, and he didn’t have body hair. Was it really so taboo to be into his little bunny shows? Did that make me gay? A pervert, maybe—that much I was already at terms with. Although he did like it when I watched, he said so himself. And he wanted me to come over sometime. My heart skipped at the thought. Right now, we were invisible to one another. We were separated by two walls and we only knew one another in our fantasies.  
 
    And so what if, by someone else’s definition, I was gay. If being into Aaron made me gay, then so be it—maybe I was gay. 
 
    Did he really want me to come over? Come over and do what? I wondered. Did he want me to come over and spread his beautiful legs and plunge my cock into his tight ass? Watch that little cotton tail bounce up and down while his ball sack slapped against my butt? Did he want to sink down and slip his plump red lips around my girth and make me come in his mouth while his butt was perked up, tail up, towards the ceiling, back curved so delicately the way it did?  
 
    Fuck, I couldn’t bare the thought without becoming an anxious mess with a rock-hard erection. If I did go over one night, I probably wouldn’t have been able to form a complete sentence without stuttering and drooling all over his perky tits. Though I would have easily been able to flip him over and fuck him senseless, stick a gag in his mouth so he wouldn’t wake up his parents screaming in uncontrolled ecstasy. 
 
    Or maybe I would let him fuck me? I’d never been penetrated in the ass before. The thought scared me. I couldn’t believe how well Aaron took it with his dildos. But he sure seemed to like it. He was on a whole different plane when he had those giant rubber cocks up his asshole. 
 
    After my parents went to sleep that night, I decided to sneak back over. I can’t explain to you what came over me. I needed to know what it was like, if it really felt as incredible as Aaron made it look. I snuck down to his basement bedroom and searched around. It took me about twenty minutes before I found the small bag stuffed inside a bigger backpack in the far reaches of his closet—the bag where he kept his sex toys. 
 
    Also in the bag was a camcorder. It was missing a tape, but I quickly realized what I could do with it. I ran back to my house, back up to my room and I grabbed the tape that had been taped to the note. Then, I returned to Aaron’s house, down to Aaron’s room. I thought about taking the camcorder back to my house with me, but I figured this was safer. I would have to return with the camcorder anyway. With the tape in the deck, I plugged the camcorder into the television and pressed play. 
 
    On the tape was Aaron, in the bunny outfit, laying on the bed with his head in his hands and his feet up in the air. Over his shoulders I could see the white cotton tail. That was it—that was the tape. It was nothing but Aaron in the outfit, staring into the camera, smiling seductively. Occasionally he let out a cute little yawn. At one point, he rolled over onto his side. But he never took his eyes off of the camera lens, off of me. And Goddamnit, he was beautiful. That face could have been on the cover of Sports Illustrated and fooled millions of people. But he wasn’t on the cover of Sports Illustrated for millions to see. He was just there for me to see—the tape was made just for me. He rolled onto his back and stared into the camera, upside down. I could see right down his top, between his perfect tits. Further down, I could see the bulge of his cock. 
 
    I slipped my pants down in Aaron’s room. My cock was already rock-hard. A face like Aaron’s will have that effect on a person, and Aaron knew it. But I was still curious about the toys, about the feeling of sticking them deep into my ass, the way Aaron did. I took one of the smaller ones (which wasn’t very small, relatively speaking) out from his bag and lined it up with my hole. 
 
    Here goes nothing, I thought. 
 
    Staring into Aaron’s bigger-than-life eyes on the television screen, I began to insert the dildo into my ass. It was a hard feat at first, my body resisting, but slowly it began to slide in. With only a couple of inches of the rubber cock inside of me, I suddenly felt stuffed. On the screen, Aaron bit his lip. It was as if he knew what I was doing—as if he’d timed the video perfectly to know exactly what I would do when. I braced the dildo against the floor of Aaron’s bedroom and then I started to rise and fall on the rubber cock. With each round, it went a little bit deeper. And then all of a sudden, it sunk in deep, as if my asshole decided to suck it up whole. Luckily, the flat bottom-bit stopped it from being totally consumed inside of me. 
 
    And shit, it felt great. I could see why Aaron loved it so much. I rose up and plunged down on it repeatedly while I beat myself off. Aaron giggled on the screen and then flipped back onto his front. He stuck the tip of his pinkie finger into his mouth and bit playfully, trying not to laugh. Within moments, I was coming all over his face—all over his television screen. He made a big, cute sigh as I came, again, as if he knew I would be coming at that very moment.  
 
    I cleaned up my tracks, wiped up my cum, cleaned his dildo, put away his camera (taking my now-precious tape with me), and I snuck back out the kitchen window. But even with all of my attention to detail, I knew that Aaron would still know I’d been in his room, that I’d watched his tape, that I’d plunged his dildo deep into my asshole. He knew—I’m sure of it. And I’m sure it was exactly what he had wanted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My biggest Christmas surprise came the day after Christmas, on Boxing Day, when Aaron’s family came home a few days early from their trip. I was giddy, excited for nightfall, for after my parents went to sleep and his parents went to sleep. I wondered if I would get another show or if he would leave me in suspense for a few nights, a few weeks—god forbid a few weeks.  
 
    It was the only thing I could think of—his sweet body in that silky black bunny costume. I felt like a little kid on Christmas Eve, waiting for everyone to wake up to open presents. Except it was the day after Christmas, and I had no interest in any presents.  
 
    After dinner, I excused myself for my room and I waited with the lights off like a complete loser, but I didn’t care. I wanted a show more than anything in the world. And about an hour after the lights in his parents’ bedroom went out, I got what I’d wanted—sort of. 
 
    Aaron slipped into the room. He went and sat down at his sister’s desk and then scribbled something on a piece of paper. Then he left the room. I was heartbroken for a moment and then my heart fluttered when he came back a minute later. It started off as business as usual—slipping out of his baggy clothes, retrieving that heavenly outfit from his sister’s closet. He went to the little desk and did his makeup at his sister’s makeup mirror, and then he did up his hair using the window as a mirror. He didn’t have his little bag with him today. So after he checked himself out in the mirror, wiggling his bum to watch his tail shake, he went to his sister’s bed and bent over, butt up in the air, elbows planted on the mattress. After that, the only movement he made was the occasional wiggling or swaying of his bum.  
 
    He just stayed there like that, not doing anything. And I waited, excited, dick as hard as stone. I was ready for one of our mutual masturbation sessions, but apparently it wasn’t happening. 
 
    And then the thought occurred to me: was he waiting for me to come over? Actually? If so, was he just going to lay there patiently while he waited? The notion seemed preposterous, but then again, there he was, bent over the bed, beautiful ass in the air, waiting for something. 
 
    So after a few minutes of deliberating, I decided to put everything on the line. I was going to go over. I was going to go into that room, grab him by the hips and I was going to fuck him senseless. I don’t know what in my mind finally snapped, what finally came over me, but I was going to do it. I took a deep breath and then started my journey. I tiptoed through the house, so quiet you could only hear the beating of my heart against my ribcage. Then I slipped out the front door and made my way towards Aaron’s kitchen window. Before I went to push it open, I noticed the backdoor was not only unlocked by slightly open. Aaron must have left it open for me. Quietly, I let myself in. 
 
    The house was dark and it took my eyes a moment to adjust, before I could see my way around. Once I got to the staircase, I could see the slit of light beneath Aaron’s sister’s bedroom—the room Aaron was now waiting in, in that bunny outfit, ass in the air waiting to be pounded. I crept up the stairs, heart racing. I was dizzy with excitement, with nerves, with anxiety. What I was doing was absolutely insane. I was essentially breaking into someone’s house to fuck them—someone I’d never spoken to in my entire life. As far as I knew, this whole thing could have been a big misunderstanding. As far as I knew, Aaron didn’t even know I existed. Those notes could have been from someone else (someone who just happened to have very similar writing). But I couldn’t resist the urge. I needed to put my hands on his skin, feel his soft butt cheeks, squeeze his perfect tits. As I walked up the stairs, I noticed a note taped to the door of the bedroom. It read: “Shh! Not a peep. Thin walls. Parents are light sleepers. But that doesn’t mean we can’t have some fun!” 
 
    I pushed the door open and my heart rose up into my throat. There he was, live, in the flesh, in the bunny outfit, bent over his sister’s bed, ass facing the window. I froze, eyes wide, skin pale. He just smiled at me, as if he’d been expecting me, as if he knew without a doubt in his mind that I would come. I wanted to tell him how beautiful he was, how much I’d come to live for his shows. But I remembered the rule: Not a peep. So instead just walked around him and my hands found his butt cheeks. They were warm and soft. He watched over his shoulder as I fondled them, squeezed them, wondered how any human—man or woman—could have an ass so perfect. 
 
    I bent over him, reaching across his body. I grabbed his tits. Fuck, were they real. They weren’t plastic, they weren’t silicone, they were real, soft, warm breasts. I don’t know why I’d expected anything else. And still, it was hard to believe, but they were as real as any woman’s. I squeezed them tightly and she let out a soft moan (and I say she now because a moan like that could only come out from a woman’s lips. Breasts like those could only exist on a woman’s body. And an ass like that could only belong to a woman). 
 
    I felt a surge of warm energy pulse through my body. I needed to dominate my little backdoor bunny. I needed to squeeze her, fuck her, make her mine. I dropped my pants to the floor and my already-erect cock sprung free. I don’t know if I’ve ever been that hard in my whole life—my cock was throbbing, pulsing, begging for her body. She wiggled her perfectly round butt and I nearly collapsed, my legs trembling. I couldn’t take anymore teasing—I needed to be inside of her. I pulled away the little black strip of fabric that lay between her and me and then I pressed the tip of my bulging cock against her asshole. I pushed in and I could feel it constricting around my member like it wanted it, like it never wanted to let me out. 
 
    Deeper, deeper, deeper. The walls of her anus hugged my cock as that warm, swirling energy became stronger inside of me, overwhelming, flashing in my brain like a lottery machine that just registered the big one. And shit, I wouldn’t have traded this moment for any winning lottery ticket. This was my winning lottery ticket. She let out a soft moan and then covered her mouth. If she could hardly handle my big cock sliding in, she wasn’t going to be able to handle it pounding her stupid. She clenched tight, her soft butt cheeks squeezing my cock. I stopped for a moment, giving her a moment to gather her composure. I couldn’t risk waking up her parents—for my sake and for her sake. If they walked in and saw the neighbour boy fucking their son in the asshole—their son who was dressed up in his sister’s Playboy Bunny outfit—now that wouldn’t look so good, would it?  
 
    She looked over her shoulder at me and winked—the green light, the go-ahead. All systems ready for launch. I began to plunge my cock in and out of her beautiful rump. I came down with force and pulled out slowly, watching her soft bum (and that adorable white tail) ripple with every strike. I knew I wasn’t going to last long. No sane human would.  Hell, I could have jerked off fifteen times before coming over, and I still wouldn’t have lasted very long inside of her tight hole, staring down at that tush, that perfectly curved back, that beautiful hair done up so nicely. I couldn’t get over how soft her skin was—creamy and smooth, like the most expensive satin you’ve ever felt. I couldn’t stop myself from running my hands up and down her body, squeezing her ass, feeling her while I fucked her, my beautiful little backdoor bunny.  
 
    She reached back and tapped me on the hip, so I stepped back, letting my cock slip out from her asshole. She rolled over, onto her back, and then spread her legs. Her hard erection was resting on her soft tummy. She motioned towards it with a nod and smiled. My next urge was completely unexpected. I dropped down to my knees, took her member in my hand, and sunk it into my mouth. I was sucking her cock. Never in a million years (and even then) did I think I would ever suck a cock, yet there I was, slurping it, running my tongue all around it, puckering my lips around its bulbous tip, revelling in every precious ridge and every pulsing vein. 
 
    It seemed so surreal, finally being in the room with her, finally feeling her body. I’d watched her from afar for too long, obsessed over her tape, over her notes. Now here I was, her cock in my mouth, one hand cradling her ball sack, the other fondling her ass, one finger teasing her asshole in small circles. She let out another soft moan. When I looked up, she was looking down at me—those tantalizing eyes from that tape—biting her lip. Those beautiful eyes nearly made me cum right there, without a finger on my cock. 
 
    Then another strange urge washed over me. I got up, planted my knees at her sides, and then lowered myself down onto her hard dick. I reached down and grabbed it, her hard rod, leading it towards my asshole. As I did, she reached forward and grabbed onto my dick. Her hand was warm, soft, but it held me firm, in just the right spot that I could have screamed in orgasm right there. Somehow I held back.  
 
    I let her cock slide in slowly. Unlike her, I was an amateur at taking it in the ass. I’d only ever taken her one dildo before, but a real cock was much different. It was warm, I could feel it pulsing with her heartbeat. I took a deep breath in and then let my body relax, sinking down suddenly, consuming her beautiful dick deep inside of me. Then I started to ride her cock, lifting up, falling down, over and over.  
 
    My butt slapped against her soft thighs and she started to jerk me off. Her hand moved expertly, fingers teasing all the right spots. That increasingly-familiar tremble soared through my body and I needed to plant my hands down so I wouldn’t collapse to the ground, so I planted my hands on her supple breasts and continued to ride. And for the first time ever, I kissed her. 
 
    My heart melted. I became mush. I’d kissed my share of women in my life, but this was different. Her lips were so plump, so soft, and they gripped onto mine like they wanted me—like they needed me. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and explored. I must have gone limp in my paralyzing euphoria because she ended up taking over the work.  
 
    She wrapped her arms around me and then began to thrust her cock rapidly up into my asshole, so quickly, like the bunny she was. I began to moan but her hand found my lips—no noise allowed.  
 
    And then she whispered into my ear, “Come on me,” and once again, she grabbed my cock and started to beat it. It didn’t take much at that point.  I tried to hold back. But after just a few beats, my cock began to blast her with warm, gooey cum. I bit my tongue hard trying not to scream in pleasure. 
 
    Her head fell back, her eyes closed, and her lips parted. The intensity of her thrusting cock increased and I knew she was about to come. Do it, I thought, come in my asshole. I wanted it so badly. I needed it so badly. Then I felt it—the pulsing cock, the warm blasts of cum deep inside of me. She began to moan and now I was the one to cover her mouth. She bit my finger and her nails dug into my sides. Blast after blast—I was beginning to think she would never stop coming. I couldn’t believe the massive size of her load. 
 
    Once she got a hold of herself, she threw her forearms around my neck and pulled me down. We kissed. I never wanted the moment to end but I knew it was inevitable. We stayed together through the night. I held her until she began to doze off, and then we both knew our time was up. She needed to change out of her outfit, out of her makeup, before her parents woke up. I needed to get back to my own house, my own bed. The morning light was beginning to tease the horizon. 
 
    “Come back tomorrow?” she whispered into my ear. 
 
    “Every night,” I said, and then I kissed her one last time before leaving. 
 
    And every night for the next couple of months, I snuck over and we fucked like animals and held each other until the early morning hours. I was in love with my little slut next door, my precious backdoor bunny. 
 
    But one day, that light across the way didn’t turn on. And then it never turned on again. Aaron stopped showing up to school. After a couple of weeks, I really began to worry. I knocked on his parents door and asked where Aaron had gone, why he hadn’t been at school. 
 
    “He’s gone to live with his grandparents,” they said, but when I asked where they lived, they didn’t tell me. Instead, they gave me a look of scorn and closed the door. Had his parents found out his secret? Had they disowned him? Sent him away to one of those religious brainwashing boarding schools? I couldn’t find answers anywhere. He just disappeared from my life in an instant and life became suddenly bland.  
 
    There was a hole in my heart that never seemed to go away. Everything reminded me of Aaron. The image of him in my mind never vanished. I knew I needed to accept my loss and move on, but I couldn’t. None of the girls at my school came close to filling that void. The love of my life was gone. 
 
    I decided to go out of state for college. I couldn’t bare to stay in my hometown. Everything reminded me of Aaron. I thought a new town would change that, but it didn’t. A few days after I moved into my dorm, I looked out the window and saw a black bunny with a white tail on the grass. A rush of memories came flooding back to me and then my heart was once again a void of sadness. 
 
    Then I noticed someone in the window in the building across from me—a woman. Her back was to me and she was taking off her shirt. She turned, almost to profile. Her tits were perfect, her hair was long and gorgeous. She kept her back to me for a minute before turning around. Our eyes met. Her eyes became as wide as mine and she smiled. 
 
    It was Aaron. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THAI LADYBOY 
 
    John loves excitement, any way he can get it, and crime is an easy way to get it. He was once involved in drug trafficking, even though he’s never done a drug in his life. Drug trafficking led to gun trafficking, which led to human trafficking, and now his illegal thrill obsession has brought him all the way to Thailand. 
 
    So naturally, when John stumbles upon a secret underground network, a niche sex-trade filled with gorgeous transgender beauties, he can’t help himself. He never knew he had a thing for trannies, but no sane man could turn these stunning ladyboys down. Not to mention, the business potential is unbelievable.  
 
    The only question is, will John get carried away with his new exotic obsession?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    In too deep was the understatement of the year. I was in so goddamned deep I couldn’t figure out which direction the surface was. I’d uncovered a whole world I never knew existed, an elaborate underground network of crime and dealings you wouldn’t believe. It all started out as a simple drug operation, running cocaine into Thailand. Next I found myself moving firearms, supplying shady characters with guns that I highly doubt would be used to hunt deer. One thing led to another, and I ended up in the sex trade.  
 
    I was a higher-up, coordinating business between Thailand and Laos. It was a welcomed change from the hard drugs and the guns. Hard drugs and guns can fuck people up, prostitutes are a different story. They’re just there so you can have a good time. I guess you could say I was like the pimp to the pimps. They would all go and collect their bit, and then I would go to them and collect mine. Actually, more often than not, they would come to me. It was an easy gig. 
 
    Strange to think that I worked in a New York City bank just a few years before, with a clean white house in the suburbs. I had all the money I could ever want. But that got boring fast. There’s nothing exciting about having money. Chasing money, now that’s a different story entirely. Don’t get me wrong, if anyone loves money, I love money. I could bathe in the stuff, sleep in the stuff, dress myself in the stuff—if such a thing was socially acceptable. But the first time I ever felt alive was the day I got an insider tip about a stock that was going to blow up. I’d never felt anything like it, putting my entire life savings into a single stock, watching it closely as it started to take off, heart accelerating every time a siren zipped past my little office. I knew I needed more—more of that excitement, that chase, that wonderful, wonderful chase. 
 
    I’d never considered myself a criminal, though I was starting to think otherwise. I never wanted to hurt anyone. Sometimes chasing the money clouded my judgement somewhat, but I tried to keep my sanity. Prostitution was a good place for me. It was a safe trade down in Thailand. Everyone was having a good time, no one was getting hurt. And it was only kind of illegal, so I knew I probably wouldn’t end up in a Thai prison. Even the ladies seemed like they were enjoying themselves. None of the girls I ever talked to said that they were forced into it. Most of them were just happy to be feeding their families. Good on them, I say. 
 
    But the inevitable finally happened, and the boredom began to seep in. We had our system worked out so well, so refined. We found loopholes in the law that made it impossible for police to touch us. We’d narrowed down all of the areas in the city where we could maximize profits. And we’d fallen into a perfect schedule, so perfect you could set your watch to it. Every Friday I would make my collections, Monday I would deliver to my bosses, and the girls took Tuesdays and Wednesdays off. I bought a nice little mansion on a hill, just outside of Bangkok. Things started to seem awfully similar to my life in New York City. Just a bit more grand and I had a bit more downtime. My bank account was growing far faster than I could empty it and the excitement was fading fast. 
 
    Okay, so before I go on to tell you how I fell so far down the rabbit hole, how I found myself in—quite possibly—the most serious danger I’d ever been in, I need to make a confession, and you might not agree with my morals and of course I understand that. I suppose you could say that I have an addiction, though it’s not a chemical addiction. It’s a sex addiction. More accurately, it’s a prostitute addiction, and it ties into what I was telling you before. 
 
    I crave excitement. And there’s nothing more exciting than breaking the law. Sleeping with a prostitute is just the first step. Sleeping with a prostitute in a public place, that’s two charges. Now we’re talking. I’m not saying I’m fucking these girls in the middle of some little kid’s park—give me some credit, here. But sometimes I’ll take them into the bathroom, door unlocked, outside of the stall, and I’ll bend them over the sink and fuck them, taking my chances. Anyone could walk through that door—or no one. Maybe I am addicted to gambling after all. 
 
    Now usually I slept with my own prostitutes, girls who worked with the ring I managed, who knew me, who I knew. But every now and then I’d see a girl standing on the street corner that I didn’t recognize. And occasionally, I couldn’t resist. I’m only human, after all. One afternoon I saw the most beautiful, jaw-dropping specimen you’ve ever seen. She had these irresistibly long legs, long black hair, down to her butt, and she was wearing a black number that made my cock desperately attempt to break free from my pants. She was a bombshell, drop-dead gorgeous. How had I never seen her before? Was she new? She paced the street corner with a confidence I couldn’t imagine. Across the street, men were eyeing her. No wonder I hadn’t seen her before—she probably didn’t last more than five seconds on that corner before being picked up, and if I were to pick her up, I don’t know that I would let her go again. She had that look you just had to have, had to own.  
 
    I thought of approaching her, recruiting her to my own circle. I knew she would go for it. We paid our girls more than anyone else in the city. Unsigned prostitutes practically begged to be part of our ring, but we only took the best. This girl was the best. But before I recruited her, I felt as though I needed to take her for a test drive, make sure the performance matched the look. I mean, you wouldn’t buy a car without taking it for a test drive first, right? 
 
    She was shy. When I introduced myself, she didn’t respond. She just nodded her head and smiled. It wasn’t until I asked her for her price that she spoke. Her voice was soft, quiet, harmless, but it packed a punch, clenched at your loins, ate away at your soul like the song of a siren out at sea. “Fifty dollars, American,” she said. Most girls upped their rates for white guys like me. Plus, my New Yorker accent was unmistakable. 
 
    Can you imagine? Fifty dollars for a night with an angel, a total vixen. The girl had no idea what she was worth. There were men back in America who would pay thousands for a girl like her. “What’s you name?” I asked. 
 
    “Phan,” she said and then she looked around and stepped closer to me. I could smell her perfume. It was beyond tantalizing, making my legs weak. I wanted to grab her, flip her around, and fuck her right there, against that brick wall. What was a public indecency charge anyway? It’s not like I was planning on applying for a job at McDonalds any time soon. But I kept my composure. “I come with extra,” she whispered into my ear. 
 
    I didn’t know what that meant but I didn’t care. “Deal,” I said, and I showed her towards my car. My heart was racing. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so excited. I could hardly wait to throw her down in the backseat, rip that little number off of her body, and watch her tits bounce up and down while I pumped my cock in and out of her pussy. My hands were shaking when I opened the door for her. “You want to do it here?” she asked. I was parked on the edge of the alley, just thirty feet from the main drag. My windows were tinted, it was a fairly safe ordeal. Someone would have to walk up pretty close to the car to realize people were fucking inside of it. But what was the fun without the gamble, right? 
 
    She fell down onto her back and smiled. She knew how to smile, how to melt a man, reduce him to nothing but his primal instincts. But she looked nervous. Her cheeks were red and she bit her lip. I considered asking what was wrong, but I didn’t pay her to hold a therapy session. I paid her to fuck, so that’s what I intended to do: fuck. I kissed her neck, getting another strong whiff of her perfume. My cock became as stiff as a post. I pulled the straps down from her shoulders, working my way down to her breasts. They were soft, supple, her nipples were hard. I explored them with my hands, my lips, my tongue. She seemed stiff, still nervous. She must have been new to the game. Not for long, though. With her looks and the business I could get her, she would be one of the richest girls in Thailand by the end of the month.  
 
    I pulled her little black number down further, down past her flat abdomen, past her shaved pubic area. Then I froze at the sight of it. Between her legs was a flaccid cock, curled down towards her butthole. Considering how long it was, it was impressive she kept it tucked so discreetly. She obviously saw the shock on my face because she quickly said, “I told you, you get extra.” Now I knew what extra meant.  
 
    I’d heard of Thai ladyboys, but I’d never seen one before. Or maybe I had and I just hadn’t realized. If this ladyboy could look this convincing, what was stopping the other thousand girls out on the street? “You—You’re a man?” I said. 
 
    She gasped and closed her impressively feminine legs. “Excuse me? I’m not a man.” I’d offended her. “Just fuck me, white boy. I promise it will be worth every dollar.” 
 
    I have to say, I was conflicted. I’m not gay. I’m not interested in men or their cocks. But she was right, she wasn’t a man. At least, no sane human would look at her and call her a man. She was absolutely gorgeous. Her tits were more perfect that any prostitute in my ring, her ass was to die for. The only issue was… the cock between her legs.  
 
    “You fuck my asshole. It feels better than a pussy. I promise,” she said. She grabbed her ankles and hoisted up her legs, presenting her asshole. I was still frozen, undecided, not sure whether I should have been offended or if I should be sticking my still-rock-solid cock into her asshole. 
 
    A familiar buzz filled my body. It was excitement, the excitement I’d always craved so badly. Anyone could have walked up to that window and looked in, seen me there railing a ladyboy in the asshole.  
 
    No risk, no reward.  
 
    My heart rate soared. I couldn’t believe it, I was actually going to do it. I reached forward and ran my fingers down her leg. God, was her skin soft, smooth, just like a woman’s. My fingers found themselves down at her asshole and she smiled. I couldn’t resist. I slipped the tip of my index finger in and her butthole clenched it like she wanted it. She bit her lip again. She did want it. I could have told her I wasn’t paying her the fifty bucks and she would probably still want my cock in her ass. 
 
    So I pulled down my pants and shimmied forward. “Fuck my asshole, white boy,” she said. She took charge, reaching down and grabbing my cock firmly in her grip, leading it towards her asshole. I watched in a state of half-excitement, half-amazement. She was a tiny ladyboy, probably no more than ninety pounds. I weighed twice her weight. My cock was practically the size of her forearm. And then there was her tiny little asshole. There was no way she was going to take it so easily, so voluntarily. But there she was, cramming my cock inside of her, not even flinching as I sunk in deeper. She let her head fall back and she sighed. “Feels so good,” she said, and she was right. It felt incredible, her asshole breathing, clenching my cock, sucking it deeper and deeper. Hell, she could probably feel the big cock down near her throat. 
 
    I started to thrust, gently at first, still not sure her tiny stature could take it. But she seemed to be in a state of total euphoria, complete ecstasy. She loved it, every inch of it. She was pushing herself down on it hard, fast, practically doing all of the work. I reached down and grabbed her tits, my body finally relaxing. 
 
    I could feel the presence of the tinted windows all around us. They weren’t blacked out, like a limousine. Just tinted, just enough that you couldn’t see in from afar, not nearly enough that you couldn’t see in from up close. Anyone could have walked up and seen me thrusting my cock into the ladyboy, her own cock slapping repeatedly against her abdomen. 
 
    She was getting hard, her cock growing longer and thicker. I was impressed with just how long it got. Then I started to wonder—if someone did look in the window, they would have seen my back, clearly fucking a whore. But my body would have blocked the lady out. You wouldn’t have been able to see her hardening dick on her stomach. So I pulled out. “Get up,” I said. 
 
    She looked at me with confusion in her eyes.  
 
    “Get up,” I said again, so she did. I took her spot, with my back along the backseat. “Okay, get on,” I said. She went to straddle me with her ball sack on my abdomen. “No, the other way,” I said, and she turned around, back facing me. Once again, she did the work, grabbing my cock in her fragile grasp and leading it into her butthole. Once I was in, I reached around and pulled her down, her back on my chest. Now if anyone looked in, they would have seen it all—her beautiful face, her perfect tits, and her big, hard cock. Now the stakes were really high. Now this was a real gamble. 
 
    I kissed her neck and I continued to fuck her asshole. “Oh God,” she said before breaking off into some Thai that I couldn’t understand. I still couldn’t get over how feminine her voice was, never mind her body. “Oh fuck, fuck my asshole, fuck my asshole,” she said. 
 
    I had the sudden urge to reach around and grab her cock. I can’t explain the urge. I’d never in my life had any similar urges. I’d actually hoped I would go my whole life without touching a cock that wasn’t mine. But something compelled me to grab onto hers. Maybe it was because it wasn’t a man’s cock, but a woman’s. Or maybe I was just discovering I had a thing for ladyboys. I started to pump her dick. “Oh yeah, you dirty fucking white boy,” she said. “Beat my dick.” Then she said some more things in Thai that I couldn’t understand.  
 
    Her dick felt nice, warm, perfectly conforming to my grip. I could feel it pulsing, getting somehow harder, bigger. 
 
    She was in the middle of some sort of hybrid orgasm, moaning uncontrollably, head rolling from side to side, eyes closed, dick throbbing. With every thrust, my entire cock went deep inside of her asshole. I couldn’t believe she could take the whole thing so effortlessly. Watching her squirm as she tried to control the unrelenting pleasure surging through her body, I couldn’t help but wonder what that felt like. Not just getting beat off with a cock deep in your ass, but the excitement of it, of being with a stranger, of being with a man, of being in the body of the other gender on top of it all. Can you imagine? This was sex on a whole different level, a whole different dimension.  
 
    “Fuck!” she screamed out and then massive blasts of cum started to shoot out from her cock. The first shot caught my chin, the next few got her tits, her neck, and her belly. I could feel the warm, sticky cum dribbling down my hand. As she came, her asshole clenched, her hole tightened. I couldn’t hold back any longer myself. With a loud grunt, I filled her asshole up. She reached down and massaged my balls as I came. Fuck, I’d never had anyone do that before, but if felt incredible. Then, she gently put her fingers on my chin and tilted my head towards hers. “Worth every dollar, right?” she said into my ear before licking her own cum off of my face. 
 
    “Shit yeah.” My head was swirling, my heart was pounding. That was worth more than every dollar I paid for it. I would have drained my whole bank account to relive that moment, to relive every second of that moment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I offered Phan a job with my ring—I even offered her a ninety per cent royalty on her earnings (most girls only got 75%). But she declined. Apparently she already worked for someone, someone I’d never heard of. A guy named Yun Chan. I asked Phan for Yun Chan’s number, so I could call and negotiate some sort of offer, maybe a trade. I’d give ten of my women for Phan. But Phan wouldn’t give me his number, or his address, or anything. She just kissed me on the cheek and said, “Come back for more, okay?” and she left. I watched her strut back out to the street, turning every head in the immediate distance. Even I had a hard time peeling my eyes off of her, wondering if I had it in me for a second fifty-dollar round. 
 
    Instead I went back to my home on the hill and started to do some investigative work. Yun Chan. The name was completely unfamiliar, may as well have been an alien. An internet search turned up no results. I made a few calls to my street team, my pimps who were out keeping tolls on my ladies. None of them had ever heard the name before. It was getting very late, the sun would soon be up, and I thought of calling it quits for the night. But the thought of Phan’s perfect body wouldn’t allow me to rest. I needed to have her. I needed to taste that excitement once more. 
 
    I hopped in my car and went back down to her street corner, but she was gone. I wondered if she was done for the night. There were a few other girls still out. A few of them made eye contact with me, smiling. One girl gave me a sampler, flashing her tits before covering up for a passing cop. She had nice tits, but I was on a mission to find Phan, or Phan’s mystery boss. I continued down the strip. As I walked past one girl, she reached down and grabbed my cock. “You want to fuck, honey?” she asked. She squeezed, curling her fingers around my member expertly. But again, I had a mission.  
 
    “Sorry, darling. Another time.” She didn’t like that, releasing me immediately and turning away. 
 
    I turned the corner, passing another whore. “Hey white boy,” the girl said. I continued walking, then stopped when she spoke again. “You looking for something extra?” Something extra—that’s what Phan called it, too. I turned to the girl.  
 
    “Extra?” I said. I needed to make sure I was on the right page, that I wasn’t mistaken. She motioned down towards a bulge in her skirt that just caught the edge of the streetlight. “It’s extra long, too. Can you handle it, white boy?” I remembered my time in the car with Phan and my heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “Who do you work for?” 
 
    “You want to fuck or not?” She grabbed her tits and squeezed them. My God, they looked real, just like Phan’s. Were surgeons in Thailand on another level or what? How were they producing these perfect female bodies? Or was there just something in Thai blood that leant itself to feminine features? Whatever was going on, I was starting to see the appeal. 
 
    “Do you work for Yun Chan?” I asked. 
 
    “You a cop, white boy?” 
 
    “No. Just wondering.” 
 
    “Why don’t we just fuck? Wouldn’t that be nice? You want my big dick your ass? Thirty American dollars.” She reached down and grabbed my cock and massaged it in her fingers. I melted, surrendered. That was all I could take. 
 
    “Sure. Okay, let’s fuck.” I was a few blocks from my car now and I didn’t have the patience to make it all the way back, so I took her by the hand and led her into the alleyway. I hadn’t completely lost touch with my objective. I still suspected she worked for this Yun Chan character. I knew she wasn’t going to talk until there was money in her hands. Plus, I was going to get a bit of action out of it. It was a win-win situation as far as I was concerned. 
 
    We were hidden by nothing but the shadows of the buildings around us, away from the orange glow of the Thai streetlights.  
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked her. 
 
    “Ming.” 
 
    Ming was a wildcat, a jungle jaguar, moving expertly and efficiently down my body. I have no idea how she got my belt undone as fast as she did. I have no idea what she did with her fingertips to get my cock rock hard in the span of a few seconds, and I have no idea what she was doing with her tongue to make my knees tremble and my legs weak. At first I wondered if she was just employing some learned techniques she picked up from some Thai hooker school, that maybe she was acting robotically, automatically. But then I noticed the bulge pushing her skirt out as her cock became hard, rising up tall. She was into it. She wanted my cock just as badly as she wanted the money.  
 
    She looked up at me with hypnotising eyes. She was looking inside of me, reading my mind, letting me know that she could do anything she wanted and that I was just along for the ride. Anything she wanted, I was as good as at her command. She smiled and my head spun. “You like it?” she asked, pressing the tip of my erection against her chin. 
 
    “Yeah, I like it,” I said, my voice shaken, lost in some swirling euphoric energy. My eyes caught her bulge, now standing tall, the tip of it extending out from her skirt. Her cock was a shade darker than the rest of her body, surrounded by a bush of dark trimmed hair. There was something mesmerizing about it, the way it pulsed in time with her heartbeat. 
 
    “You want to suck my dick, white boy?” she asked with a grin. 
 
    I didn’t respond. Apparently, I didn’t have to. The next thing I knew, I was on my knees, her cock in my hand, lips a mere inch away from her tip. Her delicate fingers ran through my hair. Then, her slick cock slipped into my mouth, past my lips, along my tongue. It’s warmth throbbed. I sucked, my body relaxing, mind slipping away. My hands explored her legs and her ass. One of my fingers pushed up into her asshole, which she seemed to like based on the soft moan that slipped through her lips. “You suck good, white boy,” she said, stroking my head. 
 
    I lost myself. Time slipped away, irrelevant. I pumped her dick, sucking it with intensity. I revelled in every pulse, every bulge, every twitch. My finger slipped further up her asshole. I didn’t even realize I’d been beating myself off with my free hand until I was moments away from coming. I didn’t even realize she was about to come until she grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my nose tight against her pubic bone. We came at the same time, her warm cum unloading in my mouth. I gagged at first, then I took it, its sweet taste on my tongue. It wasn’t until I stumbled back that I realized we never even fucked, that I’d been too consumed sucking her cock that I forgot about fucking entirely. “I guess we can fuck another time, white boy,” she said with an adorable giggle. She pulled her panties up over her dripping cock. I was about to leave when she said, “Yun Chan is my boss, by the way.” I looked at her, my mission coming back to me hard. “You asked earlier.” 
 
    “Yun Chan? Really? Can you give me his phone number? I need to ask him a question.”  
 
    “Yun Chan has no phone number. Too dangerous.” 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “I shouldn’t say.”  
 
    I grabbed her and pulled her tight to me. “Tell me,” I demanded. She smiled, looking down at my grip. She liked the rough play. 
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “I need to know.” 
 
    “Slap my ass.” 
 
    I stared at her for a moment with puzzled eyes. That smirk didn’t leave her face. She turned around and bent over. “Slap my ass and maybe I’ll tell you,” she said. 
 
    I slapped her ass, watching her soft cheeks jiggle and turn red. “Harder,” she demanded, so I slapped her harder. She looked so hot, bent over in that skirt, those long black fishnet leggings, the tall black heels she’d mastered. Once her ass was a shade of crimson, she caved. She wrote down an address on my arm and we parted ways. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I don’t know what I was expecting when I went to meet Yun Chan. The address Ming gave me was for a Thai soup restaurant. She wrote ‘downstairs’ beneath the address, so I figured the restaurant was a cover, and I was right. Beneath the restaurant was an impressive space, massive, long corridors, dozens of basements connected. It was the heart of the Bangkok Underground. A man who said absolutely nothing when I said “I’m here to meet with Yun Chan,” led me through a labyrinth of hallways and rooms, some filled with money, some filled with guns, some filled with women, some filled with all of those things, some filled with things I didn’t know and couldn’t name. At the end of one long hallway was a red door. The second I saw it, I knew it was our destination. 
 
    But the room was surprisingly unimpressive: a small, grey boardroom. Yun, a tall, built Thai man, was sitting in an office chair, leaning back, laughing as he watched an American soap opera on a corner television. He didn’t acknowledge my presence until the commercial break. Then, he turned to me and became very serious, deadpan. “You the guy looking for me? Why? What do you want?” 
 
    “Two girls: Ming and Phan. They work for you, yeah?” 
 
    He sat in an intimidating stillness. This man was the real deal, a crime lord that made me and my associates look like children at the park. I don’t think I saw him blink once during our meeting. The only movement I noticed in his body was his throbbing veins, which were visible throughout his bald head, his thick neck, and his ripped arms. “I don’t know, maybe.” He stared at me, waiting for me to go on. He probably had people below him who dealt with his women, kind of like me but on a larger scale, I’m sure. “Why?” he finally asked. The room was silent. Not even the buzz of a light of the distant hum of an air conditioner. It was deadening, a vacuum. 
 
    “I’m looking to get into the business.” 
 
    “Whores?” he asked bluntly. 
 
    “Well, I’m already in that business,” I said, and then I thought of the best way to word my next sentence. 
 
    “Ladyboys?” he said for me. 
 
    I nodded and shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, ladyboys,” I said. “I think it’s an understated business. I mean, I know American tourists would pay far more than those girls are charging—” 
 
    Before I could finish, he said, “You been fucking them?” 
 
    I took a moment to respond. “No,” I said. My palms were sweaty. “I mean, yeah, that’s kind of how I got into this—” 
 
    Again, he cut me off. “You can’t have my girls,” he said, and then he turned back to his program, which was now back from commercial break. 
 
    As I went to speak again, one of his men placed a hand on my shoulder, as if to say, Not during Days of our Lives. So I waited awkwardly for ten minutes until the next commercial break. It gave me time to try to come up with a game plan, an offer that would spike his interest. All my thinking was for nothing, because as soon as his program went back to commercial, he turned to me and said, “You’re an American, yeah?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “You know, people pay a lot of money to watch ladyboys fuck Americans.” His henchmen all chuckled at the question. 
 
    “No, no, you see, I’m looking to buy your girls, not for myself, but for—” 
 
    Again, I was cut off. “Ten thousand dollars for a show,” he said. “And if they like you, maybe a bonus on top of that.” 
 
    I was silent, instantly considering his proposal. What kind of show was he talking about? A sex show? Where people watch me fuck a ladyboy? My brain was screaming at me, Get out of here, you idiot! But I couldn’t deny the excitement. And the money—ten thousand dollars is a hell of a lot of money, for a few minutes of fucking. Hell, a lot of people would pay money to do something like what Yun Chan was proposing. Granted, those were some deranged people. 
 
    “Tonight,” Yun Chan said, turning back to his television. “You can stay here until the show.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Chan, but I don’t think I’m interested,” I said. 
 
    But he wasn’t giving me the choice. He looked over at me and his eyes were serious. Behind me, I could feel the presence of a machine gun. I didn’t need to look back to know it was aimed at the back of my head. And in that moment, I realized I’d made a huge mistake. I’d chased excitement too far down the rabbit hole. I’d gotten mixed in with the wrong crowd and now I was going to pay the price. I envy the people in the world who are happy being complacent, lazy, unmotivated. People who can reach a modest goal and then coast for the rest of their lives. All they need is a decent salary and a little house in the suburbs and they’re good. I wish that was me. But it wasn’t me. I had to have everything and then some. 
 
    I was taken to a room with a cot and a toilet. The only difference between that room and a prison cell was that prison cells generally had windows in them. I sat on the cot and waited. How bad could it be? I fuck a ladyboy, some people watch, and then hopefully that’s enough for them. Besides, ten grand is a lot of money. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    A few hours later, a couple of armed men came to get me. They led me down a long corridor that must have stretched a number of blocks. Then, we reached a staircase and I knew it was the place. 
 
    They took me up to an auditorium-style room, filled with men in suits and cigar smoke. There was a man on the floor with a microphone speaking to the crowd in Thai, and a couple of topless waitresses walking around, serving drinks. The waitresses had nice tits. I couldn’t help but wonder if they might be ladyboys too—if every beautiful woman in this country was actually a ladyboy. 
 
    Of the foreign words spoken by the announcer, I recognized one: American. He said it about fifteen times between some other gibberish before motioning towards me. I took that as my queue to step onto centre stage. No one clapped or cheered. It was silent, save for the occasional clinking of glasses and the occasional clearing of a throat. Ceiling mounted lights were turned my way, making it impossible to see any faces in the crowd. I wondered if I knew anyone in attendance. It was unlikely, but I knew a lot of people involved in the crime business, so it certainly wasn’t impossible. 
 
    I stood there waiting for something to happen, for some sort of instruction of what to do next. But there was just an uncomfortable silence. I looked around, wondering what I was missing, what everyone was expecting. I knew I was going to be fucking a ladyboy at some point on the stage. Just thinking about it made my heart rate explode into a frenzy. But I kept my composure about me. 
 
    Then I heard a squeaking. At first it was faint and then it grew louder and louder. A man was pushing an uncomfortable-looking bed on wheels towards me. He parked it in the centre of the stage and then walked off. Then the silence returned for a moment. I wondered if I was supposed to get on the bed, remove my clothes, or just stand there stupidly. I chose to stand there stupidly, and there was no protest from the crowd, nor was there any sign of approval.  
 
    Then came the clicking of heels. It was my date, my fuck, my ten thousand dollars. I could practically hear my heart tolling against my ribcage. You wanted excitement, you got it, I told myself. I turned towards the sound and then I saw her and a wave of relief washed over me. God, she was beautiful. Everything about her was perfect: her long, smooth legs wrapped nicely in white stockings, her short skirt, her plump tits squished tightly into her white blouse—and that face, my God, that face. She could have been a supermodel, an international celebrity. Instead, she was doing fuck-shows in a Thai basement. I wondered if that was by choice or if she was being forced. Hell, if they were offering her the money I was getting, how could she say no? 
 
    Her entrance got a rise out of the audience of one hundred or so—finally. Some clapping, some whistling, and a lot of chatter. The chatter eventually reduced to whispers and then, as the beauty approached me, the room became silent. She stopped right in front of me and looked me in the eyes. I wanted to say something to her, but my internal systems all seemed to shut down at once. I was at a complete loss for words as the smell of perfection wafted into my nostrils. She was a total vixen with her red lips and her long, dark hair. She leaned forward and gently grabbed my bottom lip with her teeth. A jolt ran up my spine. She was an ungodly perfection, a masterwork. Her beauty didn’t belong in that basement, on this planet. My heart stuttered as she released my lip and I nearly fell over. 
 
    She ran her fingertips down from my chest, slowly, sinking her body down, her knees towards the ground. Her fingertips found the bulge of my cock. Until that moment, I was worried I wouldn’t be able to get a hard-on for the crowd. As soon as those magic fingers caressed my length, my cock was throbbing, hardening faster than it ever had before. She pulled down my fly, slowly, meticulously. Then she pulled down my pants and my underwear. Every instinct in my body screamed to stop her, stop her from exposing your erection to the crowd, but more than anything, I wanted her to fondle me, to wrap her perfect hands around my cock, to sink my cock through her plump, juicy lips. 
 
    Another flurry of whispers broke out in the audience as my cock sprang free. They came to a silence again as the bombshell slipped my member into her mouth and began to suck. She knew how to suck a dick, I’ll say that much. No second was wasted. Her tongue wrapped around my girth and her lips suctioned me tightly. I could feel the tip of my cock against the back of her throat, and she didn’t gag one little bit. She worked her fingertip magic on my ball sack. I swear, I nearly blacked out, between my accelerating heart rate and the haze of euphoria that was clouding my brain. I sunk my fingers into her soft hair, pulling her in tightly until her nose pressed against my pubic bone. Still, she didn’t gag. 
 
    She stood up and removed her shirt, eliciting another excited oohing from the crowd. Who could blame them? The ladyboy’s tits were perfect, two plump, supple masterpieces. I stared at them in a state of near-hypnosis. I’d almost forgotten that there was an audience of one hundred staring down at my erect cock. She pushed me gently back until my legs hit the cot and I sat down. Then, she climbed over me, planting her knees at my sides, my face lined perfectly up with her abdomen. I looked up and she was smiling at me, a smile which I somehow translated into: “Your turn. Lift up my skirt,” so I did. 
 
    And then my body became rigid and I stopped. Suddenly I could see what all the hype was about, why these rich men paid so much for this show. My date wasn’t any ordinary ladyboy, and not just because she was an absolute bombshell. She was hung, and I mean hung. Her cock, even flaccid, was enormous—long, thick, heavy. These people didn’t come to watch me fuck a ladyboy. They came to watch a ladyboy fuck me—and fuck me stupid.  I’d never had a cock in my ass before, never mind a cock the size of my date’s. It was going to hurt, no question about that. I was starting to wonder if she was real or some robot designed by some mad, horny scientist. She was designed to fuck, designed to draw crowds of wealthy spectators. 
 
    My hand trembled as I brought it up to the beast of a cock. I could hardly wrap my fingers around its impressive girth. And it’s weight… The thing made my hand look tiny. I gave it a long stroke and watched as the skin pulled back, revealing her thick, bulbous tip. She took my head and brought it in, but I wasn’t able to fit it in my mouth. The tip pressed against my lips but wouldn’t press through. And last I checked, my mouth was wider than my asshole.  
 
    A pit grew in my stomach. Was this even safe? Had anyone ever been fucked to death before? Or was I about to be the first, fucked to shreds by my ladyboy date and her horse-sized cock. She pulled my head in towards her body and somehow the cock slipped into my mouth. I could hardly breathe as the warm, throbbing member sunk in deep. I closed my eyes and I reconsidered everything—my foolish obsession, my need for excitement, love for money. How had I gone from accidentally picking up a ladyboy prostitute to being fucked by a world-record-sized cock in front of one hundred onlookers in the span of a day? 
 
    She did the work, thrusting her long dick into my mouth. Unlike her, I gagged, but it made no difference to her. She wasn’t interested in sparing me, and neither was the crowd. They were here to see an American being fucked senseless by their superstar Thai ladyboy, and that’s what they were getting. I could feel my saliva running down the sides of my face.  
 
    A moment later, she pulled her cock out and pushed me down on the bed. She was hard and her massive cock now stood tall, far past her bellybutton, nearly touching her supple tits. As she flipped me over onto my stomach with impressive strength, I wondered if ten thousand dollars was enough for asshole-reconstruction surgery. She made sure I was facing the crowd before she climbed on top of me, mounting me, getting ready for entry. I couldn’t see any of their faces but I knew they were staring at me, excited to see my ass pulverized by the monster-cock. I felt her saliva covered cock slap down between my butt cheeks. 
 
    Then, I felt it push in, taking my anal virginity from me in a swift push. I didn’t think it was possible, but the bombshell made it happen. She only pushed the tip in before stopping for a moment, but it was enough to make me clench, to make my whole body seize up and for me to groan aloud. I could hear a unanimous creaking as everyone leaned forward in their seats, not that they needed to be any closer to see that huge appendage between my ladyboy’s legs.  
 
    She started to fuck me with just an inch of her cock. Maybe she was just getting me ready, getting me stretched out before plunging in deep. Or maybe she was teasing the crowd. Either way, I knew she wasn’t going to stop there. I knew I was going to get the whole package eventually, if such a thing was even possible. But I have to admit, the tip of her cock, sliding in and out of my asshole, felt pretty good. Not just good, but great. After a few pumps, I felt myself relaxing, the pleasure beginning to build up and pulse through my veins. I took a deep breath and felt my asshole unclenching, letting her slide in just a bit deeper. 
 
    You know when you have a little, tiny piece of food stuck between your teeth, like the skin of an apple, and it feels like someone has their whole fist jammed between your teeth? Well, the asshole, as it turns out, isn’t much different. My date only had a couple of inches inside of my butt, but it felt like she had her whole forearm in there, filling me up, stuffed. I became tense again, clenching, trying to stop her from sinking any deeper. But again, she didn’t care for me or my feelings. She just cared about getting herself off and getting the audience off. She pushed past my clenching, deeper, deeper, deeper, deeper. Hell, I didn’t think she had anything left, but still, it kept sinking deeper. I swear to God, I could feel her tip pressing up against my sternum, and at one point, I thought it was in my goddamned throat. Now I know what a Thanksgiving turkey must feel like. 
 
    She started to pump her cock in and out of me. I managed to look back. Before her hips slapped my ass, they would rise up tall, repeating the process again and again. At first, I thought it was the end of me. No human could possibly survive such a pounding. That whole part of the body wasn’t designed to have anything going in—never mind a foot-long monster cock. Yet, there I was, taking the whole thing up my asshole. 
 
    But after a few pumps, the pleasure came rushing in. My whole body was consumed by it, a mind-numbing euphoria. I squirmed, bit the pillow, tried to hold back. I couldn’t bare to scream in front of all of those people. But I couldn’t hold back. I let go of the pillow and let out a loud bellow. My asshole had gone completely numb but all over my body was pinging with ecstasy. Time became a blur. The world around me became a blur. My date pulled out for a brief moment, flipped me over, and then squished her cock back into my body and carried on. Now, I could see everything: her tits bouncing up and down with every thrust, her long cock sliding in and out of my body, her beautiful face drifting closer and closer to orgasm.  
 
    She reached down and grabbed my erection and started to beat me off while she pumped my ass. Hell, I don’t think it was even necessary. I probably would have came without it—is that even possible? It sure as hell felt like it. She only beat my cock a few times before I unloaded all over my own chest—a massive load of white, sticky cum. Who would have thought heaven was a grungy basement bellow a Thai soup restaurant? 
 
    I could feel her cock swelling, bloating up. She was close to cumming. Would she do it deep in my ass or would she pull out and drench me in what I could only imagine was a monster load to compliment her monster cock. She chose the latter, pulling her appendage out and aiming it at the centre of my chest, where my own load was already pooled. And I was right, her load was massive. Cannon fire—load after load—maybe she was a robot, a small computer up in her brain and the rest of her just an empty shell, filled with cum that was now unloading on me. 
 
    My impulses took control and I reached forward, taking her cock in both of my hands, getting the final few pumps in. I had to feel it for myself, her giant member as it unloaded, as it pulsed with every blast. God, it felt amazing, warm, rigid, powerful. I still couldn’t believe the entire thing had just been inside of my body, which now felt empty, depleted, like it was missing something very big. I went limp, my muscles exhausted from being constantly clenched. 
 
    She crawled over me and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips, her tits pressed up against my chest, rubbing in our collective cum. I was getting paid ten grand for this? Fuck, I would have paid ten grand for this! Like a little kid getting off of a rollercoaster, I wanted back on—I wanted to run right back into the line and do it again, and again, and again.  
 
    Two men came out and led me off of the stage. They brought me to a shower room and said something in Thai, which I assumed was, “Please wash all of that cum off of your body.” I did, and then I was taken to the exit and handed an envelope with ten thousand U.S. dollars. My head was still swirling, spinning, clouded. I was still riding high, my thoughts unable to process. 
 
    It wasn’t until the next morning, when I woke up in my mansion on the hill, that I knew what I was going to do next—what the next logical step was in my hunt for excitement, my craving for adrenaline. 
 
    I was going to go and find Yun Chan again. This time, I was going to find out what I needed to do to become one of his girls— 
 
    One of his ladyboys. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TRANS CAM WHORE 
 
    After accidentally stumbling on a familiar face while surfing the internet, Roger finds himself with an unlikely obsession. Turns out, his neighbour’s son, Lawrence, is a transgender webcam whore who goes by the name “LolitaXXX”. And she’s absolute beautiful. 
 
    And Roger’s newfound obsession seems totally harmless, at least until he begins to suspect LolitaXXX knows too much. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I think everybody, deep down, wants to spot someone they know in a porno, on one of those sexy webcam sites, or in some sort of sex tape or another. Could you imagine finding that sexy girl from your office strip-teasing on PornHub? Or that girl in your social studies class flashing her tits on some Girls Gone Wild video? Who do you think you’re kidding—you’d lose your mind. Whether you like the person or not, you’d watch the tape, you know you would, even just out of curiosity. 
 
    And if you’re sitting there thinking, Nope, not me, I would never watch that tape! I’m too classy for that! Well, that’s what I thought too, until I stumbled upon someone I knew in the scandalous reaches of the internet. At least, I thought I knew them—they were painfully familiar. Younger than any of my friends or my coworkers, I couldn’t place the soft, beautiful face (strange—I couldn’t imagine forgetting a face like that). So how did I know this person? 
 
    I was, admittedly, watching porn (in the comfort of my own home, I feel obliged to point out) when I got one of those annoying popups for a webcam website. I was about to click the little red X in the corner when I recognized the girl in the video, sitting on a pink bed, in pink lingerie, staring into the camera with a cute smile. She was live, waiting for viewers to start pouring in. She had her hair in long brains that she played with while she hummed patiently. She was younger than me—maybe too young—but my curiosity ultimately won the battle. I knew her from somewhere, but where? Where did I know that face from? Her username was LolitaXXX. She was wearing dark red lipstick that night that I assumed she must have stolen from her mother’s makeup kit. 
 
    The chat room was quickly filling up. Her computer dinged ferociously as men left her small tips and begged her to take her clothes off. I remained like a fly on the wall, ignoring the scrolling chat box. Her face was taunting me, torturing me—how on the Earth did I know this girl? 
 
    She giggled and then reached forward to type something. I looked to the chat box. Someone wrote “Show us the goods, darling.” She replied, “How badly do you want it?” and then she looked into the lens and winked. God, she was gorgeous. My heart melted, probably along with the hearts of many other men around the world watching the same stream. Another flurry of dings erupted from her system as men donated tips in the form of bit-coins. 
 
    Who was this sexy vixen? I needed to know. It was destroying me. Of course I couldn’t simply ask—unless she was completely handicapped, she wouldn’t reveal that information freely over the internet. I was going to need to figure it out for myself. 
 
    And then I did. After one of the men donated a large twenty-dollar tip, she stood up on her knees, grabbed her panties by the waist, teased us all for a moment, and then flashed her cock. That’s right—her cock. Between her legs was a long, thick penis. Even flaccid, it was an intimidating member. And the moment I realized I was looking at a man, I realized exactly who I was looking at: the high school boy next door. 
 
    I froze for a moment, realizing I’d been watching the boy next door for nearly twenty minutes straight. I clicked away from the window, closing it, my heart racing as if I’d done something terribly naughty, as if I’d been caught in some heinous act. But I was in my home, alone, perfectly safe.  
 
    I tried to remember his name.  
 
    Lawrence, that’s it!  
 
    His dad was a big football fan and was always inviting me over to watch games. His dad was quite a bit older than me, and kind of an asshole. He would always yell at Lawrence during the games, called him an idiot, stuff like that. It made me uncomfortable, so I stopped accepting his game invites, and I stayed at home instead, finishing up some “work.” I was never a great liar, but he seemed to buy it. Poor kid—his dad was a real jack-off. 
 
    Though maybe I was mistaken—maybe it was just someone who just so happened to look a lot like Lawrence. After all, he had a full face of makeup on, and the video quality wasn’t exactly spectacular.  
 
    I looked out the window, towards Lawrence’s bedroom. His blinds were closed but there was a pink hue to the light in the room. It didn’t prove anything one way or the other. Though his blinds did have a very distinct zigzagging pattern to them. I tried to remember if you could see that zigzagging pattern in the background of his webcam show.  
 
    Once again, curiosity won the battle and I found myself searching that moniker: LolitaXXX. Moments later, I was face to face with him once again. He couldn’t see me (thank God) but I could see him. And I could see those blinds in the background. Now I was sure it was him. As Lawrence stood up in the video, I looked to the window, and I’m fairly certain I could see the shadow-silhouette of someone inside, standing up. It was definitely him. 
 
    He grabbed his tits, which were covered only by a bra. Tits? I wondered. How did the kid have tits? I didn’t have to ask, thanks to the chat box. “Your new boobs look great, Lolita,” someone wrote. He dropped to his knees and typed a message back. “Thanks, I just got them done. They’re still tender. Have to be gentle!” He grabbed them again and squeezed. God, they looked real. Impressive. But how did he afford them? How did he get them done behind his dad’s back? 
 
    A message popped up: “A user has requested a private show. Come back soon!” The screen went black and the users in the chat bar unanimously voiced typed frustrations. Their teen ladyboy was temporarily out of service. 
 
    I went down to my bathroom. My bathroom window was directly across from Lawrence’s bedroom. I figured I had a better vantage point from there, and maybe I could see something—anything. And I was right, I could see a thin sliver of the room through a small gap in his blinds. Then I froze. I don’t know what I was expecting to see. Maybe him grabbing his tits, rubbing his dick—something like that. Instead, I could see Lawrence, dressed in that skimpy lingerie, on his bed, on all fours, plunging a cucumber in and out of his asshole. I looked away sharply. I didn’t know what to make of what I was seeing. What was I seeing? 
 
    Lawrence had definitely never struck me as the type. His dad was a burly football fan. He had two brothers who both played for the local college football team. I didn’t know much about Lawrence, but I never in a hundred years thought he would be such a departure from the rest of his family. Yet there he was, eight inches of cucumber deep in his asshole, and a pair of great-looking fake tits, bouncing back and forth. His legs were impressively ladylike: long, smooth, wrapped nicely in thin white stockings. His hair was surprisingly long and soft. Thinking about it in that bathroom, I could only remember ever seeing him in baggy clothes and a beanie. He must have kept his hair tied up tightly underneath. 
 
    I couldn’t shake that image from my mind. I mean, I hardly knew the kid, but still, it seemed so insane. To think I was living next door to those shows—and for how long? Had this been going on for years? Certainly he’d been doing it for quite some time now—enough time to afford a boob-job. I can’t imagine those come cheap, especially at that quality. I tried to go to sleep but the thought of Lawrence—on his back, legs wide, and cucumber deep in his tush—stayed in my mind. 
 
    I once heard someone say that ideas are like seeds. I wasn’t really sure what that meant, I suppose that ideas grow. But that night, I think I figured it out. That image of Lawrence was like a seed stuck in my mind and it began to grow and flourish. The next day it was already an obsession, and I can’t explain to you why or how it came to be so. I needed to know more, I needed to go deeper. Maybe it was some sort of perverted excitement—and there was an excitement to it, hiding behind the anonymity of the internet, being able to see Lawrence but being an invisible stranger to him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    As soon as I saw his bedroom light flick on, I went to my computer. I searched out his handle: LolitaXXX, and then clicked into his show. I was one of the first online, but it filled up fast. I had my credit card out, ready. But I hesitated. Something was holding me back. Fear of the taboo, probably. This wasn’t just some random webcam whore, this was my neighbour’s son, a teen boy for crying out loud. But my God, was he beautiful in that pink lingerie, that dark eyeliner, that soft pink lipstick. He looked like a goddess, or better yet, a siren, calling me towards the rocks. I had to act fast if I was going to beat one of the other hundred men in the chat lobby to the punch. 
 
    Fifty dollars later, I was into a new chat room—just me and him. The others were all left behind, likely frustrated. Some of them probably waited around all night for LolitaXXX to come online and I snatched her away from them. 
 
    “Hi baby, feeling naughty tonight?” she asked. Her voice was impressively feminine—so much so that I once again began to doubt it was actually my neighbour’s son, Lawrence. But I knew it was. It would have been quite the coincidence that there was a trans cam whore who looked just like my neighbour (who just happened to stick phallic objects up his asshole on camera). 
 
    I typed back with trembling fingers: “Very naughty.” I considered exiting the window, leaving before I fell any deeper into this mess I was creating. But my curiosity was too strong, too overwhelming. I stayed in. 
 
    “You know, you can turn on your camera, too. We can have a bit of fun together,” she said and then she bit her lip. Her eyes were locked onto mine as she stared directly into the camera’s lens. Hell, it was hard to believe she couldn’t already see me. My heart fluttered. There was no way I could turn on my camera—expose my identity. I couldn’t even begin to imagine her reaction when she saw my face—the face of that pervert next door. 
 
    I typed back, “I shouldn’t. I just want to watch.” 
 
    “Oh, baby, what’s the fun in that? How am I supposed to get off without seeing a bit of you,” she said, leaning closer to her camera. Those eyes—hypnotising. My heart was pounding now, my palms getting sweaty. “I don’t bite, baby. It’ll be fun, I promise.” The way she was looking into that camera lens, I still wasn’t convinced she couldn’t see me. 
 
    I never knew I was so weak, so vulnerable to the mysterious powers of lust. Even though I knew she was a he, even though I knew she was my neighbour’s son, I couldn’t resist her, I couldn’t deny her. Luckily, I had an old Halloween mask in my closet. I put it on and then returned to my computer.  
 
    “Are you still there, baby?” she asked. I hovered my cursor over the Start Video button and hesitated. What was I thinking? Why was I about to do this? For what reason? This was no longer a curiosity, it was an obsession with no means to an end. Curiosity for curiosity’s sake. 
 
    I clicked. 
 
    And then, in the bottom-right corner, my video feed went live. On her screen, it was everything. She smiled and bit her lip. “Oh my God, you’re a hottie,” she said, looking me up and down. “Why don’t you take off some of your clothes? Get comfortable.” I realized then that she couldn’t just see me, she could also hear me. She was probably waiting for a response, to hear my voice. Would she recognize my voice? Again, I hesitated. 
 
    “You’re a shy boy, huh? Well how’s about this, I’ll take off one piece, and then you take off one piece. Deal?” 
 
    My heart was about to explode in my chest. Even if I wanted to speak, I wouldn’t have been able to through the lump in my throat. So instead, I nodded.  
 
    She smiled and then gently pushed the straps of her little pink outfit over her shoulder. Slowly, she pulled the top down, at first revealing her plump cleavage, then her perky nipples, then her whole chest—her perfect, supple tits. My God, those tits couldn’t have been more perfect. The pink number hit the bed and all that was left now was her tiny pink panties. I took off my shirt and her face lit up.  
 
    “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she said, biting her soft, pink, bottom lip once again. I could practically smell her tantalizing perfume through the computer screen, feel her soft, satin skin. She seemed like so much more than just an image on the screen. 
 
    “I’ll show you my cock if you show me yours,” she said, still staring into that camera lens.  
 
    I took a deep breath, trying to gather my composure. I probably looked like a nervous wreck, trembling, silent, wearing my mask. Meanwhile there she was, practically naked, face exposed, beautiful, calm. Funny isn’t it? How she—born a man, mid-transition—could be more comfortable in her body than me? There was something to be said about that, though I was too nervous to pinpoint what exactly.  
 
    Heart racing, I began to remove my pants. I didn’t even realize until that moment that I was rock-hard, fully erect. I felt a warm rush flow up to my cheeks, and I could see my face turn red in my small corner video feed. I pulled down my boxers quickly, like pulling off a Band-Aid. My cock was freed. And it didn’t look half-bad on the video screen, extending up like a tower towards my sternum. Her eyes lit up and sparkled. Apparently she liked it, too. “You’re a big boy,” she said, her tongue licking the corners of her lips. She stared at her screen, face still lit up. “If you were here with me, I would work that cock so hard.” She was either a fantastic actor or she truly, genuinely wanted my cock. Even Marlon Brando couldn’t brighten his eyes the way LolitaXXX was doing now.  
 
    “What would you do?” I asked. The words slipped out of me before I could catch them. As soon as they did, my face became a dark shade of crimson and I froze, waiting for her to recognize my voice, recognize me.  
 
    She was silent for a moment and then she smiled. “First I would run my fingers up your shaft and I would maybe play with your balls a bit. Then I would wrap my lips around the tip of your cock and I’d slowly sink down until your whole yummy dick was in my throat. You’re big, but I bet I could take it all. I’d let you fuck my face while I massaged your balls. Would you like that? If I let you fuck my face?” Her big, beautiful eyes flashed as she leaned closer to the camera.  
 
    My cock was throbbing now. I wanted her so badly. If only I could go next door, go up to her room, lay her down, and fuck her brains out. “I’d like that,” I said. 
 
    “Want to see my cock?” she asked. 
 
    I’d nearly forgotten she had a cock—that she was in fact a he. But despite that, I still wanted to see it—her cock. There was something so exciting about it—exhilarating, even. 
 
    She pulled her panties down and there it was, semi-erect, long, thick, throbbing. She was hung like a damn horse. Now there was a cock that could do some damage—veiny, rigid, powerful—and it was between the beautiful, soft thighs of a woman. “What should I do with it?” she said. 
 
    “Stroke it,” I said. 
 
    She giggled. “Okay,” she said and she grabbed her giant cock in her hand (the girth of the thing made her hand look tiny) and she began to stroke it, sliding up gently and then pulling down, pulling back the skin, revealing her bulging tip. Oh, how I wished that little hand was working my cock like that, with such sensual strokes. She stared into the camera lens while she worked it, her eyes seemingly locked onto mine. It was shockingly arousing, mesmerizing, heart-melting. I watched for a good minute before I took my own cock in my hand and began to stroke it. “Do you like that?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “How much do you like it?” 
 
    “I like it a lot.” 
 
    She giggled again. Her cock had become bigger, thicker, harder, like a flagpole between her legs, nearly touching the base of her round, perky tits. “Your voice is so familiar,” she said, and my heart stopped for a moment before exploding into a frenzy. She said it with a harrowing casualness. I couldn’t even imagine, being in her position, possibly recognizing someone on the other end. Any sane person would have felt so vulnerable, so anxious. But she didn’t seem to care in the slightest. Or maybe, again, she was just a fantastic actor. 
 
    My face became red again. Her head leaned to one side like a dog. “Do I know you?” she asked, without taking her hand away from her cock, continuing to stroke in long, beautiful strides.  
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t think so,” I managed to say through the lump in my throat.  
 
    “Too bad,” she said. “It would be nice to do this together.” She giggled and bit her lip, staring into the camera lens—staring into my eyes—as if she actually knew, as if to call my bluff. But it was all too casual, too undisturbed to be true. There was no way she knew who I was, right? It must have just been an act, to get me excited, to get my engines revving, and it worked. My heart was beating at a thousand miles per minute and my cock was as hard as a steel beam. “Do you want me to stick anything in my ass?” she asked. 
 
    My heart stuttered. “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “What do you want?” she reached behind her computer and then revealed a number of sex toys: vibrators, dildos, a cucumber, and a few other colourful options. I picked a long, blue dildo and she smiled. “Good choice,” she said. “It’s my favourite.” 
 
    She leaned back, onto her shoulders, and lifted her legs into the air, knees to her chest, revealing her butthole beneath her big ball sack. First, she closed her eyes and stuck the tip of the dildo in her mouth, sucking it, getting it warm and wet. Then, she opened her eyes, smiled, and brought the long blue dildo down to her butthole. “Are you ready?” she asked.  
 
    I simply nodded my head. Then, she began to push the rubber cock into her butt. It took a moment to penetrate her anus, but once it was through, it slid in effortlessly, deeper, deeper, and deeper. My body trembled with a combination of excitement and nervousness. I wished I could have been in that room, plunging my cock deep down into her beautiful asshole while she beat her monster-cock. Don’t get me wrong, this was good, too—the excitement of anonymity. After a long, deep breath, she began to fuck herself with the blue appendage, plunging it deep and pulling it out, over and over. God, she knew how to work the thing, using both of her hands, twisting it ever so slightly to maximize the pleasure. 
 
    I was in a trance. I’d almost forgotten I’d been stroking my dick off the whole time, now beating it rapidly with a tight grip. “Jerk yourself off,” I demanded, and she followed the order, using one hand to plunge the dildo deep and the other to whack off. “Faster,” I demanded, and she followed that order too. Her tight anus gripped the blue dildo with every pull-out, and then sucked ferociously with every plunge down. 
 
    “Oh God,” she moaned. Her head fell back and rolled from side to side, eyes closed. She was going to come—and I wasn’t far behind. My eyes were transfixed on her big cock, visibly throbbing, about to burst. The moment that first blast of white cum shot out onto her beautiful tits, I was finished. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came—a huge load. I screamed out loud and so did she. We came in near-unison, and it felt so incredible.  
 
    And then, after we both caught our breath, she smiled and looked at me through her computer. She shook her head. “God, you look so familiar. Are you sure I don’t know you, baby?” 
 
    That familiar anxiety overtook my body and I shook my head. 
 
    “Well that’s too bad. I’d love that big dick of yours deep in my asshole.” She winked at me and then blew me a kiss. “I’d better get back to the chat room,” she said, and that was the end of our little cyber-date.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    My obsession only grew stronger over the passing days. The thought of other men having her—going into that private video room with her—drove me insane. I lingered in the public chat room when she was online, but I never went back into the private room with her—afraid she would catch on to me. She nearly caught onto me the first time. I wasn’t willing to risk another go at it. If she found me out, I’d be doomed. God only knows—I’d probably have a restraining order by the end of the week. 
 
    Or maybe not. Maybe she would be into it. Maybe she would be interested in a real private one-on-one, no computer screen barrier. I shook my head. I really was beginning to lose my mind. Outing myself was suicide and trying to convince myself otherwise was foolish (foolish being a serious understatement). 
 
    So instead I just watched her beauty from the safety of the public chat room, my heart filling with jealousy every time that message popped up: “A user has requested a private show. Come back soon!” I would wait for her to return while the other men in the room would flock to other girls’ shows. Sometimes I would wait as long as an hour, just for another chance to look into those gorgeous eyes one more time. 
 
    One day she came back from a private show, looking rather unsatisfied, and she reached forward and typed onto her keyboard. No message appeared in the public chat box but my computer dinged. It was a private message. I clicked the red, glowing mail icon and it brought me into a new window. The message was from her, from LolitaXXX. It read: “Why don’t I ever see you in the private room anymore?” 
 
    My heart fluttered at the message—she remembered me. Maybe it was just a small gesture, an attempt to drum up some more business, but the small glimmer of hope filled me with joy, that she enjoyed our time together and wanted more—that I was better than the other guys who spent their fifty dollars for their fifteen minutes. I thought of something to say back, but couldn’t think of the right thing. Every possibility sounded off—creepy, lame, worthless. “You there?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m here,” I wrote back. 
 
    “I miss you,” she wrote.  
 
    Again, I found myself trying to think of the right thing to write back, but nothing came to mind. I stared at the keyboard with a blank mind. 
 
    “You know, I remembered how I know you,” she wrote. 
 
    My heart stopped, my head began to spin. I felt nauseas, my forehead burning. Three little dots—an ellipses—that signified she was typing a message, seemed to linger on my screen forever. I thought of bailing, exiting the window, pretending like it never happened, like I never found her web cam, never went into that private chat, never watched her fuck her beautiful asshole while I jerked off. But I knew playing ignorant wouldn’t change anything. Running away would just leave me in a state of anxiety—did she really know? And if she did, what was she going to do about it?  
 
    “You should come over and fuck me on camera,” she said. My heart was tolling aggressively now into my ribcage. It was all I could hear—that and my stuttering breath. I was a mess. Did she really know? She didn’t exactly prove that she knew—she didn’t point out my identity. Maybe it was a trap, to out me, to put an end to her own little mystery. Maybe it was bothering her, not being able to pinpoint who I was. “I’ll leave the backdoor open. My dad’s out of town for the night.” She ended her message with a little winky face and a heart, and then I got a message from the server: “LolitaXXX has ended the private message.” It returned me to the public room where the trans beauty was laying on her stomach, staring into the camera lens.  
 
    “Why is the Request Private button greyed out?” someone in the chat asked. 
 
    “I’m not doing privates right now,” she said. “I’m waiting.” And then she continued to lay there, staring into the camera, teasing me, her gaze burning into my soul. A minute passed, my heart was still racing. Five minutes passed, I was filled with an intense anxiety. I looked over to her bedroom window, which was glowing a soft pink. How insane was I? I was actually considering going over. 
 
    I looked down and noticed the backdoor swaying gently in the breeze. She really did go and leave the backdoor open. And her father’s car wasn’t in the driveway. My God, I thought, she really did want me to go over. 
 
    And then, as if possessed by some alien entity, I stood up, took a deep breath, grabbed my mask, and started towards my neighbour’s house. I walked across the yard, into her backyard, and I grabbed the door by the handle. Carefully, I opened it. The house was dark and totally silent. I thought about flicking on a light, but decided against it at the last second. I wanted to leave every out possible, just in case I came to my senses and changed my mind at the last minute. I’d been in this house a few times before, for football games and the occasional cocktail party. But never had I been over when Lawrence was home alone, at night. And maybe it was the peculiar circumstances of my visit, but the place seemed completely foreign now, totally strange. 
 
    I climbed the stairs and found myself at Lawrence’s door—LolitaXXX’s door. I could see the soft pink glow striped beneath the door. It was my last chance to back out.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I didn’t back out. Instead, I entered the room. 
 
    And there she was, laying preciously on her pink bed, dressed in her pink nightie with her soft pink lipstick. My pink princess, my own little cyber-whore. Except now she was real—not just a moving image on a screen. She looked at me, her face becoming red. Her smile was the relief I needed, to know I hadn’t made a huge mistake, misread the situation. But her red cheeks suggested she didn’t actually expect me to come over. I stood in the doorway for a minute. “Come here,” she said, so I did. I stopped in front of her, looking down at her through the eyeholes of my mask. She smiled and took my hands. 
 
    God, her hands were soft. “I’m glad you came,” she said. 
 
    Her computer was dinging like crazy, like a winning slot machine. The comment box was scrolling and filling faster than any human could read. “Want to have some fun?” she asked. 
 
    I tried to say yes but the lump in my throat prevented it. So I just nodded. Then, her hand found the bulge of my cock and she gave it a precious rub. In that moment I thought I was dreaming. And now that I knew I was dreaming, I would wake up. Any second, I’ll wake up… But I didn’t. I wasn’t dreaming. She was real. This was actually happening—on camera for hundreds of people watching online. I was going to fuck her in front of hundreds of people. 
 
    At least, that’s what I thought. 
 
    As I went to grab her body, push her down onto the bed, squeeze her tits, she said, “Nuh uh.” She was smiling. “First rule of being on the camera: we do what the people want.” Then she turned to her camera and said, “What do you want to see next?” My fate was now up to hundreds of horny men on the internet. Surely, I thought, they wanted to see their vixen get pounded in the ass. Then a chill ran up my spine. What if they were like me—jealous to see their LolitaXXX with another man? What if they wanted to see me suffer, make me regret taking their angel away from them? 
 
    A ka-ching noise was accompanied by a message. It was a donator with a request: “Make him suck your dick,” he wrote. 
 
    She looked at me and smiled. “The man paid good money,” she said to me, biting her lip. She straightened out her legs and motioned down towards the bulge in her panties with a nod. What had I gotten myself into? Why was I going through with this? My body was being guided by pure impulse. I sunk low and began to slip her panties down. Then, I was face-to-face with her big cock. I hesitated. “Don’t be shy,” she said. 
 
    I reached forward and grabbed it, wrapping my fingers around its impressive girth. I could feel it throbbing as blood rushed into it, pumping it up, making it bigger, thicker, stronger. I brought it to my lips, my heart racing, and then I slipped it into my mouth. I felt both of her hands slide onto the back of my head, pushing me down, forcing me to take the whole cock in my mouth. The bulbous tip of her manhood pressed against the back of my throat. My mouth was stuffed. I could hardly even breathe through my nose. Saliva ran down my cheeks and I gagged, and then she released me. I pulled back to catch my breath.  
 
    “You call that sucking?” she said. Her dick was hard now, standing tall. It looked somehow bigger in real life (and it looked impressively big on the computer screen). I took the slobber-covered cock in my hand and went in for round two, sinking it into my mouth. This time, I explored the member with my tongue, wrapping it, puckering my lips around it. I found myself bobbing up and down on the dick—with the help of her hands on the back of my head. I found that if I stayed relaxed, I could let the monster cock slip in and out of my throat without too much gagging. It actually felt kind of nice—the way the hard ridges brushed against my tongue and my lips, the way it pulsed warmly against my cheeks. 
 
    Another ka-ching noise stole her attention. I couldn’t see her computer screen from my vantage point—just her nicely shaved pubic area. “They want you to finger my asshole, baby,” she said, caressing my head. I took her word for it, reaching around and running the tip of my middle finger around her butthole. “We’ve got over a thousand watching now,” she let me know. My anxiety came flooding back to me. 
 
    Over a thousand people—that is a hell of a lot of people. There was a half-decent chance I maybe even knew some of them. And if I did know someone watching, would they tell me? And admit to watching a trans cam whore? Doubtful. I would have to live my whole life not knowing whether someone watched or not. I tried to block the thought from my mind. I had other things to focus on, like her giant cock in my mouth, and my finger that was now up her asshole. Her asshole was tight, clenching my finger firmly. I wondered how it was possible for her to get that big blue dildo up in there, through such a tight, little anus.  
 
    She was rock-hard now in my mouth, and I was rock-hard too. My erection was pushing tightly against my pants, desperate to get out.  
 
    It got what it wanted after the next ka-ching. “Take off his clothes,” someone said. LolitaXXX pushed me down onto my back and then went at my belt. She made quick work of it, tossing it aside and then pulling my pants down in a single, quick tug. My cock was out, erect, in front of over a thousand people all over the world. I wondered if they could also see my heart beating rapidly against my chest.  
 
    She tossed one of her legs over me, planting her knees on either side of my head—sixty-nineing me. Her balls touched my forehead as she bent down and ran her tongue down the length of my shaft. She began to suck me off. I’d never felt anything like it, my cock in her warm, wet mouth.  
 
    I was still rigid with nerves, slow to act. It didn’t matter. She was a step ahead of me. She reached down, grabbed her cock and pointed it at my lips. All I had to do was open wide and once again, her thick member was deep in my mouth, pressing against the back of my throat. I reached up and grabbed onto her soft butt cheeks. I couldn’t believe what was happening—I was being throat fucked by a trans cam whore. Just a few weeks before, I didn’t even know such a thing existed, I didn’t think I’d ever be remotely interested—disturbed even. Yet here I was, cock deep in my throat in front of thousands.  
 
    She began to thrust her meat into me, down my throat, hips rising up and then plunging down, over and over. Breathing was difficult but I didn’t want to squirm or move. The feeling of her mouth around my own cock was too great, too incredible to compromise. Can you believe it? I was prioritizing her sweet, warm lips over air. 
 
    The next ka-ching sound took her off of my body as she went to check the message. She did, after all, have to obey the fans, obey the money. She looked over her shoulder at me with a sly smile. What did it say? My heart fluttered. “Lay down,” she said. “On your stomach, facing the camera.” That familiar chill crawled up my spine. I did as she said, and found myself just a foot or two away from her camera lens. I could see myself on her computer screen, ignorant to what was about to happen—or maybe it was denial. 
 
    I watched her on the little screen as she straddled my body and spread my butt cheeks wide.  I knew what was about to happen and I wasn’t ready for it. I’d never had anything in my ass before—not a dildo, not a cucumber, and definitely not a monster-cock. I felt the tip press up against my tight hole and I clenched. “Relax, baby,” she said, and then I felt it press in. Relaxed or not, she was going for it. It was going to happen. There was no getting out of this now. Not without disappointing her, her fans, myself.  
 
    I felt it sliding in deep. So deep. I couldn’t imagine it sinking any deeper and then it did. I could feel it pressing against my stomach, it was so damned big. Once she was all the way in, she whispered into my ear. “You like that?” 
 
    I didn’t respond because I didn’t know the answer. I thought it would hurt, but it didn’t. It didn’t hurt even a little bit. But it felt… strange. Like I was completely stuffed (and I was). There aren’t any words to describe the feeling of a nearly-foot-long cock rammed up your asshole. And there definitely aren’t any words to describe the intense euphoria that came once she started to rise up and thrust down, over and over, pumping my ass with her enormous dick. Holy Hell, it felt so good, so incredible, so amazing. I could list you ever synonym for the word fantastic but that wouldn’t do this feeling justice. It was like a constant orgasm that couldn’t end, just getting stronger and stronger, immobilizing you, paralyzing you, making you nothing but a spasming pool of drool and cum. I found myself moaning and groaning uncontrollably, near hysteria, eyes shut tight. Bright colours flashed with every thrust. I could hear that ka-ching noise tolling rapidly now, or maybe that was in my head.  
 
    When I opened my eyes, I could just see myself being rammed in the asshole by the beautiful ladyboy who called herself LolitaXXX, her hands planted firmly on my ass. She had to raise her hips high in order to get that entire beast of a cock out from my asshole so she could ram it back down again. The comment box was loaded, filling so fast—it was like trying to read the writing on the side of building after jumping from the roof—impossible.  
 
    “Fuck!” I cried out loud. I must have yelled it fifteen times. If people were requesting a new position, LolitaXXX wasn’t getting their message. My sweet angel LolitaXXX was too consumed with my asshole to notice. I could hear her moaning, panting with every swift thrust. I could feel her cock bulging, getting thicker, getting ready to load my ass with her sweet, sweet cum.  
 
    Then I felt it, the warm explosion deep inside of me. I caught a glimpse of the online viewers: 4,550. That was 4,550 people watching as my precious ladyboy came deep in my asshole, loaded me full of her hot, sticky cum. My butt cheeks were on fire from the constant slapping of her pelvis. My whole body was weak from being pounded and rammed. I was a limp pool of nothing by the end of it, melted into her pink bed along with her warm cum.  
 
    It took a moment for my vision to straighten. When it did, she was looking down at me, smiling. Then I noticed my mask next to me. It had fallen off—she’d fucked it off of me. I was exposed. If she didn’t know who I was before, she did now. But she didn’t seem to be disturbed or angered. She looked happy, with the cutest goddamned smile on her face.  
 
    She grabbed my cock and began to massage it between her fingers. “That was fun,” she said. Her little massage soon turned into her stroking the length of my manhood. She stared into my eyes as she beat my dick, leaning closer, closer. Her beautiful eyes flashed. I couldn’t look away. It was like some cruel magic trick, designed to make me come on demand. And I did. “Come for me, baby,” she said gently. It wasn’t thirty seconds before cum was erupting from my cock, all over her warm grip. She bit her lip and took a big, deep breath in and then she giggled.  
 
    It was an infectious giggle—I couldn’t help but do the same. 
 
    Someone in the comments asked, “How much do I have to pay for that? I’ll pay anything!” 
 
    She turned to the camera and said, “That was for him only.” 
 
    We looked one another in the eyes for a moment before parting ways. As I got up to leave, she leaned over and whispered into my ear: “Come back tomorrow,” and I did. And the next day, and the day after that. Once her dad was back in town, it became trickier, but we made it work. I became a regular on the nightly LolitaXXX Show—the only regular, save for LolitaXXX herself. 
 
    And one day, a year later, she came to my door, hair down, face of makeup, dressed like a woman—possibly like that for the first time out of her house ever. She said, “Run away with me.” I thought about my life and what I would be leaving behind, and then I realized that in that year, she had become my life. She was everything I looked forward to, everything I thought about. My job meant nothing anymore. Besides, her cam shows made more in an hour than I made in a week. 
 
    So I packed a bag and we were gone within the hour, on the road, headed for a new life together. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    HIS NEW ROOMMATE 
 
    Larry is a sex addict. He loves the thrill of sex, and more than anything, he loves discovering new kinks. One day, he hopes to find a kink of his own. Well, after a one-night stand in the backdoor of a beautiful vixen named Elizabeth (who has a little extra downstairs), he might have found it. 
 
    He’s ready to give it a try himself. After making his feminine transformation, he puts out an ad for a roommate—someone he can seduce—his first victim.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I have a confession to make: I’m a complete sex addict. However I can get it, I love it. There’s nothing better than sex, and I’m sure that deep down inside, you can agree with me on that one. The more I get it, the more I want it. Maybe it’s taboo, but I’ve lost count of the number of women I’ve slept with. It’s such a thrill, isn’t it? Going to a bar, stalking out your prey, making the move, and if everything goes right, you get a little bit of action. 
 
    And there’s always a surprise! Especially in Miami, Florida—which might as well be the sex capital of the world.  
 
    Every girl is different. After getting into bed with one woman, I found out she was really into feet. She wanted me to rub her clit with my toes, and I did, and it was surprisingly erotic. I mean, I wasn’t much of a feet person, but I could see the appeal—the way she squirmed and moaned—wouldn’t it be nice to be so easily turned on? Just the sight of my feet did if for her. The rest was gravy. Oh, how great it would be to get off so easily! 
 
    But it wasn’t so easy for me. I got bored easily. The foot thing was fun for a few romps but then I needed something new. One girl liked it when her dog watched—that was admittedly a little weird for me, but it was good for a cheap thrill. Another girl asked me to lick her eyeball. I did it. Not my thing, but yeah, I did it. She got off big time—came with a convulsing orgasm. That was all she needed in life: a good eyeball licking. I asked her to lick mine, but it turned out to be a major turn off. Never again. But wouldn’t life be so simple? All she needed was to find a guy who didn’t mind licking her eyeball every now and then and she was sexually set. 
 
    Not for me. I was convinced I would never in my life find my ‘thing’. At least, that was until I met sweet Elizabeth. 
 
    Liz was a bombshell—a perfect ten out of ten. I saw her from across the bar. She was there alone, looking sexy, obviously there looking for a good time. There were dozens of eyes on her, so I knew I had to make my move quickly. A body like that doesn’t stay on the shelf for long. She was taller than most girls, and a bit thicker (I like them a bit thicker if I’m going to be completely honest with you). Her curves made drool pour down the side of my face, made me weak at the knees. She had these plump lips that you just wanted to make love to, kiss, suck, whatever. Her hair was long, her eyes flashed, she was perfect in every way possible. I couldn’t wait to get her home and find out what her thing was (yes, they always had a thing!). 
 
    I bought her a couple of drinks and she didn’t say much. She didn’t need to. She spoke with her eyes, her tantalizing, man-killing eyes. She had that look mastered, you know the one, the cover of Playboy Magazine look, the hypnotising, make every man and lesbian drop to their knees kind of look. Thank God she didn’t mind my drooling all over her lap. She was probably used to it.  
 
    She did this thing that drove me absolutely nuts—when she needed a new drink, she leaned over me to wave down the bartender, planting one hand down on my upper thigh (and I’m talking as upper as upper gets). The tips of her fingers would tease the tip of my cock and she would pretend like she didn’t even notice. My head would swirl and I would enter a different plane of reality and when she would lean back, I had no idea what we had been talking about before the whole drink ordering took place. She knew what she was doing though—you could see it in her beautiful, flashing eyes. Her name was Elizabeth, Liz, Beth, or just simply, E, which by no coincidence happened to be the street name for ecstasy. My sweet Ecstasy! Never had I wanted to bury my face between anyone’s thighs more than my beautiful Elizabeth. 
 
    I took her home, threw her down on my bed and pounced on her like a deranged jungle animal. I needed her, I needed every part of her. I worked my way down, undressing her, admiring every goddamned part of her soft, warm body. Her breasts were like perfect little ski-slopes, nipples perky, her abdomen had an inward curve that was too perfect for any living human being, yet there she was. She bit her lip as I slid her panties down her impeccable legs. 
 
    Then I discovered her secret. She wasn’t a she at all. Between her perfectly-plump thighs was a long cock. This was one thing I’d never come across in my very sexually active days, and I’d come across a lot of things. When I looked up at her, she didn’t seem to be shy or embarrassed or even remotely put off by my reaction. “What’s the matter?” she said with a sly smile. Goddamn. She knew she was perfect, even with that appendage hanging where a hole should have been. Was she born a man? Were the exquisite tits highly professional add-ons? I didn’t ask. I didn’t know how to ask. 
 
    Before I could think of anything to say in protest or otherwise, she put her hands on the back of my head and brought me down. The next thing I knew, I was sucking her cock, feeling it growing and pulsing warmly in my mouth. It was a true testament to her hypnotising beauty. I sucked her off and played with her ball sack until she was rock-hard, remarkably tall, her impressive girth pressing against my lips. It was as if my brain had shut off and I was on some previously-unknown autopilot. My heart was racing. Now this was a thrill!  
 
    My sweet Elizabeth pulled me up, kissed me deeply, and then grabbed my cock firmly, bringing it down to her asshole. “You going to jerk me off while you fuck me?” she asked, and I nodded in my state of hypnosis. She pushed me in and then released, letting me do the rest. I sunk in deep. I couldn’t recall a time my cock had been quite so hard. I was about to fuck her with a damned iron rod! And there she was, taking it like a seasoned professional, letting her head fall back, rolling from side to side, moaning the softest, sweetest moan you’ve ever heard. Ah, my sweet Elizabeth! 
 
    I must say, it was a strange sight, looking down and see my pelvis pushed up against her ass, only a sliver of my dick visible (the rest deep inside), while her big hard cock lay idle on her abdomen, perky tits right above it.  
 
    I fucked the hell out of her asshole and it felt incredible—not as incredible as the sensation she was feeling though. I watched her head as it rolled from side to side, her body as it swayed and convulsed, her lips as they parted, letting out a loudening moan that made me wish I could feel even an ounce of what she was feeling. I only pumped her cock a few times before she was coming warm cum all over her stomach, all over my hand. It was a sight to be seen—something exquisite that I never knew possible. I came deep in her ass after a final, hard thrust and she screamed in an intense euphoria. My God, what I would give to feel any sensation so overwhelming, so intense that I felt the need to dig my fingernails into my partner’s sides. 
 
    She stayed the night, cozying up next to me in the bed, falling asleep—her warm, soft body pressed against mine. At first I thought I might be in love. I thought she might be the one! But there was something bugging me—the thought of settling down with her having not experienced it all. 
 
    And before I met her, I was convinced I’d experienced it all. But now, there was one more thing I needed to experience. And that night, as I lay awake in my bed next to that beautiful, warm tranny, I came up with a plan to experience the very same thing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Skip ahead a month. 
 
    My heart raced when that knock hit my door. I opened it up and couldn’t have been happier with who I got. He was a man in his late-twenties, well-built, charming smile. He was wearing a nice dress shirt and a good pair of shoes. He handed me a list of references. He had big hands. He was perfect. 
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked, even though it was written on his reference list. 
 
    “James,” he said. 
 
    “Lacy,” I replied, extending my hand gently. I didn’t go by Larry anymore.  
 
    His hand dwarfed mine. I’d always been a smaller guy and apparently that was no different now that I was a woman. 
 
    That’s right—in a month, I’d become a woman. Okay, not a real woman—with a pussy and ovaries and any of those things that doctors can’t emulate just yet. But the day after my night with my sweet Elizabeth, I set up an appointment with a brilliant plastic surgeon and I went under the knife. I know what you’re thinking—that was a hasty decision! But I couldn’t stand that image that was stuck in my head that replayed over and over, relentlessly, of Elizabeth laying on her back, squirming, convulsing, in a state of pure, absolute pleasure. 
 
    And I did think about it for quite a while. I had three weeks after my consultation to really think about it, after all. Sure, I thought about going down to a gay bar and picking up a guy and letting him fuck me in the ass the way I fucked sweet Liz, but it just wasn’t the same. That excitement wasn’t there. When I was pulling down Liz’s panties and I saw it there, between her legs—my God, what a rush! I needed it, I needed that experience—the whole experience. 
 
    And James was the perfect victim. Though can you really call him a victim? Would you call the winner of the lottery a victim? He was my prey, sure. I watched him closely while he walked around the apartment, checking out the kitchen, checking out the extra bedroom. He must have been a football player or a speed skater or something because he had thick, muscular legs—almost as thick as my torso. 
 
    Granted, I had a slender build. I’d always had what my friends called a ‘girl’s body, minus the tits.’ Though now I had the tits. I had the tits, the skirts, the panties, the blouses, the dresses, the shoes, the makeup, the hair, the everything. I was all in. The hair wasn’t real of course (not yet), just extensions, but it sure looked real. And it was fun too, getting it ready every morning. Some days I would curl it, some days I would straighten it, some days I would crimp it, some days I would let it be kind of messy, a little bit wild. Because shit, if I didn’t love a woman with wild, messy hair! Like Elizabeth’s hair after I fucked her senseless—I guess you could say it was my Achilles’ heel. 
 
    That day that James came to check out the apartment, my hair was messy. And I was pretty sure he was into it. I caught him checking me out a few times. In his defence, I’d done quite the job transforming myself into a woman. I’d spent weeks practising the voice (I had it down perfectly, by the way), practising the walk, the mannerisms, the confidence. Just a few days before James showed up at my doorstep, I made a trip down to the bar—my first true outing in public. I had a few drinks, held a few conversations, and got hit on by more than a few men. They were all convinced. My test was a success. They wanted to fuck, but I was saving that for the right guy. That same night, I put out an ad for a roommate. 
 
    Again, I know what you’re thinking. Why not just take home one of the guys from the bar? It’s complicated. I mean, I thought about it, sure, but I wanted my first time as a woman to be special. I didn’t want just another bar fling. I didn’t want some horny drunk railing me silly. I wanted the right guy. I wanted him to want me so badly, he couldn’t possibly keep his hands off of me, sober preferably. And I wanted to experience that feminine power that so many beauties seem to possess, where they get into your mind, reduce you to a puddle of slobber and cum.  
 
    A few men came in before James to check out the room. They weren’t right for the place. They weren’t right for me. They were more interested in me than the apartment, more interested in the prospect of fucking than looking for somewhere to live. James on the other hand was perfect. He would be a challenge. And if I was successful, he would be a reward. Again, I wasn’t just looking for an easy bar fuck. I wanted the full package. 
 
    James moved in a week later. He didn’t have a lot of stuff. A bed, a dresser, his clothes, and his toiletries. It took him and a buddy of his less than an hour to load everything up into our tenth floor apartment. His buddy had the hots for me; I caught him looking my way more than a few times, whispering into James’s ear. James didn’t seem to care. He was going to be a real challenge—just what I was looking for. 
 
    The first morning, I woke up early and cooked up some breakfast for myself. This was phase one. I was cooking bacon and pancakes—a combination, the smell of which, would wake any human up. My plan was simple: there’s nothing more sexy than a hot girl in booty shorts in the kitchen. And no, I’m not talking about any misogynistic bullshit, about a woman belonging in the kitchen or any of that. I’m taking about when a lass reaches up for a cupboard, when she bends over the counter, and so on. The shirt I had on was cut short, at my sternum, so that when I reached up, my under-boobs would just tease the eyes of any man watching. 
 
    And as anticipated, the smell of my cooking lured James out from his bedroom. He smiled at me on his way to the bathroom. I’m pretty sure I caught him out of the corner of my eye, checking out the curve of my ass poking out from my short booty shorts. Who could blame him? 
 
    My heart fluttered. It was my first small victory. Many more would follow. When he came out, I asked, “Want some?” 
 
    “Nah, that’s okay,” he said, then he bit his lip as if he wanted some. 
 
    “Are you sure? I made too much.” 
 
    He looked at the pile of pancakes. “Okay, I guess I could try some. But you know you don’t have to cook for me, right?” He had the most handsome, deep voice. I could only imagine he was popular with women. I mean, I wasn’t even a real woman and I thought he was sexy. Strange—I’d never found a man sexy in my life, unless of course you count my tranny Elizabeth. It was as if becoming a woman in the aesthetic sense changed my mental wiring—a pair of fake tits suddenly made me see the other side of things. Or maybe it was always in me, dormant, waiting for the perfect time to come out. Maybe it’s in everyone? 
 
    James was a hot man, but he was no woman. I was still straight (or maybe a bit bisexual, leaning towards women). He was no Elizabeth, my sweet Liz, my beautiful Beth. 
 
    I passed him a plate and then leaned over the counter, my shirt pulled down just enough for him to see my plump cleavage, the doctor’s good work. “So you just moved to town?” I said, watching as he prepared to eat, his eyes occasionally flicking onto my tits and away just as quickly. 
 
    “Yeah—I used to visit here a lot when I was younger. Finally made the move.” He started to eat. 
 
    Here’s one of the small pleasures about being a woman that no lady ever talks about: when you take a deep, heavy breath in and your chest expands, you can feel your breasts pushing out. It’s such an extraordinary feeling that is so hard to put into words—maybe because no one ever tries to put it into words. Why don’t women ever talk about it? Maybe because they’re so used to it, they don’t even notice. But my God, what a simple pleasure! 
 
    And it’s not bad to look at either. James couldn’t help sneaking a peek at my expanding and contracting chest. Another small victory. 
 
    Later in the day, while he was on the couch with his laptop, sending resumes out to potential employers, I decided it was a good time to clean up around the apartment a little bit—making sure I got up into all of the hard to reach areas: the dust above the book shelf, the cobwebs in the corners, and so on. I even got down on my hands and knees to get the dirt out from under the television. Shit, maybe this is why women are always cleaning everything; such a sexy feeling! I could feel his gaze on me whenever I wasn’t looking. 
 
    This went on for a few days. Every opportunity I could get, I was flaunting my body in front of him, the way beautiful women are always flaunting their bodies. I never realized it until this little experiment of mine, but by God, they must be doing it on purpose. There is no way in hell that women don’t know exactly what they’re doing when they bring their feet together and bend over to pull a roast out of the oven. There is no way they don’t know what they’re doing when they lift one foot up, heel to their butt, while grabbing a cup down from a high-up cupboard. They know, alright.  
 
    I had to be careful. Sometimes I would get carried away and I would get excited, if you know what I mean. One time, when I was just at the edge of his line of sight, I went to adjust my tits in my shirt—you know the way that girls do. My fingers gently ran over my perky nipples and I let out a soft little sigh. He was looking, I know he was. But I’d turned myself on. I could feel my cock throbbing, growing. I had to quickly zip into my room before it lifted my skirt up into the air and set off every alarm in his head. I wasn’t ready to reveal that part of me to him. I had to have him completely transfixed first, the way I was with my Elizabeth.  
 
    And every day I was getting closer. I was sitting closer and closer to him on the couch at night. We would watch movies together. Sometimes I would ‘fall asleep’ (faking it, of course) against his big, muscular body, sometimes with my head in his lap. And by the way, men, did you know that women can feel your bulge when they put their heads on your lap like that? They can feel every twitch and every little throb. I have to say, it’s a nice feeling. 
 
    But James never made the move. Either he was too afraid to make a move on his roommate, or he just wasn’t interested in me. Judging by the erection I gave him one night when I fell asleep with my head snuggled against his crotch, I would argue towards the former option. Or maybe he was just trying to be respectful, a gentleman—a rare commodity these days. 
 
    And then there was the time I put my ear against his door and could hear him jerking off. He was muttering my name very softly under his breath. I would be lying if I said I didn’t grab a butter knife from the kitchen and hold it under his door, giving me a thin strip of vision into his room. My God, did he have a big cock. It took his whole arm to jack the mighty thing off! He was on his back, eyes closed, biting his lip. It took me a moment to notice the pair of my lacy panties in his hand—the dirty boy. Some gals might have been mad, but I couldn’t have been more turned on. It was a complete validation of my hard work. 
 
    I watched him until he came, all over his own chest and stomach—that delicious, white, warm, gooey substance. Fuck, I wanted to just burst into the room, rip my shorts off and mount that beautiful rod of his, fuck him like a filthy cowgirl, my cock hard as a rock, pointed towards the ceiling. I tiptoed away from his door and pretended like I hadn’t just watched him bust a giant load when he finally emerged from his room. 
 
    I had him right where I wanted him. I needed to figure out a way to get him to make his move. And I had an idea. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    James was strong willed, but at the end of the day, he was just a man. And at some point, every man caves.  
 
    It was springtime and we were due for our first thunderstorm. It was perfect timing, because I was totally afraid of thunder. I mean, I wasn’t—but Lacy was. And even better, it was around midnight when that first crack soared through the sky and shook our apartment building. The flash through the window was dramatic, couldn’t have been better. 
 
    I put on my skimpiest sleeping clothes—little pink cotton shorts and a tight white t-shirt—so tight you could see the entire contour of my tits and my perky nipples. I wanted to wear my black lacy thong, but it wasn’t strong enough to keep my cock from slipping out, and my little cotton shorts weren’t long enough to hide my dangling member. So I was stuck wearing a pair of white cotton panties, which were kind of cute in their own, juvenile way. 
 
    Crack! Another bolt of lightning lit up my bedroom as a torrent of rain shook my window, rattled the wall. I couldn’t have asked for a more perfect storm.  
 
    I ran into James’s room without even knocking. He was sitting up, reading a book, reading glasses teasing the tip of his nose. “I’m so sorry,” I said. Another clap of thunder shook our apartment and I squealed. 
 
    He smiled. Apparently he thought it was super cute. “Not a thunder person, huh?” he said. He scooched over and patted the now open spot next to him. “It shouldn’t last long,” he said. He really was from out of town. Miami thunderstorms sometimes lasted whole days! Though I did find his naivety charming. I took the seat and snuggled up next to him. 
 
    Another loud bang shook and flashed the skies. I snuggled in closer. He was like a rock, unmoved, as if he didn’t even notice the loud bangs of explosive electricity in the night air. He kept his eyes on his book, but I could tell he was straining not to look over at me, my tits practically out for him to see. “What are you reading?” I asked. 
 
    He showed me the cover of his book and smiled. It was some book by some long-winded Russian author. It was a thick book, tiny font, filled with words too long for my little attention span. I looked around his room. It was filled with similar tombs, as well as a row of advanced chemistry textbooks. “You’re a chemist?” 
 
    “I used to be,” he said. “But I’m trying to get more into writing fiction.” 
 
    Goddamn, was he ever the full package! I thought he was just some football jock, out looking for a part time job at Boston Pizza. Apparently he was some sort of super genius with a sensitive artsy side, who just happened to be built like Tom Brady. Another loud bang let me snuggle in closer. I had my hand on his rock-hard abdomen. I could feel every bulge of his eight pack, every deep valley between his rigid muscles. 
 
    I waited for him to make his move. Surely, he would make his move. I would have made my move ten times over already. I could see the bulge of his increasingly erect cock pushing up against the blanket. How was he so strong? How could he deny his big hard cock like that? Make your move already, man! 
 
    I couldn’t take it any longer. My plan to seduce James, to make him cave for me, failed utterly. I rolled over him and gently sunk down, taking his pyjama bottoms with me. “What are you doing?” he asked but he didn’t do anything to stop me. It was a convincing enough attempt to pretend like he didn’t see it coming, but I certainly wasn’t convinced. His cock sprung free, hard as a steel beam. I took it in my hand and brought it towards my lips. Again, he did nothing to stop me. Once the solid member was deep in my mouth, he relaxed, he gave in.  
 
    Maybe I was close to getting him to cave. Maybe it was just a matter of chipping away at his rock-solid patience a little bit longer. But what difference did it really make in the end? Now, his hands were still all over me, his fingers nestling into my hair, pulling my head in towards his pelvis. His cock was still deep in my mouth. Him making the first move or not, we were still going to fuck like horny rabbits. 
 
    He pulled me up and we kissed, his tongue penetrating my lips as he rolled over on top of me. I loved the way his hands explored my body, pulling my shirt up, squeezing my tits, caressing my soft skin. I melted when he began to play with my earlobe gently between his teeth, slipping his tongue in for a little bit of added insatiability. 
 
    It wasn’t until he released an elated groan that I even realized I’d been fondling his warm cock with my hand, rubbing it, stroking it, feeling every throbbing vein. He sat up and pulled his shirt off. My God, what a masterpiece he was, chiselled from granite, hard as stone, no ounce of fat anywhere to be seen. He was a Greek god—my own Greek god, and I was his to do as he pleased. I had to run my fingers down his chest to make sure he was real, that it wasn’t some optical illusion that I’d never imagined before. It wasn’t—he was the real deal. 
 
    He leaned back down and we continued to make out, our tongues wrapping together. My mind became a white haze, swirling in ecstasy. It was about to happen—my months of meticulous planning were about to be justified. He pulled me closer, tight to his body. 
 
    It was just a matter of time now before my panties came off and he saw my reality, my big erection between my legs. Would he go for it—the way I did with Elizabeth? Or would he be repulsed, push me off, maybe even beat me up? 
 
    He did neither of those things. When he slid down and gently pulled my panties towards my knees, he just froze. He remained frozen, as if waiting for his vision to straighten and realize he wasn’t actually looking at a big, erect dick. But that’s exactly what he was looking at—warm, throbbing, ready for him. “Is everything okay?” I said, my heart beginning to beat viciously against my ribcage.  
 
    “That—That’s a cock,” he said. 
 
    “You can touch it,” I said. I was channelling Elizabeth, trying to get in her head. When I was with her, she acted like it was so normal, so strange that I would be shocked by it. Easier said than done, the way James was now staring at it, so much going through his head. 
 
    He remained frozen so I pulled my next Elizabeth move, putting my hands on the back of his head and guiding him down towards it. He resisted, pulling back. “What the hell are you doing?” he said, snapping up. Now my heart was down in my gut, burning away in the black pit of my stomach. I’d failed. My months of planning and preparation hit the wall hard. “What’s wrong?” I said through the thick lump in my throat. I couldn’t believe I’d failed after all my efforts. How did Elizabeth do it so convincingly? How was she so irresistible, even with a big hard-on between her plump thighs?  
 
    “What do you mean, what’s wrong? You’re a man!” he said, looking again at my cock. “You have a cock.” I think I saw his jaw trembling after he said it. I wanted to cover up, to give up completely, but I had to stay in character, I had to see my efforts through, win or lose. 
 
    “It’s not going to bite, baby,” I said, biting my lip gently. I looking into his eyes and tried my best to get a read on him, to see through his shock. 
 
    I think he wanted to be disturbed and put off but I could see conflict in his eyes. He still looked at me like a woman, like he wanted me. But that just tormented him even more. If he was really disturbed, he would have acted. He would have pushed me off of his bed or left the room himself. But he did neither of those things. It was as if he was waiting for me to make my move—so he could at least say ‘I didn’t do it, she did it!’ If that’s what he wanted, so be it. I reached down slowly and grabbed his cock gently, which was still big, warm, and hard. I started to stroke it. And as expected, he didn’t resist. He let me rub his member with my soft grip, tightening with every pump. “You can fuck me in the ass,” I said to him, looking him deep in the eyes. 
 
    He wasn’t as strong as he liked to think. His face was a deep red, his lips parted as if he wanted to protest. But he didn’t. He was too weak. I had him in my spell. I aimed his cock downwards towards my asshole and jammed the tip inside of me. Then, I replaced my hands on his body, putting them on his ass cheeks and leading him in towards me. I could feel his body slowly relaxing as he sunk in deep, inch by inch. “Fuck me with your big cock,” I insisted. 
 
    It took a moment for it to register in his head, but as soon as it did, he surrendered. He grabbed my wrists and pinned them down on the mattress. Then, he pushed in deep—so deep, his pelvis was pressed against my butt. God, he was big. Who know I could fit such a thing up in my asshole? 
 
    And suddenly, that euphoria kicked in—that elation that I’d craved for months, since I watched Elizabeth squirm in total jubilation. It overtook me completely, turned me into some pre-programmed robot, completely out of control of my own body. I was watching myself squirm, watching my head roll from side to side as he began to thrust his thick, veiny member in and out of my body. Waves of heat filled me. My body became light—I would have risen up off of that bed had it not been for him pinning me down! I revelled in the sweet sound of his dick plunging my asshole—a wet, tight noise. And the feeling of my tits bouncing on my chest was like no other. 
 
    With every thrust he let out a loud grunt. He was as powerful as he looked, exerting intense force. Maybe he was letting out a bit of anger into my asshole—anger towards my harmless little deception (and I do believe it was harmless). “Jerk me off,” I demanded. He hesitated, but his hand ended up around my cock and he started to beat me quickly.  
 
    And then the elation reached another level—another realm. My vision began to blur and my body began to tremble. Now I had no control, even of my own speech. I was moaning, screaming, biting my tongue. God, how it felt so amazing! It was all worth it—every single moment of the past few months was completely worth it. This was it—my thing—the thing I would never get tired of, that so many women seemed to find so easily, that took me years and years of searching to find. And it was so incredible. 
 
    I came all over myself, all over his hand. He didn’t seem to mind. He actually seemed to like it. Suddenly, he started ramming me harder, somehow deeper, with louder grunts. I could feel his cock bloating, swelling, getting ready to burst hot cum. I needed it. His hands released my wrists and went to my hips, pulling me into each thrust, to give himself a little bit of extra force with each blow. I grabbed onto his ass to do the same, to pull myself forward. My butt cheeks were sore from the repetitive slapping, but I couldn’t have cared less. 
 
    He came in me. My God, did it feel amazing—hot, thick cum filling me deep. I swear I had a second orgasm (I might have even come onto my chest and tummy again). He released the most intense battle-cry, louder than the thunder that was exploding in the sky.  
 
    And then a moment later, he collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily, his cock still deep inside of me as if he was too tired to pull out. All I could think was, it was totally worth it. I couldn’t keep the smile from my face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    James moved out that week. It was unexpected. I had gone out for the afternoon and when I came back home, he was gone. I’m not sure whether it had anything to do with our encounter. After that night, he seemed more attached to me than ever, kissing me randomly in the hallways, stroking my hair as I fell asleep. We even had sex a few more times (he even let me fuck him in the ass, which he seemed to really like). 
 
    Though I do have a theory as to where he went—not much different than my reason for getting into this whole mess. Somewhere, some doctor was slipping implants into his stellar body. Soon, he would be playing the same trick on some unsuspecting roommate. Though, he would need to lose some of that amazing muscle mass to really pull it off (I would, if I could, assure him it would be totally worth it). 
 
    So I was stuck without a roommate. I considered moving, finding a nice studio apartment with no roommate, spending some time looking for my forever mate—someone who would accept me for who I was, end my days of sex obsession and meet my sexual needs. Surely there was someone out there, right? 
 
    But I couldn’t resist the urge to do it one more time, to put out an ad for a roommate and to play the seduction game once more. It was an incredible game, after all. So that’s what I did, I put out an ad, and waited for the replies.  
 
    The next morning, there was a knock at my door. I opened it, hoping to see the face of my next victim. Will he be tall? Will he be just as well-endowed as James was? Would he fall for my seductress trap? 
 
    Then I saw who it was and I froze. She was holding a reference resume in both hands, with a sly smile on her face. It was Elizabeth. I swear my heart stopped beating for a moment. My lips parted but I couldn’t speak. 
 
    It only took her a moment to recognize me, but when she did, her face lit up. “Can I show you to your room?” I said.  
 
    She took my hand and we closed the door behind us. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TRANS CHECK UP 
 
    The very handsome Dr. Anderson has seen it all in his exam room. In his ten years working as a doctor, he’s had countless ladies try to seduce him. And from time to time, he can’t help but indulge. 
 
    So when the stunning Sarah comes into his office excited for her full-body check up, Dr. Anderson is ready to indulge. That is, until she undresses and Dr. Anderson realizes she’s packing more than he bargained for between her legs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’ll never forget the first time a patient seduced me—a woman came in complaining she had an itch in her pussy. I offered to go and get her one of the female doctors, but she insisted that I check her out. “I hear you’re the best, Dr. Anderson,” she said. After I stuck my finger into her snatch, she started to quiver. She reached down, grabbed my wrist, and started to push my hand deeper. “The itch is deeper than that, doctor,” she said. She was an attractive little blonde with nice, big tits. 
 
    My heart was racing. I thought about demanding that she leave, to protect my professional integrity, but instead I played along, playing it cool. “Right there,” she said, biting her lip. “And it’s so strange, when you touch it, there’s a strange sensitivity in my breast.” She took my other hand and brought it up to her left tit. “Right here.” She wasn’t wearing a bra. I could feel her hard, erect nipple against the palm of my hand. “Does it all feel normal?” she asked. 
 
    I gave her tit a squeeze. It felt better than normal. It felt great. And her pussy was perfectly fine, too, as well as warm and wet. “Maybe that’s not the right spot,” she said, taking my hand between her legs and moving it around, pulling it out slightly and plunging it back in—I was essentially fingering her cunt and she was looking me right in the eyes while I did it. Her eyes were a bright shade of blue. They were hypnotising.  
 
    When she finally let go of my hands, I continued to finger her and I continued to squeeze her soft, perfect tits. “I think it would feel better if you got in there with your tongue.” I was weak. I sunk down and got in there with my tongue. She moaned and pulled my head in tight. “Oh God,” she said, “that feels so much better. Just like that.” Her soft thighs closed in around my head as I ate her out. 
 
    She let me turn her around and fuck her on the exam table. It didn’t take very long before I pulled out and came on her ass. “I should probably come in for a check up more often, right?” she said as she pulled her panties back over her dripping wet pussy. I looked forward to her visits every six months. 
 
    Another woman came in for a breast exam. While I was feeling her tits for bumps, she reached down and gently began to fondle my cock. After I paused and said “What are you doing?” she replied, “Sometimes they feel different when I’m aroused. You don’t mind, do you?” She ended up down on her knees, sucking my cock until I came on her face. 
 
    At least once a month someone came in and tried to make a move. At first I tried to remain professional, but after a while, I started to give in. If they wanted sex, who was I to refuse them? Besides, I always made sure they were clean and healthy first.  
 
    After ten years of being a general practitioner, I thought I’d seen it all. Then I met Sarah. She was a beautiful blonde with great legs. When I first met her, she was sitting on the exam table, wearing a luxurious black dress that looked like it belonged in a fancy downtown lounge. She had a sly look about her that was both sexy and mischievous. It was a look I was familiar with—the same look I’d seen on the faces of many beautiful seductresses that had come through my office before her. “How can I help you today, Sarah?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m here for a full-body check up,” she said. “And I heard you were the best.” She put a lot of emphasis on that last word, as if my particular reputation had reached her ears. I was already fairly sure she wanted me to fuck her but I didn’t make any assumption in the small chance I was wrong. I went through with the usual procedure of asking whether she would be more comfortable with a female doctor. The question made her laugh, which further solidified my theory that she just wanted me to stuff her warm cunt with my cock. So I started the exam, checking in her mouth, looking in her ears, and so on. She smelled nice.  
 
    Her tits felt great, too—nice and soft and perky. As I gave one of them a gentle squeeze, she quickly put her hand on mine and then apologized. “Sorry, you just gave me a funny tingle,” she said, and then she moved her hand away. A warm buzz ran through my body. Her hand was so soft, so gentle. Feeling suddenly nervous, I decided to make some small talk. “Are you new to town?” I asked. I’d never seen her around before. 
 
    “I’ve lived here for a while. I used to go to another clinic for my check-ups, but it shut down.” 
 
    “What do you do for a living?” I asked. 
 
    She smirked. “Let’s just say I spend a lot of time in exam rooms.” My mind translated that to, I spend a lot of time fucking doctors. I didn’t mind—she was absolutely stunning and if she wanted to fuck, I was game. 
 
    “Go ahead and take off your dress and panties for me, please,” I said, and then she did without hesitation. 
 
    And then I saw it: she had a big, thick cock dangling between her legs. I was rendered frozen, not because I’d never seen a transgender in my office before, but because I’d never been completely convinced by a transgender before—and I’d never seen a lady with such an enormous cock. “Is something wrong, doc?” she asked. 
 
    “Um, no, sorry, I just didn’t realize you…” I didn’t know how to say it properly, but I knew that she knew exactly what I was trying to say.  
 
    She just smiled. “I should have said something,” she said. I looked back up at her throat, but there was no visible Adam’s apple. She had the muscle mass you would expect to see on a woman. The only thing manly about her was that heavy cock, which was curved slightly to one side. It was strange, she didn’t look phased at all. To her, it was completely normal. She was totally confident. 
 
    A wave of conflict washed over me. I couldn’t think straight. She was beautiful, insanely attractive—I was legitimately attracted to her, but she wasn’t really a she. Even after seeing the monster cock, I still found her to be beautiful. How could that be? Surely that should have made me see her for what she really was: a man with plenty of reconstructive and plastic surgery, having undergone plenty of hormone therapy and various other treatments that are very hard on the body. But I couldn’t see any of that. I couldn’t spot any scars under her tits, no scar on her throat from an Adam’s apple removal, no acne from intensive hormone therapy. It made no sense. She was an anomaly. 
 
    “How—How long have you been a transgender?” I asked. “I mean, when did you start hormone therapy?” 
 
    She bit her lip, smiling cutely. “I haven’t done any hormone therapy.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe her. That sly smile was too hard to read. Was she lying? “You’ve had no hormone therapy? What about facial reconstruction?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “Nope. I did have breast implants—that’s it. Pretty good though, right?” she said, straightening her back, pushing her better-than-perfect tits forward. My cheeks became warm. 
 
    “Very impressive,” I said, and I meant it. Her plastic surgeon deserved an award. But if she didn’t have any other surgeries, and no hormone therapy, then this was just her: she was born with that face, as a man. I was looking at the face of a person born a man, with nothing more than a light amount of makeup and some fake tits. Still, she was beautiful.  
 
    “Is everything alright, doc?” she asked, snapping me out of the daze I had apparently fallen into.  
 
    I took a deep breath and gathered my composure. “Of course. Let’s carry on,” I said, and then that sly smile swept across her face once again. 
 
    It was time to check out her cock and her balls. As I lowered myself down, she spread her long, smooth legs for me. Her big cock was now just inches from my face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Of course, I’d touched cocks before in examinations. Every doctor has to—it’s nothing weird or taboo. You can’t be squeamish or shy about it because that person’s life might just depend on your ability to detect anything abnormal. After years of performing daily examinations, you tend to grow numb to the idea of touching other men’s cocks. But with Sarah’s cock just inches away from me, I felt a flood of anxiety rushing over me—far more intense than the anxiety I felt when I met my first patient-seductress, more intense than the first time I had ever had to perform a full-body examination.  
 
    Sarah had one of the bigger cocks I’d ever seen, which is saying a lot, seeing as I’d seen different cocks daily for ten years. There was a perfectness to her dick—it was nicely proportionate, smooth but rigid in all the right spots. When I finally reached up and held it in my hand, there was something very satisfying about the weight of it, the way my hand cradled its girth just perfectly. I gently pulled her foreskin back, revealing the bulbous tip. There weren’t any abnormalities, which I’m sure she knew. 
 
    I ran my hand up and down the length of it gently, feeling for any possible lumps. Again, it seemed to be totally fine. I could feel it beginning to harden, which made me remove my hands quickly. “Is it okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Yep, everything seems normal,” I said, my voice cracking slightly as my heart raced. I still needed to examine her balls. After a few seconds of recomposing myself, I reached down and carefully cupped her balls, massaging them, feeling for lumps. “Does this hurt of feel uncomfortable at all?” I asked. 
 
    “Hm,” she said, biting her lip. “I don’t know.” She was obviously trying to prolong the exam, and it was working. “I think it feels okay.” Her now half-erect cock was laying heavy across my wrist. 
 
    “Alright then, everything seems to be fine,” I said. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to check my asshole?” she asked. “I mean, excuse my language, my anus.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “Have you been having any issues with it—any pain or discomfort?” 
 
    Her smile grew slightly. “Well sometimes it feels kind of off,” she said. 
 
    “Like when, for example?” 
 
    Her cheeks became red and she looked cuter than ever as she bit down gently on her bottom lip. “Well, I sometimes play with this dildo—it’s kind of big and blue—and when I push it in, it hurts at first. I mean, the pain goes away after I start to push the dildo in deeper. But it really is a very big dildo.” 
 
    As I took a deep breath in, I could feel a trembling in my body. I could picture it perfectly, Sarah laying on her back, knees up, big blue dildo in both of her hands, between her legs, big cock erect on her tummy. I could see her pushing the big plastic dick into her bum, her head rolling from side to side as ecstasy overwhelmed her body. I pushed the image out of my head. “Okay, let’s take a look. Lay on your front and spread your legs slightly,” I said, and she followed the order. 
 
    She had a nice bum, firm but soft, and round. Using one hand, I carefully spread her butt cheeks. She was totally smooth, a perfect shave. Her asshole was tight. I pushed my finger in, feeling for any abnormalities, of which there were none. Her anus clenched my finger as I began to pull it out slowly, as if it didn’t want me to leave.  
 
    My heart was racing. I had this inexplicable desire I lean over and lick her tight little butthole. I wanted to run my hands down her body, squeeze her tits, bend her over and fuck her in the ass. I could tell she wanted it, too. “Does this feel uncomfortable at all?” I asked. 
 
    “No, but it usually doesn’t hurt until I go deeper,” she said. “And like I said, my toy is much thicker than your finger.” She giggled. So I tried pushing in deeper, with two fingers instead of one. I pushed in until I couldn’t push in any further. “Can’t you go any deeper, doc?” she said, her perky bum clenching my fingers again. 
 
    There was a tool called a rectal scope that was considerably longer than my finger, but I was torn. I knew she was trying to seduce me. I knew there was nothing really wrong with her body. But it just seemed so wrong. She wasn’t actually a woman. She had a giant cock. It was one thing to let myself be seduced by the droves of beautiful pussies that came through the office, but this was different. “Please, doc? It would make me feel much more comfortable to know you took a look,” Sarah said.  
 
    I couldn’t say no. Whether it was for her perverse pleasure or not—there was a chance (albeit an astronomically small one) that there was something abnormal in her asshole, and it was quite literally my job to find out. So I took out the rectal scope and smeared it with lubricant. “This might feel cold,” I warned, and then I began to push it into her body. “Let me know when I’m getting too deep.” 
 
    She never let me know if I was too deep. She let me push it in further and further until I reached the end of it—eight inches long, stuffed deep in her asshole. “Any pain or discomfort?” I asked, my heart still racing.  
 
    “I guess not,” she said, so I removed the instrument from her body. “So I guess I’m all healthy then?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s right. You’re free to go,” I said, turning away from her as she sat up. I had a big, hard erection I couldn’t let her see. As I put the rectal scope away with my back to her, I tucked my cock into the waistband of my underwear. I needed to get Sarah out of my office and out of my mind. I was having more and more inexplicable desires, which were all wrong—all taboo. She was a man. I couldn’t let myself succumb to my cravings.  
 
    “I’ll see you in six months,” I said. 
 
    The disappointed look on her face as she began to dress broke my heart. She was really hoping I would have fucked her. But I just couldn’t. It was morally against everything I thought I stood for. 
 
    But even after she was gone, that desire didn’t subside. It only grew stronger and stronger.  
 
    A few days later, a beautiful brunette came through my office. She gave me that look that so many other ladies gave me. When I had her undress, there was a small part of me that was disappointed to see she really was all a woman—with a proper pussy, which I made squirt before I came deep inside of it. But fucking that little brunette didn’t quite do it for me. She left me unsatisfied, wanting more. There was a lingering image of Sarah’s long, beautiful cock that refused to leave my mind.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    When you’re thirsty, it doesn’t matter how hard you try to make that feeling go away. The only solution is to drink. It didn’t seem to matter how many little hoes I banged in my office over the next few months, that peculiar thirst that had developed inside of me only grew. 
 
    I knew where her kind of people hung out. There was a bar on a street corner on the edge of downtown where the transgender community liked to hang out. It wasn’t a gay bar but it had its reputation and an eclectic mix of people.  
 
    One night on my way home from work, I found myself driving by it, slowing down as I passed, looking at all of the women standing outside, wondering which ones were born women and which were born with something extra between their legs. Some were obvious, sure—their five o’clock shadow growing in, their broad, muscular shoulders hardly fitting into their unflattering dresses. I’d always just assumed that was all of them, but now I wasn’t so sure. Just down from a group of obvious trans people dressed in drag was a group of beautiful women in little skirts and little heels with their perky tits pushed up nicely in their little tops. I wondered: what about them? Sarah would have fit right in. Hell, Sarah looked even better than those chicks. 
 
    I thought about stopping but a nervousness came over me. What if I get recognized? I had close to a thousand different clients, and as they say, it’s a small world after all. I kept on driving. But I wasn’t done with the idea. 
 
    A few nights later, I returned with a pair of glasses and a ball cap. It wasn’t much of a disguise, but it always worked for Superman so why wouldn’t it work for me? I parked a couple of blocks away and walked the rest of the distance, even nervous my car would be recognized by a client or a colleague.  
 
    I didn’t know what I was there trying to accomplish, if anything at all. I was simply curious. I wanted to get a closer look. I wanted to confirm that Sarah was just an exception to the rule and I didn’t really have a insatiable attraction to t-girls like herself. I paid my ten dollar cover and entered the bar.  
 
    It was loud and I had no direction. On one side of the bar was a dance floor and a DJ. The other side was the bar where everyone was socializing. There were no tables and there were no stools at the bar. It wasn’t exactly the kind of joint I would hang out in on my weekends off, but to each their own. I made my way towards the bar to order a drink—a double scotch, neat.  
 
    One of the less-convincing ladyboys came up to me. “Hey big boy,” she said, putting her hand on my arm. “How are you doing tonight?” I entertained her conversation, but it didn’t take her long before she could tell I wasn’t interested. She ended up backing off and hopping over to the next potential target. She just really didn’t do it for me. There was something strangely uncomfortable about the way she touched me. It didn’t feel like a woman touching me. It felt off, unnatural—not like when Sarah touched me. 
 
    I scanned the room. Across the space was a pretty girl with dark hair, taking to a friend. She was wearing a little yellow dress and little yellow shoes. She had a cute smile, especially when she was laughing. She noticed me looking her way and then she smiled. I couldn’t help but wonder, was she one of them? Was she hiding a cock in her panties.  
 
    She ended up making her way towards me. “Hey there,” she said. I told her I was new to town and was just checking out the area. Her voice sounded feminine, she looked feminine, but I just couldn’t be sure. Since meeting Sarah, I was never sure anymore. It was like an incurable disease. Sarah shattered my entire reality and it just wasn’t piecing itself back together. 
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Chloe,” she said, reaching her hand out. She was a bit drunk and quick to flirt when the opportunity arose. She ended up pulling me over to the bar where we had a couple of drinks together. We even danced on the dance floor for a bit before getting yet another round of drinks. 
 
    “Are you a doctor?” she asked, and my heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “How did you know that?” I asked after a moment of swirling anxiety.  
 
    “You just look like a doctor. You have a doctor’s face,” she said, giggling. I don’t think she actually recognized me. I had been told before that I had a doctor’s face, whatever that really meant. “You’re cute,” she said. She put her hands on my sides. “And you’re strong, too.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. We kissed. She snuggled up close to me wrapping her arms around my body. I could taste the sweet sangria on her lips, on her tongue. She took my hand and brought it to her tit, and I squeezed.  
 
    “Come here,” she said, pulling me towards the bathrooms in the back of the bar where there was just a little bit more privacy. Then, we continued to kiss. But still, I wasn’t sure whether she was the real deal or if she was in the same league as Sarah. I had to know. Before I went any further, I needed to be absolutely sure I was about to get down with a woman. I reached down subtly, slipping my hands between her legs. 
 
    Sure enough, she was packing. I could feel the bulge of a stiff cock stuffed into her panties. I froze. Her face turned dark red and her lips parted. After a moment of silence, she said, “I—I’m sorry. I thought you knew.” 
 
    But how could I have known? Like Sarah, Chloe was an overwhelmingly convincing woman. Her tits were perfect, her skin was soft, her figure was petite—but she had a cock. It made no sense. How many beautiful women were really men? How many times had I been fooled before? I couldn’t help but think of all the women who came in for breast exams, who went no further than that—a few of whom went down to their knees and sucked my cock. Maybe a tranny had sucked my cock before—who really knew? 
 
    “Yeah, I knew,” I said, lying, hoping not to make the situation any more awkward. I forced a smile. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said again. She could obviously see through my lie. But just like with Sarah, even after I found out Chloe’s truth, I could help but continue to find her attractive. She still looked and talked and smelled and felt like a beautiful woman. She was still the same person, with the same personality, who found the same things funny, who was interested in the same hobbies and conversations. I leaned forward and we continued to kiss.  
 
    My heart was racing. We backed into a bathroom stall and then things got really heated. She pulled my shirt over my head and then began to circle the tip of her tongue around my nipples. I let her, fondling her soft tits while she worked away. She reached down the front of my pants and began to fondle my cock. I still couldn’t believe it—her hand felt so feminine, so soft, so real. There were no surgery scars on her body. Either there was someone out there doing incredible surgical work or there were men being born with perfect female bodies.  
 
    Once my cock was out, she dropped her panties to the ground. Her cock sprung out. My heart skipped a beat and I found myself frozen again. “Are you sure you’re okay?” Chloe asked, and I nodded with a smile. It was too late to turn around now. She lowered herself down onto my cock, sinking it deep into her asshole. I tried for as long as I could not to look down, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her big, hard erection, throbbing against my stomach as she bounced on my dick. There was something so mesmerizing about it, so tantalizing. I wanted to touch it, hold it, stroke it—but why? I’d never wanted to touch, hold, or stroke a cock before, and I’d had thousands of them pass through my office. Meanwhile, I’d been tempted by a good amount of pussies. 
 
    I reached down and slipped my fingers around it, my heart rate increasing drastically. I began to stroke it. It felt nice in my grip, throbbing warmly. I loved the way it made her moan and melt. She put her hands on my shoulders and she let my cock sink in deeper into her asshole. I loved the way her tits bounced and jiggled, though I still had a hard time believing they weren’t real. I grabbed them, squeezed them. I fondled her nipples. “I’m going to come on you, baby,” she said, biting her lip, looking down into my eyes. God, her eyes were stunning, practically glowing. Her lips looked so soft.  
 
    She came with a series of heavy bursts against my chest. Those warm splashes felt so good. My body began to tremble. “Shit,” I said, squeezing her cock tight in my grip as I bit down on my tongue. I came, deep inside her butt. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close to me, her tits rubbing up against her own warm cum. God, it felt so incredible. It was so much more than the little romps I’d had with clients in the office. It was so much more satisfying.  
 
    Before Chloe and I parted ways, she gave me a gentle kiss on the lips—a nice reminder that I hadn’t gotten it out of my system. If anything, now I wanted more. I was done trying to convince myself I wasn’t interested, that Sarah was just a one-time lust.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    “Your next patient is waiting in room four,” my assistant said to me as she handed me the patient’s medical records. It had been a week since my romp at the nightclub with Chloe. I was still trying to make sense of my situation, what it all meant, what I needed to do about it. Was there something wrong with me? Was my sanity slipping? Or was there maybe nothing wrong about how I was feeling? Regardless of whether it was right or wrong, it was eating away at my sanity. Sarah was all I could think about. I couldn’t get the image of that big, perfect cock out of my mind, no matter how hard I tried or how badly I wanted it gone. 
 
    Every time I walked into an exam room, a part of me wished Sarah would be there, so I could have another chance at her, go further than I did the first time, toss away my reservations. Another part of me hoped it wouldn’t be her, so I wouldn’t be tempted into doing something regretful. Would I do something regretful? If I slept with Sarah, would I regret it? If so, why? 
 
    Of course, I didn’t really expect Sarah to be sitting in the exam room. I was fairly certain I would never see her again, seeing as I rejected her the first time. Unless there was really something wrong with her medically, why would she come back to see me? It made no sense to really think she might be sitting on that exam table as I opened the exam room door. 
 
     But still, there she was, up on that exam table, legs crossed, hands clasped patiently in her lap. She smiled as our eyes met. I froze in the doorway, waiting for my brain to correct itself, fix the hallucination that was before me. But she wasn’t a hallucination. She was real. Sarah had really come back. “Hey doc,” she said with that sly smile that was all too familiar. 
 
    “How can I help you today, Sarah?” I asked, biting down on my tongue in an attempt to keep my composure. I was excited, my heart was racing. It was my chance at redemption, my chance to see what could have been. But at the same time, there was a cold tingle lingering in my spine, begging me to fetch another doctor to see to her, to remove myself and preserve what was left of my integrity.  
 
    “Well I’m having a bit of a problem,” she said. She bit the corner of her lip, the same way she did a couple of months before. That day came rushing back to me, as if it had happened that very morning. Her cheeks became pink. “It’s kind of embarrassing.” 
 
    “What is it?” I said. I kept my distance from her, already feeling weak in her presence. I could smell her sweet perfume. I could remember the way her skin felt, so soft, so irresistible. I bit down on my tongue harder.  
 
    After a moment of silence, she said, “Well, since I last saw you, I haven’t really been able to get hard.” 
 
    “Get hard?” I said. I could feel a lump growing in my throat. “You mean, get an erection?” 
 
    “That’s right. And when I do get hard, it doesn’t stay that way for long enough, if you know what I mean. I’m worried there’s something wrong down there. Are you sure you didn’t see anything wrong when you looked?” she asked, looking into my eyes with her hypnotising stare. I was practically a puddle on the floor. I seemed to remember her getting hard the moment I touched her beautiful cock. I could still remember the way her bulbous tip pushed out from her foreskin as she got longer, thicker, and harder, throbbing magnificently. “Could you take another look?” she asked. 
 
    “If you want a second opinion, maybe I could grab another doctor,” I said, partly hoping she would say yes, and mostly hoping she would say no. I really wanted to see her cock one more time. 
 
    “I trust you,” she said.  
 
    My heart was slamming against my ribcage. “Okay, get undressed and I’ll take a look at you.” 
 
    She stood up and gently slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders. The dress was tight and needed a good tug to pull over her tits, and another tug to pull over her hips. I looked the other way as she undressed, as doctors are supposed to do, but I could see her through the reflection of my computer screen. I loved the way she shimmied her panties down her thick thighs with little tugs.  
 
    And there it was—the most incredible specimen I’d ever seen, the catalyst for my deteriorating sanity: her long, beautiful cock, thick and heavy, curved slightly to one side. Now, she had a cute, little heart shaved into her pubic hair. Her cheeks were red.  
 
    “Let’s take a look,” I said, hearing my voice cracking slightly. I approached, pulling a chair up between her legs. I sat down. I still couldn’t believe it—there it was, the subject of my fantasies for the past many weeks, hanging in front of me, waiting for me to grab it.  
 
    Carefully, I slipped my fingers under it and lifted it up. It was a heavy cock, and warm too. I inspected underneath it and it all looked fine and healthy. I gently pulled back the foreskin, revealing the smooth tip. Again, it looked fine. “You said you’re having an issue getting an erection?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s right.” I could feel her impressive cock throbbing, getting harder and heavier in my hand. 
 
    “It seems to be working fine now,” I said, looking up at her with a smile. Her cheeks were dark red.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, biting down on her lip. She was cute when she blushed. I still couldn’t bring myself to believe she wasn’t born a woman.  
 
    “When are you having this problem? During intercourse?” I asked. 
 
    There was a moment of silence. “During masturbation,” she said. 
 
    “Are you maybe holding on too tightly.” Sometimes people hold their cocks too tightly, cutting off blood flow. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said. 
 
    My heart had never beat so quickly in my life. Her cock was now almost completely erect in my hand with no sign of any issues. “Can you show me how you’re… handling yourself?” Again, my voice cracked. 
 
    I let go of her big, warm member. “Okay,” she said and then she reached down. I watched her slip her gentle fingers around her big cock. How could such a soft, petite girl have such a huge, rigid dick? She began to stroke herself gently, pulling her foreskin back and then pushing it over her tip. She ran her fingers all the way from the base to the very tip. She wasn’t holding too tightly or too loosely. It all seemed fine, and her cock was staying nice and hard.  
 
    I’d seen all I needed to see from a medical perspective, but I let her continue, watching closely as if there was still more to see. I didn’t want the show to end. The way she moved her hand up and down her rock-hard cock was erotic, mesmerizing.  
 
    “This is how you masturbate?” I asked, my voice shaken.  
 
    “Yes. Well…” she hesitated, biting the corner of her lip once again. “Not really, I guess.” 
 
    “What do you normally do differently?”  
 
    “I usually have a dildo in my… you know,” she said, motioning towards her asshole. “Usually just in the rim.” 
 
    “It is possible you’re redirecting the blood flow away from your penis,” I said. “Would it be possible to show me?” I said, reaching for the rectal scope. 
 
    “I don’t think that will work. It’s too hard and cold.” She laughed nervously. My dildo is much softer than that. 
 
    “Can you use your finger?” I found my eyes drifting down to her cock again, which she continued to stroke. It was huge, almost touching her sternum, throbbing visibly.  
 
    “I don’t think I can reach comfortably. It wouldn’t be right,” she said. “Maybe if you could just stick a few fingers up my asshole—excuse my language—my anus. That would probably be the most accurate.” She wanted me to penetrate her with my fingers while she jerked herself off in front of me? I should have said no, but I couldn’t. The thought was too arousing, too erotic, too irresistible. I wanted to feel her tight asshole hugging my fingers one more time. I wanted to watch her jerk off until she came. And I suppose I did have a duty, as a doctor, to see if there was in fact anything wrong. Maybe she wasn’t lying, maybe there was some sort of blood flow issue between her asshole and her cock. I grabbed a plastic glove and I dabbed some lubricant on my fingers. 
 
    My lips parted as if I had something to say, but I couldn’t muster up anything. I was at a total loss for words. Gently, I stuck the tip of my index finger into her butthole. “Like this?” I said as her tight anus clenched my finger. My legs became weak. It was a good thing I was sitting. 
 
    “A bit deeper—and my dildo is thicker than that,” she said, taking a deep, elated breath in. Carefully, I stuck another finger in, pushing in deeper. “Thicker,” she said, a quiver running through her body. I stuck a third finger into her asshole, stretching her wide. “Like that.” She continued to pump her rod. “And then I usually pump it a little bit, in and out.” I began to push in and pull out slightly, as directed. “Oh God, just like that,” she said and then she looked down at me. Our eyes locked and I couldn’t look away. God, she was beautiful. 
 
    Her cock was still as hard as an iron rod. “Everything looks fine,” I said, continuing to push my fingers in and out of her tight hole. 
 
    “Maybe you could take a closer look,” she said, pushing her cock towards me. 
 
    I caved. I couldn’t help myself. I took her cock and I sunk it into my mouth, wrapping my tongue around its warm girth. It tasted so good and felt so satisfying. I revelled in the way its hard ridges felt, pushing against my lips, cradled neatly on my tongue. I pushed my fingers further up her ass and she sunk her fingers into my hair. 
 
    “Oh God yes, suck my cock,” she said. “Suck my fucking cock.” I sucked, sinking as much as I could down my throat, fondling her ball sack with my free hand. I just couldn’t resist my temptations any more. I wasn’t strong enough. And what was the point in holding back? What was I losing by sucking Sarah’s magnificent, throbbing rod? Why was it so bad to indulge in my consuming fantasy? 
 
    “Can I fuck you in the ass?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, and then she pushed my head back. 
 
    “Get undressed and bend over the table,” she said. “It’s time for your check up.”  
 
    I quickly did away with my pants and then bent over the exam table. She snuggled in behind me, running her hands down my sides. She spread my butt cheeks. “Your asshole looks nice and healthy, doctor,” she said. She reached around and slipped her fingers around my throbbing erection. “Your cock feels normal.” She began to stroke it. “Let’s take a closer look, shall we?” 
 
    I felt her warm, wet tip push up against my anus, which had never been penetrated before. “You’re so tight. Let’s see if we can’t fix that,” she said, and then she began to push in.  
 
    I’d never felt anything like it. It was an incredible explosion of euphoria, completely consuming, entirely paralyzing. I melted into the exam table, my fingers scrunching the long sheet of paper. Her cock was so long, so thick. Before long, my asshole was totally stuffed and I could feel her warm ball sack pressed up against my body. “You might feel a little bit of pressure,” she said, and I could feel her smirking behind me. 
 
    She began to thrust her long, slick cock in and out of me, sending me further and further into an elated daze. My cock had never been harder as she pumped it aggressively with a clenched fist. “I’m going to make you come all over your exam table,” she said. 
 
    “Make me come,” I said, biting down on my tongue. 
 
    “Tell me how badly you want it,” she said, her grip tightening on my cock. 
 
    “I want it so badly,” I said. 
 
    My legs were shaking, my body was limp. I was her ragdoll, her fuck toy, and I liked it. I wanted all of her inside of me. I didn’t want the moment to end. “Come for me, baby,” she said, leaning into me, her soft tits pressed up against my back. “Come for me.” 
 
    It was like she had complete control over me. I came. I came harder than I’d ever come before, blasting shot after shot of hot cum all over the exam table. “Fuck!” I yelled, euphoria swirling through my body uncontrollably. She took one of her cum-soaked fingers and brought it up to my lips. I opened my mouth and let her in.  
 
    “I’m going to come in your tight little asshole,” she said. 
 
    I was ready for it. I wanted it. I needed it. But I didn’t want it to end. I wanted that moment to last forever. I wanted that euphoria to stay in me permanently. She came hard in my ass. I could feel every single shot of her warm, sticky goo filling me up. God, it felt so good. I pushed my butt back, pressing my butt cheeks against her firm pelvis, making sure I had all of her inside of me. 
 
    Almost as nice as the feeling of her ramming my ass was the feeling when she stepped back and the warm cum dribbled out from my anus, down my leg. But knowing it was all over wasn’t such a nice feeling. Knowing Sarah would soon be on her way out and I wouldn’t see her again until her next check up—that broke my heart. 
 
    “Thanks, doc. I think you cured me,” she said, giggling, her cheeks red.  
 
    “Glad I could help,” I said after I finally peeled myself off of the exam table. I got one last look at her magnificent body before she slipped her panties and her dress back on. “Will I get to see you again?” I asked. 
 
    “Every six months, for my check up.” She winked. But it didn’t seem like enough. I wanted to see her every day. I wanted to feel that big, pulsing cock in my hand all of the time. I didn’t want to wait six months. “Thanks again, doc,” she said, and then she was gone. The very next day, I was already counting down the days in my head. Just 182 days to go… 
 
    It was a couple of weeks later that I started to feel a bit under the weather. There was an annoying pain in my ear, which I assumed was an ear infection, so I made my way down to the local drop-in clinic to get an antibiotic prescription. The last thing I wanted was to spend weeks out of business when I could nip the issue in the bud right away. It was a weekend and my own office was closed, and it’s against the law to self-prescribe.  
 
    I waited in the waiting room with a few other sick folks. There was only one doctor working, so I did my best to remain patient. Finally, after about forty minutes, the receptionist led me into an exam room. “Just wait right here and the doctor will be right with you,” she said, so I hopped up on the exam table and waited.  
 
    And then the door opened and the doctor walked in. And we both froze as our eyes met. The doctor was Sarah. “Hey there, doc,” she said, biting her lip to keep the smile from overtaking her face. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, my lips remaining parted. “You—You’re a doctor?” 
 
    She laughed. “I told you I spent a lot of time in exam rooms,” she said. “How can I help you today?” 
 
    “I think I’ve got an ear infection,” I said. I don’t think I’d blinked yet since she walked into the room. 
 
    “Well, I’ll take a look. And I should ask, when was the last time you had a full body check up?” 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    MY BEST FRIEND'S SECRET 
 
    For years, Stephanie could tell that her best friend, Annie, was hiding something. After a night of fooling around, Stephanie discovers just what that secret is: a big, hard bulge in Annie’s panties. 
 
    So naturally, when Stephanie starts to develop feelings for her best friend, she isn’t quite sure how to proceed. She knows she should just move on and forget about their little romp, but she can’t seem to get the image of that big, throbbing bulge out of her mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I always knew my best friend, Annie May, had a secret. You could just see it in the gleam of her eye, in the sly little smirk that was always on her face. It was like she was in on some joke that the rest of the world was oblivious to—like a poker player holding a royal flush as her opponent goes all-in. Annie May was hiding something, and it was something big. 
 
    Annie and I had been best friends since the tenth grade. We were in all of the same classes where we would sit in the back of the classroom together, joking around, talking about boys. We lived on the same block where we both played on the girl’s soccer team. By the twelfth grade, we were inseparable. If she wasn’t sleeping over at my place, I was sleeping over at her place.  
 
    The only time I didn’t like being around Annie was when there were boys around. Annie was a perfect ten out of ten. Every guy in the school drooled over her, and she had no idea. Guys always asked me to put in a good word for them, but whenever I told her, she never believed me. She was convinced she was average at best, which was such a shame because she was the only one who thought so.  
 
    In the years I knew her, she never had a boyfriend. She hardly even talked to boys. Her face would turn bright red and then she would excuse herself from the conversation. I didn’t understand it. I couldn’t understand it. If I’d been half as pretty as her, I would have been ecstatic. But I didn’t mind her crippling shyness. It gave me a better chance with the guys at the end of the day. 
 
    “I guess I’m just self-conscious,” she would say when I asked her about it. I didn’t quite believe it. Girls with acne were self-conscious. Girls with a few extra pounds were self-conscious. Girls with something to be self-conscious about were self-conscious. Annie May had no excuse. She was perfect in every way, so I wasn’t buying it. But I figured it had something to do with that secret she was keeping, that secret she never really admitted she had but I knew it was there, whatever it was. 
 
    It was after a soccer game one afternoon that I started to clue into just what Annie’s little secret was—at least, so I thought. Later, I would find out that there was much more to her little secret. We got back to my house and went up to my room. I started to change out of my soccer jersey, letting my tits hang out while I dug through my dresser for a clean shirt. Out of the corner of my eye, in the reflection of my little makeup mirror, I could see her watching me. I could see her biting the corner of her lip, trying to supress something. Could it be? Could Annie be a lesbian, attracted to me?  
 
    She had no idea I could see her, so I decided to test out my theory. Instead of pulling out a new shirt, I pulled out a pair of clean shorts. Slowly, I slipped my shorts down to my ankles, jimmying them with small tugs, swaying my hips, perking out my butt, trying my best to be sexy but still subtle. Her gaze remained glued to me. She brought her thumb up to her lips in her hypnosis. I wasn’t any lesbian expert, but I was fairly certain she had a thing for me. Still uncertain, I continued to tease her, watching her reactions carefully in that little mirror. 
 
    I turned to her with two bras in my hand, my tits still out in the open. Her eyes snapped up to mine, wide. “Which bra should I wear?” I asked.  
 
    “I think I like the red one,” she said casually.  
 
    I held the red bra up to my tits, pressing them firmly into my chest. “You think? You don’t like the green one?” I swapped out the bras. 
 
    “I prefer the red one, but whatever,” she said, turning away with a forced smile. Her cheeks were still rosy.  
 
    I had another idea. “Do you think I should get a boob job?” I asked, cupping my breasts in my hands. She looked back at me, her cheeks darkening yet again.  
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “I don’t mean make them bigger, but get them lifted up, you know?” I lifted my tits slightly, showing her the difference.  
 
    She bit her lip and for a moment, she was unable to pull her gaze off of my rack. “I don’t know. I think your tits look fine,” she said, and then she looked away swiftly again. 
 
    I was starting to get carried away. I actually found her sudden shyness kind of amusing and kind of cute. Maybe that made me a mean friend—probably—but I couldn’t help it. “I mean, feel them. They’re so heavy. See? Feel them,” I said, walking up to her. She swallowed and then, after a moment of reluctant hesitation, she reached up and cupped my breasts in her palms. I could feel her hands shaking. 
 
    “They feel fine, Stephanie,” she said, and then she turned away quickly, turning her back to me. 
 
    And then I got really carried away. “Are you sure? Doesn’t one look smaller than the other?” I said, and then she turned around again. As soon as she was facing me, I kissed her. I don’t know why I did it—maybe I thought it would be funny. Maybe I was trying to prove my theory by seeing if she would kiss back. She did kiss back—she kissed back like she’d been waiting her whole life for me to kiss her. 
 
    Her hands wrapped around me and she snuggled in closer to me. We kissed for a while—far longer than needed in order to prove my theory. I let the kiss go on. I kind of liked it, her warm, soft lips pressed up against mine, our tits pressed together, her hands exploring my body. She lowered me down onto my bed. 
 
    My heart was racing as I rolled on top of her. Was I a lesbian? Was it possible that I kissed Annie because I wanted to feel her lips against mine, feel her tongue in my mouth? I pulled her shirt over her head and I squeezed her perky tits. I could feel her heart pounding against her ribcage. “Just relax,” I said gently into her ear, running my fingers through her soft hair. Her hands were still shaking and her breathing was tense. I squeezed her ass firmly. She had a nice bum—soft, but perky. 
 
    I knew how to make her relax. I reached down to rub her clit, pushing my hand down the front of her panties. And then I felt it: a big, hard cock where her pussy should have been. I pulled my hand out from her undies and I jumped back. “What the hell is that?” I said, looking down at her crotch. She quickly covered up her stiff bulge. Her face was dark red and her eyes were watery. 
 
    “I can explain,” she said. 
 
    I remained frozen in the middle of my bedroom as I waited for the explanation, feeling suddenly exposed and vulnerable. I covered my tits with my forearm. But Annie was silent. She couldn’t actually explain, because there was nothing to say. She wasn’t a she at all—she was a he. But it made no sense; how did she have breasts? How were her features so feminine? How was her skin so soft? I wanted to ask her all of these questions, but I couldn’t muster up anything. We were locked in a silent standoff. 
 
    She grabbed her shirt, threw it on quickly, and then headed straight for the door. In an instant, she was gone. I tried to calm myself down and make sense of what had just happened. I found myself on my computer, looking at Annie’s Facebook profile page. There were a few clues that suddenly made sense, like the fact her profile had been created just weeks before I met her, and that she had zero friends from the school she said she used to go to before she showed up at my school. I searched her name and found nothing about her before we met, as if she just sprung into existence suddenly in the tenth grade.  
 
    Did that mean Annie was actually a boy who got a sex change before the start of the tenth grade? If so, who was she before? What was her real name? Where did she come from? What did her parents think about her situation? I’d never actually met her parents before. Every time I’d ever gone to her house, she was home alone. And how did a tenth grader save up enough money to afford such a convincing sex change? How had she kept it a secret for so long? I came up with no answers to any of my questions that night, but the answers would eventually come to me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Annie was at school the next day, though she kept her distance from me. She made a point of sitting on the other side of the classrooms from where we usually sat together, and she was nowhere to be seen during lunch. Whenever our paths would cross and our eyes would meet, her face would become red and her gaze would dart away from me. I didn’t blame her—I was the only person in the entire school who knew her secret, a secret which would have ruined her social life if it was leaked out.  
 
    I had no intention of telling anyone. It wasn’t like I felt betrayed or lied to. Not yet, anyway. I was still confused, still trying to put together the pieces and figure out what it all meant. I still couldn’t figure out why Annie was undergoing the sex change if she was clearly interested in women. Why make life harder on yourself than it already is? 
 
    It was the end of the day when she finally confronted me. She tapped on my shoulder while I was at my locker and said, “Can I talk to you for a minute?” She took me into an empty classroom and locked the door behind us once we were inside. I’ll admit that I was a bit scared. I was the only person who knew her secret, and it was obviously a secret she wanted to keep a secret. Of course I didn’t think she was going to kill me or anything crazy like that, but I was worried she was going to threaten me. After three years of being best friends, she knew plenty of little facts about me that I didn’t need the whole school knowing about. 
 
    She struggled to maintain eye-contact with me for more than a couple of seconds at a time, her eyes constantly darting around the room. “What’s up?” I finally said after a long silence. 
 
    “Please don’t tell anyone,” she said, biting the corner of her lip, fiddling with her fingers at her waist. I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t really a woman. She was so beautiful, so convincing. The way she was standing now, hands clasped at her waist, cheeks red, she was so cute. It was actually kind of discouraging to think that a woman who was born a man was more attractive than me. 
 
    “I won’t,” I said. “What’s your real name?” I asked. 
 
    I could see her biting her tongue. Clearly, the question stung. It was a part of her past she was hoping to erase, but you can’t just erase fifteen years of your life. “I have to get home,” she said, and then she started towards the door. 
 
    “Annie, wait,” I said. She stopped and waited for me to go on. “Why didn’t you just tell me?” I asked. 
 
    She was on the brink of tears. Her lips parted but no words came out. After a moment of silence, she left, without saying anything at all. The next day at school, she made an ever greater effort to keep her distance from me. It was starting to seem like our friendship had met its end. It hardly seemed salvageable at that point—between our moment of passion together and me finding out about the big secret she’d kept hidden from me for years, you can’t just go back to being old chums like nothing had ever happened. 
 
    I felt like I should have been mad. She let me get naked in front of her, she let me share all of my own secrets with her over the years, and she even let me kiss her. Should I not have felt violated? Instead, I found myself feeling bad for her. After a few weeks, I started to miss spending my time with her.  
 
    But our time apart actually did me some good. When you take the prettiest girl away from your friend group, suddenly the rest of the group starts to get a lot more male attention. One of the cuter guys in our class asked me out on a date—Sean Pike.  
 
    Sean wasn’t the first pick of most of the girls in our school, but I liked him. He wasn’t big and muscular and he didn’t play a bunch of sports. He was a guitar player who smoked cigarettes behind the school between classes. He had a dark coolness about him. For our first date, we went out and saw a new horror movie at the theatre. He was a rock, not even flinching at the scariest moments of the film. He wrapped his arm around me and let me cuddle into him. 
 
    Annie used to let me hide my face against her during the scary moments in movies. Like Sean, she didn’t flinch. As I turned my face into Sean’s body, I found myself thinking about Annie. I could still remember the smell of her sweet perfume as the axe murderer chopped up his victims on the big screen. 
 
    Later, Sean let me try one of his cigarettes. I’d never smoked before. I ended up coughing and tossing the cigarette away. It wasn’t for me. He laughed. “It’s probably for the best,” he said. 
 
    A few nights later, I invited Sean to meet me at a park across town, where the city lights were dim and you could see the stars. There was supposed to be a meteor shower. I knew about it because Annie and I used to always go there to watch the meteor showers. “What’s the difference between a meteor and a meteorite?” Sean asked as we set up a blanket on the grass, our meteor-watching station. I didn’t know the answer. 
 
    Every cobalt beam that streaked across the sky made me think of Annie. 
 
    Sean wasn’t too interested in the meteors. After about half an hour, he rolled over me and kissed me. “We’ve got the whole field to ourselves,” he said. We continued to kiss. He was quick to start exploring my body, his hand slipping up my shirt, fondling my tits. I didn’t mind—I was doing the same thing, running my hands along his body.  
 
    He got hard quickly. I could feel his stiff bulge against my leg. “Do you have a condom?” I asked as he reached down my panties and began to rub my clit. 
 
    “Fuck, no,” he said. “Want to suck me off while I finger your pussy?” he asked. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. 
 
    I repositioned myself next to him, with my feet up by his head. His fingers quickly found their way pack into my panties, back into my snatch. I pulled out his cock and began to stroke it. He had a big cock, but not as big as Annie’s. I never even saw Annie’s cock, but I felt it, and that was enough to know it was huge. How was she able to hide such a big cock for so long? 
 
    I ran the tip of my tongue down the base of Sean’s hard shaft, eliciting a deep moan from him. He was quick to plunge his fingers into my cunt, and quick to start finger-banging me, not wasting too much time around my clit. Again, I didn’t mind. It felt nice, albeit a bit rushed. 
 
    I sunk his cock into my mouth and began to suck. With one hand I fondled his balls and with the other, I held his ass. Even though it was dark and I knew we were alone, I felt incredibly vulnerable fucking out in a public place. Anyone could show up at a moment’s notice. Annie surely knew there was a meteor shower that night, and she knew that park was the best place to watch. What if she showed up and saw me sucking Sean off while getting finger-banged? 
 
    As I said before, Sean wasn’t exactly the athletic type. He didn’t have a firm, hard body like the football jocks. He was kind of soft, like a girl, like Annie. As I squeezed his ass cheek, I couldn’t help but think of Annie, that night that we kissed, when I reached down and firmly grasped her ass. I began to wonder what Annie’s cock would feel like in my mouth. It was much bigger—would I be able to fit it into my mouth even?  
 
    Sean pulled me in closer and he sunk his face between my legs. He started to eat me out. It felt nice, his warm tongue tickling my clit, penetrating my tight hole. Though he was a bit sloppy. I wondered if Annie would have been as sloppy. I couldn’t imagine her being sloppy. I bet Annie would have had me squirming and screaming in pure bliss in an instant. Annie would have known how to make me melt and submit. 
 
    Just thinking about her warm tongue exploring my pussy made me quiver. I started to moan, muffled by the cock in my mouth, which I could now feel throbbing aggressively.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” Sean groaned. 
 
    “Come for me, baby,” I said, pulling my mouth away, beginning to jerk him off with my hand.  
 
    “Shit, I’m going to come,” he said again. 
 
    “Come for me. Come in my mouth.” I lined the tip of his pulsing cock up with my open lips, and then he came, shooting his warm goo into my mouth. It felt nice, his warm cum unloading on my tongue. Though as he came, I couldn’t help but imagine Annie, her big cock in my grasp, coming as her body convulsed in a swirling ecstasy.  
 
    I was disappointed after we got cleaned up, when Sean said, “It’s getting late, we should probably get going.” The meteor shower hadn’t even reached its peak time yet, but I didn’t want to hold him back if he wasn’t into it. 
 
    “Alright,” I said, and then we packed up and left. Annie would have wanted to stay. Annie would have wanted to spend the whole night under the stars, warmly snuggled up next to one another, basking in the awesomeness of the universe and the preciousness of our relationship. I missed Annie. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Sean and I went on a few more dates, but after a couple of weeks, I broke things off with him. He didn’t seem to care all too much. I think he could tell I had someone else on my mind, and I’m fairly sure he was just looking for an easy fuck to round out the rest of the school year. Sean just wasn’t doing it for me. Being with him was fun for a bit but he wasn’t filling that void inside of me. That spark wasn’t there when we kissed—that excitement that filled my body when Annie and I shared our little kiss. 
 
    I was starting to think that maybe I was a lesbian. When I was taking my clothes off in front of Annie, there was so much excitement swirling inside of me. Before I knew Annie was really a man, I loved spending time with her. I loved snuggling up close to her under the stars, hiding my face against her during scary movies. 
 
    There was a girl in our school named Lucy who I happened to know, thanks to recent gossiping, was a lesbian. Apparently she even had the hots for me, according to the same gossiper who let the rumour spread. So after school one afternoon, I found her at her locker. “Hey Lucy,” I said, tapping on her shoulder. When she turned around to face me, her cheeks became red, the same way Annie’s did when I was teasing her in my bedroom. 
 
    I asked her if she wanted to grab a milkshake at the diner across the street. We spent the afternoon chatting, and then I asked her out on a real date. She stared at me with wide-eyes for a moment, trying to figure out if I was setting her up for some sort of cruel humiliation. She was a shy girl. I felt bad for her. Since word got out that she was a lesbian, kids had been mean to her. She probably thought this was just an extension of that meanness. So I made sure she knew I was serious by giving her a kiss on the lips. Now her cheeks were really red. “See you tomorrow?” I said, and she just nodded her head in a confused daze. 
 
    We had fun on our date. We went to the billiards hall and played a few rounds of pool. She was pretty good. She snuggled up behind me and showed me how to properly handle the pool cue. It felt nice, her soft, warm body pressed up against my back. I turned my head and kissed her. We ended up making out on the pool table, hands all over one another until we got kicked out.  
 
    Lucy and I had fun together. It was our second date and we were at the bowling alley when we ended up in the bathroom, my skirt down around my ankles, her face pressed up against my pussy. She explored my cunt with her wet tongue and it wasn’t long before I was a complete elated mess. Lucy knew how to work that tongue of hers, and she sure as hell found all the right spots. After she made me come, I went down on her. 
 
    I’d never licked a pussy before. I’d never really thought about it. As soon as her snatch was inches from my face, I became tense. I hesitated. “Is everything okay?” she asked. 
 
    I smiled. “Yeah, why?” I said, playing dumb. I was nervous, but I went ahead anyway, carefully licking her clit with the tip of my tongue. I liked the feeling of her hands on my head, her fingers sinking into my hair. With every little lick, I sunk deeper and deeper, until my tongue was buried deep in her warm cunt, making her squirm. 
 
    Our little romp was fun, and I was surprised that I actually enjoyed eating another woman out, but it was lacking. Having Lucy’s tongue exploring my pussy felt good, but if I’m going to be honest, being stuffed by a big, throbbing cock felt better. Being fucked by a big cock was an experience that no tongue or strap-on dildo could replicate—and I even let Lucy fuck me with her strap-on that very night. Again—it was fun, but it wasn’t the real deal, which was too bad because I really liked Lucy. I thought she was a nice girl and I liked hanging out with her. But as they say, if two people aren’t sexually compatible, then the relationship is doomed.  
 
    But I will say that I did have a lot of fun fucking Lucy with her strap-on. It took me a while to get the rhythm down right, but once I was thrusting the big rubber cock into her, I enjoyed watching her melt and moan, her toes curling around the bed sheets.  
 
    So after some more reflecting, I decided I wasn’t a lesbian. But I wasn’t straight, either. I wasn’t getting what I wanted from either men or women. I loved the soft female body and the tits, but I also loved a nice, hard cock. I wanted the best of both worlds—I wanted Annie. 
 
    So I phoned Annie and I asked her to come and meet me at my house. “Why?” she asked. 
 
    “I just want to talk,” I said. I was ready to fix things between us.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    As soon as she arrived at my house we were alone in my room, I picked up where we left off before, reaching down her panties and slipping my fingers around her cock. I only got to fondle her warm rod for a few seconds before she stepped back. “What the hell are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “I had some time to think about it. I want you. I want to be with you,” I said, stepping forward and putting my hands on her hips. I went in for the kiss but got rejected. Why did she reject me? I was confused—I thought she wanted me. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Where is this coming from all of a sudden?” she asked. 
 
    “I told you—I needed time to think about everything, and I’ve decided I want you.”  
 
    “Just like that?” she asked. She looked at me as if I had said something horribly offensive. What did I say? “I’m happy to keep being friends, but we can’t be together,” she said. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat and then sunk into my gut. My lips parted but I couldn’t speak. I was heartbroken. She didn’t want to be with me? The thought never even crossed my mind. I thought she would absolutely be interested in pursuing a relationship with me. Our little make-out session a couple of months back couldn’t have meant nothing at all, right? “I’m seeing someone,” she said.  
 
    “Who?” I managed to ask. 
 
    “Sean,” she said. 
 
    I stared into her eyes. I couldn’t tell if she was lying. It certainly didn’t seem like she was lying. She had no reason to lie. “Sean? Why Sean?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I like him,” she said. 
 
    “Does he know about… you know.” 
 
    She stared at her feet and then shrugged. “Not yet.” 
 
    “You can’t hide it forever.” 
 
    “I know that,” she said. Her gaze was glued to the ground. She couldn’t look me in the eyes.  
 
    “He’s not going to be happy. He might even hurt you, Annie.”  
 
    She looked up at me with anger in her eyes. “How do you know? So what—because I have a cock, no one can love me?” Her eyes were beginning to water.  
 
    “I love you,” I said. The words just slipped off my tongue before I could sensor myself. I didn’t mean to say it. I didn’t even know if it was true or not. She just stared at me, her gaze far away. 
 
    “You just want me as your dirty little secret. Would you still want me if everyone knew what I really was?” she asked, and I couldn’t answer the question. Would I be able to be with her publically if everyone knew her secret? Was it worth sacrificing my entire reputation and social status? Even when I was with Lucy, I was careful getting too close to her at school, worried people would realize we were together.  
 
    “I should go,” Annie finally said, and then she left my room, leaving me feeling more vulnerable than ever. 
 
    Maybe she was right to leave me. Maybe I was being selfish. It seemed as though she thought I wanted her for all the wrong reasons, but I really did want to be with her and I really was worried about her revealing herself to Sean. I wish she would have listened to me, because a few days later, she decided to tell Sean her secret. I know she did this because by the end of the school day, the news was all over the school and Sean and Annie were broken up.  
 
    I was at my locker when I heard the crowd of students erupt into a mocking frenzy. I looked back and could see her, Annie, walking down the hall towards her locker. “Tranny alert!” someone called out, and the call was followed by laughter. I felt horrible for her. I knew she shouldn’t have come out to Sean. I knew that was an awful, terrible idea.  
 
    She did nothing to deserve the ridicule. She had always been nice to everyone, always treated everyone with the utmost respect. She’d never called anyone a mean name before, and now, she couldn’t go twenty feet with out being called something horrible. 
 
    Our eyes met from across the hall. She looked tortured, devastated. I could have kept my distance and saved my reputation, but instead, I went to her. “Hey,” I said from behind her, and when she turned around, I kissed her, in front of everyone. The hecklers became silent, unsure of how to process what they were seeing. I could have cared less about the hecklers or anyone that stood watching me kiss the school’s new trans girl. Screw all of them. “I love you,” I said to her again, and she smiled. “I love you, too.”  
 
    We snuck away from everyone, into an empty classroom. I locked the door and then we continued to kiss. “Thank you,” she said to me, but I really didn’t know what she was thanking me for.  
 
    “For what?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know. Just thank you,” she said, and then we continued to kiss. I’d forgotten how soft her lips were, how amazing it felt when her hands moved all over my body. I’d forgotten how soft her hair was, and I’d forgotten how big her cock was—and how big and hard it got when she was erect. I ran my fingers up her rigid, throbbing length.  
 
    “I want you inside of me so badly,” I said. She playfully pulled my bottom lip between her teeth before laying me down on a desk. She couldn’t have gotten my skirt and panties down quick enough. I felt her nose nestle up into my pubic area and then I felt her tongue slip in between my plump lips. She began to eat me out. “Oh God,” I moaned, my body instantly giving in to the pulsing euphoria. I sunk my fingers into her hair and looked down. She was looking up at me with her cute eyes and I could tell she was happy. I was happy. I’d never been happier.  
 
    “Your pussy tastes so good,” she said, so I pulled her in tighter and her tongue sunk deeper into my wet cunt. “Oh God, just like that.” She knew how to move her tongue in ways I can’t begin to describe, pushing in deep, tracing gentle circles around my clit. I came more than once. I was a complete mess with my back on that row of desks. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” she said, standing up, dropping her skirt to the ground and taking off her blouse and bra. 
 
    I bit my lip. I couldn’t wait. It felt like I’d waited years for this moment, for her big, throbbing cock to stuff my little, wet hole. “Fuck me, baby,” I said, and then she began to push in. She was big—really big. I could feel my tight pussy stretching out wide, but I didn’t care—I loved it. I loved every inch of her perfect, throbbing dick. 
 
    I nearly came again at the sight of her, standing elegantly between my thighs, her tits sitting so perfect and perky on her chest. She was beautiful. And that cock of hers felt so damn good! 
 
    She started to thrust herself in and out of me, holding my hips to keep me from sliding away from her. I revelled in every swift slap of her firm pelvis against my ass. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the cute, little landing strip that was shaved into her pubic hair—and the sight of her long rod rising and disappearing below my pelvic horizon, over and over again. 
 
    “I want you to come in me,” I said. “I want you to come in me so badly.” 
 
    She bit her lip, looking cuter than ever. My legs began to shake and then my whole body began to convulse. I’d never come so hard in my life. Bright spots were flashing in my vision. Her big, thick cock was hitting the perfect spot, sending me into a euphoric paralysis. “Oh God,” I cried, and then I felt her warm, heavy load filling me up. Her nails dug into my skin and I reached down and pulled her tight against me. I needed all of her inside of me. I wanted every last drop of her sweet, warm load.  
 
    She slumped over me and started to catch her breath. “That was amazing,” she said. 
 
    “Tell me about it,” I said. I must have came half a dozen times. I’d never felt more satisfied in my life. I had everything. I had my beautiful best friend, I had my cuddle buddy, I had her soft, perky tits, and I had her big, hard cock. What else could someone possibly need? 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TRANS IN LAW 
 
    Derek’s father is about to tie the knot with his new girlfriend, which means Derek is about to get a new step-mom, and with her, a new step-sister: the insanely beautiful Kelsey.  
 
    After Derek sees Kelsey’s picture for the first time, his dad has to tell him not to get too excited. The reason? Kelsey’s got a big, throbbing secret between her thighs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    When I saw my future sister-in-law’s picture for the first time, I was practically a drooling mess. She was hot. She had that long, straight hair that all the hottest girls had, and by the looks of it, she some nice, big, perky tits. She was a vixen, an easy ten out of ten. “Wow,” I said when my dad showed me the picture, not even noticing the image of my future mother-in-law (she was nothing compared to her daughter). “She’s going to be living here? With us?” I asked. 
 
    My dad laughed, but I couldn’t figure out why. Surely he could see that his future daughter-in-law was a total fox. He had eyeballs, after all. “What?” I said. 
 
    “Don’t get too excited, Derek,” he said, slipping the picture back into his wallet.  
 
    “Why? Is she dating someone or something?” 
 
    “She’s a he,” he said. It took me a minute to register what he’d said. “She’s been undergoing a sex change for the last four years.” 
 
    “Let me see that picture again,” I said. I didn’t believe him. I thought for sure he was just screwing with me, tricking me into making a big fool of myself. After he handed me the photo, I was even more certain he was just messing with me. The girl in that picture was absolutely gorgeous. There was no way in hell that was someone born a man—it just couldn’t be. “Nice try,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you. Ask Trish yourself.” Trish Morgan was my dad’s fiancée, the woman he was going to marry that very week, the woman who would be living in my house before the weekend. I took a closer look at the photo. There was no evidence to suggest that the vixen was really a man. There was no Adam’s apple, no masculine features, no visible hair clips—nothing.  
 
    So later that night, I creeped her Facebook page. Her name was Kelsey Morgan. The posts on the page only went back a couple of years, which wasn’t necessarily evidence one way or the other. I found her Twitter page, and it was the same deal—created just a couple of years back. There were no statements admitting to undergoing a sex change, there were no before and after photos anywhere, no friends’ comments alluding to the allegation, and she wasn’t part of any LGBT groups. “He must be fucking with me,” I said to myself as I scrolled through her pictures.  
 
    There was one particular picture of Kelsey in a skimpy bikini, where you could see her cleavage and her side-boobs perfectly. There was no sign of surgery that I could see, though I knew some implants went in through the areola, so there wouldn’t be a scar—so that wasn’t much proof either.  
 
    I just didn’t believe my father—until I creeped my future mother-in-law, Trish’s Facebook page. There was an old family photo from her previous marriage, in which she was holding a young boy. As I continued my search, I found another handful of photos of her with the young boy. I did some more investigation, finding myself on her employer’s website. In the team section, I found Trish’s bio, which started with “Trish Morgan, senior-executive at Holt Insurance, mother of one…”  
 
    So she was a mother of one, with plenty of old picture of her with a young boy—was that enough proof to make me believe? It seriously should have been, but I just couldn’t accept it. 
 
    I didn’t get too close to Kelsey at my father’s wedding at first. I saw her from across the room. She was wearing this knee-length red dress that was skin-tight, hugging her perfect tits miraculously. Her legs looked like they belonged to a goddess. Her hair was done up beautifully in a curly sort-of half-bun (excuse my lack of hair terminology). I made a point of checking out her feet, on which she had in a pair of red heels to match her dress. They didn’t look like big feet, like you would expect from a person born a man. Even her hands looked small.  
 
    I even made a point of getting a good look at her throat. I thought that, if she was really a transgender, maybe she was photoshopping her Adam’s apple out of her photos. Maybe she wasn’t so convincing in real life, but there was no sign of any lump on her throat. She really was convincing. 
 
    I looked around at the other men in the room, trying to see if any of them had invisible Adam’s apples or small feet that could possibly fit into small pairs of heels. I mean, there is no surgery or treatment to make your feet small, is there? Can you get rid of your Adam’s apple? 
 
    No one else seemed to be too curious about her. The people I saw talking to her didn’t look put off and they didn’t seem to question her female validity. Maybe my dad was just screwing with me. Maybe he was just worried I would fall for my step-sister, so he was doing some questionable damage control. But then how do you explain the old pictures of Trish with the little boy? What happened to that little boy?  
 
    I excused myself to use the bathroom, making a point of passing Kelsey to get a closer look. I got within five feet of her, but she looked over at me and I panicked. I kept my gaze on the bathrooms and I didn’t get a chance to get a good look at her, though I did get a good whiff of her. She smelled amazing. I thought, if she planned on wearing that perfume at our house, I wouldn’t be able to control myself. I would be a weak mess, a puddle. 
 
    Later in the night, I watched her take to the dance floor with one of my cousins, some apparently handsome football jock. She was a good dancer, and it was nice to watch her long, smooth legs work their magic. I don’t think she was wearing a bra, because her perfect tits had a good, drool-inspiring bounce to them. My cousin clearly had the hots for her, taking glances down her cleavage whenever he had the chance, getting his face as close to her as possible whenever the music slowed down. He didn’t get any further than that, but I still found myself feeling jealous. Though I made myself feel better by reminding myself she might not have even been a she at all. 
 
    It was near the end of the night that she came up to me. She tapped on my shoulder. “You’re Derek, right?” I turned to her and found myself frozen and useless. She was so beautiful and she smelled so good. She had a glow about her that was irresistible. And her voice wasn’t even remotely masculine. I just nodded my head stupidly. “Ready to live together, starting tomorrow?” 
 
    I found myself staring into her eyes, lips parted, lost in her perfection. If she really was a man, she had the greatest team of surgeons on the planet. I’d seen pictures of trans people on the internet—none of them were really convincing, let’s face it. Sure, some of them looked alright, but you could always tell. “Huh?” I ended up saying. 
 
    “Are you read to live together?” she said again. 
 
    “Oh yeah, totally,” I said. 
 
    She smiled. “I feel like we should hug. Are we technically brother and sister now?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said, still in a half-daze. She reached her arms around me and gave me a tight hug. God, her body was soft. I could feel her tits pressing against my chest. They felt incredible, and real. She sure as hell didn’t feel like a man. She was small and light. I could have picked her up and squeezed her. She was like a ragdoll. I could have done anything with her. And my God, that perfume—that tantalizing, heart-melting perfume.  
 
    “Maybe you can help me set up my room,” she said. 
 
    “Sure.” I was slightly disappointed when she finally released me—and I was slightly glad. Just at the end of our hug, I thought I felt something: a bulge. Maybe it was in my head, or maybe I really felt it gently press up against my thigh. I took a quick glance down, but couldn’t see any bulge. If she was a trans girl, did she still have her cock? 
 
    The worst part about the whole mystery was the fact that there was no way to really know for sure. Unless Kelsey or her mom told me outright that she was in fact born a man, how could I know? Maybe that was my dad’s plan all along, to plant that seed in my mind so I would keep my hands to myself, and it was working. If Kelsey was for sure a woman, I would have been all over her. I would have been on that dance floor, pulling her tightly into me, slipping my hand subtly onto her perfect ass. God, what I would have done to grab a handful of that perky, round butt! 
 
    The next morning (or I should say, early afternoon), I was awoken by the rumbling of an approaching moving truck. Kelsey and her mom—my new step-mother and step-sister—were arriving. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Nursing a bit of a hangover, I decided to stay in bed while my dad helped the girls unload their truck. The hangover was also a nice excuse to get out of doing the work, though it didn’t last long. I’d barely begun to doze back off when there was a knock at my door. “What’s up?” I called out, and then the door opened. 
 
    Kelsey slipped into my room. She was wearing a loose-fitted tank-top. The arm-holes were cut so deep, you could see the whole sides of her tits, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. The sight alone was enough to make me half-hard. “Tired?” she said. 
 
    “I’ve got a pretty nasty hangover.” I rolled over. 
 
    “Too bad. You said you’d help me set up my room. Get up.” She walked up to the side of my bed and bent over. Her nipples were pushing up against the soft fabric of her top. She smelled different, sweeter, but still amazing. I had this sudden desire to pull her down onto the bed with me. Had I been totally sure she was a woman, I just might have pulled her down onto the bed with me, explored her soft body with my hands, squeezed those perfect tits. Instead, I played it cool.  
 
    “Give me a minute to get dressed,” I said, and then she smiled and left. I really needed a minute to get soft. Her body was like a cock magnet—the closer she got to me, the harder I got. I gave myself a minute to calm down and then I got dressed.  
 
    I was surprised at just how much stuff Kelsey and her mom brought with them. Their entire truck was packed full, and somehow, they managed to get all of it into our house. Kelsey must have had twenty boxes that needed unpacked in her bedroom—books that needed loaded into her bookshelves, old stuffed animals that needed to be scattered about. I didn’t know where she wanted anything, so I got the job of unloading the many boxes of books. “Order doesn’t matter,” she said, which made things straight forward enough.  
 
    I found myself distracted more than a few times—the first time when I noticed Kelsey was unpacking some lingerie into her closet. My Lord, it was some spicy lingerie, with lots of lace and straps and so on. She held up one particular red number, which I started to imagine her wearing. It wouldn’t have done much to keep her tits in place, and it was sheer enough that you would have been able to see everything. From what I could tell, there was an opening where the pussy went—or maybe where her cock went. I still didn’t know what she had down there. 
 
    When she bent over to make her bed, I found myself staring once again. Her little short shorts rode up and I could see her red panties. It looked like there was a bulge in there, but that could have been the bulge of her plump pussy.  
 
    At one point, while I was sitting on the ground, putting books into her bottom shelf, she stepped up behind me, leaned over me, and started to place some of her teddies into the bookshelf. Her thighs were touching my shoulders and her crotch was against the back of my head. If she was a woman, all I would have had to do was tilt my head up and I could have been eating her out. Then again, if she was a man, her ball sack was currently pressed up against the back of my head. Talk about feeling conflicted. 
 
    At the bottom of the final box of books was a vibrator. I had to do a double take when I saw it. It was long and purple, with a gold handle. I looked over my shoulder at Kelsey, who had her back turned to me. I picked the vibrator up and looked at it. It was thick—thicker than my own cock, which wasn’t a bad size. I was pretty sure every girl owned a vibrator, but what if Kelsey wasn’t a girl? Did that mean that big, vibrating purple cock went up her asshole? Would it even fit?  
 
    “What, you’ve never seen a dildo before?” she said, her lips right next to my ear. I nearly jumped into the air and screamed. She must have snuck up behind me. She took the vibrator from me with a sly smirk on her face. “You look devastated. You aren’t religious or something, are you?” 
 
    “Huh? Me? No,” I said, trying to play it cool. I couldn’t get the image of her out of my head—the image of her on her back, naked, legs spread out, vibrator pushing up into her asshole, her big hard cock laying on her stomach. No matter how hard I tried, that image remained in my brain. 
 
    “Your cheeks are all red,” she said, giggling. “That’s cute. It’s just a dildo. Get over yourself.”  
 
    “I know—I don’t care. It’s fine,” I said. It would have been fine had I known for sure she was a woman. But I didn’t know that. My curiosity was only getting more intense, more unignorable. Sure, I was planning on moving out in a few months, but did that mean I would have to endure a few months of this obsessive mystery? 
 
    She stood in the middle of her bedroom, holding the long purple vibrator up, with one hand on her hip. She still had that sly smirk on her face, and damn, did she look hot in that loose top and those tiny short shorts. It was amazing, just how smooth her skin was, how piercing her eyes were. She was seeping into my brain, taking over, turning me into nothing but mush. 
 
    “That’s all your books. I’m going to go and get some homework done,” I said, and then I zipped out of her room. I had a throbbing erection. I just couldn’t shake that image from my brain, her on her back, vibrator in her asshole, rigid cock on her stomach. I could just imagine her plunging that big toy in and out of her body, using her other hand to stroke the length of her cock, getting faster and faster, eventually beating herself madly, head rolling from side to side in a state of euphoria.  
 
    I locked my door and whipped out my cock. I started to jerk myself off. The only way I could think to get the image out of my mind was to indulge and get it out of my system. I imagined her big tits jiggling gently on her chest. I imagined her coming into her clenched fist, her cum squishing through her fingers as she slowly stroked her length, spreading her warm goo all over her cock. I imagined that big vibrator deep, deep, deep in her asshole, buzzing, making her quiver and squirm. It didn’t take me long before I ejaculated, spraying a warm, heavy load all over the side of my desk. It felt amazing. And it was good, it was what I needed. I was able to regain control of myself, realize I was getting lost in an inexplicable lust. 
 
    It didn’t last long. The moment I saw her again, I was a mess. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    That weekend, our parents went away together for their honeymoon. They didn’t go far, just a few hours away to a ski resort for the long weekend, but it left the house to me and Kelsey. 
 
    And I was starting to get the thought that Kelsey wanted me to make a move on her, like she was trying to seduce me. Every time we crossed paths, she would let that sly little smirk slip (that smirk alone was enough to make my legs weak, and I think she knew it). She would take showers with the door open slightly—just across the hall from my bedroom. Surely she knew I could see inside, and with the help of the bathroom mirror, I could see a sliver of her naked body through the slit in the curtain. She wasn’t afraid to walk around the house wearing nothing but a tiny towel which hardly covered her nipples, and only extended a few inches below her crotch. 
 
    All I needed to do was pretend like I dropped a pencil and I would have gotten the answer I was looking for, whether she had a cunt or a cock. 
 
    “What are you watching?” she asked, while I was sitting on the couch, watching a movie. 
 
    “I don’t know. Some old action flick,” I said, and she took a seat right next to me, leaning into me. Her body was warm.  
 
    “Mind if I watch?” she asked. 
 
    My heart was aflutter. We were cuddling, but was I cuddling with a man or a woman. She was soft, fresh out of the shower, smelling amazing as always. She had an old t-shirt on and a tiny pair of cotton pyjama shorts.  
 
    Did it even matter if she was a man or a woman? She was sexy regardless. She felt, looked, smelled, and acted like a woman, so what difference did it really make? It’s not like if I was attracted to her, that somehow made me gay, right?  
 
    After about an hour, I could see through the television reflection that she had fallen asleep, her face nestled against my side. My arm had found its way around her body and my hand had found its way onto her stomach, just inches from her crotch. It was my chance to solve the mystery, to see what was really there. My heart rate sped up drastically, pounding against my ribcage. If that didn’t wake her up, then nothing would. 
 
    Carefully, I let my hand creep down. After a deep breath, I subtly slipped it over her crotch. My plan, if she woke up, was to pretend as though I was asleep, that my hand just slipped there by accident.  
 
    There was a slight bulge between her legs, though it was hard to tell what it was. It was soft. It could have been a plump pussy, or it could have been a flaccid cock tucked between her legs. I was still nowhere closer to knowing for sure.  
 
    But my little move didn’t seem to wake her up. How far could I go without waking her up? I took another deep breath. If putting my hand over her crotch didn’t wake her up, why would it wake her up if I was under her shorts? 
 
    I carefully pushed my fingers under the waistband of her cotton shorts. I was so nervous, I could hardly breathe. If she woke up now, it wouldn’t be so easy to explain. ‘Oh, I fell asleep and my hand slipped under your shorts. Woops!’ No one would have believed that. She wasn’t wearing panties. Her pubic hair was soft and neatly trimmed. I pushed my hand down further. 
 
    And then my hand was on it: her flaccid cock. She had a cock. That was no pussy. I could feel everything—her long shaft, her bulbous tip, her warm ball sack. My dad wasn’t screwing with me after all, she really was born a man. She really was undergoing a sex change.  
 
    She moved. My heart sprung into a panic, but instead of pulling my hand out from her bottoms, I froze. She wasn’t awake, she was just repositioning herself. Still asleep, she reached down and put her hand over mine, pushing it down against her cock. Shit—now I couldn’t move. I couldn’t pull my hand out without waking her up. She had me trapped, my hand sandwiched between her hand and her cock. She started to rub my hand, forcing me to rub her long shaft. She let out a cute little sigh. I made sure she was in fact sleeping and her eyes were in fact closed—they were, and she was. 
 
    I needed to think. If I pulled my hand out too quickly, she would have been jolted awake. Though I wasn’t sure I would be able to pull it out slowly either, not without her noticing. My other option was to wait until she repositioned again and moved her hand so I could escape discreetly. That option didn’t look too likely either, seeing as she really had a good handle on my hand between her legs, forcing me to massage her dick—and she was getting hard, fast. 
 
    Holy shit, she was getting hard. I had my hand on my sleeping step-sister’s cock, and it was getting hard. The thought alone was absurd. The fact it was really happening—I thought for a minute I was dreaming, that I would wake up any second. But I wasn’t dreaming. I was really massaging her cock. I needed to think of an out. I needed to just find the right timing to pull out quickly, so quick that when she wakes up, she doesn’t realize I was ever down there at all. 
 
    She reached over and slipped her free hand over my cock. She started to rub and fondle my dick. I became frozen. Was she still asleep, or was she just pretending? Was it possible she was dreaming of giving me a handjob? Like a dog dreaming of chasing a rabbit, kicking its legs in the air as it bounds through a field—except unlike the rabbit, my cock was really there. I looked down again. Her eyes were still closed, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. 
 
    She was rock-hard now, and somehow my fingers were wrapped around her impressive girth. She finally released my hand, using her newly freed hand to reach up and squeeze her tit. It was my chance to pull out of my conundrum, but I didn’t. I kept my grip on her cock. I allowed her to continue massaging my dick. It felt too good to put an end to. Besides, it was quite the sight—the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen snuggled up against me, massaging my dick as she squeezed her perfect tits. Except she wasn’t actually a woman. She was a man. I was getting my cock rubbed by a man. I had a firm grip around a man’s throbbing erection. 
 
    She slipped her hand into my pants and took hold of my cock for real, skin-on-skin. She started to stroke me, her eyes still closed, maybe asleep, maybe not. I played along, carefully beginning to stroke her length. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how big her cock had grown. How was she able to hide such an impressive beast between her legs? Especially in that skin-tight dress, and those little short-shorts she wore. Wasn’t she worried she would get aroused accidentally? In that red dress she wore at the wedding—her erect cock would have ripped right through the thing for crying out loud! 
 
    She moved again, making my heart skip a beat. This time, she reached down and shimmied her shorts down to her thighs before reaching back up, slipping her hand under her shirt so she could fondle her nipples. If she was sleeping, I wondered, who was she fucking in her dream? Was it me she was giving a handjob to? Was it me jerking her off? 
 
    Her cock was out in the open now—in plain sight. There was no possible way of denying it—she was born a man, and a well-endowed man at that. That cock was definitely no prosthetic, no fake. I couldn’t believe I actually had my hand around it. I couldn’t believe I was actually jerking it off. What if I actually got her to come? Would that wake her up? Would she realize she was getting a handjob from her brother-in-law and then freak out?  
 
    She had me rock-hard in my pants and she was working my shaft like a seasoned pro, sliding her fingers up and down my length with just the perfect pressure in all the perfect spots. There was no doubt she had experience with this kind of thing—I suppose it helped that she had a cock of her own to practise on. 
 
    “I’m going to come, baby,” she said, her eyes still closed. My heart skipped a beat again. “Oh fuck, I’m going to come.” She bit her lip and let out a long, soft sigh. God, it was cute. She was beautiful. Cock or not, she was perfect in every way imaginable. “Fuck, baby, here it comes.” She turned her face into my body and then released a muffled moan. She came, her warm cum shooting up, hitting me, hitting her, and then the final few eruptions billowed down over my fingers. It was a mesmerizing sight—totally seducing. 
 
    I ended up coming immediately after, my own hot load filling up my underwear and her tight fist. Fuck, it felt amazing. I turned my head and rested it on hers as I caught my breath and gathered my composure.  
 
    Carefully, I took her hand and brought it down to her cock, slipping it under the waistband of her cotton shorts. Then, I slipped myself out from our cuddle, laying her down gently on her side. She would wake up with her cock in her hand and that would hopefully explain the cum that was all over her—it was her own cum, after all. As I snuck away, her eyes were still closed and there was still that sleeping smile on her face.  
 
    It was a close call, unless of course she was actually awake the whole time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I tried to convince myself she had been asleep, that she was completely unaware of our little mutual-masturbation session. If she was awake, she would have opened her eyes—right? Why would she pretend to be asleep? So I would keep going? Maybe she thought that if I knew she was awake, I wouldn’t have gone ahead with the jerk off. Maybe that was her way of getting an easy, guilt-free handjob. 
 
    It was strange. Even now that I knew with absolute certainty that she was born a man, I was still wildly attracted to her. When I saw her walk past my bedroom, I couldn’t help but stare at those long, smooth legs and that perfect, perky butt. Whenever she took her open-door showers, I found myself peeking in, trying to get a glance of that big, thick cock of hers. Whenever I heard that water running, I would close my homework and I would creep into the hall. It was a few days later that I actually caught her masturbating.  
 
    The door was open just enough that I could see the mirror, which reflected sight through a slit in the curtain. She had her big cock in her hand, and it was rock hard. She was stroking it quickly with a firm grip. Her free hand was above her head, holding onto the curtain rod. God, the way her tits jiggled as she stroked her beautiful rod—that was enough to get me hard. I could feel my face becoming warm, my cheeks red. I watched her bite her lip and tilt her head back. Her lips parted and she let out the cutest little moan. I watched her cock as it blasted out a seemingly endless load. 
 
    I had to retreat into my own bedroom, locking the door behind me. I rubbed one out. I had no choice. It was a desperate attempt to control the insane levels of lust that were swirling in my body. It was only a temporary fix though. It seemed like every time I saw Kelsey, that lust would just fire back up, and I would be a sloppy mess all over again. 
 
    “Want to help me bake some cookies?” she asked me one afternoon. She was wearing very little—a pair of tiny booty shorts, a loose-fitted crop top, and a cooking apron that made it look like she was wearing nothing at all. 
 
    “I should probably finish this essay,” I said, though I had just finished the essay. I didn’t want to spend any unnecessary time around her. It was seeming like the more time we spent around one another, the more out of control my desires were becoming. I still had a few months left before I was moving out—I needed to control myself until then.  
 
    “Oh, put it away for half an hour. You’ve been locked in your room all day. Come help me down in the kitchen. It’ll be fun,” she said. She had a big, cute smile on her face, and I couldn’t resist it. How can someone say no to a smile like that? How can someone deny themselves the opportunity to be around someone so beautiful. I was weak.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll be down in five minutes,” I said, and then she skipped her way down to the kitchen with that big smile still on her face.  
 
    I met her down in the kitchen, where she was busy combining flour and sugar and whatnot into a large bowl. Her back was to me and I could see the curve of her rump, poorly covered by her little shorts. She had such a perfect ass—so soft but somehow so perky. It had just the right bounce to it. “Hey,” she said, turning around. She had a little white smear on her nose. “Nice of you to join me.” She grabbed a cooking apron and brought it over to me. 
 
    “I don’t mind if my clothes get dirty,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be a drag,” she said, and then she went ahead and put the apron on for me, reaching around me to tie it up. I’ll admit, it was nice to have her pressed up against me while she fastened the thing. She smelled like vanilla and flowers. She stepped back. “You look good.” 
 
    I looked down and realized the apron said ‘Kitchen Bitch’ on it. She laughed. “Have you ever made cookies before?” She turned around, returning to her mixing bowl. 
 
    “No,” I said. My eyes drifted back down to that perfect, plump ass. I wanted to grab it and squeeze it with both of my hands. How could someone born a man possibly have an ass like that? It seemed impossible. Most models didn’t even have asses that perfect. 
 
    “Your job is to separate the egg yolks from the egg whites,” she said, motioning me towards a carton of eggs and two bowls. I walked over to the little station, picked up an egg, and cracked it. I let the egg fall into the bowl, and then I thought for a moment about what to do next. How do I separate the white from the yolk?  
 
    Kelsey was laughing at me. “What the heck are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ll get it,” I said, picking up another egg and cracking it, this time leaving it in the cracked shell. When we were kids making Easter eggs, we would bore little holes in the bottom of the eggs to let the insides fall out. Would something like that work? I carefully began to open the egg up, but then it all fell into the bowl. Kelsey was laughing again. 
 
    “Let me show you,” she said, and then she stepped up behind me. She reached her arms around me, pressing her warm body up against my back. She took my hands in hers and then began to guide me through the motions. “First, we crack the egg,” she said, bringing my hand and the egg down to the edge of the bowl. She rested her chin on my shoulder. My face was pressed up against her beautiful face. “Then we carefully break it into two halves.” She helped me do that, too. “And then we carefully transfer it back and forth, letting the whites fall out into the bowl.” She giggled. “Just like that. Let’s do another one.” 
 
    I could feel the bulge of her cock against my ass as her warm beauty enveloped me. Her gentle perfume was making me crazy. She turned to face me, smiling, her lips just millimetres from mine. “See? You’re not so bad.” I kissed her. I had to. Her lips just looked so soft, so warm, so inviting. I couldn’t resist her overwhelming beauty. She kissed back. After a moment, her tongue penetrated my lips. My hands were all over her. Screw the cookies—and screw the fact she had a cock. I didn’t care anymore. She was more of a woman than any of the girls in my school. She was more beautiful than any woman I’d ever seen before. I wanted her. I needed her.  
 
    I reached down, pushing my hand down her little shorts, and I grabbed her cock. I began to fondle it. I could feel it throbbing, growing, hardening. Her balls were soft and warm. 
 
    Without breaking away from our kiss, she managed to get my pants down, around my ankles, and she was quick to get a firm grip of my cock. My heart was racing. This wasn’t just some innocent, sleepy handjob on the couch, this was the real deal. There was no wondering whether she was awake, no blurred lines.  
 
    She spun me around. “Put your hands on the counter,” she demanded, so I did. I should have felt vulnerable, standing naked in the middle of the kitchen, the windows all open on a bright, sunny day, but I didn’t feel vulnerable. I was excited. All I could think about was her, her perfect body, her perfect cock. She reached around and placed a hand on my chest, gently sliding down, back onto my cock.  
 
    Then I felt it: the tip of her hard, throbbing cock pressing up against my anus. “Ready?” she asked. But I wasn’t ready. I’d never had anything in ass before—especially not a big, throbbing dick. But I didn’t protest. I wanted her as close to me as humanly possible. I wanted her inside of me. I wanted her to do whatever she wanted with me. And that’s exactly what she did. Not waiting for an answer, she began to push in.  
 
    My legs began to shake. Her cock was so big, so thick. There was no way I was going to be able handle it. I didn’t think it would actually fit, but she made it fit, cramming it deeper and deeper into my asshole. I clenched the edge of the counter. “You really are my kitchen bitch,” she said with a giggle, and it was true. With her soft hand fondling my erection, I would have done anything she asked me to do. 
 
    She began to thrust in and out of me. It was a strange feeling at first—feeling totally stuffed one moment and then completely empty the next, and having no control over it whatsoever. But as I started to relax, the pleasure started pulsing through me. She was hitting a sweet spot. Every time the tip of her cock pressed against it, I melted a little bit more, my legs began to tremble a little bit harder. After just a few thrusts, I was a moaning mess, slumped over the kitchen counter, my head rolling from side to side in an increasing euphoria. 
 
    “Your asshole is so tight,” she said. She reached down, and with her cock still ramming into my asshole, she began to draw little circles around my anus with her fingertip. It just pushed me even further over the edge. I’d lost control completely. I probably looked so foolish, moaning and squirming on that counter, but I couldn’t help it. I was on a different plane of reality where there was nothing but me, Kelsey, and an insurmountable amount of uncontrollable pleasure. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I was coming, my cock blasting a hot, sticky load all over the kitchen cupboards and all over her soft, warm hand. “I’m going to come in your ass,” she said, leaning over me further, pressing her tits against my back as she fucked me like a dog from behind. 
 
    I thought her cock in my ass was an intense euphoria—but her cum was an even greater experience. The feeling of it filling me up deep nearly made me come a second time. I wished the moment would have lasted forever, but of course it couldn’t. As she stepped back and slipped her cock out from my ass, I knew it was over. Our parents would be home from their honeymoon soon and things would inevitably change. There was no way my father would let me fool around with my transgender step-sister. If he found out about our little kitchen romp, he would probably kick me out of the house. 
 
    And soon, I would be moving out, leaving the state. Pursuing any sort of relationship in town was silly, especially one with someone who was technically related to me. 
 
    “That was fun,” Kelsey said. She was right, it was fun. It was too fun. Now that it was over, regular life seemed a little more mundane, a little more dull. 
 
    “Look, Kelsey. We’d better not go any further with this,” I said. “Obviously our parents can’t find out, and there’s no sense in getting too attached,” I said. 
 
    She looked sad, and rightfully so. It was probably just as much fun for her as it was for me, and the thought of a lifetime of that much fun was almost inconceivable. Getting a taste for something you can never have is never a good idea. We’d already gone too far.  
 
    But that didn’t stop Kelsey. It was a few nights later and our parents were back from their honeymoon that Kelsey snuck into my room while I was sleeping and she crawled on top of me. She nearly scared me half to death. She covered my mouth to stop me from yelling, and as soon as I felt those soft, gentle fingers, I relaxed, I knew it was her. “What are you doing?” I whispered. 
 
    Instead of answering, she just kissed me on the lips. “Just don’t make any noise,” she said, and then I could feel her shimmying down my pyjama bottoms. She fucked me in the ass as I lay on my stomach until she came, then she rolled over onto her stomach and said, “Your turn.” It was hardly fair. By the time it was my turn to fuck her in the ass, I was already on the edge of coming. Still, I got a few thrusts in, and I got to explore her tight asshole with my cock. 
 
    The next day, she slipped into the bathroom with me when I went to take a shower. I could hear my dad in the next room, getting ready for work, and Kelsey’s mom, walking back and forth down the hallways. “Are you crazy?” I asked. 
 
    She just smiled. “Want to suck my dick?”  
 
    Heart racing, I couldn’t say no. “Yeah.” She hopped up onto the vanity and I sucked her cock until she came. “Want to fuck my tits?” she asked, and I did. She held her breasts together until I came all over her chin and her chest. Then, she managed to sneak out of the bathroom undetected, while our parents were having an argument in the other room. 
 
    We fucked at every given possibility. And then the day came that I left for university. Watching her standing on the doorstep as I drove away in that moving truck was heart-breaking. That sinking feeling was precisely why I didn’t want to get involved. But I just couldn’t help it. Neither of us could. It was too much fun and it felt too amazing. I knew I was going to miss her more than anything. 
 
    It was a few days later that my dad called me to tell me he was breaking up with Trish. “It was just too rushed,” he said, and then he told me Trish and Kelsey were moving out later that week. My heart only broke further. Now, I wouldn’t even be seeing Kelsey at Christmas or Thanksgiving or Easter or ever. That chapter of my life was over. 
 
    At least, I thought it was until I got that knock at my dorm room door. When I opened the door to see Kelsey standing there with a suitcase at her side, my heart burst into an excited frenzy. She was back in my life, and she was there to stay. “My mom went to travel the world, ‘to find herself,’” Kelsey said. “I thought I’d come stay with you.” 
 
    I couldn’t get her into my dorm room fast enough. I couldn’t get her panties down fast enough. I couldn’t get that perfect, warm cock in my mouth fast enough.  
 
    THE END 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BIG HARD SECRET 
 
    Eric and his roommates decide that it’s time to bring a few new people into the house to cut down on the cost of rent. Who’s going to move in? After Ashley, a stunningly beautiful, young woman, shows up for the open house, the decision couldn’t be easier. 
 
    And when Eric finds himself under the sheets with Ashley, he couldn’t be more excited—that is, until he discovers her big, hard secret. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Out of high school, a couple of friends and I decided to rent a house and be roommates. It’s every young adult male’s dream: to have a whole house to yourself and your buddies where you can party every single night and hang out twenty-four-seven.  
 
    It was fun, but then we started getting the bills. None of us had jobs that paid well enough to cover rent or our electricity or our gas, so we decided to get a few more roommates. My buddy Mikey gave up his office to be turned into a bedroom. He moved into the big closet under the stairs so that his own bedroom could accommodate yet another new roommate. I moved into the boiler room so someone new could take my room, and Larry, my other buddy with the biggest room, moved up to the attic, liberating yet another bedroom. In case that wasn’t enough, we put a wall up in Larry’s old room to make it into two.  
 
    A couple of weeks later, we had seven people living with us, all dudes, all crammed into a single house with a single bathroom. We made it work. Larry and I built an outhouse at the end of the yard so that there was a backup toilet for when the house bathroom was in use (and with seven roommates, it was in use almost all of the time). All of our new roommates understood that they were moving into the party house. In fact, they were all pretty happy about that little fact.  
 
    We went from throwing a house party every week to throwing one just about every day. That first year in that house was absolutely wild. We trashed the place. Every Sunday, we would spend the entire day picking up cans, scrubbing the floors, resetting the house so it could be destroyed again the next day. But despite our weekly clean-ups, the house was slowly deteriorating. You can only cram seven dudes into one house for so long before the place starts to develop an unwelcoming odour. 
 
    When the year ended, as you would expect from any house next to a college, all of our roommates moved out. One of them graduated, one dropped out, the other two went to live with their families for a few months to save up money for the next year of total insanity. So we were left with four open bedrooms.  
 
    I was about to put out an ad in the local college paper, but Mikey had some concerns. “Do we really want another four dudes in here?” he asked. He made an interesting observation: it was becoming less and less common for women to show up to our parties. As the house slowly fell to pieces, women kept their distance. “It’s not exactly very inviting to the ladies,” Mikey said, motioning towards the keg that was in the middle of the kitchen, under the neon Budweiser sign. 
 
    “Are you suggesting we get girl roommates?” I asked. I liked the idea, not just because I was a twenty year old man who craved sex like every other twenty year old man, but because I was starting to get sick of living in a crap shack that smelled like a homeless guy at the bottle depot. The thought of having a few candles and a pot of flowers didn’t seem too bad. 
 
    So we took a week off of partying to get the house into a state that women would actually be interested in living in. We fixed the holes in the walls and painted. We got a plumber in to fix the broken shower and the broken toilet. It took five runs in Mikey’s truck to bring all of the garbage to the dump, but once it was all finished, the place didn’t look half bad. 
 
    We had some women show up to our open house who were actually interested in moving in. “And you don’t mind the occasional party?” we asked. Some of them were turned off, but we ended up finding four ladies who were looking for a cheap place to live, who were okay with our partying lifestyle. And as Mikey predicted, the house became a much more inviting place. There’s something about the aura of a woman that instantly makes a place more welcoming. The flowers and candles that smelled like flowers and the pictures of flowers helped too. 
 
    The girls weren’t bad looking either. In fact, one of them, Ashley, was a total fox. “Holy shit, she’s a babe,” I said to Mikey. Mikey just shrugged. “She’s okay,” he said. He had his sights set on one of our other new roommates, Claire, a short brunette with glasses. 
 
    But Ashley made Claire look like a dog. She had long, beautiful hair and perfect legs. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a beauty magazine. Whenever she walked into the room, I could hardly keep my eyes off of her. She caught me staring at her perfection more than once. She would just laugh. Mikey would slap me on the side of the head, and I would snap out of my daze. “You’re going to creep her out and she’s going to move out,” he would say, and then he would apologize to Ashley on my behalf.  
 
    Ashley just egged me on. Whenever she would see me staring and no one else was looking, she would wink and smile, and occasionally she would blow me a kiss and then giggle. Either she was interested in me or she just liked screwing with me because I had no self-control. Either way, it was torture. She was ruthless. When she walked past my boiler room bedroom, she would stop in the doorway, reach up into the air, and do a cute little stretch. One time she was wearing this short, loose crop top, and when she reached up, I could see the underside of her amazing tits. I nearly fell off of my chair. In the kitchen, she would “accidentally” drop things on the ground and then bend over in front of me. If she was wearing tiny shorts, she would bend over with her butt towards me. If she was wearing a flimsy top, she would bend down facing me, so I could see right down her top. She always knew I was looking. She knew I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    It was tough when we threw parties, and our party guests would hit on her. God, it filled me with so much jealousy. I knew she was way out of my league and I would never really be able to have her, but still, I hated to see other guys trying to make their move. They were never successful, as far as I knew. 
 
    It was late one night, a few days before the new school semester, that we were throwing a big summer’s end party and Ashley came up to me. She had two shooters in her hands. “Cheers,” she said, handing me one. We slammed the shooters. She looked at me with a smile that made my heart melt. “You’re cute,” she said. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Your cheeks, they turn red every time I talk to you. Do you like me?” She gently bit the corner of her lip. I could tell she was drunk. She was hardly standing up straight, and she wasn’t usually this outgoing. In fact, I’d never seen her nearly this outgoing.  
 
    “I dunno,” I said, and I could feel my cheeks turning dark red—though apparently they already were red.  
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me. The kiss only lasted about five seconds before she pulled back. “Sorry, I’m drunk,” she said. 
 
    My head was spinning. She was, by far, the most beautiful woman who I’d ever shared a kiss with. People do stupid things when they’re drunk, but they don’t do dishonest things. People are usually more honest after a few drinks, which made me think that Ashley had wanted to kiss me for a while. “It’s okay, I’m drunk, too,” I said. 
 
    “We probably shouldn’t do anything because we’re roommates and that would be weird, right?” she said. She still had that sly smile, biting the corner of her lip as if she didn’t quite believe what she was saying. Though she was right. Roommates shouldn’t sleep with roommates. That was a set up for a very awkward situation.  
 
    “Right,” I said. I was doing my best not to look at her tits, which we propped up nicely in her push up bra. I wanted to look at them really badly. I wanted to bury my face between them, rip that top and that bra right off, and suck her perky nipples.  
 
    “But we’re drunk and you’re allowed to do weird things when you’re drunk,” she said. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. Had I not been drunk, I probably would have had the strength to talk her out of it. But I was drunk, and I wanted to fuck her. I took her hand and led her away from the party, down to my boiler room bedroom. We kissed for a while, eventually making it over to my bed. “Careful you don’t touch any of the pipes. Some of them are really hot,” I said. 
 
    “Can I touch this hot pipe?” she said, reaching down and slipping her hand over my cock. She gently rubbed. 
 
    Like warm butter in a microwave, I was a puddle within seconds. She sunk down and pulled down my pants. She got my cock really hard and she got it hard fast. She pumped her hand up and down my length a few times before sinking down further and slipping it into her mouth, through her soft, plump lips. I’d never felt anything like it, the tip of her tongue gliding along my shaft, her soft lips puckering around my tip. She moved quickly but elegantly. I don’t think my cock’s ever been so hard, like a throbbing metal rod.  
 
    But she was getting me too close to climax and I didn’t want to finish yet, so I pushed her back. “What’s wrong? Afraid of coming too quickly?” she asked with a giggle.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said, and then I flipped her over and rolled on top of her. We kissed some more. I lifted her shirt over her head and tossed it onto the floor. I sucked her nipples and fondled her tits for a while, and then I went south.  
 
    She stopped me. “What are you doing?” she asked, before I could get the fly of her jeans unzipped.  
 
    “I’m going to eat out your pussy,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t want that. Just let me suck your dick,” she said, and then she reached down and grabbed my cock again, stroking it with a firm grip. 
 
    “C’mon. At least let me finger you a little bit.” I reached for her fly again. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I stared at her for a moment. “Do you wanna fuck still?” I said. 
 
    “Just let me suck you off,” she said. I thought she was kidding. I thought she was just being a tease, playing hard to get. So I rolled her over and we started kissing again, this time with her hand on my cock. I slipped a hand down the back of her jeans, grabbing a nice handful of her soft butt. I gave it a good squeeze.  
 
    “You’re sexy,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Thanks.” 
 
    She massaged my ball sack in her hand. I could feel the liquor pulsing in my veins. The last drink I had was finally working its way into my system, and I was reaching the climax of my drunkenness. I reached down further from her ass, slipping my hand between her thighs to rub her clit, but there was no clit there. She had a cock, tucked carefully between her legs.  
 
    I left my hand on it, frozen, taking a moment to be sure I wasn’t imagining things. But I wasn’t. It was real. It was attached to her body, with a ball sack and everything. Ashley had a cock. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. She was staring into my eyes. That smile was gone, replaced by pure guilt and suffering. Her cheeks were red. She was a man—or at least, she was born a man. 
 
    Normally, I would have been out of that room so fast, but with the liquor in control of my body, I was acting off of pure impulse. I didn’t say anything back to her. Instead, I sunk down, pulled down her pants, and I sucked her dick. I don’t know why I did it. I’d never sucked a dick before in my life. Aside from my own, I’d never even touched a cock in my life. I’d never even thought about it (in fact, the thought of gay sex made me somewhat squeamish—not that there’s anything wrong with it, if that’s what you’re into). Yet, there I was, with Ashley’s cock in my mouth, her hands in my hair. My nose was nestled into her trimmed pubic hair. She was rock-hard within a minute. 
 
    “Flip over,” she said, breaking the long silence that filled the room. We repositioned into a sixty-nine, so my cock was by her mouth, and hers was by mine. We sucked each other’s cocks. When I’d woken up that morning, I had never even thought about sixty-nineing a trans girl. 
 
    She came in my mouth and I swallowed. I came in her mouth just seconds later. We kissed for a while and ended up falling asleep together. It was nice. I felt happier than I’d felt in recent memory. 
 
    But when I woke up the next morning, sober, that all changed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I woke up with her behind me, spooning me, her arm over my body. She was snuggled in tight with her warm body and I could feel the bulge of her cock against my ass. It didn’t take long for the events of the previous night to come back to me. When they did, my heart sank into my gut.  
 
    I sucked a cock. I sucked a cock until it came in my mouth. A chill ran down my spine. What was I thinking? Why would I let that happen? Drunk or not—I was straight. But I enjoyed it. And thinking back on it, I was becoming aroused. My cock was beginning to harden. Why was the memory so arousing? Why couldn’t I get that memory of her big, hard cock sinking through my lips out of my head?  
 
    I looked back at her, which only furthered my conflict. She was beautiful. Even now that I knew she was born a man, she was still absolutely gorgeous. She opened her eyes and smiled. “Good morning,” she said. 
 
    “Hey,” I said back. She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she said, her eyes narrowing. 
 
    I tried to force a smile. “Nothing,” I said. But there was something wrong—something long and thick between her soft thighs. She was born a man. I couldn’t possibly get involved with a t-girl, a shemale, a chick with a dick. It was against my moral code. I couldn’t even make sense of it in my brain. If anyone found out I slept with a man, my reputation would have been destroyed.  
 
    I sprung out of the bed. “I’m going to put on a pot of coffee,” I said. She sat up in the bed, letting the blanked slide down to her lap, revealing those beautiful, perky tits. I found myself in a moment of frozen awe. I couldn’t believe she was born a man. How could such a perfect specimen have even a single male cell in her body? She was an anomaly, a glitch in the fabric of reality.  
 
    “Why don’t you make a pot of coffee later?” she said. With a sly smile on her face, she bit the corner of her lip. I knew what that meant. She wanted to fuck. And with all of the conflict swirling around in my brain, I should have politely declined. But I couldn’t. She was just too beautiful to reject. She slowly pulled the covers off of her lap, revealing her big, thick cock. My heart started racing. Why did the sight of her throbbing dick make me so excited? Was I actually gay? Is it gay to be attracted to girls with cocks? 
 
    I crawled back into the bed, over top of her. We kissed for a while. I sucked her nipples and explored her body with my hands. She reached down and grabbed my cock, lining it up with her asshole. “Fuck me,” she said, and then she began to push me inside of her. It felt amazing, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. She was so tight. I loved the way her anus puckered as I slid in deep. Once I was stuffed in totally, I began to thrust in and out. I fucked her in the ass. I made her moan and squirm. The whole time, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her big cock, erect and throbbing on her soft tummy. I watched her grab it firmly in her grip and stroke it until she came all over her tits.  
 
    It felt good, but she looked like she was on a whole different plane of pleasure, the way her head rolled gently from side to side, the way her lower back lifted slightly off of the mattress, the way she bit down on her lip before moaning loudly. I’d heard that the male g-spot was in the ass, but I never really believed it until that moment. 
 
    And when it was all over, I felt all of that familiar conflict rushing back to me. I was sleeping with shemale. I wasn’t sleeping with a lady that I could introduce to my friends or bring home to my family. Sure, I thought she was convincing, but that didn’t mean everyone would. What if I brought her to meet a group of my buddies and one of them could tell she was actually a dude. If you looked closely enough, there was a slight Adam’s apple. Her voice was convincing, but now that I knew she was born a man, I could hear that it had a slightly lower tone than the other girls I knew. 
 
    So what could I do? “Let’s just keep this a secret for now, okay?” I said. 
 
    She smiled and said, “Sure,” but I could tell she was disappointed. I went upstairs to start a pot of coffee and she came up a few minutes later, so the other people who were awake in the house wouldn’t suspect anything. As far as I could tell, they didn’t. Our little secret would remain a secret. 
 
    But our little fling wasn’t over. For some reason, I couldn’t get enough of her. I couldn’t stop thinking about her body, about touching her skin, squeezing her breasts, running my hands through her hair. I couldn’t stop thinking about stroking that big cock. And I could tell it was all she was thinking about, too. Every time I saw her in the house, that sly smirk swept across her face. We were both just waiting for the opportunity to go at it again. 
 
    We got our opportunity that afternoon, when everyone left the house to make a liquor store run. The liquor store was ten minutes away, and I knew it would take them at least ten minutes to shop, which gave us half an hour to fuck—and we did. As soon as they were halfway down the block, I had Ashley’s panties down around her ankles. We didn’t even bother going to one of our bedrooms; we fucked right in the middle of the living room, right in front of a big picture window. Had one of our roommates come back to grab a forgotten wallet or something, we would have been screwed. They would have seen Ashley’s giant, hard cock bouncing up and down as I slid my own throbbing member in and out of her asshole. 
 
    Luckily, no one came back, and it didn’t take nearly thirty minutes for me to get off in her butt, or for her to get off in my tight, wraparound grip. It even left us plenty of time to make out, for her to explore my mouth with her tongue, for me to massage and fondle her warm ball sack. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I was out of control, and Ashley was an enabler. We were both guilty, and I think she knew that we could never have a real relationship. I was just hoping to get her out of my system. I figured, the more I fucked her, the more I would get over the novelty—because that’s what I thought at the time, that I was just obsessed with the novelty of the fact she was a beautiful woman with a cock. But she wasn’t getting out of my system, no matter how hard I tried. 
 
    I tried to go a few days without seeing her, only leaving my bedroom when I needed to, staying out of her way otherwise. It didn’t really work. In our little house, our paths still crossed. And when they did, and our eyes met, I would find myself questioning why I was resisting, what part of me I was trying so desperately to preserve. But somehow, I would pull myself together and retreat back to my room where I would try and talk some sense into myself.  
 
    But after a few nights, I couldn’t handle it anymore. I was like a junkie three days into rehab, relapsing hard. My hands were literally shaking in my attempt to stay in my bed, away from her, away from my newfound consuming desire. It was torture, knowing she was always available to me, always in the house, just a few steps down the hall. I could have her whenever I wanted her. And that night, I wanted her. 
 
    So I snuck down the hall and slipped into her bedroom. It was dark and she was asleep, but my mind was made up and I was determined to have her. I crawled into the bed with her and gently tapped her on the shoulder. She rolled over and smiled. “Long time, no see,” she said, and then I kissed her. God, it felt so good, her arms wrapping around me, pulling me in tight. She rolled on top of me. I slipped my hands onto her bare butt.  
 
    “Fuck me in the ass,” I said. My heart was racing. I’d never been fucked in the ass—I’d never had anything up my ass. But the other day, after watching her squirm in ecstasy as I filled her backside, I had to experience it for myself. 
 
    She smiled and then she rolled me over. My face nestled between two pillows. She mounted me and then I felt the warm tip of her cock pushing between my butt cheeks. I took a deep breath. I knew it was going to hurt at first. I knew I was going to have to power through a few thrusts before I started to relax. But I trusted Ashley. I knew she wasn’t going to push in ruthlessly and tear my asshole to shreds. I took another deep breath. She pushed in, sliding in slowly.  
 
    “Relax,” she said, putting one of her hands on the middle of my back. It was a comforting gesture, and it helped. I took yet another deep breath and let my muscles relax. As soon as my anus relaxed, she slid in quickly and deep, stretching my little hole wider than it had ever been stretched. Her ball sack pressed up against my butt and I knew she was in all the way. “Ready?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, and then she started nice and slow. I was right, it did hurt at first. It didn’t help that she was hung like a horse, her cock was almost as thick as my wrist. But as expected, the more I relaxed, the more the pain began to subside, and soon enough that pleasure began to seep into my body. It felt nice, like a warm buzzing pulsing throughout me. Thrust after thrust, it became more and more intense, centralizing down in my butt.  
 
    I felt like I was spinning, lifting off of the bed. My mind was getting away from me and euphoria was taking over. “Oh God,” I could hear myself saying, but I wasn’t in control. “Fuck, that feels good.” Ashley was good at knowing when to amp it up. As I got comfortable with her careful thrusting, she began to push in harder and faster. Once I was comfortable with that, she started coming down with force, her hard pelvis slapping loudly against my ass. I clenched the bed sheets. 
 
    “I’m going to come in your asshole,” she said between breaths.  
 
    “Okay,” I said. I was excited for it. I wanted to experience everything. I wanted to know what it felt like, her beautiful, heavy load filling up my asshole. 
 
    “Oh God, here it comes,” she said, her breathing accelerating. I could hear the strain in her voice. She was holding back, desperately trying to make the moment last just a little bit longer. “Fuck!” she screamed, and then I felt it, warm blast after warm blast, deep inside of my asshole. And suddenly, I felt the way I imagined she felt, completely out of control of my body, pleasure now consuming me. I squirmed and let me head roll from side to side, moaning uncontrollably. I must have gotten pretty loud, because Ashley ended up putting her hand over my mouth. I couldn’t help it. It felt so damn amazing.  
 
    When she finally pulled herself out, I felt completely empty, like there was something missing inside of my body.  
 
    I spent the night in her bed, with her in my arms, our warm, naked bodies pressed together. And in the morning, we faced an increasingly familiar conundrum. She left her bedroom first and then I waited a few minutes before leaving, so no one would suspect anything. It didn’t seem to matter how much we grew to like each other, I just wasn’t comfortable enough to let our relationship be known to our other roommates and my friends. 
 
    And it was probably a good thing we kept our little fling a secret, because it was that afternoon that one of the other girls learned about Ashley’s big, hard secret. Apparently, Claire walked into the bathroom while Ashley was getting ready for a shower (the bathroom door lock was broken and we hadn’t gotten around to fixing it). Claire saw everything. She told Mikey, and Mikey told me and Larry. I’m pretty sure Larry told the other girls.  
 
    By the end of the day, everyone in the house knew that Ashley was born a man, that she had a cock. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Ashley hid in her room for the rest of the day, and I didn’t blame her. She certainly knew that Claire would let the secret slip (especially seeing as everyone knew she was sleeping with Mikey), and once it slipped to one set of ears, it would make its way to all of the others. It was a small house and gossip spread quickly. 
 
    I did my best to pretend like I was surprised. Larry claimed he could tell all along. Mikey made a similar claim. “I had a feeling there was something different about her. This explains it,” he said. Mikey ended up laughing at me. “And you thought she was a babe,” he said. Larry got in on the laughter. I felt like it could have happened to anyone. It was as if I was dealt the bad hand. Had Claire been the one with a dick, we would all be making fun of Mikey. I just laughed along with them. “You have to admit, she’s pretty convincing,” I said. 
 
    “He,” Larry said, correcting me. But it didn’t seem right thinking about Ashley as a boy. Cock aside, she was a girl. She was hotter than the other girls in the house, her tits were better, her hair was nicer, her skin was softer. Was it so wrong to think of her as a woman, regardless of what she had between her thighs? 
 
    I couldn’t even imagine how horrible the mocking would have been had they found out that Ashley and I had fucked many times, that I’d let her stick her big cock up my ass, or that I sucked her off until she came in my mouth. They would have crucified me, thrown me out of the house. They would have told everyone in our college, and probably my parents, too. They were probably already going to tell everyone that I admitted I found a tranny hot, but I could live with that. Anyone who said she wasn’t hot was either a liar, in denial, or they had mental disabilities. 
 
    I had to wait until it was late and everyone was asleep before I could sneak into her bedroom. She was up, sitting on the edge of her bed. She looked over at me but she didn’t smile. “Hey,” she said, her voice broken. Her eyes were red but she wasn’t crying. She’d had all day to do that.  
 
    “Hey,” I said. I took a seat next to her.  
 
    She kept her gaze down at her feet as she sat silently. I looked around the room and noticed her closet door was open and her clothes were all in a big pile. The closet had been emptied out. “Rearranging?” I asked, but I had a feeling she was moving out. 
 
    And I was right. “I’ve started looking for new places to live,” she said. She couldn’t look me in the eyes, probably because she knew I would be devastated. I was. I felt like I was losing a part of me—an important part. The thought of living in that house without her left me feeling cold and empty.  
 
    “Why?” I asked, even though I knew the answer. She just shrugged, unable to say it aloud. I couldn’t even imagine the embarrassment she must have been feeling. The walls in our house weren’t very thick. She probably heard Mikey and Larry laughing about her, laughing at me. She probably heard our whole conversation—me failing to defend her. “You should stay,” I said. 
 
    “Why do you care?” she said. “Just so you can have an easy fuck around whenever you need one?” Her words hurt, but she wasn’t wrong—at least, she wouldn’t have been wrong had she said it a few days before. But since we started our secret little romps, something else had developed between us. I was starting to feel a connection with her, like we shared something together than no one else shared, that wasn’t just sex. It wasn’t an overwhelming lust for sex I was feeling whenever I wasn’t around her, it was a desire to be with her, to be near her, to make sure she was safe and happy. I felt happier around her, even when we weren’t screwing around. But I couldn’t think of any way to articulate myself. There was nothing I could say that wouldn’t sound fake and excuse-filled, like I was just trying to get her to stay so I would have a convenient fuck buddy. 
 
    “Do you mind?” she said, motioning towards the door for me to leave. 
 
    I got up and started towards the door. I turned and looked back at her. Still, after the weeks we’d been living together, having sex together, I still couldn’t believe she was actually born a man. She was just so beautiful, and it broke my heart to see her on the edge of her bed, eyes red, dejected. “When are you going?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m going to go stay with my sister for a while. I’ll probably leave tomorrow,” she said without looking up at me. My heart sunk further down into my gut. I needed to accept reality: I was going to lose Ashley. I knew from the start it wasn’t going to work out. I shouldn’t have pushed it. I shouldn’t have even entertained the idea that I could get her out of my system. It was a doomed cause.  
 
    I left her bedroom and started back towards my own. “Hey, what are you still doing up?” Mikey asked from down the hall. He nearly scared me half to death. I thought I was the only one up, aside from Ashley. 
 
    “Just had to use the washroom.” I turned away and started back towards my bedroom. 
 
    “Hold on,” he said, approaching me. “I was thinking, we should probably have a little meeting, you, Larry, and I.”  
 
    “What about?” I asked. 
 
    “You know—Ashley and her, well, you know.”  
 
    “You want to have a meeting about her?” I said. I tried to keep my voice low. We were just down the hall from her room, and I knew for a fact she was still awake. Mikey probably assumed she was asleep, or maybe he just didn’t care if she could hear us or not.  
 
    “Yeah. If word gets out about her little downstairs mix-up, that might make us look bad. You know what I mean?” Out of the corner of my eye, I could see a subtle shadow move underneath Ashley’s bedroom door. She was listening. 
 
    “Why would it make us look bad?” I asked. I needed to be careful what I said. I didn’t want Mikey to think I was defending her or he might get suspicious, but I couldn’t agree outright with him, because I knew Ashley was listening.  
 
    “I mean, who cares if she’s living here?” I said. 
 
    “People will assume we couldn’t tell the difference. We’d be the laughing stock of the school.” 
 
    “We couldn’t tell the difference,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, I knew there was something up with her,” he said. I wanted to call him out on his bullshit. I’d caught him staring at Ashley a few times, especially when she was wearing one of her skimpy, low-cut tops, or when she was wearing one of her short skirts. He had no idea, just like the rest of us. But I could tell Mikey was starting to get suspicious of me. Every time I took her side over his, I could see his eyes narrowing as he began to come closer to clueing in. I couldn’t let him figure me out. I needed to save face. 
 
    “Right. Okay, so let’s have a meeting tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    “Deal.” He turned around and started back towards his room. “See you in the morning.” 
 
    Even though I couldn’t see Ashley through her bedroom door, I could feel her heart breaking into pieces. She had no allies. She was better off moving out, getting away from all of the people who thought she was equivalent to scum. This was no place for her, not as long as people were talking about her behind her back. 
 
    I didn’t get much sleep that night, tossing and turning, unable to get the thought of her face out of my mind. I’d never felt so guilty in my life. I hurt her. I let my roommates hurt her. And why? Because she was different? Because I was afraid of what people would think of me. 
 
    I was outside with Mikey the next morning, picking up the empties from the previous night’s shenanigans. It was the last thing I wanted to be doing, exhausted from lack of sleep, but I needed something to take my mind off of Ashley, and off of how horrible I was to her.  
 
    Larry came out later, but didn’t offer much help. He just sat on the porch and watched. “Keep up the good work, guys,” he said, cracking himself an early morning beer. Because it was his name on the lease agreement, he liked to throw around his power. “You’re all technically living in my house,” he liked to say whenever someone called him out for being a lazy sack of shit.  
 
    Ashley came out around noon, with a heavy suitcase in each hand. She didn’t make eye-contact with anyone as she headed towards the car. “Whoa, where are you going?” Larry called out. “It looks like you’re moving out.” 
 
    “I am,” she said without turning to him. 
 
    “You’ve still got five months on your rental agreement,” Larry said. 
 
    “I’m breaking it.” 
 
    “Then I’m keeping your damage deposit.” 
 
    “Fine. Keep it.”  
 
    I remained silent, stepping back out of the way, keeping myself small and unnoticed, though I’m sure Ashley noticed me. I watched as she tried to hoist one of her suitcases into the trunk of her little car, but it was too heavy for her to lift. She grunted as she tried again. Larry laughed. “What’s the matter? Hormone therapy take away your man strength?” he called out. 
 
    Ashley didn’t look back. The guilt inside of me grew stronger. I felt like such a coward for just standing there, watching, doing nothing to help, not defending her. “Larry, c’mon,” I said. 
 
    “What?” he said to me.  
 
    I couldn’t watch her struggle with the luggage any longer. I went over and helped her lift the suitcases into the trunk. “Thanks,” she said softly, but I don’t think she really meant it. 
 
    “Kiss your tranny boyfriend goodbye, Eric,” Larry said. He started to laugh and Mikey joined in. Ashley’s cheeks were red and her eyes were heartbroken. I could tell that she knew moving wasn’t going to do anything. She couldn’t just move every time her big secret got out. At some point she needed to hold her ground and accept it. It wasn’t until she accepted herself that anyone else would accept her. I put my hand under her chin, tilted her head up, and then I kissed her. 
 
    Mikey and Larry both stopped laughing. “What the fuck are you doing?” Mikey said after a long silence. I ignored him—which I should have done long before. 
 
    “Don’t go,” I said to her. 
 
    Her eyes began to water. “Why?” she said. 
 
    “Because I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too,” she said. 
 
    Now Mikey and Larry were completely silent. Ashley and I kissed again. Her lips were soft and warm. I wrapped my arms around her body and pulled her close. “I’m not going to let you leave,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “If you insist,” she said. She bit the corner of her lip, which always succeeded in driving me crazy. We kissed again, and then she asked, “But what about them?” referring to Mikey and Larry. 
 
    “Them? They’ll get over it. If they give you any shit, just tell them to fuck off.” 
 
    “Hey, fuck you!” Larry called out.  
 
    “Fuck off,” Ashley called back, and Larry’s eyes became wide. He looked to Mikey and said, “Can you believe what she just said? The nerve!” and then he went into the house, mumbling under his breath. It turned out, Larry and Mikey didn’t have any problems with Ashley sticking around after I told them they were wrong about her. They just went about their partying lives as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Because it’s true, as soon as you accept yourself for who you are, the rest of the world will accept you too. 
 
    In fact, Mikey and Larry were happy because rent became cheaper, because there was a new bedroom open in our house. Ashley moved into the boiler room with me. It wasn’t the perfect setup, but we were together and that was all that mattered.  
 
    Ashley’s big, hard secret wasn’t a secret anymore, and neither was mine. Now that everything was out in the open, we were free to love one another wherever and wherever we wanted. Well—there were some things we still needed to do in private, for everyone else’s sake. Like when I got down on my knees and sucked her beautiful, bulging cock, or when I buried my face between her soft butt cheeks and ate out her perfect, little asshole.  
 
    And the best part was knowing there was no end in sight. There wasn’t any taboo guilt lingering in the back of our minds. We were free. And we were happy. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COME INSIDE 
 
    When Steve returns to his little old hometown for his uncle’s wedding, and he decides to venture out to his old childhood tree fort, he doesn’t expect to find it occupied by a beautiful, sun-tanning vixen—nor does he expect her to be quite so flirty and seductive. 
 
    He also doesn’t expect to find a big, long surprise between her legs, which she doesn’t even seem a little bit shy about. But who is she really, and how did she know about Steve’s old tree fort? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Have you ever had a moment in your life that was just so surreal, you weren’t entirely sure you were actually awake? One of those moments where the warmth of the sun is so soothing on your skin, where there’s a dreamlike glow in the air, almost like a luminescent mist, and there’s a feeling of peculiar calmness that seems to seep into your bones. I had one of those moments as I walked towards the old fort my friends and I built, way back when we were kids. 
 
    That was many years ago—I hadn’t seen any of those guys in over a decade, since we all graduated high school. Danny, Mark, and Larry—we used to be best friends, inseparable. How long ago was that? Ten years ago now? Maybe even closer to fifteen. I didn’t actually think the fort would even still be there. I wasn’t even completely sure why I was walking out to the old thing, what I was hoping to accomplish. It was probably the boredom, more than anything. I was back in town, visiting my family for a week. My uncle was getting married and I happened to have a few days off of work. It had been a couple of years since I’d been back to town. 
 
    Walking towards that old fort, I tried to think of the last time I was in town—it was for my grandfather’s funeral. Those are the only reasons to venture back to your old home town, right? Weddings and funerals. At least, those were the only reasons to venture back to my old hometown, the small town of Stettler. There was almost literally nothing to do in Stettler, but at least it was pretty. The whole town was surrounded by rolling hills covered in trees. In the fall, the trees were all different colours. It was really a breath-taking sight to behold, unless you’d lived through it a couple dozen times like I had. Then some time away doesn’t hurt. 
 
    It had been a good two decades since I’d last been out to that old fort. It was amazing I still knew how to get there. It wasn’t like we put up markers or any sort of path. I’d just ventured out to it so many times in my youth, it was practically muscle memory making my way there, even twenty years later, as a full-grown adult. There were a few spots that were more difficult to navigate than I remembered—maybe because I wasn’t quite as nimble as I used to be, or maybe because the forest had grown a substantial amount in the past twenty-odd years. 
 
    It was actually kind of nice to be back home, away from the big city, though I would never admit it to anybody. I’d just broken up with my girlfriend of a year and a half. She said “It’s not you… It’s the sex. It’s just not that great. You don’t seem that into it.” It stung, but she was right, I wasn’t that into it. She was a pretty girl, and I liked her quite a bit, but there was just something missing—that spark that everyone’s always talking about. I tried to fake it, hoping it would eventually come along naturally, but it never happened. Maybe I just needed more time, or maybe the split was for the best. 
 
    Talk about a shot to the ego—the woman breaking off the relationship because the sex sucks. Even worse, it wasn’t the first time. My girlfriend before her had an almost identical excuse. She even suggested that I might be gay, which upset me quite a bit, because I was as straight as straight gets. I couldn’t think of anything more repulsive than a man’s hairy chest and thick, muscly arms. The mere thought of stubble rubbing against my face made me cringe. Meanwhile, I couldn’t look at a woman in a bikini for more than ten seconds without turning into a gushy puddle of mush with a throbbing boner. I was straight, there was no question about it. 
 
    Maybe I was just shit in bed. The thought made me cringe. 
 
    In a funny way, travelling back to your hometown is a lot like pressing the reset button or jumping back to ‘Go’ in a board game. It was a fresh start. Sure, other people are still ahead of you, but it’s all relative in the end. Stettler was where I started and it was where I was starting again, with nowhere to go but up. 
 
    When I saw our old fort materializing in the distance, a warm, fuzzy sensation filled my heart. It was still there! I couldn’t believe no one had found it and ripped it down, and by the looks of it, it hadn’t fallen to pieces on its own accord. It was still in fine shape, still standing tall in the trees, all three stories of it.  
 
    It took us three years to build. Four of us would go out, every single day in the summer, each carrying an armful of lumber. We had a big bucket of nails and a few hammers, and that was all we needed. The first floor was the most simple and it was the first floor we built. It was only a few feet off of the ground and it was split into two rooms. The second floor, which we built the next year, was more complex, and probably a hell of a lot more stable. It was the summer after our first year in shop class, so we all had a few new skills to bring to the table. The third level was kind of sketchy, built between two trees. It was amazing it never came crashing down. It was high enough that the fall could have been fatal—or a few broken bones, at the very least. 
 
    Looking up at the third level now, I couldn’t believe how crazy we were back then. We used to all sit up there with our BB guns. We would shoot at targets. 
 
    As I got closer to the old fort, I noticed something move up on the third level. I could see a hint of flesh. There was someone up there! I got a few steps closer and then I stopped. 
 
    She hadn’t noticed me. By the look of it, she was sleeping, sun-tanning, her long, blonde hair cascading down over the edge of the top level. Her bikini was flung over the little barrier wall that surrounded the ladder, and I could see her tits. She had excellent tits that sat just perfectly on her chest. I would probably have been able to see her pussy, too, if it wasn’t for that little ladder barrier. Nude sun-tanning, on my old fort—can you believe it? 
 
    I considered my options: I could call out to her and let her know I was there, I could awkwardly back away and pretend like I never saw anything, or I could continue walking by the fort, also pretending like I didn’t see anything. I decided to go with the latter option, sneaking one last glance at the stranger’s perfect, naked body. As I was looking up at her, her eyes opened and she saw me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She quickly covered her chest up with her arm, and she covered her crotch with her free hand. Her face turned red, but I’m sure mine was redder. “I’m sorry,” I said, “I was just—I was walking by, and I looked up…” It wouldn’t have been so embarrassing if I was able to look away, but for some reason, I couldn’t. My eyes remained glued to her. She was so beautiful. She must have thought I was some freak pervert.  
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, still holding her hands over her private parts. “I shouldn’t have taken off my bikini. I didn’t think anyone ever came through this way.” 
 
    After realizing she was waiting for me to look away so she could put her bikini back on, I was finally able to snap my eyes off of her and turn around. “I’m sorry,” I said again. Then, with my back to her, I said, “You know, it’s probably not very safe up there. That wood is over twenty years old, and it’s not even pressure-treated. I wouldn’t want to fall from way up there.” 
 
    “I don’t mind taking my chances,” she said, “It’s the best spot in town to get a good tan. I’ve been coming out here for years. You can turn around now.” 
 
    I turned around. Now clad, she was sitting with her bare feet dangling over the edge, with hands clasping the very edge. One strong sneeze and she would be plummeting nearly thirty feet to the hard forest floor. “I really wouldn’t sit up there like that,” I said, and I once again found my gaze glued to her body. I never knew Stettler had such beautiful women. Had I known, maybe I wouldn’t have moved away when I turned eighteen.  
 
    “It’s fine. It was built strong.” 
 
    “It was built by me when I was ten,” I said, laughing. 
 
    She stared at me in silence for a moment and then her eyes flashed. “No way, seriously?” she said with a big smile now on her face.  
 
    “Seriously.” My neck was starting to hurt, staring up at her. But the slight pain was worth the incredible sight. She bit her lip as if she was trying not to laugh, as if I’d said something hilarious. “What?” I said.  
 
    “Nothing. This thing must be really old then, huh?” she said, and then she started laughing. 
 
    “Hey, I’m not that old—but yeah, it’s probably a good twenty years old.” She didn’t look to be too much younger than me, maybe just a few years, though it was hard to tell. She had one of those faces that looked like she could be sixteen years old or a really smoking-hot thirty-five. Feeling guilty about staring at her naked body, I decided to ask, “How old are you?” It seemed like a rude question after I asked it. 
 
    “I’m twenty-nine,” she said. I, too, was twenty-nine. She looked good for twenty-nine, and it was comforting to know I was ogling a piece of jail-bait. “So what, are you like a professional carpenter now?” 
 
    I laughed. “I work in real estate.” 
 
    “Come to sell my fort then?” she asked. 
 
    “Your fort, huh?” I couldn’t help but smile. It was nice to know that the fort was being put to good use, rather than rotting away, abandoned and unknown. I wondered how she even found the fort. It was nowhere near any hiking trails, and it wasn’t exactly the easiest place to locate. 
 
    “I think it’s technically mine based on squatter’s rights,” she said with a grin.  
 
    “Squatter’s rights, that’s the law that says you can get possession of a property after something like ten years of squatting there, right?” 
 
    “I’ve been coming out here for at least that,” she said, “so I guess it’s mine. I was thinking of painting it pink, what do you think?” 
 
    I looked at the old fort, which had never been painted or stained or even remotely cared for since it was built. I kind of liked the way it looked, all overgrown with vines, with pieces of wood hanging off of it as if the nails rusted away into nothingness. I was almost kind of jealous of the old fort—in twenty years, out in the middle of nowhere, it managed to get more action than I could out in the big city. There I was, standing single on the cool forest floor, staring up at the old fort with a beautiful siren sitting gracefully on top of it. “White would look good,” I said. Then I noticed the old sign on the front: ‘No Girls Allowed’ “I guess you missed the sign,” I said, laughing. 
 
    “I saw the sign. What of it?” she said, kicking her feet playfully, making them swing back and forth. Her toes were painted white, which made her nice, even tan stand out. 
 
    “You don’t look like a boy to me,” I said. 
 
    “Who says I’m not a boy? Maybe you aren’t looking hard enough.” She started to laugh. “So what brings you by your old fort, huh?” 
 
    “I was in town and was just curious to see if the thing was still standing. I didn’t expect to find anyone using it, especially someone so…” I cut myself off before saying the word ‘beautiful’. I didn’t want to sound like a total creeper.  
 
    “So what? So naked?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said.  
 
    She laughed again. She had a cute laugh. “Well do you want me to give you the tour? Lots has changed in the past couple of decades, you know.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I said. I watched her hop up to her feet and descend the ladder to the second floor. Then I listened as the old planks of wood groaned as she descended the old staircase. The front door opened with a high-pitched shrieking. 
 
    “Come inside!” she said, presenting the doorway as if it was a prize on a game show. She was cute—really cute, even more pretty up close. Maybe I was just on the rebound, but I was infatuated with her. I loved how spunky she was, how carefree she was. I made a point of checking out her hands, and luckily there were no rings. Maybe she left them at home so she wouldn’t get a tan line. It seemed hard to believe that such a perfect specimen was unspoken for. 
 
    The fort looked just the same as the last time I’d seen it, with some expected wear. A tree branch had grown through one of the windows, and one of the floorboards had popped up because of a big, growing root. The thing creaked and groaned like it was a thousand years old. 
 
    This girl must have been crazy to brave the staircase, never mind the ladder above it or the questionable third level. I was afraid of falling through the floorboards of the first level, which only would have been a few feet of a drop, but a few feet can still do a number on the body. “What do you think?” she said. “Like what I’ve done with the place?” 
 
    I laughed. “I’m just glad someone’s using the old thing. But serious, be careful up there. It wouldn’t hurt to get a few pieces of wood to brace it.”  
 
    “Oh, shush. It’s fine. C’mon upstairs.” She went ahead of me, hopping up the stairs with confidence. I watched her perky butt bounce up and down as she went up. God, she was cute. 
 
    Upstairs was the same as below: nothing had changed. The old box where my friend Larry used to keep his porno magazines was even still there. As I looked from the box to her, she smiled teasingly. “That was Larry’s,” I said. My face turned dark red.  
 
    “Sure it was,” she said, giggling. “Got a thing for big, black ladies?” 
 
    I’d forgotten until she said it, but Larry used to subscribe to a porno rag called Big Black Hussies. He always showed us his favourite pictures from it—not my thing. “Really, that wasn’t mine,” I said, and she laughed again.  
 
    Also on the floor was a six-pack of beer, with two cans missing. “Want a drink?” she said, bending over to grab a can before I even answered her. She tossed one over to me. “Sorry, it’s not cold anymore.” She grabbed one for herself. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Steve. What’s your name?” 
 
    “Heather,” she said. “You know, in the years I’ve been coming out here, you’re the first person who’s ever found me.” 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    She reached her beer out for a cheers. We both drank. She kept her gaze locked on my eyes. She had beautiful eyes, like they belonged on a model or a movie star. They were so stunning, they were even a bit intimidating. And I couldn’t help but feel a familiarity to them—maybe she was a movie star or a model, maybe I had seen her in a magazine before. I couldn’t imagine she could go very far in public without being approached by an agent or some kind of talent scout. She was just so beautiful—too beautiful for Stettler, too beautiful to be randomly out in the middle of nowhere. She was like a dream, a hallucination. Maybe I’d lost my mind. 
 
    “Do you like them?” she asked. 
 
    “The beer?” I said. It was okay. 
 
    “My tits.” She nodded down. “You keep staring at them.” Was I staring at them? My face became hot and my body became tense.  
 
    “I—I’m sorry. Was I? I didn’t get a lot of sleep, I think I was just zoning out.” 
 
    “It’s okay, you can stare,” she said. “You can’t wear a skimpy bikini like this and not expect a guy to keep his head up, you know?” She cupped her tits with her hands and gave them a firm squeeze and a bounce. “They look good, right? They’re not real.” 
 
    “Really?” I said, my face becoming even hotter. “They look great—I mean, not that I was staring. I really wasn’t staring.”  
 
    “Want to feel them?” She took a step closer to me.  
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. I promise I won’t bite, unless you’re into that kind of thing.” She smiled and bit the corner of her bottom lip. I didn’t believe her, but sure enough, she took my hands and brought them up to her tits. “Give them a squeeze.” I did. They sure felt real to me. “Technology, huh?” 
 
    That was about the moment I became convinced I was dreaming. After letting go of her perfect rack, I pinched my arm. She thought that was pretty funny, so she started to laugh. “Your face is so red! Do you need to sit for a minute?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m okay,” I said. “I just—I mean—You’re very forward. I’m not really used to that.” 
 
    “What are you used to?” 
 
    “Good question.” I could feel a tingling down, between my legs. I was getting hard. “I should probably get going,” I said, worried I was about to make a fool of myself. Heather was too beautiful, too outgoing, too over-stimulating. Maybe I did need to sit down. Was she coming onto me? Was she flirting with me? Or was she just a bubbly character?  
 
    A part of me wanted to grab her and kiss her and bend her over and fuck her, but what if I made a move and I had the whole thing wrong? Imagine being out in the middle of nowhere, and some guy makes a move on you—how uncomfortable would that be? I didn’t want her to think I was some rapist or murder or anything like that. Why was I so concerned about what she thought of me? I didn’t even know her. 
 
    “Are you married?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Girlfriend?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She smiled. “You’re funny, you know that?” She took another long sip from her beer. “Want to go up to the top?” Before I could tell her no, she was already on her way up. The sane part of me was telling me not to even dare going up on that rickety old thing, but Heather was like a magnet. I was drawn to her. She had some sort of sexual energy that I couldn’t resist. I followed her up the ladder, getting another a nice view of her ass on the way up.  
 
    She walked right out onto the bridge between the two trees. “C’mon,” she said. The sun was making her glow radiantly. Again, I didn’t trust the construction, but I followed her like a trained dog. “Doesn’t the sun feel nice?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah. You come out here a lot, then?” 
 
    “I try to come out every day, in the summer anyway. Want to fuck?” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat and then was sent aflutter. Did she just ask if I wanted to fuck her? As in, sex? I stared at her with parted lips for a moment as I tried to think of a proper answer. Of course I wanted to fuck her, but was that really a good idea? I didn’t even know who she was. As far as I knew, it was all some setup to make me humiliate myself. “Well?” she said. 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Totally. But you should know one thing first, I have a dick. I don’t want you freaking out or anything when you see it.”  
 
    Now my head was really spinning. She was such a strange character—it was almost impossible to know when she was screwing around and when she was being serious. She always had that same grin on her face, as if it was all a big joke. I looked down at her crotch, but she put her hand over herself before I saw anything. She laughed—she was kidding, she must have been. She was far too beautiful to have a cock. “What? You think I’m kidding?” she said. 
 
    “You’re totally screwing with me.” 
 
    She smiled. “I’ll tell you what, we’ll play a game. It’s obvious you want to fuck me, right? Well, here’s the deal. You have to reach down my bikini bottoms and see whether I have a pussy or a cock. You have to keep your eyes on mine the whole time though, no looking away. If you look away, you lose. If I have a pussy, you can do whatever you want to me. If I have a dick, I get to do whatever I want to you. But you can’t reach down there unless you’re willing to commit either way.” She bit her lip again. She reached up and grabbed her tit and gave it a gentle squeeze, her eyes locked with mine.  
 
    She was a total goddess. There was no way she had a cock—she was just messing with me. But what if she wasn’t? What if I reached down and felt a big dick between her legs? Would I really let her do what she wanted? I looked at her throat. There was no Adam’s apple. I was still convinced her tits were real, and her skin was softer than any man’s ever could be. “Well, what do you say?” The real question was, was it just a setup. Would she swat my hand away the moment I reached down and yelled ‘Pervert!’? Was this just a little game she played with guys because she knew every guy on the face of the earth wanted to fuck her brains out?  
 
    My desire to fuck her outweighed my anxieties. Slowly, I started to reach down. “Eyes up here,” she said, and I brought my eyes up to her intimidating glare. My hand trembled on its way down, and I kept reminding myself it was impossible—I’d seen transgender girls on the television before and you could always tell. Either the Adam’s apple or the voice or the broad shoulders—Heather had none of those issues. She was more feminine than all of my previous girlfriends. She was the definition of a woman. Her body belonged on the cover of every women’s health magazine, every male fantasy magazine. She couldn’t possibly have a cock. 
 
    My fingers slipped through her bottoms, over her soft strip of pubic hair, and onto flesh. It was soft, squishy, and long. It didn’t feel like a cunt. She smiled, keeping her eyes locked with mine, staring into my very soul. I felt the whole length of it, positive it was just some fake rubber thing she was using to screw with me, but it attached to her body, and it wasn’t rubber—it was real, warm skin. I could even feeling it pulsing slightly.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She wasn’t lying to me, she really had a cock. My mind couldn’t comprehend it. It just couldn’t be. It went against every law of nature. She was a man, and most amazingly of all, she didn’t even hide it. One of the first things she said to me was, “Who says I’m not a boy?” She told me straight up, probably multiple times, but I was too overwhelmed by her beauty to even notice. Not only did she have a cock, but my hand was now directly on it, my fingers wrapped around her flesh.  
 
    And she was laughing, as if my reaction was hysterical, as if she’d gotten me good. I looked down—I couldn’t help it. I had to see it with my own eyes to believe it. Sure enough, in my hand was a cock. I pulled my hand away. “Hey, no looking away! You lose.”  
 
    “You’re a—I mean, were—what are you?” I said. I felt a hotness in my chest. I felt tricked. I’d never touched another cock before and I was proud of that fact. Now, I’d been tricked into grabbing one full on, flesh on flesh. But had I been duped? She did straight up tell me she had a dick, I just didn’t believe her. In a way, I’d duped myself. 
 
    My sudden outrage must have been all over my crimson face. “Geez, it’s not like it bit you or anything. It’s just a cock.”  
 
    “But I’m straight,” I said, but I realized as I said it that it was a rather confused statement, and possibly offensive, as if I was calling her a man. Was she a man? At some point in her life she certainly was, but what about now? Was it wrong to call her a man? 
 
    “Me too,” she said with a grin. She put her pointer finger on my chest and slowly ran it down my abs, eliciting a warm buzz in my body. What was most strange of all was the fact that, even after discovering her thick manhood between her legs, I still found her insanely attractive. She still had the most beautiful face I’d ever seen, the most incredible body, the most perfect tits. Everything was perfect except for that one, dangling member. “The real question now is, are you a man of your word?” she asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” My heart stuttered.  
 
    “Well, the deal was, if you reached down and found a cock, I got to have my way with you, remember? I mean, surely you wouldn’t buy a lottery ticket and demand your money back after you lost, right? Or are you a scaredy-cat?” She bit her lip in an unsuccessful attempt to contain the big grin on her face. She was right, it wasn’t right to back out of the deal, even though I was still feeling misled. 
 
    “I guess it depends on what you want me to do,” I said. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t—that wasn’t the deal. The deal was, I get to do whatever I want with you. Consider yourself my slave. That was the deal—you agreed to it. Besides, it’ll be fun. I promise I won’t hurt you, and I promise I won’t tell anyone. It’ll be our little secret.” Her beautiful eyes flashed. 
 
    My heart skipped another beat. “Okay, fine.” 
 
    “Good. Now squeeze my tits,” she said. I followed her command, reaching up and squeezing her tits. They felt nice, soft, and light. I could feel her perky nipples through her top. “You can take my top off, if you want,” she said. I thought for a few seconds about whether I should. I figured it would be a welcomed distraction from her penis, so I took off her top. God, her tits really were perfect. “Suck my nipples.” I did that, too. Her fingers found their way into my hair. “See? I told you this would be fun.” 
 
    It wasn’t bad—I wasn’t going to complain about squeezing and sucking a beautiful woman’s breasts, but was I having fun? Not really. It was hard to remove the thought of her cock from my mind, or the fact that she was born a man, and biologically, she still was a man. Technically speaking, I wasn’t sucking a beautiful woman’s nipples, I was sucking a beautiful man’s nipples. The thought made my spine feel cold. But even though it was a fact, my mind couldn’t make sense of it. She looked and sounded and felt like a woman. Her skin was so soft, her breasts felt so real, and my God, was she beautiful. 
 
    “Keep sucking,” she said. She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch. I resisted at first and then I remembered the deal—the deal that I’d agreed to. I let her slip my hand down her bikini bottoms, onto her cock. “Get me hard, pretty boy,” she said. I was slow to wrap my fingers around her cock. My head was spinning. “Massage it. Do it nicely—it’s sensitive, you know.” I carefully rubbed her flesh between my fingers. I could feel it beginning to throb, beginning to grow, thicken, harden. “Just like that,” she said. 
 
    She was well-hung, especially for a woman. Her cock seemed to grow and grow and grow endlessly, until I could hardly touch the tips of my fingers together. “Stroke it,” she said. She reached down and pulled her bottoms to her knees, to get them out of the way. I began to stroke her length. 
 
    I’ll admit, stroking her cock wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. In a way, it didn’t feel real, as if it wasn’t really a cock I was stroking, but something else—I don’t know what. The member in my hand didn’t seem like it belonged to a man, and I suppose it didn’t. I thought it would feel wrong touching her member, but it didn’t—and that scared me the most. Why wasn’t I feeling repulsed? Why had I stopped hesitating?  
 
    “Take your dick out,” she said. 
 
    A cool breeze crossed over me. I felt the need to look around, to make sure no one was there, watching. Of course there was no one—we were a half an hour hike from town, way out in the middle of nowhere. It was already a freak coincidence that two of us found our way there at the same time. 
 
    I unzipped my pants, then I froze. I felt suddenly vulnerable, suddenly exposed, even with her standing naked in front of me. And I didn’t want her to see that I had an erection—it seemed terribly embarrassing, even though we were fooling around sexually—as if my erection was somehow an admission that I liked the fact she had a cock, that maybe I was gay. But I wasn’t gay. I was hard because she was gorgeous, because I’d just spent five minutes squeezing and fondling her tits, sucking her nipples. Her cock had nothing to do with it. “C’mon now, don’t be shy,” she said. After a deep breath, I dropped my pants to the ground. I looked around again to make sure no one had shown up suddenly to watch. 
 
    “Ooh, look at you,” she said, reaching down and carefully running the tip of her pointer finger along my hard cock. “You’re big.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. My cheeks were warm. 
 
    “Mind if I touch it?” she said. 
 
    “Be my guest.” I was standing as stiff as a board, tense in the shoulders. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and gently pulled my foreskin back. Then, she took a half-step forward and pressed her erect cock against mine. My face flushed and I became even more tense. My cock was pressed up against another cock. Again, it seemed like it should have felt so repulsive, so taboo and wrong, but it didn’t feel that way. It actually felt kind of nice, her warm cock snuggled against mine. She stood up on her tippy toes.  
 
    “I think I’m bigger,” she said, and then she giggled. She was just a hair bigger than me, but in my defence, she had a huge cock for her small stature (and considering she was a woman). She took both cocks in her hand and began to stroke them together. “I’ve always wanted to do this,” she said. “Doesn’t that feel good?” She looked me in the eyes.  
 
    I couldn’t stare into her eyes for more than a few seconds without feeling totally intimidated by her beauty and her confidence. It seemed so unnatural, so unreal. I still wasn’t convinced I wasn’t stuck in a dream. “Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked. 
 
    My cheeks became even hotter. I didn’t want to admit it, but she was absolutely gorgeous, and I think she knew it (and she knew that I knew it). “Yeah,” I said sheepishly, again feeling like I was somehow admitting to being a homosexual. It almost wasn’t fair, she was just too beautiful to have a strand of male DNA in her body. Surely any man who found out about her secret would have been just as confused as me, if not even more so. 
 
    “I haven’t decided whether I want you to fuck me in the ass or if I want to fuck you in the ass,” she said with a giggle. My heart dropped into my gut. Fucked in the ass? I’d never had so much as a pinkie finger in my asshole, never mind a big, throbbing cock like hers. I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass—I was quite proud of my anal virginity. Of course, I had no legal obligation to let her fuck me, if that was what she wanted—maybe a bit of a moral obligation, seeing as I did agree to do anything she wanted.  
 
    And what if she wanted me to fuck her in the ass, could I do it? Again, she was born a man. That asshole hadn’t changed since she went and got breast implants and started taking hormones. 
 
    “Who am I kidding?” she said with another one of her cute giggles. She sunk down to the ground and got on all fours. “I don’t think you could handle it, anyway.” She wiggled her bum in the air, letting her back curve downwards as she stretched her arms forward. “Go ahead,” she said. “Fuck me.” 
 
    My heart was racing. I was staring at a beautiful woman on all fours, presenting her asshole for me to fuck—I was practically a dripping mess, any man would have been. But I could see, between her legs, her big ball sack—a little reminder that I wasn’t really being seduced by a biological woman. But what difference did it make? My throbbing dick didn’t know any difference. Once I was inside of her, pressed up against her ass, I wouldn’t be able to see her balls or her cock, just her stunning body and her soft, flowing blonde hair. As far as I was concerned, I would be fucking a woman—right? 
 
    I sunk down to my knees, taking my cock in my hand. I found myself looking around yet again, letting my insecurities seep deeper and deeper into my bones. I wanted to fuck her so badly but my body was screaming at me to resist, to turn away. I couldn’t resist, and she knew it as she gently swayed that perky bum in the air. I pressed the tip of my dick against her tight hole. I took a deep breath. “What are you waiting for, pretty boy?” she said. 
 
    I pushed in. As I sunk in deep, I watched a convulsion flow through her body. She moaned and her head swayed in a warm euphoria. I was deep inside of her, deep inside of a tranny’s butthole. It wasn’t exactly what I anticipated when I decided to walk out to the old fort. I started to thrust in and out of her. She pushed back, making sure to get every inch of my throbbing dick inside of her with every penetration. I looked down and watched her balls swaying back and forth—I couldn’t help it. It was strangely mesmerizing. “Harder,” she said. I came down on her harder, slapping my pelvis against her soft butt cheeks. 
 
    I had my hands firmly on her ass cheeks. I spread them wide, watching my cock sink in and out of her tight hole. She looked over her shoulder at me with a grin—reminding me just how beautiful she was. “Jerk me off and then come inside of me,” she said, biting her lip. She took my cock like a seasoned professional, like it was the greatest sensation in the world. Her eyes were nearly rolling into the back of her head as I took hold of her pulsing erection. I began to jerk her off. 
 
    “Oh, fucking shit,” she moaned. Her toes curled against the old wooden floorboards. She strained and I felt her asshole clench my dick. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come. Oh shit, I’m coming,” she said and then her hot load sprayed all over the old floorboards. “Oh fuck—oh God, that feels good—oh shit!” I couldn’t look away from her big dick, blasting shot after shot of sticky, hot cum. It was an incredible sight, completely captivating. 
 
    I thrust myself in as hard as I could and then I came deep inside of her body, my cock fully plunged into her asshole. She screamed as my warm load filled her up. My hands were shaking as I pulled out, watching my creampie billow out and dribble down to her ball sack.  
 
    It was, without question, the greatest sex of my life—and it was with a transgender—a woman who was born a man. What if my exes were right? What if I was gay and I just didn’t realize it? What if I did like cocks and assholes more than I liked tits and pussies? Maybe I was bisexual. But I couldn’t be—I felt absolutely nothing when I thought of a man’s face or a man’s body. If anything, the thought still repulsed me. Yet, the thought of a big, hard cock between a woman’s legs was suddenly the most erotic, tantalizing image I could muster. I couldn’t even tease the thought without my cock becoming instantly rock-hard once again.  
 
    “That was fun,” Heather said with a big grin. She looked at me with her big, glowing eyes almost expectantly, as if she was waiting for me to say something. There was still that strange familiarity to her face that wouldn’t seem to stop bugging me. 
 
    The sun had dipped below the treeline and the air began to cool off. “Totally fun. But I should probably be going,” I said. “It was nice to meet you, Heather.” 
 
    As I turned away to leave, I couldn’t help but notice the puppy-dog look of disappointment on her face, as if I was forgetting something. I had a feeling she was hoping for more, maybe for a phone number and a promise of a date. It’s not like I didn’t think about it, but the reality was, I couldn’t date a transgender. I couldn’t get involved with a chick with a dick—regardless of whether or not she planned to eventually make the full transition.  
 
    Something about it still seemed wrong and unnatural. What would I tell people? What would I tell my parents, who were already upset that things ended with me and my ex, who were desperately hoping for grandchildren before they kicked the bucket (even though I really didn’t want kids, but I was willing to compromise). Heather could go through all of the treatment and surgery in the world, and she still wouldn’t be able to have children, she still wouldn’t be a biological woman. 
 
    Sure, she was insanely beautiful and a lot of fun, but I felt I needed to stick to my principals. I couldn’t let my fickle infatuation get the better of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I struggled to fall asleep that night, unable to get the memory of my time with Heather to leave me alone. I could still see her piercing eyes, gazing into my soul, torturing me with her beauty. It really was torture, too. I wanted so desperately to convince myself that I didn’t enjoy my time with her, that what we did was wrong and I shouldn’t have gone through with it, but I could only fantasize about finding her and doing it again and again and again. 
 
    I woke up in the middle of the night, only a few hours after I finally fell asleep, plagued by a peculiar feeling of guilt. Those piercing eyes were still staring into my soul, but now it was the eyes she showed me as I turned to leave—the hurt eyes. It didn’t look like she’d been hurt for the first time. It looked like she’d been through it time and time again. Those eyes screamed loneliness, they screamed constant rejection. It probably wasn’t easy, being in her position, having men like me reject her over and over because she was born with one appendage instead of the other. 
 
    She didn’t deserve that—she was a nice, fun, beautiful, happy girl. She didn’t do any wrong to me, and I couldn’t imagine she’d ever done any wrong to anyone else. But I couldn’t be with her, given her situation, and I’m sure other men felt the same way. At least she disclosed she was born a man before engaging in sex. I’d heard some horror stories of transgender women waiting until the third or fourth date—or not telling the man at all. And to think I was feeling duped before… 
 
    I tried to think of other things, to give my racing mind a break. On my old bedroom dresser was a picture of me and my three childhood buddies, the guys who built the fort with me all those summers ago—Danny, Larry, and Mark. Unable to fall back asleep, I decided to look them up on the internet, and see what they were up to. It had been so long since I’d heard from any of them. 
 
    Larry was apparently working at a law firm in New York City. He didn’t have many pictures up, but it looked like he was happy. He was married and he had at least one little kid, as far as I could tell from his photos.  
 
    Mark was working construction, also married, also with kids. In the older photos of him and his wife, his wife was pretty sexy, though in more recent ones she had let herself go in a pretty big way. She stopped wearing makeup and she cut her hair short. Mark was looking a bit thick himself. 
 
    I couldn’t find any pictures of our other buddy, Danny. I couldn’t even find an account for Danny, as if he didn’t exist at all. Googling his name brought up no results whatsoever. I hoped he was okay, and nothing bad had happened. Maybe he just wasn’t the social media type. Maybe he preferred to stay off of the internet. He had an older brother, so I looked him up to try and find some clues.  
 
    On his older brother’s page, under siblings, it said he had a sister. A sister? Danny never had a sister, just his one older brother. I scrolled further down and then my heart sank into my gut. His sister’s name was Heather. Suddenly, that peculiar familiarity made sense. Danny was Heather. Heather used to be Danny.  
 
    My head was spinning. I rubbed cocks with Danny, I stroked Danny’s cock—I fucked Danny in the ass and jerked him off until he came. I felt sick. 
 
    Suddenly, I had what I wanted—I had the guilt and that overwhelming feeling as though I’d done something terribly wrong. Heather wasn’t just some random t-girl looking for some fun, she was my old best friend, and surely she knew who I was. I hadn’t done anything wrong, she was the one who was wrong, right?  
 
    It suddenly made so much sense, the way she was looking at me with those flashing eyes. It was almost as if she was trying to get me to recognize her, she was trying to tell me with her eyes. But why didn’t she just come out and say it? Why did she keep it a secret? Because she knew I wouldn’t fuck her if I knew she was Danny?  
 
    I was conflicted. I didn’t know whether to feel angry, betrayed, used, or if I should feel bad for her. I couldn’t help but feel like she tried to tell me, like she wanted me to find out but she was too afraid to tell me, too afraid of the embarrassment—not just her own embarrassment, but my embarrassment, too. It must be hard, revealing yourself to someone, especially someone you knew and were close with growing up. I never suspected a thing. Danny always seemed like such a normal kid. Had someone told me he was transitioning, I would have laughed. I wouldn’t have believed it. I still had a hard time believing it, still not sure I wasn’t just remembering things incorrectly. Maybe Danny did have a sister and I was forgetting. Or maybe I had his brother’s name wrong and I was looking up complete strangers. Or maybe I really had come deep inside of Danny’s asshole. 
 
    The next day, I found myself going for a walk to kill the time, yet again. I thought about hiking back out to the old fort—it was a pleasant, scenic hike, after all—but it was a bright, sunny day and I figured that meant Heather was probably there, soaking in the sun. I thought it would be best to avoid her. I thought about confronting her, telling her I knew who she was, but what good would it have done? It wasn’t like she broke the law, and it wasn’t like I was going to beat her up over it. I just had to let it go and pretend like it never happened, otherwise it would continue to bother me more and more. 
 
    Stettler wasn’t a very big town. You could walk down every street in less than two hours, and that afternoon, I did just that. Near the end of my walk, I even ended up out front of Danny’s old house, which looked the same as if did twenty years earlier—just like the rest of the town. 
 
    Seeing the old house brought back a lot of old memories—meeting up to go for bike rides, building snowmen in the winter, and then there were some not so nice memories. Danny’s father used to hit him. I remember pulling up on my bike one afternoon and his dad was in the middle of a serious beating. I kept on biking, and it was a week before I saw Danny again, all bruised up. He never did anything wrong, the poor kid, his father just needed a convenient punching bag and Danny was there. 
 
    His mother was very religious and I could still remember her snapping once when she overheard us talking about girls. She pulled Danny into the house by his ear, and again, it was a week before we saw him again. After that, he never talked about girls again. As far as I knew, he never dated. He was always so quiet around women, probably in part thanks to his mother. His older brother didn’t have it much better. He moved out when he was sixteen, and then Danny’s parents split up shortly after that. 
 
    I remember Danny going from quiet and shy to completely silent, almost never saying a thing. You could always tell there was something on his mind—I’d always just thought it was his dysfunctional family situation. Apparently it was a lot deeper than that. 
 
    In fact, I couldn’t remember Danny ever laughing, or even smiling. Hell, that’s probably why I didn’t recognize Danny as a woman—as Heather. Heather was always smiling, always laughing. It seemed like Heather was having the time of her life. In a weird way, it filled me with a warm fuzziness knowing Danny was, for once in his life, happy—even if he wasn’t completely satisfied. After years of abuse and what was probably a very confusing childhood, he was able to smile and laugh and be comfortable with himself—Heather was quite possibly the most confident person I’d ever met! A huge leap from the shy, introverted Danny.  
 
    I found myself at the edge of the woods, considering going back in, going to face Heather one more time. I felt like I needed to make things right. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    My heart started to race as the old fort came into view. Sure enough, I could see a smooth leg dangling over the edge of the top story, and that bikini was once again flung over the little containing wall. There were her perfect tits, floating beautifully on her chest as she absorbed the sun’s warmth. Within seconds of seeing her, I began to doubt she was really Danny, or that she was ever a man. It must have been some sort of prosthetic piece, right? I remembered the feeling of it throbbing in my tight grip. It was no prosthetic piece. It was the real deal. She was Danny. 
 
    “Hey there,” I called out after giving my heart a second to calm down (which it did not).  
 
    She looked over and smiled. She sat up. Her eyes glowed. “You came back,” she said. This time she didn’t bother to cover her tits with her arm. I’d already seen everything before so what was the point? “Back for more or are you here to take your fort back from me?” 
 
    “Just out for a walk,” I said. Now that I knew she was once Danny, I could see it in her eyes and the shape of her nose. She really hadn’t changed much—she grew her hair long, she put on some makeup, and of course there were the fake tits and probably some hormone treatment, but it wasn’t like she’d undergone some dramatic transformation. I guess it just turned out she looked a hell of a lot better as a woman than she did a man. “Mind if I come up?” I said. 
 
    “Didn’t you see the sign?” 
 
    I looked down at the front door. Over the ‘No Girls Allowed’ sign was a new sign: ‘No Boys Allowed’. She smiled.  
 
    “The best part is, I get in either way,” she said, and then she laughed.  
 
    “So do you plan on—you know—going all the way?” I asked. 
 
    “You mean getting my dick chopped off? No way,” she said. “Have you seen those fake pussies. Those aren’t fooling anyone. Besides, I like my cock. Don’t you?” She grabbed her package and lifted it up.  
 
    “Can I come up?” I asked. 
 
    “Only if you promise to suck my dick. I’ll suck yours, too, if you want.” She laughed. Once again, I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. But I knew that once I got down to business, there probably wouldn’t be much in the way of joking. I entered the fort and I made my way up to the top floor, hearing the stairs groan as I ascended. She was waiting for me at the top, laying on her side with her big, flaccid cock hanging over her thigh. She was grinning as if she got a real kick out of it. “Me first or you first?” 
 
    I stared at her body, finding myself once again completely in awe of her beauty. It was still so hard to believe. “Why didn’t you tell me?” I said. 
 
    “Tell you what?” 
 
    “Who you are.” 
 
    Her eyes became wide and her face flushed. That grin disappeared quickly, and she suddenly sat up, covering herself with her hands. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said with glazed over eyes. 
 
    “You don’t need me to say it, do you?” I said. 
 
    Her lip quivered. “Are you mad?” Her cheeks were red. 
 
    I thought for a moment. “Mad?” I said. “I’m not mad as much as I am feeling deceived. You let me touch you—down there. You let me stick it in your ass.” 
 
    “So what? You knew I what I was,” she said, her whole face suddenly red with anger. She stood up and grabbed her bikini bottoms, slipping them on while keeping her tits covered with her spare forearm.  
 
    “But I didn’t know who you were.” 
 
    “What difference does it make?” She turned away from me and put on her top.  
 
    “You knew who I was.” 
 
    “Did you come here to get some revenge? You want to beat me up? Go ahead, just get it over with. I’m used to it. I’m sorry I deceived you. Well? What are you waiting for? You can even throw me off—no one will ever find my body way out here.” 
 
    “What? I’m not going to hurt you.” 
 
    “Then why’d you come? Just to humiliate me?” 
 
    “I don’t know why I came. I guess—I guess I just didn’t believe it and I had to know for sure. I don’t even know why I had to know, I just did. It was bugging me. I can’t explain everything I do. I can’t even explain what drove me to walk out here yesterday in the first place. I suppose it’s just curiosity doing it’s thing.” 
 
    Her eyes began to water. “I wanted to tell you, I just—I couldn’t do it. At first I wouldn’t tell people about, you know, but then when one guy found out, I got my ass kicked. He broke my arm and two of my ribs. Since then I tell people right away, and it’s miserable. Everyone looks at me like I’m some circus freak, like I deserve to be beaten and broken, like I’m some kind of shame. But then you came along and you didn’t look at me like that, and it was nice for a change. I didn’t want to ruin that. Even after you found out about my little situation, you still looked at me with those eyes. For once, there was someone interested in me who wasn’t just indulging in some freaky fetish… 
 
    “Do you know that, besides you, I’ve had sex with two other guys? Both of them only wanted to be with me in secret, they demanded that I keep my mouth shut and not tell anyone. We would meet in the middle of the night. The first guy turned out to be married, and he was a closet gay. The other guy always wanted to film us together. He ended up putting the videos up on some fucked up fetish website. Do you have any idea what that’s like? To be either a freak of nature or nothing more than a fetish?” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. 
 
    “Are you, though? Or are you just sorry you had sex with me?” I certainly wasn’t sorry I’d had sex with her. Sex with her was the best sex of my life. It was the most intimate, most passionate, and most fun moment that I could remember. I loved staring into her eyes as she rubbed our cocks together. I loved the feeling of her tight butthole clenching my dick. I loved the feeling of her soft skin and the feeling of her hands exploring my body. It was all I could think about ever since the moment it was all over.  
 
    I tried to think of something to say back, something that would make her know that she was wrong about me, that I really wasn’t there to shame or humiliate her. I couldn’t think of any words. Words are just words, anyone can say anything—it means nothing at the end of the day. I stepped forward and I kissed her. It took a moment for her to kiss back, but when she did, her body melted into me. She threw her arms around me and held me tightly. I didn’t need any words in order to tell her I was obsessed with her for her, and not for the cock between her legs.  
 
    Would it have been better if there was a tight, wet pussy between her legs instead? Not necessarily. It certainly would have been easier to come to terms with the fact that I was in love with her. It would have been easier to build up the courage to invite her to be part of my life, to eventually meet my friends and my family and my coworkers. Easier, sure—but the fact I was willing to make her mine regardless was proof to me that she wasn’t just some fun fling, that what we had was real and powerful.  
 
    “You know you’re breaking the rules,” she said, smiling. Her cheeks and eyes were still red but she was happy.  
 
    “What rules?” 
 
    “You were only allowed up here if you promised to suck my dick. So get sucking,” she said with a giggle, and then she pushed me down to my knees. I pulled down her bottoms and then took her semi-erect cock in my hand. I gave it a few strokes, feeling it throbbing warmly in my grip before sinking it into my mouth. 
 
    It didn’t feel wrong, it felt right—righter than right. It felt perfect: her soft, feminine hands in my hair, my hands against her smooth thighs, her slick cock against my tongue. I got her so hard, so big. I could taste her sweet pre-cum dribbling out from her dick. “Do you want to fuck me again?” she asked. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” I said, and then I turned around. She giggled playfully and then she pulled down my pants. “Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Just do your best to relax. If it hurts, just let me know and I’ll fuck you harder, okay?” She laughed and then I felt her throbbing, wet tip press up between my cheeks. My heart was pounding but I wasn’t nervous. I was excited, ready to start this new chapter of my life with Heather. She began to push in. My mind flashed and my body became warm and fuzzy. It felt amazing, her thick, rigid girth sliding in deep. “Oh God, you’re so tight,” she said. 
 
    “Fuck me.” 
 
    She started to thrust in and out of me. And just like I did for her the day before, she reached around and grabbed my cock. “I bet I can make you come before I come,” she said, jerking me off.  
 
    “You’re on,” I said. 
 
    I revelled in the sound of her pelvis slapping against my ass. Every thrust felt somehow even better than the last. Best of all, I could feel her big tits pressed against my back and I could hear her gently moaning in my ear. “Shit,” she said in a strained voice.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to come first,” she said, half-laughing and half-moaning. “Want me to pull out?” 
 
    “No, come inside of me,” I said. “I want to feel you coming inside of me.” 
 
    My body gave me no warning. I came in her clenched fist—before she came in me. That got a laugh out of her, but she wasn’t too far behind. “Oh fuck,” she said, and then I felt it, and it felt amazing—I couldn’t wait to feel it over and over and over again for the rest of our lives.  
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    T4M 
 
    After the end of a five-year long relationship, Mark decides to do something he’d never considered before: hire an escort for a night. He looks through some ads and finds the perfect girl: Soda, a busty brunette with a perfect body and the most beautiful face Mark has ever seen. 
 
    As for the ‘T4M’ where it should say ‘F4M’—female looking for a male—T4M must just be a typo, right? Besides, what could ‘T4M’ even mean?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Looking back on it, I can’t believe I didn’t put it together right away. I thought it was just a typo: “T4M”. There were no other ads that said T4M, and I’d never even heard of T4M. F4M and M4M and the occasional F4F, but T4M—surely she meant to put F4M, because I clicked on her ad and she was a woman: long dark hair, curvy body, large breasts. Not only was she a woman, she was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. I even zoomed in on her photos trying to find evidence of photo manipulation. There was none, as far as I could tell. 
 
    Her name was Soda and she was an escort. 
 
    I’d never slept with an escort before, but for some reason I woke up that morning with a spark of curiosity: what would it be like to sleep with one of them? I’d never even considered it before, but suddenly it was the most exciting notion. My heart raced as I typed “Seattle escorts” into my internet browser. It was just a curiosity at first, but soon after I started looking through the ads, it became a very real possibility. They weren’t nearly as expensive as I’d always imagined them to be, and many of them were outrageously beautiful. And again, the mere thought of sleeping with a total stranger got my heart beating and my head spinning. It had been a long time since I’d felt anything like it. 
 
    I had recently split up with June, my girlfriend of five years. There was no big ending fight, we had just fallen out of love. Sex was good and fun and exciting at first, but by the end, I was more interested in porn. She never wanted to put on her lingerie, she never wanted to experiment with different positions or toys, and she hated performing oral. After five years of missionary sex, it was hard to feign interest. Not to mention, she started a new career, which she put above our relationship. She was out all day, and when she was home, she was just on her computer, answering e-mails, unable to disconnect from her working life. She didn’t seem too upset when I finally said, “I think we should split up.” 
 
    I thought seeing other people would be exciting—a return to that spark I felt at the beginning of my relationship with June. But that spark just wasn’t there. After a few dates with a girl, that familiar dullness would creep its way back into my life. One-night stands were a bit of fun at first, but even they got old fast—it seemed like so much work, going out to the bar, working my way in with a woman, buying her drinks, dancing, saying all the right things. It was so robotic, so formulaic, as if the whole process was divided into steps: step one: break the ice; step two: buy her a drink; and so on. 
 
    But the idea of an escort was completely new and exciting. Maybe it was the fact that I’d always thought it was so wrong, so filthy, so despicable, so taboo. It was illegal, after all. But I couldn’t help myself from entertaining the thought—the powerful excitement that only seemed to grow the more and more I truly considered it. Even learning the lingo was exciting: F4M was what I was looking for, ‘Female escorts looking for male clients’.  
 
    They all had their own specializations listed in their ads. I couldn’t believe some of the kinks people were into: peeing, lactating, femdom, pretty much anything you could imagine, there was an escort just for you. I’d never been much of a kink person. I didn’t have any fetishes that I knew of. I was just looking for a pretty, clean gal to have some fun with. And I was pretty sure I found her in the assumedly misspelled ‘T4M’ advertisement. 
 
    I took a few days to really think about it, to make sure I wasn’t getting into something I was going to regret. Every day, I would find my way back to her advertisement, admiring her pictures. She was a younger woman, apparently twenty-six years old, but it seemed like she had a lot of experience. Her whole ad was mostly lingo I didn’t understand, like the “8’ FF” part—I assumed it was just some arbitrary measurement or another, I didn’t really think much into it at all. 
 
    After a few days, the desire to connect with Soda had become even greater. I knew it was only going to get stronger and stronger, so I decided I was really going to do it—I was going to set up a date with an escort. 
 
    My face became hot and my hands trembled as I punched her number into my cellphone. Her ad said to text her, so that was what I did. “Hey there. I’m interested in your services Are you available tonight at all?” Pressing send sent my heart aflutter. I did it—I messaged an escort. I felt so dirty, yet so invigorated, like there was some hot energy inside of my body, vibrating through all of my veins. I watched my phone for the next ten minutes straight, waiting for her response.  
 
    So many anxieties crossed through my mind. What if she was a cop? What if the cops caught us together? Would I become a registered sex offender? Would I have to tell everyone I meet, all of my future neighbours, that I slept with a prostitute and got caught? What if the medical records on her advertisement were fabricated, and she gave me and STD? I took a few deep breath and did my best to push the anxieties away. This wasn’t some crack whore I found in an alleyway, this was a legitimate escort with professional photos and a well written ad, who clearly took good care of herself. I looked at her ad again and found some comfort in the little section at the bottom that said, ‘no protection, no service’. 
 
    As soon as my phone buzzed, I snatched it off of the table. “Hey baby, I’m free tonight. Want to have some fun?” 
 
    My heart was pounding aggressively into my ribcage. I took a few broken breaths in, and then I responded. “Yes. What time works for you and where can I find you?” 
 
    “I’m at the Delta Hotel at the south end of town, room 313. Come at 8 PM. Are you a first timer?” I looked out of my living room window. The Delta Hotel was just two blocks from my house. Out of the entire city, she was right there, less than a half mile away from me. I could see lights on in a few of the hotel’s rooms—was one of them her? Was she already there, possibly with a client?  
 
    “Yes,” I replied, hardly able to type with my hands shaking. 
 
    “Check out my website. There is a FAQ page with some tips on how you should get ready for our date. I only see one client per day—never more, so you don’t have to worry about being rushed. If you have any other questions, feel free to text me, otherwise I will see you tonight!” At the end of her message was a link to her website, which wasn’t in her ad—probably something to do with the third party ad-hosting website’s rules.  
 
    I went to check out her website on my computer. The splash page was of her, standing topless, covering her nipples with her fingertips. She was biting her bottom lip, and she looked as sexy as hell. The next few photos were similar, her in different outfits, looking sexier and sexier. I was so excited, I felt sick. I had to close my eyes and regain control of my breathing so I wouldn’t pass out from overstimulation. I couldn’t wait—8 PM couldn’t come quickly enough. 
 
    And then I scrolled to another picture, which was of a big, bare, clean-shaven cock, laying between two smooth thighs. It was a huge member. At first I thought it was some sort of accident, and then I noticed the tinge of fishnet stockings at the edge of the photo—the same fishnet stockings from the previous photo. The cock belonged to Soda. Soda was a transsexual. The T in T4M stood for transsexual.  
 
    I had a date set up with a tranny escort.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I quickly closed her webpage. A wave of nausea crossed over me. How could I make such a silly mistake? Suddenly, her whole ad made sense—“8’ FF” wasn’t just some arbitrary measurement, it meant she was an eight inch, fully fledged transsexual. Her cock was bigger than mine for crying out loud.  
 
    I felt like I was suddenly on the verge of a mental breakdown. She was so beautiful—how was it possible she was really a man? How could a man have such incredible, natural beauty? Her skin looked so soft, her lips looked so plump. I found my way back to the original ad and I analyzed the photos. Now that I knew her reality, I noticed the big bulge. How did I not see it before?  
 
    But my God, born a male or not, she was still stunning. I went to the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. It didn’t get the image of her perfect body out of my mind, so I took a cold shower. It helped a bit, but the thought never fully left my mind. I needed to text her back to cancel—I couldn’t stand her up, it wouldn’t be right. I picked up my phone and started to type my message. “Sorry, Soda, but I’m going to need to cancel,” I wrote, but I didn’t press send. Staring at the message, it sounded so blunt. I didn’t want her to think I was cancelling right after checking out her website. Was that rude? As if I saw more photos and decided she wasn’t attractive enough.  
 
    I rewrote my message. “Sorry, there was some confusion, I’m going to have to cancel. I misread your ad.” I still held back on pressing send. I thought being more honest would sound better, but now it sounded like I was repulsed by the fact she was a transsexual. I wasn’t repulsed, it just wasn’t for me. I didn’t want her to think I thought she was some freak of nature. What could I write that wouldn’t offend her? “I’m sorry, Soda. Something came up. I’ll be sure to reschedule another time,” I wrote, and it finally sounded right. So it was a bit of a white lie, so what? No feelings got hurt, and I got to move on. I sent the message.  
 
    “No worries, love—hopefully soon. I can’t wait to meet you,” she wrote back. 
 
    I found myself back on the escort classifieds, looking for a proper ‘F4M’. There were a few girls who were pretty enough, who looked like they would be a lot of fun. But suddenly, that overwhelming excitement was gone. None of them got my engines revving the same way Soda did, before I knew she was a tranny, of course. I searched for a good hour, through dozens of ads. I found one girl who I thought would be a good time: Kandy. She was younger, maybe eighteen or nineteen years old, with long blonde hair and a very soft face. I made sure I was reading her ad correctly. There was a picture of her spreading her legs and showing off her bare pussy—so it was pretty undeniable that she was indeed a woman. 
 
    I sent her a text message and set up a date. This time, my hands weren’t trembling and my heart wasn’t racing. There was a bit of excitement, but nothing on the level as when I messaged Soda. Maybe I’d just gotten my first message out of the way and I’d more or less figured out the protocol. Now that I knew how it worked, it wasn’t so overwhelming and over-stimulating. My date was for eight that night. 
 
    I was nervous when I walked into the hotel, which was on the other side of town, and made my way towards the elevators. I felt like everyone in the lobby, staff included, was staring at me, judging me, as if they all knew I was going up to see the resident escort. Even the lounge band that was playing quietly in the corner seemed to stare at me as if they knew. The place was fancy, with tall vaulted ceilings and plenty of pillars and gold foil. 
 
    Kandy was stationed on the second floor. I expected to become increasingly nervous as I approached her room, but it was the opposite. Once I was out of the lobby, I felt more comfortable. There was no one around who could see me, and it didn’t seem like I was doing something terribly taboo. Lots of people see escorts—I was just joining the party late. 
 
    As I spotted her room from down the hallway, the door opened and a man walked out with ruffled hair and rosy cheeks. “See you next week,” he said, waving into the room before turning to leave. I didn’t make eye-contact as we passed in the hallway. I even stopped at a different room and pretended to dig through my pockets for my key card until he was out of sight, and then I continued towards Kandy’s room.  
 
    I raised my fist to knock, and then I hesitated. What exactly was I planning on getting out of this experience? What new things would I be experiencing with an escort that I hadn’t already experienced with my ex-girlfriend or the handful of one-night stands that followed? Probably nothing. Even the whole ‘sex with a stranger’ thing didn’t seem so interesting suddenly. Lots of my one-night stands were complete strangers whose names I never learned. There was still a small glimmer of taboo excitement to the thought of the illegalness of the act, paying for sex, but it had nothing on the taboo excitement of sleeping with a tranny.  
 
    I expelled the thought from my mind, shaking my head. It’s not like I actually considered sleeping with Soda—not once I knew she was a transsexual, anyway. I couldn’t let new, exciting thoughts like that seep into my brain. The whole reason I was out seeing an escort in the first place was because I let my brain entertain a taboo thought for too long, I let the seed grow and flourish and now there I was, standing with my fist raised, ready to knock on an escort’s door. 
 
    I knocked. 
 
    “Just a minute!” a voice called out, so I waited. I could hear rustling. She was probably cleaning up from her previous date. How many dates did she have in a night? It seemed awfully fast to be seeing men one right after the other—how could she handle that much penetration? She looked so petite and fragile in her photos. Soda said she only saw one client a night—that is the way it should be. No one wants to feel like they’re getting sloppy seconds or thirds or fourths or God knows how many. Kandy couldn’t possibly have the libido to actually be into many men a day, every day, could she? It seemed too impersonal, so cold and businesslike.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The door opened and Kandy poked her head out. “Come on in,” she said with a smile. She looked even younger in person, which gave me a bout of anxiety, seeing as she already looked questionably young in her photos. She had a cute face. Her eyes were red as if she’d either been crying or doing drugs—maybe both. “You’re cute,” she said. Her voice had a rasp to it that no woman should have until they’re much older. There was something strangely sexy about it. Her room had a strong smoky odour, which probably had something to do with her voice. 
 
    “You can get undressed in here. I just need to use the bathroom really quick,” she said, slipping past me, into the bathroom.  
 
    I stepped into the room. The bed was unmade and there was still an imprint from where Kandy had been fucked by her previous client. There was an open briefcase on the floor, stuffed messily with sex toys and bunched up lingerie. Next to the briefcase was a black lacy number with what looked like fresh cum all over the inner-crotch—an oozed-out creampie. She took it bareback? That didn’t seem very safe.  
 
    “Do you want a blowjob?” she called out from the bathroom.  
 
    I had to think about it. I didn’t exactly come with a prepared agenda. I just thought we would start with some conversation and compliments, move into some kissing, and then let it progress naturally from there. I didn’t realize there was a menu and I needed to place an order. “Sure,” I called back. 
 
    “You’re totally clean, right?” she called out. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Because I hate sucking dicks with condoms on them,” she said. “That rubbery taste is disgusting.” She came out from the bathroom. She was wearing a cute, red piece of lingerie with black fishnet stockings and a pair of black high heels that were so high, it looked like she was walking on the tips of her toes. “You’re not undressed. What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing, I guess I’m just taking my time.” 
 
    “I have another client coming in less than forty-five minutes, if you wouldn’t mind getting a move on. Are there any toys you want to play with? Do you like being fucked in the ass? That’s extra, by the way.”  
 
    “That’s okay,” I said, unbuttoning my shirt. I tossed my shirt aside and then I started working away at my pants. I didn’t feel nervous undressing in front of her. My body made no difference to her. It was just work, I was just one of many, many clients—a paycheque.  
 
    “Usually I charge more if you want to fuck me in the ass, but I won’t for you. I told my last client to pull out but the fucker ended up coming in my pussy, so it’s still a bit wet in there. You’re still welcome to fuck me in the pussy, too, if you want.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks,” I said. I dropped my pants to the ground. She wasted no time, walking up to me, sinking down to her knees, and taking my cock in her hand. She started to fondle me. It took a few seconds before I was able to start getting hard. I’d never had my cock rubbed so mechanically before, so indifferently. There was nothing intimate about the encounter. But she was still a hot, young blonde who was playing with my dick, so getting a throbbing erection was only natural. She sunk it into her mouth and began to suck away loudly, slurping, taking the whole thing down her throat without even gagging.  
 
    She looked up at me after a moment. She slipped my cock out from her mouth and took a deep breath. “You want more?” she asked. 
 
    “Maybe a bit.” 
 
    “Did you look through my service list? Extras aren’t that expensive.” 
 
    “I looked, but I’m okay with just sex.” 
 
    “I’ll throw in an extra for free,” she said, looking up at me as if I was just some cheap loser who lived in his mom’s basement and saved up his allowance for a cheap fuck. “You can tie me to the bed, gag me, put it in my ass, I can fuck you with the strap-on.” 
 
    “What about kissing?” I said, hoping some foreplay would help ease us both into the moment. 
 
    “No kissing. I don’t do kissing. What about watersports. Are you into pissing?” 
 
    “Not really,” I said. “I’m really okay with just sex.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Okay, fine.” 
 
    “Is there something you want?” I asked, feeling like I was somehow letting her down. I figured maybe the experience would become more intimate if she got more into it, if she stopped thinking about it as just a formal business transaction.  
 
    She looked at me as if I was retarded. “You’re the one paying,” she said. I realized in that moment that there was no getting through to her, that I wasn’t paying for forty-five minutes with a human but instead I was paying for forty-five minutes with a well-used sex toy. The thought sent a cold shiver down my spine, and I suddenly just wanted to get it over with.  
 
    “Lay down on your stomach,” I said, standing up. 
 
    She wasted no time, shimmying down her panties and spreading her butt cheeks with both of her hands, exposing her gaping asshole and her wet pussy, which looked like it still had some white remnants of her previous date billowing out of it. I’d never actually fucked a woman in the asshole before, but now seemed like as good a time as any. I pressed the tip of my saliva-covered cock up to her butt and began to push in. There was a peculiar lack of resistance, as if she was far too accustomed to taking it in the rear-end. I slid in deep, pressing my pelvis against her butt. It actually felt pretty good.  
 
    “Oh yeah, baby,” she said, sounding less than genuine. I looked up and noticed she had her phone in her hands, typing a message to a friend or another client. It was a huge turn-off, so I ended up closing my eyes. This whole experience was turning into a disaster. I’d never failed to come during sex before, but it was starting to look like this might be the first time. 
 
    I started to pump her ass. I kept my eyes closed and tried my best to think of a more intimate partner—cycling through different celebrities and old college crushes as if I was in my home bathroom, masturbating in the shower. No faces seemed to stick, until Soda’s face came into my mind. Suddenly, my heart started to race. I didn’t want to think about her, I knew it was wrong to think about her, but I couldn’t help it. The mental image got my blood pumping and my cock rock-hard. “Shit,” I ended up muttering, giving in to the fantasy. I told myself I would just allow it this one time, but never again—just to get through this cold experience with Kandy. 
 
    I imagined Soda bent over, her soft, curvy ass cheeks in my hands. I imaged my cock sliding in and out of her asshole. I imagined her big ball sack swinging back and forth. Unlike Kandy, she was actually into it, moaning, swaying her head from side to side. Her cock was rock-hard. She reached down and started to beat herself off while I pumped her asshole with my cock. Her fingers curled against the bed sheets. “God, that feels good,” I could imagine her saying, over and over, her rate of breathing increasing drastically. “I’m going to come.” 
 
    I reached down and grabbed her tits, squeezing them firmly, fondling her nipples between my thumbs and pointer fingers. She pushed her body back into me, making my thrusts even harder, sinking my cock even deeper into her perfect, tight little asshole.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” I groaned through clenched teeth, and then I came, deep in Kandy’s asshole. I slowly opened my eyes. Kandy’s ass cheeks were dark red from where my pelvis had been slamming them, and she was limp on the bed. 
 
    “Holy shit, that felt good,” she said, catching her breath herself. Her phone was on the floor as if she’d dropped it once I’d gotten going, once the real pleasure kicked in. I stepped back and watched my creampie dribble out from her puckering asshole.  
 
    “What do I owe you?” I asked. 
 
    “One-fifty, plus tip,” she said. I got dressed, fetched the money from my wallet, and left it on the television stand as I left the hotel room. I didn’t want to stick around any longer than I needed to. There was no sense in any formal parting, she wouldn’t have wanted that anyway. I was just happy to be done with the experience, ready to put it behind me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was a few days later that I decided to go into my computer’s internet settings and block the escort website, as well as Soda’s personal site. I didn’t understand why, but I kept finding myself back at my desk, back on my computer, looking at her photos, reading through her FAQ, reading about the kinks she was into, how to turn Soda on before a date. Why was I looking at it? It wasn’t like I was actually going to set up a date with her—it wasn’t like I was really considering sleeping with a tranny, was I?  
 
    It didn’t help that the Delta Hotel was prominent in the view out from my living room window. Every time I looked out my window, I wondered if she was one of the lit up windows, if she was there, with a client, or if she was just waiting for a client to call—waiting for me to call. It was torture, knowing I was a text message and a five minute walk away from being in the same room as a transsexual escort.  
 
    On her site, it said she could hide her ‘lollipop’ if it made you uncomfortable. There was a guarantee on her website that she looked and sounded like a totally convincing woman. If I did go and see her, I could get her to hide her ‘lollipop’, and it would be just like fucking a normal woman in the butthole, right? It was thoughts like this one that drove me to block her website from my browser. 
 
    Sex is like a drug. You’re always chasing that original high, that first excitement. When one thing starts to become mundane, you move onto more extreme solutions, trying to get one more glimmer of that first fuck.  
 
    Even with her website blocked, Soda was all I could think about. I couldn’t help but wonder if I would like it, if she was the excitement I was looking for. On her ad, it said she did top or bottom. Maybe I would like being the bottom? Maybe I would enjoy feeling her cock, tasting her cock, letting her ram her cock up my ass.  
 
    I took a cold shower. If you entertain a thought, it just grows. I was starting to think it was too late to cut off my Soda fantasy, it had already grown out of control. It was only going to become more intense until I couldn’t handle it anymore. I reached for my phone. Once again, my hands were shaking. I craved that trembling, that excitement. “Hey Soda, are you free tonight?” I wrote, and I sent the message. 
 
    She responded quickly. “I’ve got dinner plans with family tonight. What are you doing right now?”  
 
    My heart really started pounding. I had to take a seat on the edge of my couch. I looked over at the Delta Hotel. It was the middle of the day, and there was one room with the blinds open. Standing in the window was a female figure who appeared to have a phone in her hand. ‘My God, that must be her!’ I thought. I could make out no detail, but somehow I was so sure it was her. My hands were now trembling so hard, I kept misspelling words on my phone. “I can be there in fifteen minutes,’ I said. 
 
    “Great—I can’t wait to meet you!” 
 
    I felt nauseous, like I was simultaneously making the stupidest and greatest decision of my life. The image of her face was prominent in my mind, but not nearly as prominent as the image of her big, clean-shaven cock, slapped between her thighs. Would I ask her to hide it to make my experience easier to handle? What’s the fun in that? It was her big cock that was half the excitement. I’d never touched another cock before in my life. I’d never even seen another cock outside of the gym shower room. And now I was in my bedroom, picking out my best shirt, getting ready for a date with a tranny with a bigger cock than my own. 
 
    I did some breathing exercises in an attempt to calm my mind and regain control over myself. I didn’t want Soda to see me like this, trembling and stuttering like an idiot. I wanted her to like me, to be into our time together, unlike my time with Kandy.  
 
    I don’t remember much of the time between getting dressed in my bedroom and the time I was standing in front of room 313 at the Delta Hotel—just the crippling anxiety and flashing thoughts in my mind. What if she doesn’t look like her photos? What if she looks like the trannies you see on the television, who sound more manly than me and have chiselled jawlines and Adam’s apples? Would I still go through with it? Would I fuck someone who was clearly and blatantly a man?  
 
    I thought about turning back a few times, apologizing again and then deleting her number out of my phone. I had her website and her ad blocked—with her number gone, there was no way for me to get in touch with her. Soon enough I would forget all about her and hopefully this sudden fetish would pass. But I didn’t listen to my reservations. I continued towards the hotel, and up towards her hotel suite.  
 
    The hotel was nothing special. It was the most standard affordable business hotel you could imagine, with a continental breakfast in the lobby that was just a plate of bagels, some cereal containers, and a coffee percolator. There was a small swimming pool—I didn’t know where but I knew it was there because the smell of chlorine filled the whole building. The hotel’s restaurant was just some chain restaurant that probably paid to be there.  
 
    The elevator was slow, or maybe my mind had just slipped into some sort of delirium where time felt as though it was hardly moving at all. The high-pitched buzzing from the light above my head might have also just been in my head, a combination of all my stressors. 
 
    I don’t remember knocking on the door of room 313, but I must have, because a voice called out from within: “I’ll be right there!” I swallowed my gum and waited, my legs and arms feeling suddenly cold. Her voice sounded feminine, or maybe I was at the wrong room. She was in room 313 when I first texted her, but that was some time ago. Maybe she had changed rooms or even hotels. Maybe I should have texted to confirm her location. 
 
    I looked around the hallway for somewhere to sit down. If I didn’t sit down soon, I might have fallen over, seeing as all of my blood was rushing to my head.  
 
    The door opened and there she was: Soda. She looked good, just like in her pictures. Except she didn’t answer the door quite as I’d expected. She wasn’t scantily clad in lingerie and her room didn’t smell like cheap perfume and it wasn’t littered with clothes and sex toys. She was in a fairly conservative skirt and a sweater. Our eyes met and she smiled. “Come on in.” 
 
    Maybe my experience with Kandy had created an unrealistic idea in my mind. Soda’s suite was nice and tidy, had only a hint of nice perfume, and was completely harmless. The only giveaway that she was an escort was the fact she was wearing sheer black thigh-high stockings with little straps that went up her legs, towards a garter belt that must have been hidden away under her sweater. “Can I get you a drink or anything?” she asked, closing the door behind me.  
 
    “What do you have?” 
 
    “Whatever the hotel has in the fridge there. I think there’s a little bottle of whisky, a little bottle of vodka, and a little bottle of rum. I can call and have them bring up more, if you want.” 
 
    “I think I’m okay,” I said, and then I looked over at her. Her cheeks were red and she looked away from me quickly. She was cute. 
 
    “Feel free to make yourself comfortable,” she said, motioning towards her small room. Her room was just a double bed, a desk, and a stiff-looking sofa chair. I looked over at her again and she looked away quickly. I hadn’t expected her to be shy. She certainly didn’t come off as shy on her website or her ad or through her text messages. She really was beautiful—it was hard to imagine she had a big cock tucked away under that skirt. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m fine,” she said. “I just can’t wait to get down and dirty with you.” It sounded forced, like she didn’t really mean it, but she was trying as hard as she could to make the experience memorable for me. I decided to ask her a little bit about herself, hoping to get her a little bit more relaxed so I could feel more relaxed. She was fairly vague with all of her answers, and when I started to ask about her line of work and what her other clients were like, she seemed to recede back into her shell. It was seeming more and more like she was hiding some sort of mental pain. I can’t imagine it’s easy sleeping with strangers for money, especially since the usual kinds of people who pay for sex are the kinds of people who can’t get it on their own.  
 
    She kept looking at me with curious eyes, as if she recognized me or thought I was somehow very fascinating. I certainly didn’t recognize her outside of her ad. As far as I knew, no one from my past had made the transition—and no men from my past would be able to look nearly as good as she looked. She took a seat right next to me, looked me in the eyes, and smiled. “I’m happy you came,” she said. “I’m not going to lie—I wasn’t expecting you to be so…” 
 
    “So what?” I asked. 
 
    “Normal—I hope that doesn’t sound rude.” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    Her cheeks turned red again. “Not all of my clients are quite so… normal. It’s not always this easy—not that you’re easy, that’s not what I mean, but…” Her cheeks became even redder. She was getting all tongue-tied the way I thought I would be getting in her presence.  
 
    “May I kiss you?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled. “You may,” she said, and then I did. 
 
    I was becoming less and less convinced that she had a cock, that she was born a man. I’d heard some stories of men pretending to be women in escort ads, so it wasn’t such a stretch to think that a woman could pretend to be a tranny to reach her own niche audience. It was hard to believe a woman would do that, sure, but it was just as hard to believe that a transsexual could be so stunning, so beyond the selection of real female escorts. Even I—a straight man who had never so much as thought about being with a transsexual—was completely in awe of her beauty. She must have made a real killing, I thought. 
 
    Her lips were so full and so soft. Her warm tongue slipped into my mouth. We kissed for a while before things began to progress. I lifted her sweater up and over her head, revealing a tight black corset underneath. After some more kissing, I began to fondle her breasts. They were big, and they sure felt real—again, hard to believe they didn’t belong to a full-blown, genuine biological woman. My heart started to race as my curiosity began to take over. Was there really a cock under that skirt? Would I reach down and feel it? And if I did, would I retract my hand immediately, or could I really go through with it? On her website, she mentioned she could hide it if it was too distracting or off-putting. Would I ask her to hide it? 
 
    She undid my belt and then slipped her hand down the front of my pants. She began to fondle my cock. Her hands were small, soft, and feminine. There were no hand reduction surgeries and no man I knew had hands like that—it just couldn’t be. This must have been some kind of scam. There were no photos on her site of her cock and the rest of her body together. All the shots of her cock were close up, not showing more than a glimmer of thigh. Maybe it really was a big rouse.  
 
    There was only one way to find out: I reached my hand up her skirt and carefully slipped my fingers between her legs. Sure enough, she had a big cock stuffed into a pair of lacy panties. I became instantly tense.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m good,” I said.  
 
    It was true—she really did have a cock. She really was born a man. I was making out with a biological man. I had a biological man’s tongue in my mouth and hand on my cock. My heart sank into my gut.  
 
    “I can hide it if you’d be more comfortable,” she said. 
 
    I had to think about it. I don’t know that hiding it would have made me more comfortable. If anything, it would have just made me more curious. I knew it was there—and it really was quite big. It would be at the front of my mind the whole time—the knowing that there was a cock there, swinging back and forth as I pumped her asshole. But what would I do if it was out in the open? Would I just try to ignore it, or would I somehow embrace it?  
 
    A strangely anxious excitement filled my body. That taboo energy was back, that naughty feeling of doing something new and exciting. “No, that’s okay,” I said. “I want to be with all of you.” 
 
    She smiled and then she sunk down between my legs, taking my cock in her hand and sinking it into her mouth. She looked up at me while she sucked my cock slowly and gracefully. It certainly felt much better than Kandy’s rushed mouth-fucking. I suppose Soda had the upper hand in knowing what felt good. She smiled. 
 
    As she wrapped her tongue around my girth, I noticed two dark bruises on her back, covered slightly by her corset. “What happened to your back?” I asked. 
 
    Her smile faded fast. I’d apparently touched on a sticky subject. “It’s nothing,” she said. “A client got a bit rough.”  
 
    “How so?” I asked. I don’t know why I was suddenly so curious. It made me angry to think someone would hit her, but why did I care? She wasn’t my girlfriend or even a friend—she was a complete stranger. I didn’t even know her real name. But still, I felt a peculiar urge to track the asshole down and punch him in the face.  
 
    “Not everyone is okay with… everything I have to offer.”  
 
    “He hit you?” 
 
    “It was my fault. I told him I would keep my package hidden and I accidentally let it slip out. I should have been more careful. Don’t worry about it though, just relax.” She slipped my cock back into her mouth and continued to suck. It was hard to relax knowing she’d been beaten by a client, by the looks of it fairly recently.  
 
    “But surely he knew what you had before he got with you, no?” I said, unable to let it go. 
 
    “Some clients are in… I guess you could call it denial,” she said. “But seriously, it happens all the time, I’m used to it.” She continued to suck, getting me harder and harder. It felt great.  
 
    Upon closer inspection, she had some older bruises, mostly faded but still apparent. How could someone be so cruel? Why would she subject herself to it? It wasn’t like she was making thousands of dollars a night—seeing as she only saw one client every day, she was just making a couple hundred at most, less after she pays for the hotel room. It hardly seemed like the lucrative life I’d always assumed escorts made. I’m sure Kandy made an okay living, seeing many men every night. 
 
    I was beginning to think I wasn’t cut out for escorts. I had too much empathy. Even looking at Kandy, the coldest and least empathetic person I’d ever met, I couldn’t help but see someone’s daughter—probably the victim of some childhood abuse. Soda was probably already going through so much emotionally with her transition—to think she was being beaten on top of it, just to make the semblance of a living? It was too much to take in.  
 
    Every minute or so, she would reach down and adjust her cock in her panties, making sure it hadn’t slipped out. She was clearly self-conscious about it—and who could blame her after she’d been beaten multiple times for having it. After a couple more minutes of sucking, she slid back up and we kissed for a bit longer. 
 
    “Are you eventually going to make the full transition?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe one day,” she said. “It’s expensive, and there’s not exactly a market for post-ops.”  
 
    “Even the guys who hit you over it?” 
 
    “Especially them.” She forced a smile. God, she was beautiful. I slipped my hand into her hand and I kissed her neck.  
 
    “You deserve better,” I said.  
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “What’s so funny?”  
 
    “You’re sweet, but you don’t even know me. Maybe I don’t deserve better. How would you know?” 
 
    “You’ve been nothing but kind to me,” I said. 
 
    “You don’t know about my past.” She bit her lip, as if the comment began to elicit painful memories from her past. 
 
    “Your past is your past, it’s gone. All I see is a sweet, beautiful woman who deserves much more than she’s getting.” 
 
    She blushed. Then I acted on an urge that I didn’t expect. I sunk down between her legs and began to shimmy down her panties. As I got her panties down to her mid-thighs, she covered her cock with her hand. I took her hand and moved it aside. Her body was tense. I took her cock in my hand and I began to stroke it, leaning closer and closer with my mouth. I pressed the tip of it gently against my parted lips. Heart racing, I slipped her big cock into my mouth. Her fingers slipped into my hair and within seconds she was moaning, her body relaxing.  
 
    I could feel her long member throbbing on my tongue, growing and hardening. I fondled her ball sack with my hand. After a moment, I could taste her sweet pre-cum. Her body relaxed even further. “I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I said. I couldn’t believe I said it. It was like my inhibitions had lifted and some foreign entity had taken control of my body. But even without any stimulation, there was a euphoria surging through my body. It was the excitement—that intense exhilaration I’d been craving for as long as I could remember. This was it, this was what I’d been missing from my sex life. But was it a lust for transsexuals or was it a lust for Soda?  
 
    She gently pushed me down onto my back and she inched in between my legs, with her long eight-inch throbber in her hand. “Are you sure you can take it?” she said with a half smirk.  
 
    “Yeah, fuck me,” I said, biting my lip. 
 
    She pressed the tip of her cock up against my asshole. I sat up slightly so I could watch her penetrate me, so I could watch her thick, pulsing dick slide inside of my body. I’d seen it from the other side before, her side, but it was far more exciting from this end, on my back, feeling my body fill up suddenly as a warm cock slipped inside. It felt amazing, her cock pressing against all the right places. “Oh God,” I muttered as her pelvis pressed up against my butt cheeks and she was all the way inside.  
 
    She began to thrust herself in and out of my body, her ball sack slapping against my ass. I reached everywhere, trying desperately to find something to hold onto before the euphoria became too intense to handle. It was already pretty close. I grabbed onto the bed sheets. 
 
    With every penetration, she came down harder. I loved the way her tits bounced as she pushed in, and I loved the way she held onto my sides, pulling me into her with every thrust to make it even more intense. “Oh shit,” she began to moan, biting her lip. “Oh shit that feels good.” She had no idea—I was on a whole different plane of ecstasy. I had to fight to keep my eyes from rolling into the back of my head. 
 
    I felt this hot buzzing sensation in my cock. I looked down and noticed my cock was oozing cum. Soda had made me cum from anal stimulation alone. I didn’t even know such a thing was possible. And I just kept on coming, my white goo slowly piling up on my abdomen.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” she said between breaths, her face red. 
 
    “Come in me,” I said. “I want you to come inside of me.”  
 
    She came down harder and harder and harder. I screamed, the pleasure was so extreme. And then I felt it, her cock pulsing, her warm load filling me up. I began to tremble all over. My body became a limp mess on her hotel bed. It was the greatest feeling of my life. 
 
    Even after the realization hit that I’d just been bare-backed by a transgendered escort, there was no regret. I wouldn’t have traded anything for that feeling, the permanent memory. The only downside was knowing that no sex would ever live up to my romp with Soda—that was the climax of my sex life. But I was okay with that, because it was one hell of a climax. 
 
    We kissed for a while, and then she looked over at the clock. “Shit, I need to be going,” she said. 
 
    “When can I see you again?” I asked. 
 
    “Whenever you want—just text me.” She smiled and bit the corner of her lip.  
 
    I put the money down on her television stand and then I started towards the door. “See you soon,” I said. 
 
    “Bye.” 
 
    That excited euphoria lingered in my body the whole way home, and for the rest of the evening. Getting any work or chores done around the house was futile. I couldn’t get my mind off of my time with Soda. I had a feeling my Soda obsession was about to become a real welcomed distraction in my life. 
 
    As I went to bed, I remembered her bruises, and her telling me about her rougher clients. My heart broke just thinking about it. I couldn’t understand how anyone could be mean to someone so perfect, so kind and gentle. Thinking about it filled me with a peculiar rage.  
 
    I had what was probably an outrageous idea—my own version of saving her from her abusive clients: if I booked with her every day, she wouldn’t need to see those assholes. It was an absurd idea, of course—I didn’t have that kind of money. Even seeing her once a week, as I was now intending to do, was going to be a huge hit to my bank account.  
 
    When I finally saw her again the next week, she had a new set of bruises. I decided not to point them out this time, but I could tell she knew I was put off my them. “It’s nothing, really,” she said without me even saying anything. We kissed for a while, I ate out her asshole, and then we fucked each other in the ass. Our second romp was just as fun as our first—that spark was still there, that excitement hadn’t gone away yet. I wondered if it ever would, or if I’d really finally found my thing. 
 
    We talked for a while after we fucked. “It’s probably rude to ask, but how much money do you really make with this gig? I mean, after you pay for the hotel room and whatnot.”  
 
    “I don’t mind you asking,” she said, and then she told me. It broke my heart—she hardly made enough to pay for rent and groceries. She was just breaking even. “It’s hard to get a real job when you’re like me,” she said. “Usually as soon as people find out about my… situation, my days are numbered.” 
 
    The next week I went to book a date with Soda, she told me she wasn’t able to meet because she’d been kicked out of the hotel. Apparently one of her clients got angry and trashed the place and the cops ended up getting involved. “Do you want to come here?” I asked. 
 
    “I wouldn’t want to impose.” 
 
    “It’s no imposition. I insist,” I said. 
 
    I sent her my address and not even twenty minutes later, she was at my house. “It’s crazy, I walk by your house every day,” she said. Her nose was red from the cold. She was cute, all bundled up in a big jacket and scarf. I thought it was a curious decision to walk to my place in the cold, but then she told me she didn’t have a car. I made her some hot tea and we sat and talked for a while.  
 
    In fact, we spent the whole evening talking, forgetting completely that we’d gotten together to fuck. I didn’t mind—the conversation was fun, too. She told me her real name: Katie. She told me about her transition and some of her struggles through high school. I told her about my ex-girlfriend and I confessed that I originally didn’t know Katie was a transsexual when I originally messaged her. We both had a good laugh. “But I’m glad I went through with it,” I said. 
 
    “Me too,” she said. We kissed, and of course we ended up fucking on my living room couch. Then it was getting late and we were both getting tired. “You’re welcome to spend the night,” I said, and she smiled. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Totally.” 
 
    She slept over, and we fucked again in the morning. At one point I considered the possibility that she was going to charge me for the extra day, and I wouldn’t have cared if she did—but I knew she wouldn’t. I knew what was developing between us was more than just a escort/client relationship. I made her breakfast in the morning and she ate like she’d never seen food in her life. “I’m sorry, it’s been a while since I’ve had a hot meal.”  
 
    When she got up to leave, I noticed her eyes were beginning to well up with tears. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me and tried to force a smile. Her eyes were red. “Nothing,” she said, but it was an obvious lie. 
 
    “Seriously, what’s wrong?” 
 
    She broke down and started to cry. I embraced her, letting her cry into my shoulder. “I don’t have anywhere to go. I haven’t been answering one of my other clients, and I think he’s at my place, waiting for me. I don’t want to be hit again—I can’t go through it anymore.”  
 
    I held her for a while, my heart beating faster and faster, filling with rage. I wanted to go to her apartment and find the guy, beat him into the ground—though I wasn’t much of a fighter and I probably would have gotten my ass kicked. “You can always just stay here,” I said. 
 
    She looked into my eyes. “What do you mean?”  
 
    “I mean, if you wanted, you could stay here with me… you know, from now on. I would like that very much, if you were interested.”  
 
    Her eyes flashed and grew wide. “You mean, you’re asking me to live with you?” 
 
    “Sure—maybe you could be my girlfriend or whatever.”  
 
    She couldn’t keep the biggest smile ever from her face. She squeezed me tightly and then kissed me on the lips. “Do you mean it?” 
 
    “Of course I do,” I said. “I like you, Katie. I like you more than I ever liked my ex-girlfriend. In fact, I might even love you.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    The warmest glow filled my body, and I suspect it filled hers, too. I felt happy, happier than I’d felt in recent memory. I’d never been much of a believer in the ‘everything happens for a reason’ notion, but it was suddenly hard to ignore. It must have been fate that led me to that ‘T4M’ ad posting, and it must have been fate that kept me naïve to what it meant for long enough for the seed to take hold in my mind. Katie was everything I’d ever wanted, everything I was missing from my previous relationships. There was no question in my mind that we were meant to be together.  
 
    And who knew I would be so into that little extra package between her legs? I suppose you could call it a bonus, but the real prize was Katie. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SHE USED TO BE A MAN 
 
    Martin’s roommate, Carl, hasn’t seen his brother in over half a decade, so he’s excited when he finds out he’s finally coming to visit—except he never shows up. Instead, Martin and Carl receive a visit from a beautiful blonde named Alice. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was all Carl, my roommate, could talk about for weeks: his brother was coming to stay with us for the weekend. I couldn’t tell if he was excited for the visit or if he was dreading the visit—it had been ages since he’d last seen his brother. “It must be over five years now since I last saw Tanner,” Carl said to me. 
 
    Carl and Tanner were close when they were young kids, but they drifted apart when they became teenagers. Carl was into sports—he played football for many years—and he got into partying at a young age. Tanner was apparently the opposite, taking absolutely no interest in sports, had few friends, and he’d never gone to a party in his life, as far as Carl knew. By senior year, they hardly talked, and then they both moved to different states. At first they would text one another from time to time, but that eventually stopped as they never had much to talk about. “He keeps everything to himself,” Carl said to me. “You can always tell there’s something on his mind, but he never just comes out and says it. It’s frustrating.”  
 
    I’d known Carl for almost five years, since we both started college. We both played on the same college football team—he was the quarterback, I was the running back. We took a few of the same classes, we had a lot of the same friends, and we went to all of the same parties. I suppose you could say we were close buddies. 
 
    I introduced Carl to his girlfriend, now fiancée. She was an old friend of mine. Carl had always been very grateful, he even offered to be my wingman until I found myself a nice lady. But I think he was starting to regret that offer. “God, Martin, you’re so damn picky,” he said to me once, planting his face into his palms. I can’t even count how many times Carl went out of his way to set up dates for me, only to hear me find little problems with every girl he chose. “She laughs too much,” I would say, or, “She was lousy in bed,” or, “She brushes her teeth funny.” 
 
    “You think everyone’s lousy in bed—and what do you mean, she brushes her teeth funny?” 
 
    “I don’t know, it just rubbed me the wrong way.” I must have been so annoying, but I just knew that if it bugged me after a single date, it would drive me absolutely nuts after a couple of years. And I wasn’t looking to change anyone. I didn’t want anyone who wanted to change me, so why should I have the right to want to change someone else?  
 
    I appreciated Carl’s efforts, but none of the girls he picked for me got me excited. None of them sparked that fire that I was looking for. I was a firm believer in love at first sight, even though I’d never been struck by that arrow. ‘One day,’ I always told myself.  
 
    “You just need to settle on someone and accept their flaws,” Carl said to me, but it was easy for him to say. Him and his fiancée were perfect together. As far as he was concerned, she had no flaws. Maybe I was just destined to be a bachelor for the rest of my life—that’s trendy these days, always being single, never being tied down. Who needs love anyway, right? 
 
    It was late when I heard the knock at our door. I’d already been in bed for about an hour, but I wasn’t able to fall asleep due to the creaking floorboards in the other room: Carl pacing back and forth as he waited for his brother’s cab to drop him off. I listened to Carl as he hurried to the door, and then I heard the door open. “Um, hi, can I help you?” Carl said. 
 
    There was a silence. Whoever was at the door didn’t have a voice deep enough or loud enough to reach my ears through my closed bedroom door. I sat up and looked out my window. There was a cab pulling away. I tried to look down at whoever was at our house, but I could only see a sliver of a suitcase on our doorstep. “Oh my God,” I heard Carl say, and there was another long silence. And then, “Are you fucking with me?” 
 
    I went to my door and carefully grabbed the handle. I had to see for myself what was happening. My curiosity had been more than piqued. I gently pushed the door open and peeked my head out. The living room was silent. Carl stood with his lips parted, staring at a pretty, young blonde, who was standing in our doorway. She had nice long legs, and a soft, gentle face. She was biting her bottom lip and she looked pale, as if she’d just delivered some terrible news to Carl. 
 
    An anxiety filled my heart. Was it about Tanner? Was he in some sort of accident on his way to our house? He was taking a Greyhound bus through the mountains, and it was the middle of the winter. You always hear about buses going over cliffs. “Is everything alright?” I asked, and both Carl and the blonde woman looked at me.  
 
    “It’s fine, man, go back to sleep,” Carl said. His eyes were wide and his gaze was inward, as if everything was not in fact fine. He’d just been given some heavy news, but clearly it wasn’t any of my business. 
 
    “Alright. If you need me, don’t be afraid to wake me up,” I said, and then I receded back into my room. Carl invited the woman into our house—I knew because I could hear two sets of footsteps entering our living room. But for the rest of the night, Carl kept the volume of his voice low, and all I could hear was indistinguishable muffled mutterings. I tried to press my ear to the door to get an idea of what was going on, but I couldn’t make out anything they were saying. After about twenty minutes, I gave up and went to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was rare that I was awake before Carl, and the next morning was one of those rare occasions. Especially strange was the fact that I was able to make breakfast, clean up, and watch a couple hours of television and Carl still wasn’t awake. I was tempted to go check on him to make sure he was okay, or to see if he was even in the house at all. Maybe he’d gone with that girl—God forbid—to the morgue to identify a body. It was a morbid thought, but I couldn’t shake the image of Carl’s pale face from my mind, his inward gaze and his parted lips. Something happened the night before, and the curiosity was driving me insane. 
 
    And then I noticed the pair of women’s shoes by the door. Was that girl still here? Did she stay the night? 
 
    I went to the kitchen to get a glass of water, and then she walked in: the cute, little blonde from the night before. Her hair was messy and she was only wearing a long t-shirt—I couldn’t tell if there were shorts or even panties under that shirt. There certainly wasn’t a bra, and if there was, it was doing nothing to stop her perky nipples from pushing against the soft cotton of her shirt. She jumped when she looked up and saw me. She pressed the palm of her hand to her heart and said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry, I’m the one who startled you,” I said. 
 
    Who was this woman and what was she doing in our house? I wanted to ask, but I had a good feeling it wasn’t my business to know, unless Carl wanted to tell me. I didn’t want to pry and go behind Carl’s back, after he’d already dodged me the night before. “Is Carl awake yet?” she asked. 
 
    “Not that I know,” I said. 
 
    “Understandable. We were up pretty late last night. Do you mind if I have some cereal?” 
 
    “By all means,” I said, opening the cupboard for her so she could pick out a cereal. I even retrieved a bowl for her. I took a seat at the kitchen table, unfolding the morning newspaper, and I watched her curiously as she poured herself a bowl of cereal. She bent over slightly as she opened drawers looking for a spoon. I pretended not to notice, not telling her where the spoons were, so I could bask in the view for just a few extra seconds. She had a nice bum, and a nice curve to her back. The way she stood up on her toes as she searched through drawers was strangely adorable. I was a little bit disappointed when she found a spoon and stood up.  
 
    “Mind if I sit?” she asked. 
 
    “Be my guest.” 
 
    She took a seat across from me, bringing her bare feet up onto the seat of her chair, pressing her knees to her chest. There was a childish adorableness to the way she sat and ate her breakfast. “So you’ve known Carl for a while?” she asked. 
 
    “About five years now,” I said, looking up into her eyes. Her eyes were deep and hazel, and hard to look away from. She had a sly smile on her face, as if she knew I thought she was beautiful and she wanted to tease me. There certainly was no sign of tragedy or mourning on her face—not the face of a woman who had just told a man something horrible had happened. But if she wasn’t there as some sort of message-bringer, then why was she there? Who was she and why did she spend the night? Was it appropriate to ask? Was it any of my business? It was partially my house, so I suppose it was, in a small way, partially my business. “Have you known Carl long?” I asked. 
 
    “Quite a while, yeah,” she said, her sly smile growing just big enough that I could tell there was something fishy going on, some secret being dangled in front of my eyes, just far enough away that I couldn’t reach out and grab it. It almost seemed like she wanted me to ask, like she was baiting me, drawing me in—trapping me. But why? 
 
    “Have you met Carl’s fiancée?” I asked, sort of changing the subject but also trying to pull up some more clues. 
 
    Her smile went away and her eyes grew wide. “His fiancée?” she said. 
 
    My heart sunk into my gut. Was I sitting across from Carl’s mistress? She had mentioned that her and Carl were up all night—was she insinuating they were up all night having sex? Why did she stay the night?  
 
    “I haven’t, no,” she said. 
 
    I tried to think of something to say to smooth things over, or even to just change the subject, but I could think of nothing. I was suddenly at a loss for words, worried I’d just drove a peg through Carl’s life, or at the very least, the life of this girl sitting in front of me. “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Alice,” she said, and then she smiled.  
 
    “I’m Martin,” I said. 
 
    “Is something wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “No, nothing’s wrong. I guess I just didn’t get a ton of sleep last night.”  
 
    We ended up talking for a while. I tried my best to keep the topic of conversation away from Carl, worried I would say something else I shouldn’t say. She told me about the college she was attending, the classes she was taking. She was applying to law schools, including one in our town (which is what brought her to town). It was application season and I knew there was a big college fair in town because Carl’s brother was coming for the very same reason. I thought about asking whether she knew Carl’s brother, but again, I didn’t want to touch on any subjects that were outside of my personal business. So instead I asked about her hobbies.  
 
    She loved baking and she loved playing the violin. “If it wasn’t for money, I would drop law school and try to be a full-time violinist,” she said.  
 
    “What about opening a bakery. Surely there’s money there, right?”  
 
    “I don’t think I’m good enough. Baking is a newer hobby,” she said. 
 
    “Well one of my hobbies is eating baked goods, so feel free to practice your hobby here in the house,” I said.  
 
    She laughed. “I might just do that.” She had the cutest laugh. In fact, she was strangely perfect in every way. We’d been talking for over an hour and I’d been able to come up with no flaws, no nitpicks—which was a record for me. She was beautiful, she had a great sense of humour, she was a great conversationalist, she was smart. She was the real deal, the full package. The only real issue was the fact she might have been Carl’s mistress, and if true, she was obviously unavailable and out of the question. I held my reservations.  
 
    It was noon and Carl was still in bed. “Would you mind if I baked something—maybe some cookies?” Alice asked. 
 
    “I certainly wouldn’t stop you,” I said. 
 
    “I think a nice batch of cookies might cheer Carl up,” she said, and the mystery deepened. Cheer Carl up? Was he feeling down? Had Alice brought some bad news along with her peculiar visit? Was there something wrong with Tanner, Carl’s brother? I almost asked, but I held back, still not feeling totally comfortable broaching that assumedly sensitive topic. 
 
    As Alice began digging through the cupboards in search of mixing bowls, I heard the opening of Carl’s bedroom door. I got up and went into the living room. He walked past me, headed straight for the front door. “What’s up? Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m going out for a run. I’ll be back later,” he said. He looked exhausted, as if he hadn’t slept all night. He wouldn’t look me in the eyes, too locked on his goal of getting out of the house quickly. He left me no time to ask why Alice was in our house or why his brother never showed up. He definitely seemed upset about something—maybe there really was some bad news—hopefully nothing terrible. 
 
    Once he was gone, I re-joined Alice in the kitchen. “How can I help?” I said, and I was put on mixing duty. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Either Carl was out running a marathon, or he hadn’t really gone out for a run at all. Four hours went by, and he didn’t come home. I’d forgotten all about him until Alice pointed his absence out. “I hope he’s okay,” she said. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Did something happen to his brother?” I decided to finally ask. 
 
    “Yeah, something like that. It’s complicated,” she said, turning away from me. The smile that had been glued to her face all afternoon disappeared in an instant. Maybe it was best that I didn’t get involved. Maybe I should have stayed out of it. I decided to not pry any further.  
 
    The best part of the day was cleaning up. We didn’t have a dishwasher, so I got scrubbing duties, and she had drying duties. We stood right next to one another, in front of the little sink, our bodies nearly touching. Every so often, as I handed her a dish, our hands would touch and I felt something buzz inside of me—was it that elusive spark I’d been hoping to find for so long? 
 
    My heart started racing. I had the most overwhelming urge to kiss her, but I held myself back. Sure, I liked her, but I still didn’t even know who she really was or what she was doing in our home. I decided it would be best to remove myself from her for a while, give my pinging brain a few hours to relax and reset. After all, I hadn’t gotten a ton of sleep that night myself.  
 
    I called up one of my old college buddies and we met up for drinks at a bar that was playing the game. At first we were just catching up, speaking innocently about how work was going, how our families were doing. He asked if I was still living with Carl, and then he asked how Carl was doing. “He’s doing alright,” I said, and then I changed the subject. I was determined to think of anything else but Alice, to avoid anything remotely related. But it was a lost cause—after a few drinks, she was all I could think about. 
 
    As my buddy started getting drunker, he started pointing out girls he fancied. “She’s pretty sexy, isn’t she?” he said, pointing to a girl across the bar with two long, blonde braids. Her blonde hair just made me think of Alice. 
 
    “She’s okay,” I said. 
 
    “What about her? I bet you wouldn’t kick her out of bed,” he said, pointing to a petite beauty across the bar. The way the girl laughed reminded me of Alice. It was like Alice had poisoned my mind, burrowed in deep and planted a seed that wouldn’t stop growing. I couldn’t get involved with Alice, could I? She lived in a different state. Sure, she was considering moving here for law school, but she was also considering half a dozen other places as well. Long distance relationships never work out. I couldn’t imaging waking up every morning, having no real idea what she’d gotten up to the night before, whether she was home and safe, or whether she was really happy. Sure, with Skype you can talk face to face, but I wouldn’t be able to feel her warm skin, smell her subtle perfume, touch her soft hair. There is an invisible vibrancy that’s lost through digital transmission, no matter how high-definition and no matter how low the latency. But I was craving that vibrancy, that touch, that smell. I’d only been away from her for a couple of hours and I already missed that tantalizing perfume and her gorgeous face. Maybe I really was in love. 
 
    I finished my drink with my buddy and then said, “I should be getting home.” It was getting late, and I was only losing myself more and more with every drink. 
 
    Carl was still out when I got home, and Alice was up, on the couch watching an old black and white movie. She had a big bowl of popcorn on her blanketed lap. “Hey,” she said. “I’m only five minutes into the movie, if you want I can restart it,” she said. 
 
    “What movie?” 
 
    “King Kong. The original.”  
 
    “Have you heard from Carl?” I asked.  
 
    “No, have you?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “Maybe I’ll try giving him a call.” I stepped back outside and dialled his number. I waited for a moment, and then he picked up. “Hello?” he said, speaking loudly. There was a lot of noise behind him—laughing, talking, shouting, and some poppy music—as if he was at a busy club or a bar. Strange, because Carl had never liked bars. “How’s it going, Marvin? Long time no see!” He sounded drunk, slurring his sentences slightly. Also strange, because he rarely drank, and I’d never seen or heard him drunk. “Shit, mind if I call you back in like… ten or fifteen minutes?” Before I could say anything, he hung up.  
 
    I went back inside. “He’s going to call me back in fifteen minutes. He sounded drunk,” I said. 
 
    “I hope he’s okay,” she said. “I restarted the movie, in case you wanted to watch. There’s enough popcorn for both of us.”  
 
    That fuzzy, warm electricity returned to my chest, buzzing through my body. I took a seat next to her, and without even touching her I could feel the warmth emanating off of her body. She smiled, melting my heart just a little bit. Throughout the movie, we somehow became closer and closer together, though there was no moment where I noticed either one of us moving. My heart really started to race when I got the idea to reach my arm over her shoulder. 
 
    I’d been on lots of movie dates with girls, and I’d never felt any sort of anxiety in putting my arm over my date, so where was the anxiety coming from now? It had always just seemed like a step, like something a man was required to do at a certain point in the movie in order to progress to the next step. With Alice, it was different. I wanted to put my arm over her but there was no obligation at all, we weren’t even on a date. I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and then I did it. 
 
    I was tense. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her smiling. A moment later, she snuggled into my body, sinking down and pressing her head against my chest. She was so soft, so warm, so comforting. I could have held her there forever. She looked up at me with her big, flashing eyes, and then I kissed her. I couldn’t control myself. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was that spark, who knows. I let her tongue slip into my mouth and then I lowered her down onto her back. I wondered if she felt it, too—that spark of energy, that love at first sight. But was that really what it was? Is it really possible to love someone at first sight? 
 
    And why her—why Alice? What was so different about her? What was so special about her that none of the other girls I’d ever dated had? I’d dated lots of pretty girls, lots of smart girls, lots of girls who seemingly had it all, but I’d never felt so drawn to them as I was with Alice. Just the way Alice’s thigh felt against my side as she raised her knee up drove me absolutely wild, sending my heart aflutter.  
 
    My phone rang and then I remembered I was waiting for a call back from Carl. “I should probably answer that, right?” I said. 
 
    “Probably,” Alice said, her eyes glowing and her cheeks a shade of pink. It took all of my willpower to pull myself off of her to answer my phone.  
 
    “I’ll be right back,” I said, and then I took the call outside. As promised, it was Carl. 
 
    “I’m drunk,” he said. 
 
    “I can tell, do you need me to come pick you up? I’ve had a few drinks myself, but maybe Alice can drive.” 
 
    He laughed. “I don’t think I want to come home yet,” he said. “I think I want to stay out.” He was slurring even more now. 
 
    “You sound like you’ve had enough. Have you been drinking water?” 
 
    “Water? Who needs water. Martin, you’re like a brother to me, you know that, right?” 
 
    “I know, man. So let me take you home.” 
 
    “You would never do that to me, right?” 
 
    “Take you home?” I asked. 
 
    “No, no—what my brother did to me. Tell me you would never do that to me.” 
 
    “I don’t know. What did your brother do to you?” 
 
    “You would at least tell me before you did it, right? You wouldn’t just do it without telling anyone. Do you have any idea how that feels, to just be surprised like that? Have you ever been surprised like that?” 
 
    “Carl, what the hell are you on about?”  
 
    “Just promise me, if you ever get a sex change, you’ll tell me first. I could have been there for him, you know. You shouldn’t be afraid of me or what I think. Why didn’t he tell me?” A cold shiver ran down my spine and suddenly, everything came together. Alice was Tanner. Alice was Carl’s brother. That was the big shock: Carl had no idea until Alice showed up on our doorstep. 
 
    I’d just made out with a man—with Carl’s little brother. I felt suddenly nauseous. My legs felt weak and my head started spinning. I put my hand on the wall in an attempt to keep myself balanced. “Are you still there, buddy?” Carl said. 
 
    “Huh? Yeah, I’m still here. Where are you? I’m coming to get you.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It wasn’t hard to find Carl, even though he wasn’t at the bar he told me to pick him up at. He was at another bar, down the street, but he’d been kicked out for being too drunk. I spotted him sitting on the curb, swaying slightly as the alcohol rocked back and forth in his brain. I had to help him into the car. I gave him an old plastic bag to throw up in, if needed. Luckily it wasn’t needed, because I have a feeling he would have missed the bag entirely if it came to that. 
 
    “So the real question is, do I say he or she? Is he or she my brother or my sister?” He asked the same question a few different times, even though my answer was the same every time. 
 
    “I think she wants to be treated like a girl, so I would imagine you would call her your sister. Just pretend like she was always a girl,” I said, but even I knew it was easier said than done. Even I couldn’t get the idea out of my mind, that I’d made out with a man, even if she looked like a stunningly beautiful woman. That familiar chill ran down my spine.  
 
    “I’m going to talk him out of it,” he said, ignoring what I’d said completely. “He’s going to regret it. It’s not like he can just change his mind once he goes through with it.”  
 
    “I think it’s a bit late for that, man,” I said. 
 
    Carl’s eyes were closed and his face was mushed up against the passenger window. But he was still awake, and still very drunk. “It’s not too late. He still has his cock. He can stop the hormone treatment and they can plop the fake tits right out. He’d be back to normal in a week. Once they chop off his cock, there’s no turning back.” Carl passed out a minute later, after blurting out a series of incomprehensible sentences. 
 
    When I got back home, the house was dark. Alice must have gone to sleep. I carried Carl back to his bedroom and I laid him down on his side.  
 
    Alice still had a cock? So she really was still a man—she hadn’t even undergone the full transition. I really had made out with a man. But I didn’t know—it wasn’t my fault. And what was I supposed to tell Alice now? What if she wanted to hang out again, what if she wanted to kiss again, or take things even further? I was going to have to turn her down. But would I tell her why? Would she figure out that I knew her secret? Of course she would, how could she not? She would probably think I’m just some shallow monster, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t get involved with a tranny. I liked girls—girly girls—tits, pussy, soft skin, long hair. I didn’t like men. 
 
    But Alice was a girly girl. She had the soft skin and the long hair and the incredible tits. Soon enough she would have the pussy, too. So what was the difference? What made Alice less of a woman than any of the other girls I’d dated? The fact she couldn’t have children?  
 
    I shook my head. I was letting my brain go off on a tangent, letting it justify my feelings for Alice. Of course it was easier to justify feelings than to face the reality of the situation. Alice had only been a woman for a short period of her life. The rest of her life experience was as a man. She’d never experienced school as a girl, she’d never experienced having a period, all of the cells in her body were still male cells. But if she was a man, why was I so attracted to her? Why did I feel that spark that I’d never felt before with any woman? Did that mean I was somehow gay? I shook my head again—once again, I was entertaining the creeping justification. The answer was simple: no Alice. I needed to just cut things off with her, regardless of whether I looked like a monster or not.  
 
    It took me a while to fall asleep that night, my many thoughts spinning around my mind like a tornado, refusing to leave me alone.  
 
    I woke up late the next morning, and I could hear chatter coming from the kitchen. I carefully opened my door and I listened. It was Carl and Alice, talking at the kitchen table. Their conversation sounded innocent enough, at first anyway. “These cookies are really good,” Carl said with a groggy voice.  
 
    “They used to be your favourite,” Alice said. 
 
    “Who said they aren’t anymore?” There was a silence. “So what, do you have, like, a boyfriend or something like that?” Carl asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Do you like guys? Or how does that work?” 
 
    “I like guys.” 
 
    “Is it like when you have AIDS, and you’re supposed to tell everyone right when you meet them?” 
 
    There was another silence. “It’s not like having AIDS, no.” 
 
    “You know what I mean. So do you have to tell people right away?” 
 
    “Can we talk about something else?” Alice said. I decided to stay in the safety of my bedroom, with my hand on the doorknob in case I needed to retreat in further away from the incoming gunfight.  
 
    “I’ve never had a sister. I don’t know what I’m supposed to talk about,” Carl said, his voice thick with sarcasm. “Is it hard to find shoes that fit?” 
 
    “Carl…” 
 
    “What? It’s just a question. I can’t imagine they make too many high heels in a men’s size nine.” 
 
    “I’m a women’s size eight,” Alice said.  
 
    “Do mom and dad know?” 
 
    There was yet another long silence. “They don’t need to know,” she said. 
 
    “So basically, if you think someone’s going to disagree with you, you cut off contact completely. That’s how this works?” 
 
    “Carl...” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I felt a wave of guilt wash over me. I knew I shouldn’t have been eavesdropping, so I carefully closed my door and went back to my bed. I lay down and stared up at the ceiling. I was admittedly feeling deceived that she’d let me kiss her without telling me who she really was, unless she just assumed I already knew, which was highly unlikely. Carl could have put it in better words, but I couldn’t help but agree with him—she probably should have told me as soon as she realized I was attracted to her, or when she realized she was attracted to me.  
 
    But my God, that must be hard—having to throw that curveball into every potential romance. And all you can do is hope the other party will take it well. But how could any man just brush that off as if it was nothing?  
 
    “I just need some more time to wrap my head around it, that’s all,” I heard Carl say as he walked by my room towards the front door. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Alice asked. 
 
    “I’m going out. I’ll see you tonight. We can talk more about this then.” I listened to the door slam shut, and then my heart sank into my gut. I was alone in the house with Alice, once again. Except this time, there was a great, big elephant in the house with us. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I racked my brain as to what I should do next. Do I go out and get the confrontation over with, let her down easy and go on with my life pretending like our little encounter never happened? Or do I stay in my room, try to avoid her for her last few days in town, and then let it end without confrontation? Was the confrontation really necessary?  
 
    There was a knock at my bedroom door. My heart leapt up in my chest. It was looking like I was being given the option. “Come on in,” I called out. 
 
    She poked her head into the room. “Am I waking you up?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ve been up for a bit,” I said. 
 
    Her face flushed. “Really?” 
 
    “Maybe like five or ten minutes,” I said, lying. “Why, what’s up?” I watched some colour return to her face, and I suddenly felt a lot less guilty. I didn’t want to get involved with her, but I also didn’t want to hurt her or make her life any more complicated than it already was. 
 
    “Can I talk to you for a minute?” she said. 
 
    “Sure.” She came in and took a seat next to me on the edge of my bed. 
 
    She stared at her feet for a moment, and then said, “I’m not really sure the best way to tell you this…” Her voice was raspy as if she was fighting a thick lump in her throat. Her cheeks became dark red and she suddenly looked small. “I was born a man.” 
 
    I don’t know why her admittance came as such a shock—I already knew, and I’d known for a good twelve hours already. Maybe it was the fact that I’d been holding onto the sliver of hope that it was a lie, that Carl had just been blabbing like a drunkard, and their conversation that morning was about something else, and I was just hearing it out of context. It was a very small sliver of hope, but now that it was gone, I felt almost breathless for a moment.  
 
    “Oh,” I managed to say. I tried to force a smile, but it was hopeless. I couldn’t look her in the eyes. The fact that she was so beautiful gave me a headache—the fact that I still found her attractive, even though I knew she wasn’t really a woman, meant there was something wrong with me. I was gullible, easily manipulated, fooled, and foolish. 
 
    “I should have told you before… You know…” she couldn’t peel her gaze off of her feet. 
 
    Was I supposed to feel bad for her or for myself? Did she deserve my pity? When she chose to become a woman, certainly she knew what that came with—an obligation to be honest with everyone. It would have been dishonest of her to think she could go through life keeping her reality a secret, never telling anyone, and expecting people to look the other way when they found out. Sure, the life of a transitioning person probably isn’t easy or simple, but at the end of the day, it was their own decision.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to lead you on,” she said. 
 
    “It’s fine.” I looked up into her eyes for a brief moment. They were so beautiful, they made me angry. How was it fair that someone born a man could have eyes like that? How could I not fall for eyes so piercing, so hypnotising. Everything about her seemed so unfair. She really did have the face of a beautiful woman, the body of a supermodel. Should I have known? How could I have known?  
 
    “I hope you don’t hate me for this. I already hate myself.”  
 
    “I don’t hate you, I just… I just don’t really understand.” The though of our lips pressed together came to my mind—her soft, warm lips, and her tongue slipping into my mouth. Looking at her lips now, I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to feel it again. Overwhelmed by a powerful curiosity, I leaned over and kissed her. I needed to know if it would feel the same, now that I knew her secret. If the spark wasn’t there, then I was still me, still Martin, still straight and normal. If the spark was there, then I didn’t know myself at all—all of my morals were lies, just words that held no weight.  
 
    The spark was there.  
 
    My whole chest filled with a warmth and I could feel the buzzing electricity through my body. Goddamnit, I was still attracted to her, even though I knew it would never work out. And for every second that our kiss continued, it would be harder to face that reality that was already at the front of my mind. I was wasting both of our time, setting us both up for utter disappointment. But I couldn’t stop, I couldn’t pull myself away from her. 
 
    I laid her down and rolled on top of her, feeling her knees rising up as her legs sandwiched my body. We continued to kiss. I cupped her tits in my hands. God, they felt real—so soft, so perky. I squeezed them firmly, eliciting a soft moan from the beautiful ladyboy. What was I doing? Was I insane? I needed to stop, I needed to tell her how I felt—deceived and confused. We couldn’t go on, making the approaching disappointment even more sour. But I just couldn’t pull myself away from her. 
 
    I slipped her shirt off. She had one of those bras that clips between the breasts. I unclipped it and let her boobs out. They gently wobbled on her chest. I sunk down and sucked her nipples. Her fingers slipped into my hair. I could feel her bulge hardening between her legs, against my chest. My heart started pounding—it was the reminder I needed: a real reality slap. She wasn’t a woman. She still had a big, working cock between her legs. Despite the reality slap, I couldn’t stop myself. It was like an overpowering lust had taken over my body. Why couldn’t she just be a real, biological woman? Why did the first woman I ever felt love for have a huge cock between her thighs?  
 
    I reached down, pushing my fingers below her waistband. My hand was shaking. My heart was racing. I wrapped my fingers around her big, hard cock. ‘What are you doing!?’ my mind was screaming, but I wasn’t listening. I started to fondle her dick. My face was hot and it must have been so red. I looked her in the eyes. Her cheeks were red, she was tense, biting her bottom lip. With every stroke of her cock, I could see her becoming more relaxed, sinking further and further into my bed. I could feel the thick veins in her manhood throbbing. As I squeezed, I could feel the wet tinge of her pre-cum, oozing out from her cock. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she said, her whole face now a shade of red. 
 
    I did away with my pants, letting my rock-hard erection spring free. I took my cock in my hand and lined the tip of it up between her butt cheeks. I looked down, Just below her big ball sack, her asshole was puckering, opening and closing slightly as if calling to me. She took her bum cheeks in her hands and spread them. “I want you inside of me,” she said. 
 
    I pushed my tip up to her puckering hole and then I began to push in. It felt so tight, so incredible, her little hole sucking me in, holding me firmly, refusing to let me go. I sunk in deeper and deeper. “Oh God,” she moaned, and then she let her head fall down onto the pillow, exposing the subtle bulge of her Adam’s apple. I leaned forward and began to kiss her neck, still pushing in deeper. “Holy shit,” she said, and then I felt her clench tightly. I was all the way in, my balls pressed firmly against her butt. I started to thrust in and out slowly.  
 
    I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her. I didn’t even want to blink, worried I would miss a split second of her perfection, her head rolling from side to side in an incredible euphoria, her tits bouncing slightly as I came down hard inside of her. I revelled in the feeling of her thighs squeezing my body. When I sunk down enough, I could feel her big balls pressing against my abdomen, her hard cock reaching up to my sternum. I felt the sudden urge to jerk her off, so I took her cock in my hand and I began to stroke it. 
 
    “Oh God,” she said again, biting her lip. She was looking me in the eyes now, her eyes glowing, flashing, full of life and lust. I couldn’t look away. She was so beautiful, so stunning. I closed my grip tighter and I came down harder and faster. “I’m going to come,” she said. 
 
    “Me too.” I could hear my balls slapping against her ass. Every inch of her deep rectum felt so good against my swelling shaft. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I thrust in deep, one last time, and then I came, filling her sweet tush up with my hot load. I felt a powerful throbbing in my hand, and then her cock unloaded in my fist, shooting all over her own chin, her own tits, her own abdomen. I sunk down and licked the cum from between her perky breasts, and then we kissed, my cock still deep in her asshole. As I pressed my chest against hers, I could feel her heart beating quickly. She could probably feel mine, beating just as ferociously.  
 
    And then, as the final drops of cum oozed out of my cock, reality came back to me. I couldn’t actually be with her—even if I wanted to. Carl would have never allowed it. He would have hated me forever, disowned me as a friend. And what would I tell my other friends, or my family? What if her truth reached their ears?  
 
    “What’s the matter?” she asked. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Nothing,” I said. Now I needed to think of a way out of this situation.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Alice asked me if I wanted to go to her college fair with her, but I declined. I lied and said I had some appointments I needed to get to, and then I took off. I didn’t actually have anywhere to go, so I went to the library and found myself a quiet, private corner where I could think. Today’s topic of deliberation: what the hell am I supposed to do?  
 
    My mind was a fog of voices, calling out from different directions. I couldn’t tune into any one of them specifically. Instead, I was stuck listening to them all shouting over top of one another. My deliberating was getting me nowhere. The only time I could muster up a cohesive thought was when I was thinking of Alice, laying naked on my bed, her tits sitting gently on her chest, her cock laying firmly on her stomach. When I pushed the image away, the cloud of voices came back. I needed to find a way to occupy my mind while I sorted out my dilemma—and then an idea came to me. 
 
    I called up a girl from my work: Sarah. Sarah was a shy girl, a few years younger than me. She was kind of cute, and I’d always assumed she had a bit of a crush on me. I’d never been very interested in her, but she was a real woman and I was thinking the cure to my current conundrum was time spent with a real woman. I asked her if she wanted to meet up for a drink. “Really?” she said in an awestruck voice. She accepted my invitation. 
 
    We met an hour later at a bar not too far from the library I’d been hiding out in. I almost didn’t recognize her when she entered the room, dressed in a nice dress, her hair done up, makeup carefully applied to her face. I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen her in makeup before. “Hi Sarah,” I said, pulling her seat out for her. She looked totally different, but she was still painfully shy. Her cheeks were dark red for the whole first hour of our impromptu date, and then the red slowly started to fade. She sat sunken and small in her chair, her voice sheepish and timid, but the alcohol seemed to help after a while. She had a cute laugh, but not as cute as Alice’s.  
 
    Whenever Alice’s face came to my mind, I bit down on my tongue and pushed it away. I strained to keep my focus on Sarah, asking her questions and forcing myself to memorize her answers. It was a special level of discipline that seemingly worked.  
 
    Sarah and I didn’t have a lot in common. She was a big fan of superhero movies, she was obsessed with animals, and she wanted to live in New York City one day. I was okay with animals, but I couldn’t stand superhero movies and New York City was my claustrophobic nightmare. I was just happy to be out of the house, thinking about someone else besides Alice.  
 
    Sarah stumbled as she stood up to use the washroom. “Oops,” she said, grabbing the back of her chair for support. “I’m sorry. I don’t drink much.” She bit her lip and started to laugh. When she came back from the bathroom, she asked, “Do you want to go back to my place for a bit?” I accepted the invite. We grabbed a cab and took off for her apartment, which wasn’t too far away.  
 
    By the time we were at her place, she’d sobered up quite a bit and was able to walk by herself. “I’m just going to change out of these shoes,” she said, and then I found myself meandering around her apartment, looking at the art on the walls and the photos on the mantle. All of her photos were of her as a child, but the photos didn’t look terribly old, which made me think she was even younger than I’d originally thought. “Hey Martin?” she called out. I went to her bedroom. 
 
    She was on her bed in just her bra and panties. Her cheeks were once again dark red and she was biting the corner of her lip, clearly unsure she was making the right decision. Perhaps she felt obligated to fuck after our date, or perhaps she thought it was an easy way to win me over. She had a nice body—soft, with small but supple tits. She slowly moved her arm across her chest, covering her rack—probably subconsciously. I went to her, pushed a strand of fallen hair off of her face. Her eyes were glowing. She was pretty. 
 
    I slipped my hand under her thigh and then I lifted it up, making room for me to slip in between her legs. I pressed my forehead against hers and she closed her eyes, ready to kiss. I held her hand and brought my lips closer to hers. Then I hesitated. I just wasn’t feeling it: that spark. Everything about it felt so mechanical, so pre-planned, like we were following the Simple Guide to Sex, a Step by Step Workbook. I leaned back. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “You’re a nice, beautiful girl, Sarah, but I don’t think me and you are really meant to be together,” I said.  
 
    “Really?” she said after a moment of silence. She looked upset, and even a bit embarrassed, but she was far from devastated. I couldn’t help but see a gleam of agreement in her eyes, as if she wasn’t quite feeling it either. I ran my hand up her side, feeling her warm body, seeing if I could muster any sort of spark, just a fragment of that energy I felt when I was with Alice. It just wasn’t there. 
 
    “I should go,” I said. 
 
    I gave her a kiss on the forehead and then I left. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    As I walked up to our house, I could hear a door slamming aggressively from within. I entered. Alice was sitting alone in the living room. Her eyes were red. I could hear Carl pacing around. I’d just missed a big fight—the continuation of their morning spat. “Hey,” I said. 
 
    She looked up at me. “Hi,” she said. 
 
    I took a seat next to her and I put my hand on her back. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    She shook her head, as if to say ‘nothing.’ She did her best to force a smile.  
 
    Carl’s bedroom door opened and he came into the living room. “Martin—good, you’re home. Tell my brother that he’s making a huge mistake. Tell him that no real guy would ever want to have anything to do with a tranny. C’mon, tell him. Talk some fucking sense into him.” 
 
    “Stop calling her him, Carl,” I said. 
 
    “He’s got a cock—he’s a him. Sorry, but it’s just the truth.” 
 
    “She’s transitioning.” 
 
    “Even once they chop it off, he’ll still be a him. Mutilation doesn’t change gender. Why are you taking his side? What’s gotten into you? Tell him no one will ever love him like this.” 
 
    “Carl…” 
 
    “Just say it!” Carl shouted. 
 
    “I love her!” I said. The room became silent.  
 
    Alice’s eyes became wide, still red and wet. “What?” she said, her lips remaining parted. 
 
    “She’s not your brother anymore,” I said to Carl, “she’s your sister now, and I’m in love with her. And if you’re going to be a real, miserable piece of shit about it, then fine—or you can just accept her for who she is and try being happy for her—be happy that for once in her life, she’s happy. What difference does it make to you, anyway?”  
 
    Carl’s eyes were wide and his lips were parted. “But…” was all he managed to say, followed by a long silence filled with the odd stuttering. It was as if his brain had attempted to divide by zero and crashed, and now it was struggling to reboot. “You and her?” he said. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    I looked over at Alice, who quite possibly hadn’t blinked since I’d made my announcement. I leaned forward and kissed her. It took her a moment, but she kissed me back.  
 
    “But—but she used to be a man,” Carl said in a matter of fact voice, as if I hadn’t thought about that until he said it. 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    The conversation about ended there. Carl had nothing else to say, no real reasons to back up his hang-ups—just emotions.  
 
    I looked over at Alice. “I love you, Alice.” 
 
    “I love you, too,” she said, still in a half-state of shock. A tear rolled down her cheek. We kissed again. Carl remained silent. His whole argument had been proven wrong in an instant, and now his brain was trying to pick up the pieces, trying to make sense of the new reality he was in the process of accepting.  
 
    Love is about being in the present. You don’t love someone for who they used to be or for who they will be one day—you love them for who they are now. Sure, Alice used to be a man, but now she was a woman, but what difference did it really make? I was in love with the person, not the gender. To me, she was just Alice. The spark doesn’t care about your politics, your dictionary definitions, or your moral preferences. It only cares about one thing: love.  
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    YOUR NEW PLAYTHING 
 
    Clark never wanted the Plaything that was accidentally delivered to his house. He wants nothing to do with the hyper-sexual, lab-created woman whose only objective is to pleasure the first person she sees out of hibernation. She was supposed to be delivered to someone else, in a different state—someone with a particularly long, throbbing fantasy. And now that the Plaything has been woken up, the company won’t take her back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Clark wasn’t expecting any visitors that Saturday morning and it was exceptionally rare that anyone came to his house uninvited, seeing as he lived half an hour from town, off of a dirt road that most people didn’t even know existed. But still, the doorbell rang as Clark was sipping his morning coffee and reading his morning newspaper.  
 
    In ten years, he’d had less than five unexpected guests, and four of those five were concerning family emergencies. So naturally, when Clark heard his doorbell ring, a pit grew in his stomach. He carefully made his way to the front entry and peeked through the peephole. Standing on the other side of the door was a delivery man. ‘Strange,’ Clark thought, ‘I didn’t order anything.’ 
 
    Clark wasn’t a believer in online shopping, or technology in general. He didn’t trust it, despite having been around since long before he was born. While the government claimed it didn’t use computer webcams and microphones to spy on its citizens, he didn’t believe them. “They’re up to something,” he always said, which is precisely why he refused to own a computer, and it was why he kept his phone turned off when he wasn’t using it—just in case the government was listening.  
 
    The delivery man rang the doorbell again. 
 
    Reluctantly, Clark answered. “Hello?” he said cautiously, scanning the delivery man for any inconsistencies. Anyone could, after all, go online and order a delivery man outfit. Next to the delivery man was a large box—only a bit shorter than Clark himself, and not much wider. The box was unmarked, save for the ‘this side up’ label and the word ‘Fragile,’ which was printed in large, bold letters all over the box. Also on the box was a large dark spot, as if the delivery guy had accidentally dropped it in a large puddle—though the spot looked to be dry, as if the accident had been a few days before and the box had time to dry out.  
 
    “Clark Fischer?” the delivery man asked. 
 
    “That’s me,” Clark said. 
 
    “I’ve got a package for you. Just sign here and it’s all yours.”  
 
    Clark was hesitant to take the pen. Was it a gift? And if so, from who? Looking at the box, which could have perfectly fit a human being, Clark couldn’t help but think of the old Trojan Horse myth. It was an amusing thought—of course Clark didn’t actually believe he would bring the box inside, open it, and have a human jump out at him. “What is it?” Clark asked. 
 
    A big grin came upon the delivery man’s face. “I don’t know,” he said, but he couldn’t have sounded less genuine—like he was lying and he thought it was pretty funny. Was he in on it—whatever it was? Or was Clark just being, as his sister had always put it, outrageously paranoid? 
 
    Clark signed for the package and the delivery guy returned to his truck, chuckling quietly to himself on the way. What was so damn funny?  
 
    Clark went to pull the box inside but was shocked by its weight. It must have weighed over a hundred pounds! What could someone have sent him that was so big and so heavy? That Trojan Horse image came back to his mind—the box did happen to weigh about the same as a human being. 
 
    He got the box into his kitchen and then he laid it down flat, paying close attention to the ‘this side up’ label. If it was some piece of art or some large vase, he would hate to ruin it. He retrieved a pair of box cutters and then returned to the mysterious box. But before he started cutting, he noticed the shipping label, which had an error on it: It was supposed to be shipped to a Clark Fischer in Springfield, Michigan. Clark lived in Springfield, Missouri. Coincidentally, Clark Fischer in Michigan had the same street address as the Clark who now held a pair of box cutters in his hand. 
 
    Unfortunately for Clark Fischer in Michigan, the return address had been badly smudged and was unreadable. There was no company info printed anywhere on the box, and Clark sure as hell wasn’t going to pay to have the massive box shipped to Michigan. Can you even imagine the shipping costs on a package that big and heavy? But if he could find a company phone number, perhaps he could have the package arranged to be picked up and properly delivered, at no expense to Clark. So he continued to cut the box open, hoping to find some company information inside. 
 
    The box was filled with packing peanuts, which were covering up yet another box, this one made from a strong, smooth, white plastic. Clark dug the packing peanuts out from the box, hoping to find a receipt or a brochure or something useful. He really didn’t feel comfortable opening up another man’s package, especially if it was valuable. Clark had some collectables himself, and he knew that out of their box, they were worthless. 
 
    There was a receipt in the box, but as his luck would have it, it was wet and smudged. The company info was all an illegible mess. The only part of the receipt Clark could make out was the price: $42,135. He had to read the number a second time, to make sure his brain hadn’t misplaced the comma. “Holy hell,” Clark said, his eyes widening. He looked to the plastic box. What in God’s name could be inside? It was too small to be a sports car or furniture, too big to be jewellery.  
 
    Clark sighed. This was going to be a lot of work, he thought. He would have to drive the package into town, drop it off at the delivery place, and hope they had the company info in their system—and with any luck, they would deal with it all. Just the thought of lugging the package into his truck was a serious nuisance.  
 
    There were few times in Clark’s life that he wished he owned a computer—this was one of those times. It would have been so much easier to get all of this nonsense sorted out with a computer; there was probably just some form he needed to fill out on a website, that would take less than a minute.  
 
    He turned on his phone and tried to remember which delivery company had dropped off the package. The delivery guy was wearing blue—which company wears blue? He tried USPS. They had no record of a delivery, so he tried UPS, getting the same response. He tried DHL, FedEx, ParcelForce, and then he finally gave up. “If Clark Fischer from Michigan wants his package so badly, he can get in contact with the delivery company.” He dragged the package to the garage, where he assumed it would wait until the delivery people came by to reclaim it.  
 
    But Clark couldn’t go more than an hour before the overwhelming curiosity started to get the better of him. What was in that box that was so big, so heavy, and worth so much? Would it really be such a big deal if he opened it and had a peek inside? After all, there might be some company info inside the inner-plastic box, so maybe it was for the best that he take a look… 
 
    Clark found himself in his garage, kneeling down next to the box. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Clark opened the box slowly and then leapt back, falling to the ground as he grabbed his chest with his hand, his heart being sent aflutter. It was an understandable reaction, seeing as there was a corpse in the box. “Dear God!” he yelled, and then he scrambled up to his feet, taking a few more steps back away from the box. 
 
    That delivery man—was he actually some deranged murderer, dropping dead bodies off at people’s houses? Was it supposed to be some sort of mafia-esque threat? Was the person in the box someone Clark knew? He took a few steps closer to the box, which had closed as soon as he leapt back. His heart began pounding as he reached to open it again. At least this time he knew what kind of horrors were inside, so he was more or less emotionally prepared (as emotionally prepared as a person can be when finding a dead body in a box).  
 
    He threw the box open and jumped back again. 
 
    It was a woman—a young woman—maybe about ten years younger than Clark. She was surprisingly beautiful, dressed in a piece of skimpy, black lingerie and black high heels. Clark certainly didn’t recognize her—she was far more beautiful than anyone he’d ever met in his small town (and he’d lived there his whole life). He took a closer look—was it possibly a friend or family member’s daughter, now grown up, who he hadn’t seen in a while and thus, wouldn’t recognize? He didn’t think so, as far as he could tell. She looked more like a movie star—maybe some high-class escort that the deranged murderer picked up and killed—the poor girl. She was so young.  
 
    Clark turned to retrieve his phone, to call the police, and then he noticed something odd: she wasn’t pale and blue like you would expect from a dead body. In fact, she was quite vibrant, perhaps properly preserved and embalmed. Her skin was radiant and upon closer inspection— 
 
    “My God,” Clark said, his eyes growing wide. “Is she…” He took a closer look, and indeed she was: she was breathing, ever so slightly, as if comatose, or hibernating. Was she drugged?  
 
    Clark dropped to his knees and carefully grabbed the girl by the arms. “Miss,” he said. “Wake up. Are you okay? Miss?” he gave her a gentle shake, but she didn’t wake up. He checked the pulse on her wrist. He could hardly feel a thing, but there was something there. He checked the pulse on her neck, and then he felt a series of strange, subtle bumps. Upon closer inspection, there was a tattoo with a series of seemingly random numbers and letters, like a serial number. “What the hell?” he muttered. 
 
    Then he noticed the manual, tucked in a little compartment next to her body. He grabbed it. The front page read: 
 
    Your New Plaything 
 
    He flipped it open and started to read, his eyes growing wider and wider as he flipped the pages. “Enjoy your new, fully customized Plaything. Flip to page ten for instructions on waking up your Plaything, but before you wake her up, be sure to read through this manual carefully to ensure you have a clear understanding of how to satisfy all of your Plaything’s needs.” 
 
    Clark had to take a seat on the ground, so he wouldn’t fall over. His head was spinning. Was this manual suggesting the woman in the box was a robot? A clone? A real human-being that was grown in some science lab?  
 
    According to the manual, the Plaything was a real, living human, engineered to want nothing more than to please its owner. The Plaything, like any human, needed to be fed, needed water, needed to sleep, and was susceptible to all the mortal failings of human beings—if cut, a Plaything still bleeds like anyone else. The main difference between the Plaything and a human being was that the Plaything had what the manual called, ‘a limited consciousness.’ 
 
    Your New Plaything was a subsidiary of a company called Your New Employee, which engineered humans who lacked consciousness, who were perfectly content working for no pay—essentially robot slaves, with organs instead of motherboards and wires. Unlike Your New Employee, Your New Plaything had ‘limited consciousness’, but Clark could find nothing in the owner’s manual defining ‘limited consciousness’. It seemed awfully vague, begging for plenty of moral debates. Reading the manual, Clark seemed to remember hearing about Your New Employee a couple of years back during a trip into town. He had gone to a McDonalds with exceptional service, which he commented on as he received his meal. “It’s because they use Your New Employees now,” another customer said to him, but until now, he had no idea what that meant—he assumed it was a new temp agency in town or something.   
 
    Were these Playthings popular? And what were they for? Sex? If they weren’t made for sex, Clark could only imagine that was what 99% of people were using them for, as was the fate of just about every other human invention.  
 
    The sleeping beauty was making Clark feel anxious, so he took the manual to his living room to continue reading. He found the whole concept fascinating and somewhat unbelievable, though he knew that there had been some tremendous scientific breakthroughs over the past couple of decades. It was only a matter of time before the blow-up sex doll was improved so much that it was indistinguishable from a real human—and that time had arrived. Clark still wasn’t entirely sure what the difference between the Plaything and a real human was; ‘Limited consciousness,’ whatever that meant.  
 
    To Clark, the whole thing was especially interesting seeing as he’d mastered in biological engineering in college—but that was nearly twenty years ago. He would have pursued a career in the field, but the competition was just too stiff. He couldn’t possibly keep up with some of the guys in his class, all of whom were certified geniuses. Clark went into the stock market instead, where he made quite a bit of money—enough to slip off of the grid and retire early to his little wooded acreage.  
 
    He found the section on Your New Plaything’s Health especially interesting. Supposedly, the Playthings were engineered to be immune to cancer and all known diseases and infections. The average lifespan of a Plaything was about the same as a human—close to one-hundred years, but they aged much slower. After one-hundred years, they would only appear to be about twenty-five years older. Incredible. The girl in the box looked to be about twenty—in one hundred years, she would appear to be forty-five. To Clark, that was immensely impressive. 
 
    His heart nearly stopped when he got to the section on Your Plaything’s Hibernation. The warning at the beginning of the chapter read: ‘If you leave your Plaything’s hibernation unit open for more than an hour, she may wake up on her own. Please ensure your Plaything’s hibernation unit remains closed until you are ready to bring her into the world.’ 
 
    “Excuse me?” said a voice from behind Clark, as if on cue. 
 
    Clark jumped up from his seat, throwing the manual into the air as he shrieked in terror. He spun around to face the now-awake Plaything. Her eyes were heavy, as if she’d just been woken up from a deep sleep (and she had been). She reached her arms into the air, stretched, and yawned, showing off her perfect, lingerie-clad body. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to scare you,” the Plaything said, smiling.  
 
    “You—you’re awake,” Clark said.  
 
    “Yes I am. Is this your house? It’s beautiful,” she said. 
 
    “It is, but—I mean—there’s been a mistake. You were sent here by mistake. You were supposed to be sent to someone else. I’m trying to arrange to have you picked up, and…” The Plaything walked right up to Clark and she placed her gentle hands on his shoulders. 
 
    “You’re very handsome,” she said. 
 
    “Thank you, but you see, there’s been a mistake…” He lost his train of thought as the Plaything leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Her lips were soft and warm, and even Clark had to admit, she was absolutely stunning—but that didn’t stop him from finding the whole thing reprehensible. How could they engineer living people solely for the sake of sex? Regardless of the limits of their consciousness, it wasn’t right—the government should have never allowed such a thing. 
 
    But it had been years since he’d kissed a woman, and he’d never even imagined kissing a woman who was the mere definition of beauty. So he hesitated before gently pushing her off of him. “I’m sorry, but this is very important—you don’t belong to me,” Clark said. Hearing his words aloud just reminded him of how ashamed the creator of the Playthings should be—no one, regardless of whether they are conscious or not, should belong to anyone. “I need to get you to your rightful… person.” He refused to use the word owner.  
 
    “But wouldn’t it be so much more fun if I just stayed here with you? Do you have a favourite meal? I can cook it for you,” she said. She looked Clark up and down and then bit her bottom lip playfully, as if he was the most perfect specimen she’d ever seen, and not the other way around. Clark’s heart skipped a beat. She was tempting, and he could see why someone might want to invest in a Plaything of their own. According to the manual, she lived to serve, and loved to please. If that was really true, if she really did love to cook meals and have sex and give back massages, would it be so bad to stop her from doing so? Clark loved painting in the evenings. If someone told him he wasn’t allowed to paint anymore, that wouldn’t be very fair, would it? Clark shook his head—it’s easy to justify something when it suits your convenience. Why do you think slavery went on for so long? 
 
    “Why don’t you go take a hot bath, get changed into something more comfortable, and then we can get acquainted, okay?” Clark said, standing tall. He was proud of his restraint, his discipline. He could have easily given in and had sex with her, told her to make him some dinner, but he knew it was wrong and morality should always come before pleasure and convenience.  
 
    The Plaything smiled and looked around. “Where is your bathtub?” she asked, and he pointed her in the right direction. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Clark tried calling the manufacturer. After being stuck on hold for nearly an hour, they told him to contact the delivery company. He told them he’d tried that, and then he got thrown into an endless customer service loop. “I’m sorry, you’re looking for the sales department,” one woman said to him. “No, no, you want customer service,” said another. “Ah, I think you’re looking for shipping and receiving. I’ll put you through,” said yet another. Shipping and receiving put him back in touch with the original taker of his call, who sent him back into the loop. He eventually got one employee who said, “They’ll probably just create a new Plaything and have it sent to the correct address.” 
 
    “So what do I do with this one?” 
 
    “I suppose you can just keep her. You said she’s awake? We can’t accept returns once the Plaything is awake, sir.”  
 
    “But she doesn’t belong to me!” 
 
    “Were you the first person she saw after she woke up?” 
 
    “Yes,” Clark said. 
 
    “Then she’s unfortunately useless to anyone else. It says right in the manual, the first person the Plaything sees becomes her owner. That unfortunately can’t be undone. Why don’t I put you through to shipping and receiving—maybe they can arrange to have her taken away from you.” 
 
    “Wait, wait! What will they do to her?” 
 
    There was a long silence, and then the man on the phone said, “I’m sorry, sir, I can’t disclose that information. Company policy.” 
 
    Clark didn’t bother waiting to be put through to shipping and receiving, and after the employee’s final remark, he wasn’t sure sending her back to the company was such a great idea. By the sounds of it, they would be putting her down. A chill ran down Clark’s spine. He couldn’t even begin to wrap his head around the manufacturer’s complete disregard for human life. He felt terribly sad for his Plaything—and guilty, seeing as he had essentially ruined her life. Clark couldn’t give her what she wanted, and according to the company, she could only be satisfied by Clark. How would she react when she found out Clark wasn’t interested in her, or would she even be able to comprehend such a thing? Could a Plaything have its heart broken? Could she feel emotions? The manual seemed to suggest that she was totally capable of feeling love and compassion, so certainly she could be emotionally hurt, like anyone else in the world capable of feeling love. 
 
    Clark turned off his phone. As he turned around, he saw her, standing topless in the doorway. She had nothing but a towel around her waist. “Is this comfortable enough for you?” she said. She was somehow even more beautiful with her long hair and her skin now wet. She cupped her breasts in her hands and squeezed them firmly, biting her lip as she did so.  
 
    When Clark woke up that morning in his isolated little country home, he had not expected to be in a position where he had to fight to turn down the most stunning woman he’d ever seen. She was so beautiful, he was rendered frozen at the sight of her. She started walking towards him. 
 
    She seemed much shorter, now that she was out of her high heels, walking barefoot. She stopped just a few inches shy of Clark and then she reached down, slipping her hand over his crotch. She began to rub his cock. 
 
    Clark’s mind was reduced to a messy fog. He wanted to stop her—having sex with a biologically engineered human was against everything he stood for, but my God was she beautiful, and she certainly knew how to rub a dick (was that somehow programmed into her?).  
 
    He knew that reasoning with her was hopeless. He couldn’t convince her not to be obsessed over him because that was just how she was engineered. He couldn’t flat out turn her down and explain he wasn’t interested because he didn’t want to find out whether he was capable of shattering a partially-conscious heart.  
 
    “I think we should take this slow,” he said, feeling very proud of this clever move. If he could convince her it was best to hold off for some time, he could buy himself some time to figure out a proper solution that met his needs and hers. Certainly the man on the phone wasn’t correct—there must be some way of ‘reprogramming’ her, resetting her love-at-first-sight quirk. But what could he do? 
 
    She pulled his belt away and dropped it on the floor. Clark tried to will himself to stop her, but he couldn’t do it. When in his life would he have another opportunity like this one—to sleep with a perfect ten out of ten? She sunk down to her knees, taking his pants with her. She gasped at the sight of his cock, licking her lips as if the mere sight of his manhood was pushing her towards an orgasm. She seemed so genuinely happy and elated. It would have been such a shame to put an end to her happiness. 
 
    She began to stroke his cock, licking it gently with the tip of her tongue. She giggled. “Wow, you’re big,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d be this big.” It was a strange comment that made Clark think. If she had the ability to be surprised, to have expectations, then certainly her level of consciousness was more than just ‘limited’. When she first saw Clark, she’d made an assumption about him, that his cock wouldn’t be as big as it was. Perhaps she just assumed everything was average until proven otherwise—but if that was the case, then were averages somehow programmed into her? Her cheeks turned red and her eyes became wide. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean it like that—I didn’t think you had a small cock, I just… I’m sorry.” 
 
    Even more interesting to Clark was the fact she was genuinely flustered, which meant she was capable of feeling humility.  
 
    She tightened her grip on his manhood and began to pump, working his shaft expertly, as if she was born to work a cock—technically, she was. She sunk the whole length of his member into her mouth, plunging his tip down her throat. Her mouth was warm and wet and it made Clark think, maybe keeping the Plaything wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Clark once had a vegetarian friend who would eat meat if a restaurant accidentally served it to him. “If I don’t eat it, they’ll just throw it out, and that would defeat the whole point of being a vegetarian,” the friend said to Clark. He remembered that very sentence now, as his accidentally delivered Plaything brought him closer to orgasm. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck?” the Plaything asked. 
 
    Clark’s heart trembled and beads of sweat began to form on his forehead. “Okay,” he said after some hesitation. As the kids liked to say: You only live once. 
 
    She stood up with a big grin on her face and she took her towel in her hands, dropping it to the floor, revealing a long, thick erection. “Do you want to be top or bottom?” 
 
    Clark jumped back, his heart nearly bursting out of his chest—much like when he discovered the Plaything in the box. “Jesus!” he cried. 
 
    His Plaything’s eyes grew wide. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “You—You’ve got a… right there, between your legs!” he said. 
 
    She looked down to see what he was referring to. “A cock?” she said, as if it wasn’t the slightest bit unusual. 
 
    “Yes,” Clark said, taking yet another step back. 
 
    “So do you,” the Plaything said in a matter-of-fact voice. “Would you like to touch it?” She smirked and bit her bottom lip.  
 
    “Put your towel back on—and go put some clothes on. I changed my mind, I don’t want to have sex. Go—I’m serious.” 
 
    The Plaything stared at him with wide-eyes for a moment and then she said, “I can hide it, if you’d like. Would you like me to put on a pair of panties?” 
 
    “Just get dressed. I need to make some phone calls. Maybe go and watch some television or something.”  
 
    The Plaything turned and started towards the bedroom. She had a long look on her face—disappointed in herself for failing her only objective in life. She stopped in the doorway and looked back at Clark. “Is there anything I can do for you right now?” she asked. 
 
    “Not right now. Just make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    She turned around with the same sullen look on her face. She wasn’t interested in making herself comfortable. She was only interested in making Clark comfortable, and anyone—even someone with limited consciousness—could see that Clark was far from comfortable. But how could he be comfortable when he couldn’t help but feel partially responsible for ruining this poor girl’s life? Because of some greedy scientist, the poor girl would never experience the feeling of accomplishment in her life. She was born a freak, with a serious defect—even if they had sent her to the correct address, she would have still been rejected the moment the other Clark Fischer saw his Plaything’s big, hard dick. 
 
    Clark took a seat and thought for a good while about what he could do for the girl. Perhaps it would be more humane to have her returned to the factory and euthanized. The thought sent a chill down Clark’s spine, but what was the other option? Let her live for one hundred miserable years?  
 
    There was one hope for the girl that Clark could think of, though it seemed like a long shot. If he could find someone willing to adopt the Plaything—someone who was interested in everything she had to offer—and he could also find some way to reset her, then she might have a chance. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Clark made a trip to the public library, about a forty minute drive from his house, to use the public computers. There was an internet café a bit closer, but the computers at the internet café all had webcams attached to them, so Clark didn’t trust them. Besides, the library was quieter. 
 
    He was there to do some research, to see if anyone else had ever encountered the same issue—a mistaken Plaything delivery. As far as he could tell, he was the first. He looked around to make sure no one was behind him before searching ‘Your New Plaything came with penis’. He felt absolutely ridiculous performing the search. 
 
    The search brought him to the official Plaything customization page. He became quickly distracted by the page and all of the different customization options. On the left side of the screen were the options, and on the right was a 3D model that changed as you made your selections. The options were seemingly endless. Under eyes, you could choose: Brown, hazel, blue, green, amber, or silver eyes. There was also a ‘more options’ selection, which Clark clicked out of curiosity. It brought up a colour wheel and a subheading that read: “Want something more unique? Choose any colour! You can even choose a different colour for each eye.” The technology was absolutely breath-taking, but it gave Clark an increasingly familiar chill. No one should be able to play God like this—it’s just plain wrong. 
 
    Thankfully, there was no option to make your Plaything’s skin colour green—that would have been exceptionally cruel, Clark thought. It was bad enough you could make her eyes red if you wanted to. 
 
    He looked around himself again when he got down to the ‘intimate’ section, where you could select breast size and ‘vagina type’. He clicked on ‘vagina type’ to see what kind of absurd options were available, and there were plenty, including another ‘more options’ selection. Clark clicked to see what other options were available. Sure enough, giving your Plaything a cock and balls was an option. So maybe his Plaything wasn’t a defective unit—maybe this Clark Fischer in Michigan just had a special little fetish. 
 
    Clark navigated off of the customization website and then he tried to see whether or not he could find anything on the topic of ‘limited consciousness’. The results were overwhelming—apparently many other people had the same question: what the hell does it mean? Reading through some of the posts by others gave Clark some peace of mind, knowing that the whole world hadn’t completely lost its collective mind, that there were still sane, rational people on the planet who didn’t just accept vague terms as absolute facts. Unfortunately, there didn’t seem to be much of a consensus on what the term meant, or how the consciousness of the Playthings differed from regular human consciousness. Though the official statement by the company, in response to the backlash from human rights advocates, said that Playthings were incapable of forming original thoughts and ideas. Playthings don’t contemplate their actions. Instead, the Plaything acts entirely based on instinct, the same way an animal acts instinctually—except instead of having survival instincts, Playthings have what the company called ‘service instincts’.  
 
    One of the scientists with the company wrote a very long article explaining the science behind creating the Playthings, which Clark found absolutely fascinating. He printed the article out, intending to read it later. But the article was going to have to wait, because Clark had other priorities. 
 
    He had an idea: if Playthings were more or less biologically identical to regular humans, then would they not be susceptible to hypnosis? If Clark could find a hypnotist willing to try and reset his Plaything, then she might just have a chance after all. He looked up a few different psychologists specializing in hypnotism, and he took down their numbers. Before leaving the library, he put out an ad on a classifieds website. “Your New Plaything, free to good home.” He made sure to include, in bold letters, that the Plaything had a little extra between her thighs. He was hesitant to include his phone number with the advert, but the other option was to drive into town each day to check the replies, which would make for a coordinating nightmare. Unfortunately, he was just going to have to leave his phone turned on for a while. 
 
    As he pulled up to his house and got out of his truck, he instantly noticed the delicious aroma of garlic frying in butter. He didn’t think he was hungry until that very moment, and best of all, the smell was coming from his own home. He went inside, where the aroma was even more intense and mouth-watering. Standing in his kitchen, wearing nothing but an apron, was his Plaything. Like the rest of her body, her ass was absolutely perfect. It perked up as she stood up on her toes to get a pot down from the top cupboard.  
 
    It was a shame she didn’t have a pussy. Staring at her now, Clark wondered if things would have been different had she not had a cock. Would he have slept with her? Would he have let her stick around and been able to make her happy?  
 
    She turned around and her face lit up at the sight of him. “You’re home!” she said with a big smile. A pit formed in Clark’s gut. He’d never seen anyone or anything so excited to see him. Even his dog, which passed away a few years before, wouldn’t bother to get up when Clark came home from the store—unless Clark had a fresh, new bag of dog treats. “I’m making your favourite,” she said. 
 
    “What are you making?” 
 
    “Chicken pappardelle,” she said. “Want to taste it?” she scooped up a spoonful of the sauce and brought it to him, holding it up for him to taste. It smelled amazing, and it tasted even better. But how did she know he loved chicken pappardelle? He stared at her curiously for a moment and then his lips parted, but he couldn’t seem to figure out which words to use. Before he could ask, she answered. “I went through your recipe book and the chicken pappardelle was earmarked, and it looked like it had been used a number of times.” That explained it. For a girl who was completely obsessed with sex, she was surprisingly clever. 
 
    She was looking into Clark’s eyes now, and Clark was looking into hers. She had three little dots in one of her irises. On the Plaything customization website, there was no option for birthmarks. Did all Playthings have the eye freckles? Or was it possible the scientists didn’t have complete control over the Plaything’s outcomes?  
 
    “Do you know where you came from?” Clark asked. 
 
    “I was engineered in Huxley,” she said.  
 
    “Do you know what you are—why you were ‘engineered’?”  
 
    “I’m your Plaything, and I was engineered because you ordered me,” she said, smiling, putting her hands gently on Clark’s sides. She took a small step forward, pressing her soft tits up against Clark’s chest. “You know, the chicken still needs another thirty minutes. That’s plenty of time to have your way with me.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” Clark asked. 
 
    “You haven’t named me yet.” 
 
    “If you had to pick your own name, what would it be?” Clark thought it would be an interesting experiment, to see if she would be capable of choosing a name for herself—and if so, how would she choose it? Would it just be a name she’d heard at some point in her short existence? According to the Plaything manual, she’d spent six months being educated by robots—surely they used names in their educational examples, like when trying to teach the definition of the word ‘name’ itself. How could you define such a word without knowing any names? Unless, of course, the only name they ever heard was Plaything… 
 
    She smiled. “Pick my own name?” she said. She looked excited. A pink hue filled her cheeks and she looked around.  
 
    There were plenty of author names on book spines around Clark’s house, would she choose one of those? “What about Sienna?” she said. 
 
    “Why did you choose that name?” Clark asked. There were no books in Clark’s library by any author named Sienna. Nowhere in his whole house was the name Sienna written.  
 
    “Because I think it sounds cute but kind of feisty, like me,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Why not a name like Harriet?” he said. 
 
    “You want me to be called Harriet? If you’d prefer Harriet, I can be Harriet,” she said, her eyes growing wide and her smile sinking down.  
 
    “No, no, I don’t want you to be called Harriet. I just want to know why not Harriet…” Even Clark wasn’t entirely sure what he was trying to say. 
 
    “Because Harriet sounds… I don’t know… Geeky. It’s very formal. I’m not a formal girl,” she said, wrapping her arms around Clark and looking up into his eyes with wonder. Clark found Sienna’s response intriguing. How could they suggest the Playthings weren’t able to form ideas or opinions, when clearly Sienna was perfectly capable of thinking for herself? A thought process went into choosing the name Sienna. She had reasons for picking the name, and reasons for not picking other names—and none of those reasons had anything to do with her ‘service instinct’ or any instinct for that matter. Had her response been, ‘I chose Sienna because I thought you would like it the most,’ that would have been a whole different case. More than likely, had she been thinking about Clark’s interests when she chose a name, she would have probably picked Ayn, seeing as Clark had a number of Ayn Rand books in his library.  
 
    As Clark stared into Sienna’s eyes and pondered the ethical implications of her name choice, she kissed him. And once again, he found himself succumbing to the softness of her warm lips. She gently slipped her tongue into his mouth, making him weak at the knees.  
 
    Clark forgot whatever it was he had been thinking about. He wrapped his arms around her naked body, running his hands up and down the soft skin of her back.  
 
    She slipped her hands down and made quick, subtle work of Clark’s belt and pants. He didn’t even notice her working away down there until he felt the cool breeze teasing his bare flesh, and then she started to rub his member, getting him hard.  
 
    He pulled her tighter against his body, and then he felt her bulge—a reminder that she wasn’t entirely human in the biblical sense. She was made in a lab, for someone else, to satisfy some transgender fetish. She only wanted Clark because of some technicality, because Clark was the only one around when she woke up.  
 
    She spun around and pressed her hands down on the counter, presenting her perfect tush. “I want you inside of me,” she said. 
 
    Clark stared at her for a moment, a wave of conflict washing over him. The fact that she had a cock didn’t make her a man. She was still born a woman—more or less. She was still insanely beautiful, and she was real. Sure, she was born in a lab, but it wasn’t like she was filled with wires and processors, and her skin wasn’t made from latex, and her breasts weren’t silicone moulds. She was a human, capable of having emotions—he’d seen her happy, he’d seen her sad, he’d seen her excited. So what was holding him back? 
 
    He took his erection in his hand and he stepped up to her, sliding it up between her butt cheeks. Without even penetrating her, she seemed to derive an intense pleasure from this, taking in a deep, elated inhale. “Fuck me,” she said, already sounding as though she was on the brink of orgasm. 
 
    Clark froze. His head was spinning. His ethical code seemed to be crumbling before his very eyes and he was allowing himself to justify it. And for what? For sex? It wasn’t his fault—Sienna was designed to be the absolute epitome of sex. She was engineered to seduce, to make men discard their morals and ethics. Giving in to lust would be letting the corporations win, letting evil triumph over good in the name of profits. Clark stepped back and pulled his pants back up. “Another time,” he said. She didn’t have to turn around for him to sense her disappointment.  
 
    Clark’s heart sunk into his gut. There was no winning. Fuck her and the corporations win, don’t fuck her and she loses. “I need to make some calls,” Clark said, and he took out his list of local hypnotists.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Clark spoke to a few different hypnotherapists before he found one who thought there might be some hope in resetting Sienna. The hypnotherapist, Dr. Crown, specialized in PTSD, and had some experience working with Your New Employees after a workplace accident where a group of them witnessed an accidental death. An appointment was scheduled for a couple of days later. 
 
    That meant Clark needed to keep things with Sienna under control for a couple of days, and it also meant he needed to find her a new owner, for lack of a better term. Clark had no way of putting Sienna back into hibernation, so if the hypnosis is successful, the new owner needed to be there, to be the first person she saw when she came out of her trance. 
 
    Just a few hours after booking the hypnotherapist, Clark got a call from a potential new owner, who called himself Hank. Hank spoke slowly and breathed loudly into the phone. He seemed to be specifically interested in Sienna’s cock, asking Clark to describe it in great detail. He even asked Clark to go and measure it, which Clark refused to do. “She loves to cook, and she’s very good at it—and she gets flustered easily,” Clark explained. 
 
    “I don’t care about any of that,” Hank said. Realizing Hank was obviously just out looking for a sex toy, Clark felt a cold shiver run down his spine. 
 
    “You know you need to feed her and keep her clean and all that, right? She’s still a human being,” Clark said. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. They make a special food for them, you know. It’s really cheap and you can buy it in bulk. It’s got all the nutrients they need. I tried it at my friend’s house—tastes like cardboard but they can’t tell the difference.” But unless Sienna was lying about loving the chicken pappardelle, Hank’s statement was wrong. After she finished her plate, she said, “This food is so good. I want to try everything in your recipe book. What can I cook for you tomorrow?” 
 
    Clark ended his call with Hank, without giving Hank any more information. Certainly, there must be someone out there who wanted to take Sienna, who wasn’t a complete scumbag. The phone didn’t ring again that night. Hopefully, Clark thought, more people would see the ad tomorrow. He was, after all, giving away a forty-two thousand dollar human away for absolutely free. 
 
    Clark made up a room for Sienna downstairs. It only took her about fifteen minutes before she came up to Clark’s room and asked if she could sleep with him. “I promise I won’t wake you up,” she said, standing in the doorway in nothing but a skimpy piece of red lingerie. There was a box of clothes in Sienna’s hibernation pod that Clark hadn’t looked into, but he was beginning to think it was filled with nothing but lingerie. Did the people over at Your New Plaything really think that was enough? Did they really assume people wouldn’t care to take their Playthings out of the house with them ever?  
 
    Clark was about to tell her to go back to her room, but he figured he’d broken her heart enough for one day. So instead, he gave her one of his old t-shirts and let her sleep in the bed with him. Before slipping into the bed, she gave him a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you so much,” she said with a big smile. As soon as Clark lay back down, Sienna snuggled back into him, nestling her bum against his crotch and her back against his chest. Her body was warm and soft. Clark hesitated, but after some deliberation, he put his arm over her; he knew it would make her happy. 
 
    She fell asleep quickly, and then she started to snore. Interesting, Clark thought. You would think they would eliminate snoring from the genetics—or maybe that was one of the things they were unable to control. Clark wondered just how much control they really had—or was it just with general aesthetic features?  
 
    Every few minutes, Sienna would wiggle her bum gently, snuggling herself further back into Clark’s body. The fact that she was grinding her butt against Clark’s cock, getting him hard, made it difficult to sleep. At one point, she even started to slide her butt up and down the length of Clark’s cock. Like a dog dreaming of chasing rabbits, she was probably dreaming of fucking. Clark did his best to ignore it, but his best was futile. It felt too nice, her warm cheeks cradling his member, sliding up and down. Her shirt had ridden up so much that it wasn’t even covering her tush, and she wasn’t wearing any panties (she took everything off when Clark gave her the t-shirt). The only separation between Clark’s manhood and her asshole was the thin fabric of Clark’s boxers.  
 
    Perhaps it was the testosterone swirling in Clark’s body, from the constant arousal throughout the day—Clark was beginning to feel weak. It was getting harder to convince himself not to fuck her. She wanted it so badly—so why was he denying her? Because he didn’t want to play into the hands of the corporations? And giving Sienna away to some pervert was so much better? 
 
    He pulled down his boxer shorts, letting his bare cock slip out and slide between Sienna’s soft cheeks. He let out a deep sigh, feeling as though he was surrendering to a fight he was never going to win. Sienna, still asleep, seemed to somehow sense that Clark’s bare cock was out. She slid her ass up, lining up the tip of Clark’s cock with her tight hole, and then slowly, she started to push down, taking the cock into her rear-end. Her tight anus was warm, and it puckered firmly over and over as Clark slid in deep.  
 
    He tried to convince himself to pull out, to roll over and force himself to sleep, but he just couldn’t. He wanted to have her so badly. He wanted to pump her little asshole until he came deep inside of her body. 
 
    Sienna let out a soft, adorable moan. She reached back and grabbed Clark’s hand. Clark couldn’t tell if she was awake or acting entirely in her sleep. She placed his hand on her bare, erect cock, closing his fingers around her girth for him. That should have been more than enough of a reality check for Clark to pull out and put an end to the act, but he couldn’t. He started to stroke her long, thick rod while he gently pumped her ass. 
 
    She turned her head over her shoulder, her eyes still closed as if she was really still asleep, and she kissed him. With his free hand, Clark began to fondle her chest. Her tits were the real marvel of science, perky and soft and perfect in every way. 
 
    Clark’s body began to tremble, being quickly overwhelmed by testosterone. “Oh God,” Sienna muttered gently, and then she let her head roll to the side. Clark kissed her neck. He could feel her cock throbbing in his hand. She was big—much bigger than him, even. He could barely reach his fingers around her immense girth. “Make me come, baby,” Sienna moaned. 
 
    “Yeah?” Clark said between deep, controlled breaths. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. Make me come. I want you to make me come.” 
 
    Clark started to thrust harder into her, slapping his pelvis against her soft tush. He grunted with each penetration, and pulled out fully, until the tip of his cock was just teasing the rim of her puckering hole. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” he said, each breath becoming quicker and quicker. 
 
    “Oh God, I’m coming,” she said, and then he felt her cock bulge and twitch. As he pulled his tight grip up to the tip of her cock, he got a blast of her warm cum in the palm of his hand, which he pulled down and spread along the length of her shaft as she continued to come. “Oh fuck, babe, just like that, just like that,” she said. 
 
    Clark’s head was spinning. She was so sexy, he could hardly fathom it—the way she squirmed so gently, the way she pushed her butt back into his body, he couldn’t take it anymore. He came with a loud, long grunt, filling her tight hole deeply with his warm load. She loved it—she loved every second of it, moaning and squirming with the biggest smile on her face.  
 
    Maybe she really did need to be with someone like Hank, someone who wanted a convenient sex toy. She loved sex, there was no question about it. She loved being pounded and stuffed and stroked. That was all Hank was looking for, and he would be able to give her far more sex than Clark could. 
 
    But what about the other stuff? What about the cooking and the conversations? Was Clark mistaken in thinking she actually cared about that stuff? Was that just her putting on an act to come off as more human? Maybe she was engineered to fake genuine human characteristics—maybe she couldn’t actually tell the difference between chicken pappardelle and the cardboard-tasting Plaything kibble.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The next day, Clark went to the library to see if he could find any more information regarding the Playthings’ level of consciousness. It seemed like a hopeless task, seeing as there was a whole slew of disinformation floating about on both sides, from the corporations defending their profits and from the protestors demanding the operation be shut down. Clark found one post by a man who claimed his Plaything was perfectly conscious, and even sometimes wanted to talk about philosophy. 
 
    There was an article written by a self-proclaimed whistle-blower, who claimed to have worked for Your New Plaything. He claimed that the company created perfectly conscious humans and then they performed a sort of chemical hypnosis to make them hypersexual, and to silence the part of their brain that thinks critically. Clark could find nothing online about the author of the article. It sounded absolutely horrendous—quite possibly written by one of the many protestors in an attempt to stir outrage—but what if it was true? What if the Playthings were just lab-bred humans trapped in their own bodies like helpless passengers?  
 
    On the contrary, Clark found plenty of articles defending the Playthings, disregarding what they called ‘all of the conspiracy theories’. Who knew who was right—Clark certainly didn’t know one way or another. He assumed, as someone who spent years studying biological engineering, that no scientist would allow any dark, horrible crimes to pass under his watch. And if the conspiracy was true, then there would have to be so many people in on it—and only one guy on one blog decided to blow the whistle?  
 
    Still, Clark couldn’t help but feel a little bit guilty. What if there was a soul trapped inside of Sienna—a helpless passenger—watching as her body whored itself out to him? 
 
    When Clark returned from his day in the town, Sienna was sitting comfortably on a sofa chair, reading a book from his library. “What are you reading?” Clark asked. 
 
    She showed him the book. “Moby Dick,” she said. “Have you read it?” 
 
    “I have. It’s an excellent book.” 
 
    “Don’t spoil it, I’ve hardly started,” she said, though based on where she placed the bookmark, she was surprisingly far into it. She put the book down on the coffee table and then sprung up to her feet. Once again, she was wearing nothing but skimpy lingerie. “What did you buy?” 
 
    Clark had a number of shopping bags with him. On his way home from the library, he stopped at the store to buy Sienna some more appropriate clothes. He figured dressing her up like a human being and not a sex toy would be more appropriate for the appointment with the hypnotherapist. He also figured, if she did have thoughts and feelings, that it would make her feel more appreciated, more human. He showed her the new clothes, and her face seemed to light up. “You bought all of this for me?” she said, her voice full of disbelief. 
 
    “That’s right. Try it on. I hope I got the right sizes.” First, she tried on a white sweater. It fit her perfectly, still showing off a good amount of her bust. Next, she tried on the jeans. They were maybe a bit tight, but she didn’t seem to mind. She kept checking out her rump in the window reflection. “These make my ass look great,” she said, reaching around back and grabbing her butt. She looked over at Clark. “Do you think they make me look sexy?” she asked. 
 
    “They’re a million times more appropriate than what you had before,” Clark said with a laugh. 
 
    “But do they turn you on?” she said with a smirk. “Do they make you want to fuck me?” She bit her lip. After seeing her reading the book, Clark had almost forgotten that Sienna was a professionally engineered sex toy.  
 
    “Sexy? Maybe a little bit,” Clark said. Sienna’s smile deflated. “But I think they make you look beautiful.”  
 
    Her cheeks turned red and her eyes glowed. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “Really. Why don’t you try on the rest, make sure it fits in case I need to take any of it back.” 
 
    “Thank you so much,” she said, kissing him on the cheek before dropping to her knees and sorting through her new wardrobe. It all fit surprisingly well (it helped that she was built like a mannequin). She looked especially gorgeous in the yellow dress Clark had picked out himself—which she especially liked because it still showed off a good amount of cleavage and plenty of her long, smooth legs.  
 
    “You can wear that to our appointment tomorrow,” Clark said, admiring Sienna in the dress.  
 
    “Our appointment?” she said, tilting her head slightly to the side.  
 
    Clark was hesitant to tell her about the appointment with the hypnotherapist, worried she might become upset or even hysterical. Telling her that she was going to be reprogrammed so she would fall in love with someone else was, without question, the ultimate rejection, the ultimate blow to her prime objective. “I’ve made an appointment with a special kind of doctor who will be able to look into your head and give me a better idea of how you think,” Clark said, exaggerating a little bit and fibbing a little bit more. “It would make me very happy to be able to understand you better.” 
 
    Sienna seemed to force a smile. “Oh. It sounds like fun,” she said. Her joy didn’t seem genuine, which seemed to contradict her whole reason of being: to make Clark happy. Wasn’t she supposed to be obsessed with the mere notion of making Clark happy? “What kind of doctor?” she asked. 
 
    As she asked, Clark realized she probably knew a lot more than he’d been giving her credit. She was able to learn language within six months, after all. And the bookmark sticking out from Moby Dick was already over a quarter-way through the epic novel. Her brain must have been extraordinarily developed. “A psychologist,” Clark said. 
 
    “What kind of psychologist,” Sienna asked. She was fiddling with her fingers nervously, pressing her lips thin as if she was afraid.  
 
    “A hypnotherapist, Sienna,” Clark said. “It’s really not a big deal.” 
 
    After a moment of silence, she forced another smile. “Oh, good. That should be fun.”  
 
    Clark bit down on his tongue in an attempt to quell the guilt that was beginning to fill his body. There still hadn’t been any new takers for Sienna, and unless he was willing to give her away to Hank, the hypnosis was useless. If she was just going to wake up and see him again, then it was all a waste of time and money. 
 
    “You look tense. Can I suck your dick?” Sienna asked. “I promise you’ll feel more relaxed,” she said. 
 
    “Maybe later,” Clark said. He had to resist the urge to say it. After all, he was going to make sure the hypnotherapist erased all of her memories before waking her up and sending her off with someone else. So what harm would an extra little blowjob do? Especially seeing as she wanted to perform one more than anything. Still, he stuck to his guns and refused the offer. “I’m going to do some yard work,” Clark said. “If you need me, I’ll be outside.” 
 
    “What would you like me to do?” Sienna asked. 
 
    “Just make yourself comfortable. Do whatever you’d like to do.” 
 
    Of course, what she wanted to do was spend all of her time with him, so that’s what she did. As Clark fired up his lawnmower, Sienna came out from the house with her book. She pulled a lawn chair up, facing Clark, and took a seat. She was wearing a very tiny bikini, which Clark hadn’t purchased for her (it must have been in her small selection of clothes). 
 
    To say she was a distraction was an understatement, but Clark didn’t mind. He had nothing pressing that needed to be done, and he found it refreshing, every time his eyes drifted over to her. She was like a piece of art that never got old—a perfect sculpture, a masterpiece, formed by one of the great artists. For a few minutes she had her left leg cross over the right, and then for a few minutes she would cross the right over the left. And in between, she would lay her legs out straight and Clark could see the bulge of her big cock stuffed in her tight bikini.  
 
    It was amazing how unabashed she was about her package, how normal she seemed to think it was. Or maybe it wasn’t so amazing. She’d never met another woman in her life, so perhaps as far as she knew, everyone had cocks—men and women. Or maybe she really did think that Clark was turned on by her long rod. It seemed like she was making a point of keeping her bulge exposed every time Clark did a pass with the lawnmower.  
 
    After finishing the front lawn, and before starting on the back, Clark took a seat on an empty lawn chair and took a big swig from a water bottle. It was a hot day and he was already dripping with sweat. Sienna came over and took a seat on his lap, straddling him, looking down at him. “Want to take a break?” she said. 
 
    He was constantly taken aback by how surreal she was—how magnificently beautiful she was, and how badly she wanted him. He wondered: if she saw another man—someone more attractive, more rich, more powerful—if she would fall for them and lose interest in Clark. This whole ‘obsession with the first man she sees’ thing hadn’t exactly been tested by Clark, and he only had the manual’s word to go off of. Maybe she just thought she loved him because he was the only man in the world.  
 
    Maybe she would even fall for this Hank guy. Maybe she would love the fact that he wanted to jump her bones at every given chance. Clark pushed that thought away. He liked to think that Sienna was better than that, that she had, deep down inside of her, a little bit of self-respect.  
 
    “I’ll make the next ten minutes the greatest ten minutes of your life, ever,” she said, and she began to grind her ass against Clark’s lap, getting him hard at a record speed. Clark placed his hands on her hips, once again feeling weak. The only thing harder than resisting her beauty and her sexual energy was rejecting her, seeing that look of disappointment on her face.  
 
    Plus, he’d already had sex with her once—so what was one more time? 
 
    Every time she came forward, he could feel her long rod and her heavy ball sack against his pelvis. The day before, he would have found the addition repulsive, but today was different. He was strangely fascinated by the warm bulge. He had the strangest instinct to reach down and feel it, rub it, make it big and hard. He resisted the temptation. 
 
    He couldn’t figure out where the temptation came from, nor could he figure out why he’d resisted. It wasn’t like she would care one way or the other, whether he got her off or if he just got himself off—in fact, she would probably have been happier to get off as well. And it wasn’t like she was going to tell his friends or anyone he knew about the details of their sexual encounters.  
 
    Sienna pulled down Clark’s pants, letting his hard cock flip up to feel the warm, midday air. Instead of taking off her bottoms, she simply moved aside the thin piece of fabric covering her asshole, and then she took Clark’s cock and lined it up. Clark couldn’t help but wonder if she was keeping her cock hidden, because she knew it made him feel uncomfortable, after his less than savoury reaction to it the day before. 
 
    She sunk down to his lap, taking his whole cock deep in her body. She placed her hands on his shoulders and then began to bounce up and down with a big smile on her elated face. “Oh shit, that feels good,” she said between sharp breaths.  
 
    Her ass made a loud slapping noise against Clark’s sweaty legs. He liked that so much that, with his hands on her hips, he brought her down harder with each penetration, making her ass slap even louder against his damp thighs.  
 
    After one particular bounce, her cock slipped out from her tiny bikini bottoms, semi-erect. She quickly reached down and tried to stuff it back in, but it had gotten too big to stay in the tiny bottoms. “I’m sorry,” she said, biting her lip as her cheeks turned red. This confirmed Clark’s theory: she was ashamed of her cock. 
 
    A guilt seeped into Clark’s mind. It wasn’t fair—she couldn’t help what she’d been given. She couldn’t help that she’d been delivered to the wrong address.  
 
    “I can turn around,” she said. “And I’ll hold it with my hand. You won’t see it, I promise.” 
 
    Instead of responding, Clark reached down and slipped his fingers around her big cock. He started to jerk her off. He wasn’t sure whether he was doing it out of impulse, or whether he was just doing it to make her feel better. When he saw the big smile cross her face, he was filled with a warmth that he hadn’t felt in a long time: the knowing that he was giving her exactly what she wanted. And for the first time since she’d come into existence, she was truly happy.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” she warned him, her eyes narrowing and her body becoming tense as she tried to hold back. 
 
    “Come on me,” Clark said, tilting her cock down, aiming it at his chest, as he continued to stroke it. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” she cried, and then she blasted his chest with her warm load.  
 
    Clark was quick to follow, especially once her anus started puckering fiercely as she succumbed to her orgasm. He came deep in her tush. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The hypnotherapist arrived at two. He’d told Clark that, if successful, he should be done by three, so Clark had arranged for Hank to show up at three, to be there when Sienna snapped out of her gaze. It wasn’t an easy decision to make, but after seeing how happy Sienna was being fucked, he’d come to the conclusion that the best thing for her was someone to fuck her constantly and senselessly. Clark knew he would never be able to surrender his moral hang-ups with the whole engineered human business.  
 
    After the hypnotherapist arrived, he didn’t waste any time. “Let’s get started, shall we?” he said, sitting Sienna down across from him in Clark’s living room.  
 
    As they’d discussed before bringing Sienna into the room, Dr. Crown was to perform a “full reset.” Nothing of the like had ever been attempted before, and as far as either of them knew, it may not have even been possible. But it was worth a shot.  
 
    “What exactly will she remember?” Clark asked the doctor. 
 
    “Well, if it works, she should remember the English language. She should be able to associate words with objects, for instance, if she sees a rock, she should still know to call it a rock.” 
 
    “Will she remember me?” Clark asked. 
 
    The doctor thought for a moment. “She may remember your name and your face, but she won’t remember why, the same way she would remember that a rock is a rock, but she will have no idea why she knows it.”  
 
    “And the whole love-at-first-sight thing—that will all still work out?” Clark asked. 
 
    “Well, I did some research last night into the science behind that. It was very interesting, and I see no reason why it shouldn’t continue to work. It’s essentially an evolved trait that these Playthings have, similar to the way babies have evolved to recognize their mothers.” 
 
    Clark took one last look at Sienna, who had no idea she was about to be reset. They looked each other in the eyes. Sienna smiled. “I was thinking of making a lasagne for dinner. What do you think?” she said, completely naïve to her impending fate.  
 
    “That sounds just fine,” Clark said. He had to look away from her. The sight of her beautiful face hurt his chest and left a burning nausea in the pit of his stomach. “I’m going to stand outside. Be sure to listen to the doctor and answer all of his questions, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” she said, smiling again, filling him with a crippling guilt. He turned around and went outside. The next time she would see him, he would be nothing more than a stranger with a name. 
 
    He stood outside and he kept his eye on his watch, watching the hour pass by slowly, one sluggish second at a time. He tried to think of anything besides Sienna, otherwise his eyes would begin to tear up. She’s going to be happier this way, he kept telling himself, but he wasn’t entirely sure he believed it—especially when Hank pulled up in an old pickup truck. 
 
    Hank was a larger man, a few years older than Clark. He was terribly sweaty and his clothes were filled with small holes and covered in old stains. The sight of the man made Clark want to run into the hypnosis session and scream, “Stop it all!” but he resisted that urge. Sadly, Sienna was designed just for men like Hank, men who wanted living sex toys instead of genuine relationships. “I’m Hank,” Hank said, shaking Clark’s hand. 
 
    His hand was clammy and surprisingly cold considering how sweaty he was. He had a big grin on his face that made Clark nervous. 
 
    “So where is she?” Hank asked. 
 
    “She’s just inside, seeing a doctor.” 
 
    “A doctor? She alright?” 
 
    “Just a check-up, to make sure she’s all healthy and ready to go home with you,” Clark said. He tried his best to force a smile, but it just didn’t seem possible. “She’ll be ready to go any minute now.” 
 
    Clark thought about asking Hank about himself, where he lived, what his house was like, what he did for a living—but he held back, deciding that he was probably better off not knowing. He was better of just assuming everything would be okay for Sienna.  
 
    The doctor came out. He took Clark aside, out of earshot from Hank. “I think the procedure was a success. She’ll wake up as soon as she hears three consecutive claps—and then we’ll see if it worked.” 
 
    Clark’s heart was suddenly racing. He knew he only had a couple of minutes left to decide whether he was doing the right thing or not, but his mind was in too much of a fog; he couldn’t collect a single thought. “Alright, let’s go inside,” Clark said. 
 
    The three men went into the house and they all stopped at the door to the living room. The doctor explained to Hank what he needed to do to wake Sienna up. “Sounds weird, but okay,” Hank said, and then he went into the room. Before clapping he looked back at Clark and the doctor with a grin. “She sure is sexy,” he said. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and took a deep breath.  
 
    He clapped three times.  
 
    Clark and the doctor stepped back, out of sight, just in case Sienna’s eyes found theirs before finding Hank’s. Clark’s heart was lost somewhere deep in the pit of his gut, burning away in his stomach acid. 
 
    “Hey beautiful,” said Hank.  
 
    “Hello,” Sienna said with a groggy voice. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “I’m Hank. I’m your new owner.” Hearing Hank say ‘owner’ stung. Clark wasn’t sure he could listen to the whole introduction. He needed to remove himself before the guilt became too overwhelming. 
 
    “I’m going to step outside,” Clark said to Dr. Crown. 
 
    But even the fresh air didn’t seem to help. He knew he’d made a regrettable decision, but there wasn’t much he could do now. 
 
    The front door opened. Hank and Sienna stepped out. Hank had a big, sweaty arm over her shoulder. Sienna looked around, as if she hadn’t seen the outside of Clark’s house before. “Is this your place? It’s beautiful,” she said. 
 
    “Nah, my place is about an hour away. Hope you don’t get carsick,” Hank said. 
 
    Sienna turned and looked at Clark, their eyes meeting. She stopped dead in her tracks and stared at Clark with a strange curiosity. “Is your name Clark?” she said after a long silence.  
 
    Clark’s heart skipped a beat. “It is,” he said. 
 
    “Why do I know that?” she asked. 
 
    “Clark’s been taking care of you for the last few days, baby, now c’mon, I’ve got some shit I need to get done at home.” Hank opened the passenger door and patted the passenger seat. “In you go.” 
 
    But Sienna didn’t move. She remained fixed in her position, staring at Clark.  
 
    “Darling, c’mon, I don’t have all day,” Hank said. “Let’s go to my house, you can meet my dog. You like dogs?” 
 
    “I don’t want to go,” she said, unable to look away from Clark. “I want to stay here.” 
 
    Hank’s face turned red. He looked at the doctor and then at Clark, and then he took a step closer to Sienna. “C’mon, baby,” he said in a low voice, “don’t you want to go to my place and have a little fun? We can fuck—I know you like fucking.” 
 
    “I don’t want to fuck. I want to stay here with Clark. Don’t make me go,” she said. 
 
    Hank took a deep breath. “She defective or something? What’s the matter with her?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Dr. Crown said, “It makes no sense… She should be attached to you, but she’s not. I don’t believe I did anything wrong… But it’s impossible. How can she forget you, but still be attached to you. It just doesn’t make any sense.” 
 
    “Go with Hank, Sienna,” Clark said. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” she said. 
 
    “It would make me happy.” 
 
    “I don’t care,” she said. 
 
    Clark had to bite his tongue to hide his smile. While Hank was getting increasingly frustrated and Dr. Crown was busy scratching his head, Clark was developing a theory: the hypnosis had removed the ‘limited’ from ‘limited consciousness’. There must have been something blocking a particular pathway in her brain that made her subservient that Dr. Crown had unintentionally lifted when he did his full reset.  
 
    Now, Sienna was making her own decisions, contradicting her prime directive. She was suddenly everything the manual said she was incapable of being: a real human being. The hypnosis was the key—the reverse lobotomy.  
 
    “Can I please stay here?” Sienna begged. 
 
    “No, get in the car,’ Hank said, grabbing her arm. 
 
    “Stop—I’ve changed my mind. She’s not for sale,” Clark said, stepping towards Hank and Sienna. 
 
    “You ain’t selling her, you’re giving her away for free,” Hank said. 
 
    “Well not anymore. Let go of her. I’m sorry for the inconvenience.”  
 
    Hank’s face was dark red. He looked like he wanted to throw down, but he surely knew fighting would accomplish nothing. Sienna didn’t want to go home with him and forcing her wasn’t going to change that. He got into his truck and drove off.   
 
    Dr. Crown was completely in awe of Sienna’s sudden change of temperament. He begged Clark to let him come back and study her for a few days, once he went and did some more research. Clark had no issue with it, but he directed the offer to Sienna. “It’s up to you,” he said. 
 
    “You’d like to study me?” she said. 
 
    “That’s right,” said Dr. Crown. 
 
    “Okay, as long as I can stay with Clark.” 
 
    Clark’s face became warm. He felt like he’d accomplished something big, like he’d solved a grand mystery that would make the world a better place and save countless Playthings and Employees. If his theory was correct, which Dr. Crown might be able to figure out, then the Playthings were fully conscious, their full potential being hindered by some adjustment they were performing in their labs. 
 
    And now that he knew Sienna was looking into his eyes with real love and not just some laboratory engineered love, he realized that he loved her, that he wanted to spend the rest of his life with her, regardless of how she was born or what she had between her legs. He was excited to start building a real relationship, one that didn’t just revolve around sex (though the sex didn’t hurt). 
 
    She wasn’t just his new Plaything anymore Now, she was so much more. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    WOULD YOU STILL... 
 
    Francis and his buddies like to play a game called Would You Still, where they pick out a pretty girl at the bar and then ask, “Would you still be interested if…” followed by some wild hypothetical situation.  
 
    When Viv, the most beautiful woman Francis has ever seen, walks into the bar, Francis’s buddies need to come up with some pretty extreme ‘Would You Stills’ before they manage to find his breaking point. “Would you still be interested if you knew she was born a man?” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Whenever we went out, my friend James used to always play this game called Would You Still. It was a simple, versatile game. It started when we were kids, when we started liking girls. There was a girl I liked, named Vanessa. I told James I wanted to ask her out, and James said, “Would you still want to ask her out if you found out she had herpes?” It was always hypothetical stuff like that. As the game evolved, we developed a point system. Everyone would try to guess the other guy’s answer, and you would get a point if you guessed right.  
 
    By the way, I said I would still ask Vanessa out, regardless of her herpes situation (I didn’t even really know what herpes was at the time). Vanessa didn’t have herpes as far as I was aware, not that it mattered. I asked her out and she said no. 
 
    James’s questions were always tough to answer. They were always right on the verge of a yes or a no answer. Our friend, Rick, liked this one girl, Amy. “Would you still like Amy if her voice was the exact same as your mom’s?” I guessed no, but Rick said yes. I didn’t get my point, even though I didn’t believe Rick for a minute. No one would want to date a woman that sounded just like their mother… 
 
    As we grew up, graduated school, and moved onto bigger things with our lives, the game stuck. Every time we would meet up and catch up, somehow the question would pop up: “Would you still…” James was still the king of coming up with questions, always making you question how badly you really wanted something. Sometimes you had to think seriously about James’s questions, because sometimes he was baiting you, sometimes he knew more than he was letting on. Rick went to order a beer. “They have 1516 on tap—that’s my favourite,” Rick said. 
 
    “Would you still order it if you knew it was flat and warm?” James asked. 
 
    “Even flat and warm, it’s better than every other beer, in my opinion,” Rick said. He ordered the beer and it came, flat and warm. Rick winced as he took a sip. “Oh, gross,” he said. “How did you know?” 
 
    “I ordered a pint before you got here,” James said, laughing. 
 
    We met up at a bar that had the best steak sandwiches in town. I only ever ordered the steak sandwich. After going on a long rant about how amazing the steak sandwich in question was, James asked, “Would you still order the steak sandwich if it was only a quarter of the size?” I had to think about it. Rick guessed that I wouldn’t, but I definitely would have. Luckily, it came full-sized. 
 
    You see, the game didn’t just work with women, it worked with everything. 
 
    We were all at the bar one evening when the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen walked in. As the vixen stepped into the joint, with her wavy blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, the place seemed to become quiet, as if every conversation went on hold while everyone admired the woman’s impressive beauty. She was tall, with long, smooth legs. I had to take a closer look, making sure she wasn’t some famous celebrity or supermodel—she was certainly beautiful enough to be.  
 
    Our eyes met for a brief moment, and in that brief moment, my heart melted. She smiled subtly and then she looked at James. Her eyes lit up. “Hey James,” she said. Her voice was smoother than velvet. 
 
    “Hey Viv,” James said, as if the two of them went way back. “Long time, no see.” 
 
    I wanted to ask for an introduction, but I was too dumbfounded by her incredible body and her stunning face. James and the mysterious Viv caught up for a few minutes before Viv politely stepped away to join some friends at a nearby table. I made a distinct point of checking her fingers for rings, and there were none. An unmarried woman that beautiful? There must be something wrong with her—maybe she’s insane. Or maybe she’s just so beautiful, no man has ever had the balls to ask her out. I could hardly keep my lips from parting stupidly as she stood near me; she was so magnificent. 
 
    “How the hell do you know that woman?” I said, staring at James in a state of disbelief.  
 
    “We were in some college courses together. Nice girl,” he said with a smile.  
 
    “Is she single?” I asked. 
 
    James looked at me with a crooked grin. “What? You want to ask her out?” he said, that grin persisting. 
 
    “Yeah, why? What’s wrong with her? Why haven’t you asked her out?” 
 
    Even Rick was completely blown away by Viv. He’d zoned out of our conversation, and he was looking across the bar at her, staring like a creepy pervert, lost in a clouded gaze. 
 
    “You should ask her out. I’m sure the two of you would get along great,” James said, still smirking devilishly, as if there was something he wasn’t telling me.  
 
    “Maybe I will,” I said, looking back at her, my heart trembling at the thought of confronting her, mustering up the courage to ask her on a date.  
 
    “You think she’s hot, huh?” he said. 
 
    “Why? Should I not?” I said. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. She’s not my type.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” Rick said, finally turning away from Viv, re-joining our conversation.  
 
    “I’ll admit, she’s pretty. She’s just not my type. That’s all I’m saying.” 
 
    “She’s more than pretty,” I said, “she’s the hottest woman I’ve ever seen in my life.” I meant it, too. I’d never felt so swept away by a woman before in my life.  
 
    James leaned in close. “Would you still think she’s beautiful if you knew she killed a man, and spent five years in jail?” James asked, raising an eyebrow, that grin still on his face.  
 
    “What, you mean like a drunk driving accident, or she straight up stabbed a guy?” I asked. I looked back over at Viv. She didn’t look like she was physically capable of hurting anyone. She looked so calm, so sexy, so happy. Maybe she was bi-polar… Or maybe this was just one of James’s little games. 
 
    “Let’s say she murdered someone, intentionally—would you still?” James said. 
 
    I looked at her. “Would she try to murder me?” I asked, playing along with James’s assumedly hypothetical situation. 
 
    “She might—who knows?” James looked at Rick. “What do you think he’ll say? I think he wouldn’t.” 
 
    “I think he wouldn’t, too,” Rick said, and then both men looked at me for my answer. 
 
    I thought about it. “I’d probably still ask her out. If she’s out of prison, they obviously thought she wasn’t going to kill again,” I said. “So I would take my chances. For her—I would definitely take my chances.” I denied both men their imaginary points.  
 
    James smiled. 
 
    “Why? Did she kill someone, or was that just a game?” 
 
    James shrugged. “I don’t know. Not as far as I know.” 
 
    We all looked back over at her. “Would you still ask her out if you knew she only had two years left to live?” Rick asked. “I’m betting no.” 
 
    “I bet he’ll say no,” James said, turning to me, that smile still on his face. What was that smile? What was he hiding from me? 
 
    “I still would,” I said. “It would be the best two years of my life.” 
 
    James chuckled. “Okay, how’s about this: Would you still go after her if you knew she used to be a man, and she still had her… male bits?” His grin grew longer. “I bet you wouldn’t.” 
 
    “He definitely wouldn’t,” Rick said. 
 
    I had to seriously think about it. James’s new question opened up a whole new can of moral worms. Would I date a woman who was actually, biologically speaking, a man—even if she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life? I tried to imagine her naked, standing with an extra appendage between her thighs. My brain seemed to reject the mental image. I looked over at Viv again. Would I? “I don’t think I could,” I said, and I was being honest. How could I ever look at her without thinking about the fact I was looking at a man?  
 
    “Didn’t think so,” Rick said, taking a triumphant sip from his beer. 
 
    “But she’s not really, right?” I said. “I mean, she’s really a woman. She isn’t a man—right?”  
 
    James smiled. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    If James had one skill in life, it was his ability to fuck with people. He knew how to get in your head, how to meddle with your brain. He’d always gotten a kick out of it, and getting a straight answer out of him was next to impossible. The more he could tell it was bugging you, the more he’d tease you, keep the answer dangling just out of sight.  
 
    I looked over at Viv. There was no way she was actually a man—it was impossible. Men aren’t built like that. Men aren’t capable of being insanely beautiful. Men can’t bring silence to an entire bar by just walking into a room. Viv was a woman—she must have been a woman. 
 
    “So are you going to ask her out? I can even introduce you, if you’d like,” James said. 
 
    I took a second to think about it. I wanted to ask him once more, if she really was a woman, but I knew I would get nothing out of him. “Sure,” I said, “I’d appreciate that.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It took the better part of that evening to build up the courage to ask Viv out on a date. James walked up to her with me, introduced me as promised, and then I bit my tongue and asked if she wanted to grab a coffee with me sometime. She smiled and said, “Of course—that sounds like fun.” I got her phone number and left it at that, returning to Rick at the bar with James. “Did she say yes?” Rick asked, his eyes wide. 
 
    It took a minute for him to believe me when I told him she said yes. My heart was racing. Not only was she the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life, I was going on a date with her—one-on-one. I had a stupid smile glued to my face for the rest of the night.  
 
    But for the week leading up to our date, I couldn’t help but wonder: why was she still single? It seemed too good to be true, she was nice and she was beautiful. I hardly knew her yet, but from our brief conversation, she didn’t strike me as having a nasty personality, or any bizarre quirks—not that one or two bizarre quirks would have turned me off of her. Everyone has a quirk or two. 
 
    I met Viv at a hip little coffee shop downtown. I’d never been there before, but she said she went there all the time. “They have the best lattes. Do you like lattes?” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever had one,” I said. I was more of a black coffee kind of guy. I always hated how sweet some places made their coffee, and I’d always just assumed a latte was just milk and coffee and lots of sugar. But Viv insisted that I try the latte. It was admittedly pretty good. 
 
    For our date, she was just as beautiful, if not more so than she was at the bar. She dressed casually, wearing a pair of tight jeans and a black blouse. The black blouse made her blonde hair look almost white in contrast. Even a week after she’d agreed to go on a date with me, I still had a hard time believing I wasn’t dreaming. It seemed absurd that such a gorgeous specimen would agree to go out with me. I couldn’t help but consider the possibility that it was a pity date, that she only said yes as a favour to James. But pity date or not, I wasn’t going to complain. I wasn’t about to pass up on a chance to go out with a total beauty of a woman. 
 
    As we took a seat down at the table, I noticed her cheeks were red. She was strangely stiff, seemingly nervous. “You alright?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled, her cheeks still red. “Yeah, why?” she said.  
 
    What reason did she have to be nervous? I was the one that should have been nervous. Or maybe she wasn’t nervous in regards to my approval, but nervous that a friend would see her out with plain, old me. “Just making sure,” I said. 
 
    “I’m curious to know what James told you about me,” she said. 
 
    I thought for a moment. James hadn’t said much. He mentioned she was nice, and that was about it. He also hinted at the possibility she was a murderer, and the possibility that she was a man, and even though I didn’t believe either, it was hard not to remember those peculiar suggestions as she awaited my response, staring into my eyes. I still didn’t believe that there was even a remote possibility she was a man. It was just impossible.  
 
    “Are you alright?” she asked, after I took too long to respond to her question. 
 
    “I’m good. James told me a bit about you, but I don’t know how well you know James. It’s hard to believe some of the things he says sometimes. Why don’t you tell me a bit about yourself?” 
 
    Viv didn’t say a whole lot. She talked a bit about where she worked, at a veterinarian’s clinic, as an assistant, and she talked a bit about where she grew up, in a small town in Montana. “What about you?” she said, after just a minute or two of herself as the topic of conversation. 
 
    I told her about my job, about where I grew up, and I told her about a few of my hobbies. “What about you? What are your hobbies?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m still trying to find hobbies. I was never much of a hobby person growing up. My parents were really religious, so we spent just about every night at church, and we didn’t have any money for sports or anything like that.” 
 
    “What about bowling? You look like the kind of girl who would like bowling,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Bowling? I’ve never been. It looks so… silly.” 
 
    “The silly-looking hobbies are always the most fun. C’mon, let’s go bowling.” I took her down the street to a nearby bowling alley. We rented a lane and the shoes, and then I showed her how to properly throw the ball. She nearly toppled over when she picked up the ball. “How do you hold this thing?” she said. 
 
    I went and got her a smaller ball. “Try this,” I said. 
 
    As she stepped up to the first line, her face became especially red. “Don’t make fun of me if I suck,” she said. 
 
    “Sucking at bowling is part of the fun. Everyone sucks at bowling.”  
 
    She went to throw the ball. It wasn’t the most elegant throw, but she managed to not suck, hitting all of the pins down in her first attempt. She jumped up and let out a little squeal before covering her mouth as her cheeks became crimson. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think I’d get all of the pins down.” 
 
    “You’re a natural!” I said. “Now you have to promise not to laugh at me when I suck.” 
 
    After playing a few frames (she kicked my ass in each one) we migrated down to a nearby bar for a few drinks. Finally, she was starting to open up, telling me about her school days, her old friends growing up (none of whom she still kept in touch with), and all of her favourite foods. “I’m going to make you try this Chinese place by my house next time,” she said, and then her face became red again as she realized she’d just assumed we were going on a second date. 
 
    My face must have turned quite red as well. I tried to contain my excitement. I felt like I’d won the lottery. There’s no such thing as a pity second date. I really did have a chance with Viv, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I had to pinch my arm, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.  
 
    We stayed at the bar until it closed, and then I walked her home to her apartment. “I had fun tonight,” I said when we reached her door. 
 
    She smiled, staring into my eyes. My heart was racing. I knew it was my opportunity to go in for the kiss. My body was suddenly hot and tense. I took a step forward. And then she said, “I’ll text you tomorrow, okay? Goodnight,” and she turned away red-cheeked before I could plant the kiss.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if I’d just been rejected or not. Had I said something near the end of the date to ruin our vibe? I thought it was going so well… Maybe she just wasn’t a first-date kisser—some people think it’s weird to kiss on the first date; maybe she was one of them. 
 
    The rejected kiss made my walk home feel especially long. Hopefully I didn’t screw things up, I thought the whole way. I liked her a lot—even more, now that I’d gotten to know her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The next morning, I decided to creep her on Facebook. I tried to convince myself that I wouldn’t, that I would do my best to mind my own business, but I still felt like there was so much I didn’t know about her. It took a few minutes, but I was able to find her profile fairly easily. 
 
    And it was a fairly empty profile. She never updated her status, she only had a few photos, and she hardly had any friends. She wasn’t even friends with James on Facebook. I clicked through her interests, and there weren’t any listed—not even bands or movies that she liked. I thought it was strange how desolate her page was, until I noticed that it was only created about a year before. She must have been one of those Facebook late-comers.  
 
    I thought about sending a friend-request, but I figured I would try to maintain a little bit of self-control, and play hard-to-get, just a little bit. 
 
    Waiting for her to text message me was tough. There were many times throughout the day that I wanted to text her, just to thank her for the date, to ask whether she was still interested in checking out that Chinese food restaurant, but I stuck to my plan, and I waited for her to message me. 
 
    She finally did, late into the evening. “Hey, I had fun last night,” she said. 
 
    Her text alone was enough to send my heart into a flutter. “Me too,” I replied. “What are you doing tomorrow? Want to get some dinner with me?” 
 
    It took her a few minutes to respond. Those few minutes were like absolute torture, ticking by so slowly. I couldn’t take my eyes off of my phone, as if I would miss her message if I looked away. I felt like completely insane, like I was quickly becoming a crazed stalker. After the first minute went by without her responding, I considered sending a message to confirm she got the original one, but I stopped myself when I realized that would be a huge mistake. 
 
    Finally, she responded. “Absolutely. Meet me at my place at six?” she said. 
 
    “Sure,” I said simply. I put my phone down and I let my celebration face slip, teeming with excitement.  
 
    And then I got a message from James. “Hey, you didn’t actually go out with Viv, did you?” he wrote. 
 
    “I did. Why?” I replied. 
 
    “Did she tell you about herself?”  
 
    “A bit, why?” I said. 
 
    Instead of getting a message back, he called. I answered. “What’s up?” I said. 
 
    “Hey man. I know you like this girl and everything, but…” Instead of finishing his sentence, he started to laugh. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Man, she really isn’t a woman. I wasn’t kidding when I said she was born a man,” he said. 
 
    I didn’t know whether or not to believe him, especially once he started laughing again. I couldn’t tell whether he was just pranking me, playing on my initial reaction when he slipped the suggestion in at the bar, or if he was legitimately trying to warn me. It did seem strange that he knew she was single, but he never tried to make a move himself. It also seemed strange that she was so nervous on our first date. I still couldn’t figure out what she could possibly have to be nervous about. She couldn’t possibly have been nervous about impressing me; all she had to do was walk into a room and she could impress any man.  
 
    “I can’t tell if you’re kidding or not,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. Ask her for yourself,” he said.  
 
    Now I was really confused. I couldn’t actually ask her—regardless of whether she was or wasn’t born a man, that would be terribly offensive. James was either setting me up to humiliate myself, or he was trying to stop me from humiliating myself. I couldn’t tell.  
 
    “I don’t know if I can believe you,” I said. It was hard to believe. She looked more like a woman than any of the women I’d ever dated in my life. No man could be that stunning. It was just too hard to believe—but what if James was right?  
 
    “Fine. Just don’t say I didn’t warn you,” James said. The other possibility was that James was trying to convince me to back away from her so he could swoop in and take her for himself. Maybe he’d always been too nervous to ask her out on a date, and now that he’d seen her accept me, he figured he had a chance.  
 
    Or maybe she really was a man… 
 
    I pushed the thought out of my head—at least I tried to. I didn’t get much sleep that night, the possibility lingering in the back of my mind. I tried to remember if she had an Adam’s apple, or any other gender-defining characteristics. Her voice wasn’t deep like a man’s, but it did have a sort of unique quality to it that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Besides, there are hormones men can take to make their voices more feminine, and as long as they start taking them early enough in development, they can sound convincingly female. Maybe Viv had been taking the hormones.  
 
    But the real question was: if she really was born a man, would I still pursue her, or would I call it quits the moment I found out?  
 
    Of course I would end it then and there—at least, that’s what I told myself. But whether she was born a male or a female, that didn’t change the fact she was absolutely gorgeous. It didn’t change the fact that she was fun to be around, or that she was painfully nice and kind.  
 
    I shook my head, a cold shiver running down my spine. Who was I kidding? I couldn’t be in a relationship with a transgender. James would mock me to no end—and what would I tell my other friends and my family? Certainly the topic would come up sooner or later, once things started to get more serious. ‘Why haven’t you had any kids yet?’ my mom would eventually ask. Sure, I could lie and say that we never wanted kids, but I was a terrible liar, and the truth was bound to come out sooner or later. James had found out one way or another, and he wasn’t particularly cunning. 
 
    How did James find out? Did she straight-up tell him she was born a man? Did another friend tell him? Did James know her when she was still a man? It all seemed so unlikely. James must have been lying—it was the only explanation. Viv must have been a real, biological woman. 
 
    I rolled over, content with my justification, and I went to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I thought I’d managed to convince myself that there was nothing awry about Viv, particularly down between her legs, but I was wrong. When I woke up that morning of our second date, the possibility was back in my head. What if there is the slightest possibility that James isn’t kidding? It was bugging me to no end.  
 
    I couldn’t focus much at work, that thought lingering at the front of my mind. My boss even came up to me and asked me why I seemed so distracted. Of course I didn’t tell him. Instead I just smiled and said I had a hard time getting to sleep the night before, which wasn’t a lie. 
 
    What if Viv was born a man? 
 
    Viv and I ended up going to see a movie. The theatre was mostly empty, playing some old black and white movie. Strange, I thought, do they still make black and white movies? I couldn’t understand what was happening in the movie.  
 
    Viv kept looking over at me and smiling, reminding me of how beautiful she was. She kept leaning forward to stretch out. It was obvious she was giving me the opportunity to slip my arm behind her, to snuggle in to her warmth. It took me a few times before I had the guts to do it. The moment I did, she reached down and held my hand, slipping her fingers between mine. She smelled nice.  
 
    There must have been something wrong with the film projector, because it was now playing some violent horror movie. Viv cowered her face into my chest. Horror movies never scared me much, but I welcomed the free closeness. I covered her head with my arm, protecting her from the fictional movie monsters. Then, her fingers slid over my crotch. She began to rub my cock. I looked down and my cock was out.  
 
    I hadn’t noticed her do away with my belt, unzip my fly, or pull down my pants, but I didn’t think twice about it. I let her stroke my bare flesh, sinking it into her warm mouth. It felt nice. 
 
    I looked around to make sure no one was watching. The theatre was suddenly filled with people, as if everyone arrived late. There was one man, a few rows ahead, looking right at us. “Viv, we’d better stop,” I said, worried someone in our row would look over and see her stroking my bare erection. But Viv didn’t stop. She kept on stroking, circling her tongue around the tip of my throbbing cock. She knew how to work a cock—my God!  
 
    I gripped the edges of my armrests. I was close to my climax. She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch, slipping it down the front of her pants. Then, as my cock began to bloat, ready to come, I felt it: her big, throbbing cock, waiting erect between her legs for me to stroke it off. I tried to resist, but she was too strong, forcing my hand around her thick member. 
 
    I looked over. Everyone was now staring at us, watching as I ran my hand along her big cock. I bit down on my tongue, but I couldn’t stop myself from coming. Oh God, how embarrassing! Everyone watched me come while I stroked off a big, throbbing dick. 
 
    And then I woke up, snapping up suddenly. I’d fallen asleep at my desk. I stood up and looked around. Most of my co-workers were gone, probably out on their lunch break. I wondered if anyone had seen me sleeping.  
 
    A few thoughts occurred to me on my way home from work: what if it takes multiple dates before I find out whether she’s really a woman or not? What if I kiss her, and find out later that she was born a man? And if she is actually a man, what if she thinks I know? What if she assumed James had told me? I was going to have to come up with a good exit strategy, some way of not offending her, in the off-chance that she really did have a big, meaty rod between her legs.  
 
    I found myself back on her Facebook page, looking at pictures of her, zooming in as close as I could on her throat, trying to see any sign of an Adam’s apple. I felt like I was slowly losing my sanity, like I was letting James burrow deep into my mind. There was just no way the woman I was staring at was a man.  
 
    When I stepped up to Viv’s apartment building, I was a trembling mess—far worse than I was before our first date. I’d always been a nervous dater, but now I had some real stakes to be nervous about—I might have been going on a date with a man. She buzzed me up. “I’m still getting ready—come up and make yourself comfortable for a few minutes.” 
 
    I went up, knocked on her door, and she called out, “Come on in!” Her door was unlocked, so I let myself in. She had a nice place, near the top of one of the taller buildings in the city, overlooking the river. Her place was surprisingly large and open, with big windows on just about every single wall. She was in her bedroom with the door closed. I could see her shadow moving across the slit beneath the door.  
 
    “Nice place!” I called out. 
 
    “Thanks. I just moved in a few months ago. I’m glad you like it,” she said. 
 
    There were still a few unpacked boxes shoved into the corners. I did a slow lap around the room, checking out the art on the walls, reading the spines of her books, and then I found myself at her mantle, where a row of old family photos was lined up. I looked closely at the photos. There was one family photo with four people in it: a mother, a father, a young boy, and a young girl. I wondered if the young girl was Viv. “Do you have a brother?” I called out.  
 
    “No, just a sister,” she replied. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat and a cold shiver ran down my spine. Was the little boy in the picture a young Viv? I flipped the photo around. It was dated 2006. A wave of relief washed over me. The boy in the picture couldn’t have been more than sixteen or seventeen now—much younger than Viv. The photo must have been of some of Viv’s cousins or family friends.  
 
    Further down the mantle was picture of another girl, about eleven years old. I flipped the photo over. It was dated 1998. Viv came out from the bedroom, dressed in a little white dress with cute black heels. “How do I look?” she said. 
 
    “You look fantastic,” I said. She had her hair tied back in a loose, messy bun, with a few meticulous strands hanging down in front of her face. Her eyes were shining brighter than ever. The mere sight of her seemed to instantly squash the notion that she might in fact be a male. No male could pull that look off. “Is this you?” I asked, holding up the photo of the young girl. 
 
    “That’s my sister, Erin,” Viv said.  
 
    “Do you have any pictures of you as a kid?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “I don’t. My mom probably has a bunch, but I would sooner die than let you see them.” She laughed. I couldn’t help but think too far into the comment, even though it was probably harmless—most people are embarrassed by their childhood photos. There was no way she was insinuating she was a boy in all of her old photos—was there?  
 
    “Shall we get some Chinese food?” I said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The date was great. We went out for food, and then we went to the park and watched the sunset. I held her hand while we sat on a park bench, chatting as the warm sun set over the distant horizon. I’d completely forgotten about whether or not she was truly a genuine female until I went in for a kiss and she became tense. I should have stopped, but I went for the kiss anyway. Luckily, after a moment of tension, she kissed back, finally letting herself relax. Her lips were soft and warm. Our noses gently nestled together. 
 
    Maybe she was just nervous, I thought, or maybe she was afraid of committing. Maybe she’d been burned before, jumping into relationships too quickly and then having her heart broken. Or maybe she had a secret between her legs… I pushed the thought away. When I finally leaned back and looked into her eyes, her cheeks had become red.  
 
    “I like you a lot,” I said to her. 
 
    “I like you, too.” 
 
    “What are you doing for the rest of the night?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Want to go back to my place and maybe watch a movie or something?” I said. 
 
    “Um,” she said, that tension returning to her. There was a moment of silence before she finally said, “Sure.” There was something on her mind, but I didn’t know how to get it out of her. Of course, with my mounting paranoia, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was what James said it was—she was afraid to tell me she was a man. 
 
    We took a cab back to my place. The cab ride was silent. We were both increasingly nervous. When we finally got to my place, and up to my room, she stopped. “Maybe this is moving too quickly,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I like you a lot. Maybe we should just take things slow.” 
 
    “That’s fine. If you want, we really can just watch a movie,” I said.  
 
    She looked into my apartment, her hands nervously clasped at her waist. After a moment, she stepped inside, closing the door behind her. “I like your place. It’s cosy.” 
 
    “Thanks. Can I get you a drink?” I said. 
 
    “Sure—whatever you’re having.” 
 
    “I’m having whisky. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Sure—with some water.” 
 
    I needed the whisky to take the edge off. Her sudden nervousness was rubbing off on me in the worst way possible. Why did I have to assume there was some dark side to her nerves? It’s not unusual for a person to be nervous, especially around someone they hardly know, who they can only assume wants to sleep with them. I was nervous, but that didn’t mean that I was hiding some big secret, that I was actually born a woman or something like that. I was reading too much into it. The whisky helped calm me down, and it seemed to help her, too. 
 
    “Pick a genre,” I said, opening up Netflix. She chose romantic-comedy, so that’s what we watched. It was nice to have something to take my mind off of the stress that James had planted in my brain. I’d let it slip out from my mind until she leaned forward, giving me my opportunity to throw my arm around her and pull her in tightly. The dream I’d had early that day flashed in my mind—the faces of the strangers, staring at me as I stroked her long, thick cock… 
 
    A cold chill ran down my spine. 
 
    She started to sit back again, with a look of slight disappointment on her face. I bit my tongue and made the move, tossing my arm over her shoulders, and she cuddled in, that disappointed look disappearing, replaced by a warm smile. I loved the feeling of her body pressed up against mine, her head nestled against my chest—just like in my dream. 
 
    A few minutes later, her hand was on my thigh, just a few inches from my cock. That old dream wouldn’t leave me alone. I remembered stroking her long shaft, getting her hard in that dark theatre. I looked over at her lap, trying to see any semblance of a bulge, any little piece of evidence that I may have been cuddling a man. I could see nothing, but that thought didn’t leave my mind, that disjointed memory of her throbbing erection in my hand. 
 
    My cock started to become erect. I tried to bite my tongue to make it stop. I also tried clenching my hand into a fist, flexing random muscles in my body, trying to redirect my blood flow to avoid an embarrassing moment. With her hand where it was, she would certainly feel the denim of my jeans lifting as I got harder. But I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
    My cock began to push the crotch of my pants up. If she noticed, she was being polite and pretending not to. My cheeks became warm. 
 
    I took a big sip from my drink, hoping the liquor would further calm my nerves. It seemed to work.  
 
    Suddenly, the power went out. The screen went black and we were staring at our own reflections in the television. It was a surreal sight, seeing a vixen cuddled cutely up against my body. I looked down at her and she looked up at me. She bit the corner of her bottom lip, and then we kissed again. 
 
    I ran my hand down the middle of her chest, and I could feel her heart beating ferociously. So much for taking it slow. But how could I resist? I couldn’t keep my mind off of her for more than a few seconds at a time.  
 
    She took my hand and placed it on her breast. I squeezed, eliciting a soft moan out of her. Her tongue gently slipped through my lips, wrapping around mine. With every passing second, we seemed to be closer together, my arm around her, her arms around me. She threw one of her legs over my lap, straddling me, looking down into my eyes as we continued to kiss. I reached down and grabbed a handful of her soft, perky ass. I couldn’t believe how soft it was, as if it was made from the same flesh as her tits. I squeezed firmly.  
 
    “Are you sure about this?” she asked. Her question caught me off-guard. Was I sure? The real question was, was she sure? For me, it was a dream come true. She was the one that seemed to have reservations about it, wanting to take it slow.  
 
    “I’m sure,” I said. 
 
    Her cheeks were red. I leaned forward and began to kiss her neck. She leaned her head back and continued to moan gently. After squeezing her tits again, I reached down to run my fingers along her pussy. I ran my fingers along the crotch of her panties, feeling the slight bulge of her plump lips. 
 
    Or was I rubbing her plump lips? There only seemed to be one plump lip, and it was especially plump. I ran my fingers down it slowly, feeling every inch of it before I jumped to conclusions. But there was no mistaking it: I was feeling a long cock, tucked back between her legs. I froze momentarily.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Surprisingly, I kept my composure. She’d let me reach down to feel it, which must have meant she assumed I knew all along. She was still now, too, her body tense, waiting for my reaction. But my brain couldn’t process all of the information fast enough.  
 
    So it was true: she really was born a man. So what was she now? Her tits must have been implants, but they sure as hell felt real. Her face was impossibly convincing, and her body was unmistakably female. So was she a female, a male, or was she both? And more importantly, how should I react? 
 
    My fingers were still touching her warm shaft. She was still silent. I needed to do something—I needed to say anything. She looked me in the eyes with a look of reluctant fear. It must have been obvious by my face that I didn’t know her secret until that moment. There were probably a million thoughts buzzing through her head that she was unable to get a hold of.  
 
    When my mind finally settled, there was only one question left: Would I still?  
 
    Looking at her face, I couldn’t convince myself she wasn’t a woman, even with her cock in my hand. It didn’t matter what was between her legs: she was a woman as far as I was concerned. I started to rub her cock, slipping my hand under her panties, rubbing it skin-against-skin. It was warm, beginning to throb. I leaned over and kissed her, and I felt her body melt as all of her pent-up anxiety fluttered away. 
 
    I suppose I was wrong at the bar, when James asked if I would still go after her if she was actually born a man and I’d said no. Now, as I stroked her growing dick and pressed my lips against hers, the real answer was obvious: I absolutely would continue to pursue her, and I was looking forward to it.  
 
    Her cock was hard now, sticking out from her tight little panties. I ran my clenched hand along the whole length of the shaft, from her neatly trimmed pubic hair, all the way up to her throbbing tip. My heart stuttered at my next instinct, to sink down, and to slip her long shaft into my mouth. It was so thick, it hardly fit through my lips, but somehow I managed. I loved the feeling of it cradled perfectly in my tongue as I bobbed my head up and down, sinking it in and out. Her fingers slipped into my hair and gently massaged my head. I wasn’t sucking a man’s cock, I was sucking a woman’s cock. There was nothing manly about it, even when my nose was pressed up against her soft pubic hair and the tip of her rod was pressed against the back of my throat.  
 
    I gently massaged her ball sack as I sucked her off. She moaned cutely, which just made me want to suck her off even more. All of my reservations were gone, disappeared without a trace. My decision seemed so obvious and so unquestionable. I loved her, despite the gender she was born with.  
 
    I slipped her long rod out from my mouth and I sunk down further, letting her ball sack rest against the bridge of my nose as I ate out her asshole. I let her stroke herself off for a few minutes as I sunk my tongue in deep. Strangely, everything about it seemed so natural. I’d never felt more relaxed in my life, and I’d never seen Viv look more relaxed since meeting her.  
 
    “Are you going to fuck me in the ass?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, sitting back up, quickly doing away with my belt. I slipped my pants down, along with my boxers, letting my rock-hard erection spring free. She reached down and ran her soft, warm fingers along the length of my shaft.  
 
    “It’s so big,” she said with a soft sigh. 
 
    “Think you can take it?” I asked. 
 
    “I guess we’ll see,” she said with a smile, leaning back and spreading her bent legs. I loved the way her heeled feet dangled in the air as her hard cock lay stiff on her abdomen. I pressed the tip of my dick up against her damp asshole. 
 
    “Ready?” I said. 
 
    “Fuck me.” 
 
    I pushed in, watching as my cock slid in deep, disappearing below her big ball sack. I looked up at her face. Her eyes were shut tightly as her head tilted back, resting against a couch pillow. “Oh shit,” she said. I could feel her tight hole puckering firmly around my hard cock. 
 
    I began to thrust myself in and out of her body, watching her face as she let the pulsing euphoria overtake her, watching as she moaned softly, as her fingers clenched the edge of the couch. Impressively, she was able to take the whole thing, the whole length of my throbbing erection, deep in her tush.  
 
    “Stroke your cock,” I said, holding her hips firmly as I pounded her ass. 
 
    She reached down and took her long shaft firmly in her hand, and she stroked it hard and fast, keeping her grip near the tip of her cock. It was a surreal sight: her tits bouncing as she beat herself off, but I liked it. It was so sensual, so intoxicating. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her. I didn’t even want to blink, worried I would miss a split second of her incredible beauty. “I’m going to come,” she said through clenched teeth.  
 
    “Come on yourself,” I said. “Come on your tits.”  
 
    I kept my eyes glued to her cock, desperately awaiting her climax. God, I couldn’t wait for it, I couldn’t wait to see her warm cum blasting her body. “Oh God, here it comes,” she said, and then she unloaded, blast after blast of white, gooey cum reaching as far north as her chin. It was a big load, as if she’d been saving it up for weeks, or even months. The shots seemed endless. “Oh God!” she said, her head tilted back as far as it could go. She bit down on her lip. 
 
    How could I not come at the sight? I tried to hold back as long as I could, but it was hopeless. With a loud grunt, I surrendered, letting my own load free to fill up her tight asshole. She moaned as her bum filled with my hot cum. My legs trembled.  
 
    Once I was finished, I stumbled back and fell back onto the soft couch, taking deep breaths, trying to get a grip of myself. She remained still and silent, still squirming slightly as if the euphoria hadn’t fully passed yet. I watched her as she revelled in the moment, the joy on her face. She was so beautiful. I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t born a woman, but I could have cared less.  
 
    Because I loved her, and love could care less about what people might think. Who cares what my friends would think if they found out? Who cares what my family would think? What difference did it make?  
 
    Besides, how could anyone look at Viv, even knowing her secret, and say that she wasn’t a woman. To do so would just be lying aloud and lying to yourself. Viv was more of a woman than any woman I knew, and I couldn’t wait to spend the rest of my life with her. I couldn’t wait to show her off to my friends, to go out on many more dates. We had fun together, we were attracted to one another, and that’s all that mattered. Not some silly checkbox on a birth certificate.  
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BORED, RICH, & CURIOUS 
 
    When James Pederson unexpectedly inherits a massive fortune, he thinks his life is about to be full of wonder and excitement. But after just a few years, things start to quiet down, and boredom starts to creep into his billionaire lifestyle. He owns everything, he’s travelled everywhere, and he’s slept with some of the most beautiful people on the planet—so what’s left to do? 
 
    Money can’t buy happiness, but James soon learns that it can buy plenty of new, exciting experiences, some of which are bigger and harder than he can handle.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Being crazy rich isn’t as great as you would think—at least not once the novelty of it all wears off. Just a couple of years after inheriting nearly a billion dollars (and yes, that’s billion with a ‘b’), I started missing my life as a starving artist. I would go to bed at night and fantasize about days spent scrounging around my apartment, looking for nickels and dimes because I was thirty dollars short on rent. I missed asking strangers for bus fare, so I could make my slot at the crappy student film audition across town. I missed driving through the mountains every winter in my rusted 1975 AMC Gremlin to make Christmas dinner with my family, having to push my car half a mile when the battery decided to die for no apparent reason. 
 
    I didn’t understand why I missed those days, which sometimes seemed so miserable when I was living through them—those days when I didn’t even know my own father was secretly a billionaire. I’m sure there would be hundreds of psychologists wanting to pick away at my brain if word got out that I wanted to relive those tough days of my life. I would have been put in an crazy house if they found out I wished I could go back and re-experience my own father’s funeral. 
 
    I still felt sick with guilt every time I thought about his funeral. 
 
    The day before his funeral, as I pulled up to my late-parents’ home in Montana, I was met by a lawyer named Marshall Roberts. “I’m sorry for your loss,” he said in a solemn voice before leading me through my parents’ home to my dad’s old office.  
 
    It was the house I grew up in: old, small, and in desperate need of renovations. The kitchen cupboards were all slightly crooked in different directions, the hardwood floors were scratched to hell and back, and the basement was covered in a hideous pink carpet. I’d always just assumed my parents were too poor to fix the place up, but apparently they just liked it that way. 
 
    When Marshall Roberts told me that my father had left me a large sum of money, I was expecting a few thousand bucks, at most. I’d always assumed my parents were on the verge of homelessness. My mother didn’t work, and my father worked some shit job in a coal mine, and would always come home black, dirtied from head to toe. We always celebrated Christmas on December 27th, because my father insisted on buying presents on Boxing Day, and in case that wasn’t frugal enough, he would drive down the alleyways on the 26th to find a second-hand Christmas tree. I didn’t even know trees were supposed to be decorated until I was seven years old and I went to a friend’s house around Christmastime.  
 
    My father had left me much more than a few thousand bucks, even more than a few million. He had left me nine-hundred million dollars. “When your father inherited it, it was less than half of what it is now, but he was smart with his investments.” 
 
    It took me a few minutes before I could reply. Marshall just sat there patiently, his eyes glowing in a peculiar way, as if he was trying to think of a way to ask for a measly million or two as a nice tip. “Where the fuck did he get this money?” I asked. 
 
    “He inherited it from his father, who inherited it from his father. I believe it goes back many generations. Every inheritor has added considerably to the amount. I’m sure that you will do the same. Most of the amount is currently tied up in investments, which generate about thirty million dollars a year in interest.” All I could think was, fuck that. What was the point in playing hand-me-down for eternity and never being able to enjoy the money? Why had my father never indulged? Or his grandfather, who I’d always thought was even poorer than my father? He practically lived in squalor. Even if he just spent one million dollars every year, he would still be gaining tons of money in interest. It made no sense. I figured it must have been some war-time mentality. Before my mother passed away, she would hoard food: leftovers, cans of creamed corn, which no one in the family even liked, and so on, until it went bad, and then she would still keep it for a few extra weeks. She always said, “You never know when you’ll need it,” but I knew perfectly well when we would need it: never.  
 
    I tried to get some more information out of my father’s lawyer, but he knew nothing except for the fact my father never spent any of it, that he kept it quietly in an account and probably forgot it existed for many years. Forgot it existed? How was that even possible? How could you go into a crappy mining job every morning, complain about having to pay the bills every night, all while forgetting that you have that spare billion dollars kicking around? 
 
    I didn’t cry at my father’s funeral. I hardly talked to anyone, and I struggled to keep the smile from my face throughout the whole service. I was too busy thinking about what I was going to do with my new inheritance that I forgot to say goodbye to my father in his casket, before he was sent off to be cremated. It was, and still is, my biggest regret. No amount of money can give that opportunity back to you. Though it was a few years before I realized my regret. 
 
    It took a few weeks of complicated paperwork before I owned the money. Marshall suggested I hire an estate manager, which I did, to manage the investments. “Your father never wanted one. He said it was a waste of money,” Marshall said, but it only cost a couple thousand bucks a month, which was nothing compared to the whole sum of the inheritance—pennies on the interest of the account. I had my estate manager liquidate a big chunk of my father’s investments, because I wanted some spending money. 
 
    It turns out, nine-hundred million dollars is a fuck-load of money. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    You always hear about people winning the lottery and then spending all their money, going broke within a year or two of winning. Those people are morons. I honestly can’t begin to understand how you could burn through that much money in a short period of time—because I tried.  
 
    The first thing I bought was a gorgeous mansion just outside of Los Angeles, and then I bought another one in Italy, one in the south of France, one in Mexico, and one in Thailand (I always loved Thai food). I bought a few cars for each house, so I would have options wherever I was living. I bought myself a private plane, the inside of which I had remodelled with couches and big-screen TVs and gaming systems. I hated flying, and seeing as I was going to be doing a lot of it, moving between my luxury homes around the world, I decided it was important to make my plane absolutely perfect.  
 
    I was a couple of months into being rich, and I’d only spent fifteen million dollars—less than I’d made in interest in those few months. When my estate manager called to tell me that I was richer than when I’d started, I decided to kick it up a notch. I started going out to clubs, buying everyone multiple rounds of whatever the hell they wanted. I bought more cars, more houses, a couple of private islands, and a good deal of expensive art for my many homes. I was shocked when I was told that I’d spent less than one-hundred million dollars total.  
 
    The upkeep on everything was nearly ten million dollars per year (maids and gardeners for each house, private chefs, my own pilot, and so on, and so on…), and I found myself running out of things to spend my money on.  
 
    I spent a whole year travelling around the world, staying in the nicest hotels, buying whatever the fuck I wanted wherever I went. I started getting invited to rich-people parties where I met some of the most beautiful women (many of whom were very famous) and I even got to fuck some of them (it turns out, women can smell money on a man, and they love it).  
 
    But the travelling and partying was getting boring, and so were my giant houses. In California, where I spent most of my time, I had nearly fifty rooms in my house. I’d never been in twenty of them, and I only actually used about five.  
 
    I’d never truly experienced boredom until I was a year into my experience as a filthy-rich twenty-something. I found myself spending entire days sitting by the pool, wondering what I could spend my money on to spice things up, coming up with absolutely nothing.  
 
    I met an up-and-coming director at a party one night. I asked him what he was working on, and he told me he was in the process of fundraising for an ambitious film he wanted to make. I told him I was an actor and he smiled awkwardly, as if to say, you and everyone else, buddy. And then I told him I would fund his whole movie if I could star in it. He had a conflicted look in his eyes. “The lead character is a woman,” he said. 
 
    “So change it,” I said. 
 
    And he did. I got my first leading role in a major film—my first role that wasn’t some bit part in a student film. But it wasn’t the incredible experience I’d hoped for. Throughout the shoot, whenever I would finish a scene, I would see the director planting his face into the palms of his hands, almost definitely regretting sacrificing his artistic integrity for money. After the shoot, I personally gave him a million dollars as a thank you, and it seemed like he had to force the smile that he made when he said, “Thank you.” 
 
    The movie wasn’t great, and it probably wouldn’t have been picked up for major distribution had I not sent the distributors a generous incentive. It ran in theatres across the world and received a slew of mediocre reviews. Most of the negative reviews were about my performance. “He just seems out of touch,” one critic wrote. I wasn’t used to criticism, so I took it pretty hard. 
 
    But still, studios started coming to me and asking me to star in their films. Of course, they also wanted me to come on as an executive producer, which meant they wanted my money. I did a few big movies before realizing I wasn’t enjoying it, even though it had always been my dream in life. I decided to retire from my acing career.  
 
    Surprisingly, the batch of mediocre movies that I’d starred in made a bunch of money (they were particularly popular in India), and seeing as I was the main investor for all of them, I actually ended up making money from the whole endeavour. My estate manager called one afternoon to congratulate me on raising up my inheritance to over a billion dollars. Can you believe that? Somehow, I’d actually made money since inheriting my father’s incredible wealth. 
 
    I went travelling again, visiting countries just for the sake of visiting countries, just to see if there was anything I was missing in the world. It turns out, most places are pretty much the same, especially when you’re staying in five-star luxury hotels. Even the cuisine starts to blend together after a while.  
 
    After another long trip around the globe, I found myself bored once again, with nothing to do and nothing worthwhile to spend my money on. Something was missing from my life.  
 
    Things that I used to find enjoyable were suddenly dull and boring. I’d always loved playing billiards, but since hiring a private billiards instructor, it wasn’t the same. Acting had lost its excitement. Partying seemed like a waste of time. Even travelling had become uninteresting, seeming more like a chore than anything (having to drive down to the airstrip, sitting on a plane for hours, getting used to the change in time zone, and so on…).  
 
    Before I was rich, my life was full of excitement. There was no more intense feeling than that nervousness I felt on my way to an audition, or the pride I felt when I finally saved up enough money to buy that guitar I’d always admired in the music store window. Even when I would manage to scrounge up enough change to pay the rent, there was a certain sense of accomplishment, as if I was doing it on my own, even if I wasn’t doing it elegantly or efficiently—it was still all me. Those sensations were all gone and soon-to-be forgotten.  
 
    I needed to rediscover that excitement and wonder in my life. 
 
    It was around this time that I started to regret the way I’d behaved at my father’s funeral. I missed my father. He’d been a good dad, always making sure the family was together during the holidays, always sure to be there at my hockey games as a kid, never missed a birthday, and even drove down to Los Angeles to watch the screening of the first film I was in—some terrible student film shot on a camcorder. He left everything to me, and I didn’t even say goodbye to him at his funeral. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I’d never done any drugs before, aside from smoking a bit of pot in high-school. I’d never been a big fan or marijuana, but I figured it was as good of a time as any to give some other drugs a chance. I have to say, I did feel a spark of excitement that I hadn’t felt in years—not doing the drugs but in trying to get my hands on the drugs. I didn’t want to ask my assistants to go out and score for me, so I went out myself.  
 
    It had been a long time since I’d considered the consequences of my actions. When I was broke, I felt the consequences of upgrading my McDonalds fries from a medium to a large, worried my credit card would be declined. When you’re rich, it seems like there are no consequences. You can go on a private African safari without worrying about being short on rent or whether you’re eating into your savings.  
 
    Though buying drugs wasn’t the most intense excitement I’d ever felt. Even if the drug dealer I’d found was an undercover cop, I’m sure a generous donation to the police department would have cleared me of any charges. And even if some paparazzo snapped a photo of me buying a baggie of cocaine, no one would be surprised. I think everyone assumes that stars and rich assholes do nothing but consume copious amounts of drugs.  
 
    I was more worried about what the drugs would do to me, how I would react when I was under the influence. Cocaine turned out to be underwhelming, making me perky and hyper and not much else. Sure, there was a bit of a euphoria but it wasn’t what everyone made it out to be. I enjoyed my experience on LSD, but had no interest in trying it again when it was over. Mushrooms gave me anxiety—I spent the whole trip thinking I was wasting my life away on material goods, and that I should move out into the woods and care for the little forest critters. Thankfully those thoughts ended as the drug began to fade out of my system. 
 
    The harder drugs were fun for a first try, but I could feel right away how addictive they were capable of being, so I decided not to get too experimental. All in all, my drug-use adventures were a bust.  
 
    But I wasn’t done trying to force some excitement into my life. I got a huge rush when I found myself on an escort classifieds website, looking through the different girls in my area. There was a very real adrenaline rush in the thought of sleeping with a prostitute—it was illegal and taboo and it was potentially reputation-ruining. For some reason, that all just made me want to do it even more.  
 
    My hands were trembling when I picked up the phone to call one of the escorts. I couldn’t remember the last time anything made my hands tremble like that—probably when Marshall Roberts told me I was inheriting nearly a billion dollars. I made the call, it rang three times, and then she picked up. “Hello?” she said, her voice with a slight rasp to it. I’d always had a thing for girls with raspy voices—not a cigarette chugging rasp, but a nice, smooth natural rasp. 
 
    I set up the date for that night. She wanted to meet at a bar, but I told her I couldn’t meet in public, given my status. “But I’ve got a bar in my house,” I said. I made sure all of my house staff was dismissed before I left to pick her up. I thought about taking one of my many sports cars to pick up my escort, but I decided at the last minute it was better to be discreet. I took my black Escalade with its tinted windows.  
 
    It was nice, feeling that excitement buzzing through my body as I drove across town to pick her up. It was a nice reminder that I was still alive, still capable of feeling something. The money hadn’t numbed all of my senses yet.  
 
    She was standing in front of her apartment building with a black duffel bag when I picked her up. I had no idea what the duffel bag was for—maybe she had a game of tennis the next morning and wasn’t sure whether she would have time to get home and get her stuff. She was beautiful (as you might expect from one of the most expensive escorts in the second largest city in the country). She was blonde, but I think she had a bit of Latino in her because she still had that exotic look. She had nice thick thighs (I’d always hated thin thighs) and a great butt. She was wearing the tallest heels I’d ever seen on a woman, but she walked in them without any effort whatsoever. I got out of the car and opened the passenger seat for her, and she entered without saying anything. In fact, she didn’t say anything at all until we were a few blocks from her home and she looked over at me and realized who I was. “Wait, are you James Pederson?” she asked. 
 
    I smiled humbly, though there was a turning in my gut. I think most people use fake identities when sleeping with prostitutes. Given my status, I didn’t have that luxury. “That’s me,” I said. 
 
    Her face lit up. I could tell that she couldn’t wait to get home and tell all of her friends that she’d slept with a movie-star, even if I was only in a handful of mediocre films. I was sure it would only be a few weeks before there was some story in one of those trashy magazines, ‘Rumours buzzing that James Pederson slept with a prostitute’. The thought of the headline made the experience somehow better—more exciting.  
 
    Once I got her back to my place, it seemed like she’d forgotten she was there to fuck. She started to wander around my mansion, admiring the art, staring in amazement at my giant swimming pool. “This place is amazing. Is that pool heated,” she said. I could tell by the shine in her eyes that she wanted to go for a dip. She was suddenly a small child in a candy store. 
 
    I showed her around, because I could tell I wasn’t going to get her full attention until she got her amazement out of her system. “This is the gym I never use. Here’s the theatre room I used once. And here’s a bathroom I didn’t even know I had…” I ended the tour at the bedroom.  
 
    She placed her black duffel bag down by the door and then turned to me. “So what do you want? If you just want to fuck my pussy, that’s two-thousand,” she said. That number would have made my head spin a few years before, but now, it may as well have been free. “If you want to fuck me in the ass, that’s twenty-five hundred. I always start with a blowjob, and if you want to go down on me, I’ll let you do that for free, too. If you want something extra, ask and I’ll tell you the price.” She recited it like a seasoned waitress, going over the specials that hadn’t changed in the slightest in the fifteen years she’d worked at the restaurant.  
 
    “What are the extras?” I asked out of curiosity.  
 
    She dropped to her knees and zipped open her duffel bag, revealing a number of sex toys and harnesses and straps and things I didn’t recognize. “Whatever you want,” she said. On the top of the pile I could see two strap-on dildos: one was about the size of an average cock, the other looked like it was designed for torture—nearly a foot long and easily two inches in diameter. There were handcuffs in the bag, which I thought could be fun. I’d never tied a woman down before—I’d never even thought about tying a woman down before that moment I was staring at the cuffs.  
 
    “If you want, the full package is four-thousand,” she said. 
 
    “The full package?” I asked. 
 
    “Tie me up, gag me, blindfold me, and then do whatever you want—as long as you don’t put me in the hospital.” 
 
    The thought sent a cold shiver down my spine and a warm jolt through my nerves. It didn’t sounds like something I’d ever wanted to do before, but as I stood in that bedroom, with my willing participant, I couldn’t help but wonder if I would enjoy it. I tried to think of all the things I’d ever wanted to do with a woman, but was too afraid to ask. With the pressure of the moment, I could think of nothing, but I knew there was lots. It was strange: I could think of the moments during sex that I wanted to ask for something, but I couldn’t think of what I wanted to ask for. 
 
    As I stared down at that duffel bag, I had a feeling plenty would come to mind once we got going, and the two-thousand dollar difference made no difference to me—it was all peanuts to my billion dollars. “Sure, let’s do the full package,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, though there was a hint of fear in her eyes. I had a feeling there weren’t too many people who ordered the full package. In my poor days, the thought of spending four-thousand dollars for a single night of sex would have left me speechless. 
 
    She slipped the straps of her little satin dress over her shoulders. I could tell she was nervous. Her body was tense and her face seemed to be a few shades whiter. Without the support of her shoulders, her dress tumbled to the ground in a neat ring around her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but a little piece of lacy lingerie. I looked down her body, which was nothing short of a masterpiece. There was a little clasp on the crotch of her little outfit, which I was looking forward to unclipping. “Where do you want me tied up?” she asked. 
 
    I brought her to the end of the bed and cuffed her to the bedframe. I don’t know why, but I really liked the idea of fucking her standing up. Laying down would have been too much work with the cuffs, especially when it came to flipping her over, getting her onto her knees, and so on. 
 
    I’d played around with a blindfold in the bedroom before with one of the actresses I dated for a while, but I’d never played with a gag before. The idea that she wouldn’t be able to protest to any of my advances send a buzzing through my body. I was already getting erect and I hadn’t even started to undress myself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was a strange sight, a beautiful stranger standing in my bedroom, cuffed to my bed, with a blindfold over her eyes and a gag in her mouth. I ran my hands down her body, feeling her incredibly soft skin and her plump butt. I’d fucked lots of beautiful women before—many of whom made ‘Top most beautiful women’ lists regularly, but there was something special about my escort date: the fact that she was so off-limits but I was still going to fuck her.  
 
    I’d never really done anything illegal before—aside from a bit of experimenting with drugs. Before becoming rich, I would pirate the occasional movie. One time I made a fake bus pass on my computer because I couldn’t afford an actual bus pass—that was probably the most illegal thing I’d ever done. Now, I was about to fuck a prostitute.  
 
    I stood up on the edge of the bed and stepped towards her. Her face lined up perfectly with my crotch. I felt so dirty undoing my belt, unzipping my fly, and pulling my semi-erect cock out in front of her. I felt even dirtier when I pressed the tip of my cock up to her lips and said, “Open up.” She followed the command and I sunk my cock into her warm, wet mouth. 
 
    I stood there while she worked away on the cock, running her tongue down my length, bobbing her head back and forth. She took it like a pro (which I suppose she was), taking the whole length of my rod into her mouth, stuffing the tip down her throat. She had me rock-hard in no time at all. 
 
    I thought about what to do next. I wanted to fuck her from behind, in her tight little pussy, but that seemed like a waste, seeing as I was paying for the ‘full package’. But what else could I do? Fuck her in the ass? Even that seemed anti-climactic. What did other people who ordered the full package do? Piss on her? Shit on her? Have her piss on them? I remembered that giant strap-on dildo in her duffel bag. 
 
    I slipped my cock out from her mouth, stepped down from the bed, and went over to her duffel bag, to see what kind of toys I could play with. There was an enormous dildo, even thicker than the strap-on, at the bottom of the bag. I lifted it up. It must have weighed ten pounds. I wondered what it was for—there was no way such a thing could fit into any vagina on the planet, or any mouth. But what about her back door?  
 
    I brought the giant toy over to the bed and placed it down next to my whore date. I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to do anything with it, but I kept it nearby just in case. Then, I reached down and unclasped that little clasp between her legs, exposing her perfect pussy and her tight little asshole.  
 
    She was wet—dripping wet—which I must say surprised me. I would have thought a woman who has sex for a living would have a hard time getting naturally wet for any old customer, though maybe I wasn’t just any old customer. I was technically a celebrity after all. She knew who I was as soon as she looked over at me. 
 
    I slipped my cock between her legs, running it between her plump, wet lips. I could feel her little dangling clit against the tip of my member. She squirmed slightly, letting out a little sigh. I ran my cock up and down the length of her slit a few times before sticking it in her. There wasn’t much resistance, between the fact that her pussy was soaking-wet and the fact that she’d been stretched out over the years from professional fucking—and I’m sure one or two guys had ordered the full package before me, and played around with that massive dildo. 
 
    I fucked her until she came, which didn’t take long. I loved the feeling of her warm juices running down my cock and my legs. I took her gag out so I could hear her precious moaning and screaming. 
 
    “Do you want to stick it in my ass?” she asked.  
 
    I didn’t answer, but I thought for a moment about it. I’d never stuck it in a girl’s ass before, so it seemed like a waste not to. I pulled out and lined the tip of my cock up with her asshole. Then, I pushed in. Again, there was surprisingly little resistance. I’m sure her asshole had been plunged many times—but it still felt really good, and it was very tight, puckering around the tip of my cock every time I pulled back for another thrust. 
 
    It felt nice, but it still didn’t seem like enough. I pulled out and ended up asking, “What do other people normally do when they order the full package?” 
 
    “Well…” she said. “Some guys like it when I pee on them.” I wasn’t surprised, but I also wasn’t interested. “Some guys like to get their friends involved. Some guys like to fuck me with toys. Other guys like it when I fuck them.”  
 
    For whatever strange reason, the last one caught my attention the most. I thought about the strap-ons in her duffel bag. The idea made me incredibly uncomfortable, but that’s what made me so interested. It was something I’d never even thought of trying before, something that made me cringe thinking about it now, but the thought of actually doing it was insanely exciting. I knew it would probably hurt, and I knew it would be as humiliating as all hell, seeing as she knew who I was and could easily go to TMZ and tell them about what I’d done, to make a few thousand extra bucks. But all of that only made me even more curious. 
 
    When you’re bored and rich, you become very, very curious about things. There are no limits to what you can do when money is no obstacle, except for the limits of your courage. It would have been easy to shrug my shoulders, stick my cock back into her ass, and then fuck her until I came deep in her asshole, but where was the excitement in that?  
 
    “Okay,” I said, my voice suddenly broken and timid. 
 
    “Okay what?” she said. 
 
    “Tie me up and fuck me,” I said. My heart was racing, pounding mercilessly against my chest. I hadn’t felt anything like it in a very, very long time, and that made me ecstatic.  
 
    I got her out of her cuffs and her blindfold, and then she cuffed me to the bed, the same way I’d been cuffed. I’d surrendered all control of our encounter to her, and she wasn’t hesitating in making me her little sexy toy. “Maybe not the gag,” I started to say as she pulled the gag over my head, but it was too late—she’d gagged me. And now, she was slipping the blindfold over my eyes. I suddenly began to regret my decision, but there was no way of letting her know. She’d given me no safe-word (or safe-dance, seeing as I couldn’t speak). I was hers to do what she wanted with. 
 
    The room became silent for a minute, possibly two minutes, possibly ten minutes—or possibly ten seconds. In my mounting anxiety, I’d lost all sense of time. I tried to control my breathing, which was difficult without the use of my mouth. I’d never been fucked in the ass before, and as I stood waiting to be penetrated, I couldn’t understand why I’d asked for it. 
 
    She slapped me on the ass, making me jump. I tried to yell, but the gag only let out a muffled grunt. If my heart started pounding any harder, I probably would have dropped dead, right there, cuffed to my own bed with a blindfold over my eyes and a gag in my mouth. 
 
    I felt it slide up between my butt cheeks: a long, hard plastic shaft. She had it nice and lubricated, and somehow it felt warm, as if she’d put it in the oven for a couple of minutes before strapping it on. I couldn’t tell if it was the giant dildo or the regular sized one—either way, it was going to stretch my little virgin asshole wide. 
 
    “You’ve got a nice ass,” she said, and then she slapped it. “I bet you could make a few girls jealous with that ass. In fact, your whole body is pretty good. I bet you’d look pretty cute in my lingerie.” She giggled. I could feel my face turning dark red.  
 
    She began to push the tip of her plastic cock into my body. I was correct in thinking it would hurt: it did, but it wasn’t unbearable. I wanted to tell her she was deep enough, that I was getting enough out of just the tip, but I had no way of telling her, not that she would have listened anyway. She continued pushing in deeper and deeper, stretching me wider and wider as the artificial veins and ridges of the dildo rubbed up against my rectum. 
 
    She placed her hands on my chest and scrunched her fingers against my skin. “Imagine me squeezing your perky tits,” she said. “Doesn’t that feel good, while I fuck your whore pussy?” In a weird way, it did feel good, her hands fondling my chest—even though I didn’t have any tits for her to squeeze. She started to thrust slowly in and out of my asshole. The pain started to go away with each thrust. After a while, it even started to feel kind of nice. 
 
    Without warning, she pushed in deeper. I didn’t even realize that she had any more cock to push in, and now that I could feel the strap-on’s artificial ball-sack, I knew it was in me completely. I felt like I could feel it in my throat, stuffing my whole body full. Still, it felt nice and it was feeling better and better with each plunge. 
 
    Now, instead of protesting, I wanted to tell her to fuck me harder and faster. I had no way of telling her, but somehow she knew (or she was just going to do it anyway). She started to slap her fit pelvis into my butt, making a loud slapping noise with every penetration. She reached around and started to jerk off my throbbing erection. “Do you like it when I tug on your sissy cock?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded. I liked it a lot. It was a shame it had to end, though I knew I had the money to do it over and over and over again, whenever I wanted, with whoever I wanted.  
 
    She made me cum in a matter of seconds. My whole body trembled and I let out a loud, muffled moan as warm jizz blasted out of my throbber. She gave me a few final thrusts before slipping her huge cock out of me, leaving me feeling empty and gaping.  
 
    She kissed me on the lips when she took the blindfold off of me. “Did you like that?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded slowly, my body feeling weak and stupid. “Yeah,” I managed to say. I liked it way more than I wanted to like it. It was all I could think about, even after she’d left. I’d found a new source of excitement, a new high to chase.  
 
    But like all of the highs I’d chased since inheriting my money, the novelty faded. Even getting fucked by kinky prostitutes loses its charm after a while. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was a strange new fetish that I’d developed, letting women tie me up and fuck me in the ass. At first I thought it was just a physical stimulation thing, but then I started realizing I was getting more than just physical pleasure out of my escort encounters. One woman tied me to the bed and face-fucked me with her strap-on. I’d never gotten so hard in my life. I nearly came without any stimulation at all—so I started to realize it was more of an obsession with the idea of being dominated. My cheeks would turn red just thinking about it.  
 
    I started to pick out escorts who specialized in female domination. When I scrolled through the various classifieds postings, I made sure to only call girls who listed “into femdom” or “likes being on top” in their profiles. For the first few months of my prostitute adventures, I got that nervous trembling throughout my body whenever I looked through ads. I would read girls’ posts over and over and over, building up the courage to make the call, making sure every detail about them was absolutely perfect. 
 
    But after a few months, the excitement started to fade and the choosing process started to feel more like a chore than anything else. I started just entering ‘femdom’ into my search bar and then picking the first girl who came up. I made a big mistake in choosing a date one night, and I didn’t find out until I was in the bedroom with the girl. 
 
    Her name was Tracy, and she was gorgeous—one of the most gorgeous girls I’d ever been with, and that’s saying something. She had long, curly strawberry-blonde hair and a figure that would make any man drool, with deep curves and a stacked chest. The second I saw her standing on the side of the street, waiting for me to pick her up, I thought, Damn, that’s the definition of a perfect woman. I would find out later how ironic that thought was. 
 
    I didn’t know she was a tranny until she took off her panties, letting her huge, heavy cock spring out. By that point, I was already tied to the bed with a gag in my mouth. I tried to squirm and yell, but it was no good. My wrists and ankles were tied up, and my thrashing got me nowhere, seeing as I’d already told her to do what she wanted with me, no matter what. It was something I’d started telling all of my dates: “Do whatever you want, just don’t tell me what.” It made sex way more exciting. Now, I was regretting it deeply. 
 
    “Calm down, baby,” she said, sitting her bare ass down on my lower back. She started to rub my shoulders in an attempt to calm me down. I could feel the smirk in her voice. She was loving my reaction. I could feel her big ball sack sitting on my back with her while she rubbed. When she leaned forward to playfully nibble my earlobe, I could feel her long, throbbing cock, too.  
 
    She was really a man—or was a man, depending on which gender politics you subscribe to. She was the most beautiful man I’d ever seen, without question—but that didn’t change the fact that she was born a man, and she had a bigger cock than me. 
 
    I’d never been with a man, and I liked it that way. I liked women. I liked tits and pussies and, sure I’d developed a thing for getting fucked in the ass, but I didn’t like cocks. I didn’t like the way they looked, what they represented. They belonged on men, not women!  
 
    I’ll never forget the feeling of her throbbing tip pressing against my tight, puckering butthole. It was like a criminal holding a sharp knife up to my throat, in terms of the nerves that shot through my body. I ended up becoming completely still and stiff. I knew there was no fighting it—any resistance was useless. So I just closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue, hoping it ended quickly. 
 
    She pushed in. It was so much different than being stuffed with a dildo, and I’d been stuffed with countless different kinds of dildos. There was a peculiar warmth to it and I could feel it throbbing against my anal walls. It didn’t hurt the way a dildo hurts at first; it seemed to conform and bend slightly to my backdoor tunnel. It actually felt pretty good—much nicer than the deadness of a plastic or silicone sex toy, despite how hard I tried to convince myself otherwise.  
 
    When she thrusted into me, I could feel her foreskin pulling back and forth. It was an unusual feeling. It felt nice, but again, I tried to convince myself otherwise. I wanted to hate the experience. I wanted to find myself completely repulsed by Tracy and her huge tranny cock, but I just couldn’t quite convince myself. I liked the way her cock felt in my asshole, and I thought she was beautiful. 
 
    She didn’t blindfold me. Instead, she fucked me facing a mirror, so I could see myself getting dominated. I’d had a few other escorts do the same thing, and I’d always liked it, but now I was fighting to keep my eyes shut. Whenever I opened them, I could see everything: her mounting me, her long cock penetrating my asshole over and over. 
 
    I could feel her ball sack slapping against my ass, and I could feel her cock getting harder, bloating thicker. I realized that I was about to feel what it was like to be filled with cum. 
 
    She had her hands on my hips, her fingernails now digging into my skin. Her breathing was getting deeper and faster. She really was going to come! Was she going to do it inside of me, or was she going to pull out?  
 
    “Fuck!” she cried, and then I felt her cock unloading inside of me, warm blasts making my butt feel even more full than it already did. Though I will admit that it felt amazing, each blast sending a jolt of warm euphoria tingling through my body. I trembled all over, succumbing to the incredible elation.  
 
    I paid Tracy extra to stay the night. Not even thirty minutes later, I found myself between her legs, sucking her long cock, wanting to feel her come again. Every time the reality of what I was doing popped into my head—the reality that I was sucking a cock that belonged to a biological man—I pushed it away. I didn’t want to think about the ramifications of what I was doing. I just wanted to enjoy the moment, revel in the excitement that I’d longed for.  
 
    As she lay beautifully on her back, I mounted her and bounced up and down like a horny bunny rabbit, letting my ball sack slap against her tummy. She reached forward and jerked me off, and I came in no time at all, shooting a big, hot load all over her chin, her fake tits, and her firm belly.  
 
    When I wanted to go at it again just an hour later, I realized my femdom fetish was reaching a whole new level. And I knew, based on the experience of all of my other obsessions, that this one was going to spiral out of control until I lost interest and needed something even more intense. And I was right. After just a couple months of daily tranny-fucking, I found myself chasing that high that was at its most intense with Tracy, that seemed to dwindle with every fuck.  
 
    It was time to find a new high, a new source of excitement. I sat down and thought about what that could be, what the next natural progression from sleeping with transgendered prostitutes could be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    They say money can’t buy everything, and over my years as a billionaire, I learned that they’re right, but money can buy a lot of shit. For instance, if you’re willing to pay good money, you can buy yourself a custom-moulded pair of fake tits, which look and feel just like the real thing. You can buy a wardrobe most women would kill for. You can buy a wig made from the highest-quality human hair. And you can buy makeup supplies that can turn any ugly duckling into a beautiful swan—or any man into a pretty girl. They even sell ‘pussy belts’, which are essentially a pair of silicone panties with a fake pussy built into them. The pussy even has a hole that you can stick a cock or a dildo into. Whether or not the person sticking their dick into the fake cunt has any idea that they’re actually rubbing their cock against another cock, that’s up to the person wearing the pussy belt. 
 
    It was irrelevant in my case, seeing as I was only interested in getting fucked in the ass. I just needed something that looked convincing for when I stripped down, and felt convincing in case my date wanted to reach between my legs and feel it. And when I got the pussy belt in the mail, I was surprised by how real it felt—terrifyingly so. The whole contraption felt a bit uncomfortable at first, and very, very tight—but what do you expect from a device designed to completely hide your cock and balls? 
 
    The fake tits, on the other hand, weren’t uncomfortable in the slightest. They actually felt kind of cool, especially when I did a little hop and could feel the bouncing on my chest. They looked and felt so real—if it wasn’t for the thin seam that separated them from my body, one would think I really did have a pair of tits. My plan was to hide the seams (as well as the seams of the pussy belt) with lingerie. Men don’t try to take off a woman’s lingerie. I found a nice little black lace onesie, crotchless (including a convenient hole for anal) that did the job perfectly.  
 
    Creating my female persona was fun, and my heart raced the whole time I was putting it together. I spent hours picking out my wig, wondering whether I wanted to be blonde, brunette, black, redhead, or something wild and crazy, like pink or blue. I decided to stay fairly conservative, buying myself a lighter brunette wig. I loved the way I looked with my long hair cascading over my shoulders.  
 
    I thought the makeup or the wig or even the outfit would have been the biggest change from man to woman, but surprisingly, it was shaving the legs that made the biggest difference. As I sat in the bath, I watched my legs in awe as every strip of the razor seemed to pull away my masculinity and reveal the smooth skin of a woman. I suppose it makes sense when you think about it—the only discernable difference between men and women, aside from sexual organs and muscle mass, is body hair. I’d always had a smaller body, and with my fake tits and my pussy belt, the body hair was the last big step. 
 
    I was surprised when I looked in the mirror and realized I looked good. I don’t know why I was surprised though—I’d spent tens of thousands of dollars on perfecting my appearance. With that kind of money, I could have looked like anyone I wanted to. 
 
    I wasn’t interested in fucking whores anymore. The whole paying for sex thing had lost its appeal and excitement. Now, what really made my heart race, was the thought of tricking a stranger into sleeping with me—making an unsuspecting man think I was a woman.  
 
    I spent a few days practicing the voice, the mannerisms, and the walk (high heels are not as easy to master as the internet would like you to believe). And then I spent a few more days building up the courage to leave my mansion dressed like a woman, with the goal of picking up a man from a bar and getting him to fuck me in the ass. It’s strange to think that, even with all of the money and power a person can possibly have, I could still feel intimidation and fear, I could still tremble all over at the thought of what someone might think about me. I could have easily paid a male prostitute to come over and fuck my little sissy asshole, but that would have completely defeated the whole point, taken away all of the excitement.  
 
    For the first time since inheriting my money, I took the city bus downtown. I left my credit card at home, taking just thirty bucks with me. If I was going to do it, I wanted to do it like a normal person. I didn’t want to find some loophole in the system where I could throw money at someone and get what I wanted. I wanted to earn it. I’d never earned anything in my life. 
 
    I got a few glances on the bus, all of which sent my heart into a violent rage. One man smiled at me and I forced a smile back. He looked at me a little bit longer than I was used to. What if he recognized me? My face was on a number of movie posters, one of which was plastered in city busses all over the city (thankfully not in the bus I was in now).  
 
    Another man looked my way, stared at me for a moment and then nodded before looking away. My hands and feet felt suddenly cold, as if blood had stopped circulating through my whole body. It seemed like everyone was looking at me, seeing through my guise. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw one man pull out his cellphone and raise it up. Was he about to snap a photo of me? Was he going to send it to TMZ, so they could run it on the front page of their website so everyone could point and laugh?  
 
    I took a deep breath and looked over slowly. In the reflection of the window next to him, I could see that he was just taking a selfie with a silly SnapChat filter over it. My paranoia was becoming overwhelming.  
 
    A man came onto the bus and he took the seat next to me. He was tall, wearing a nice suit as if he’d just gotten off of work late. “Do you mind if I sit here?” he asked. 
 
    “By all means,” I said, motioning for him to sit. 
 
    He smiled at me, and then his cheeks became a shade of rose. “You look good,” he said. “Going out for the night?” 
 
    “Thank you. Yeah,” I said. I felt my cheeks turn a shade of rose.  
 
    We casually talked for a while. He told me about his job—he was just hired at a big law firm. He was stuck doing the grunt work, but he didn’t mind. He gave me his card before getting off of the bus. “Call me sometime if you’re downtown and bored or something,” he said. His cheeks were now a shade of crimson. 
 
    My nerves started to calm down. Once I was off the bus, I was still noticing people looking my way, but I no longer thought they could see through my feminine guise. They were checking me out. I caught one guy looking at my ass, and countless people passing by taking quick glances down my top. It was a strangely nice feeling, being checked out like that, feeling validated.  
 
    When I got to the bar, which was bustling, the seemingly endless validation continued. Men were all over me the moment I walked in the door. I immediately realized there wasn’t going to be much challenge at all in tricking a guy into taking me home. The real challenge was going to be building up the courage to go home with whoever I chose. It was obviously dangerous. If my pussy belt ripped or my wig fell off, who knows what a guy might do? Who’s to say he wouldn’t get angry enough to strangle me to death, or beat me until I had to spend the rest of my life in a wheelchair? 
 
    Of course, with my twisted psyche, that thought only made me want to go through with the experiment even more. It only added to the heart-pounding excitement of it all. 
 
    The man who ended up taking me to his house (after buying me five different drinks) was one of the more handsome men at the bar. He had a powerful-looking face with chiselled features, and big, shining blue eyes. There were other girls eyeing him up the whole night, so when he came to me, I was naturally flattered. To think that I was chosen over real, biological women made my heart stutter. I had a feeling my night out as a female would be successful, but I never thought it would be this successful.  
 
    When he took off his shirt, revealing his gym-toned body, I was suddenly rendered frozen. This wasn’t just innocently sleeping with a tranny, this was the real deal. The cock I was going to take in my ass belonged to a man, with big muscles, who could hold me down without effort. It seemed like my fetish had reached its final form: from getting penetrated by a dildo to being fucked by a man, as a woman. The thought was enough to make my head spin, to make me think, How the hell did I end up here? 
 
    He wrapped his arms around me and kissed me. I hate how much I loved the feeling of his bulging muscles holding me tightly. I felt so secure, so safe, even though I knew he had the power to snap my neck if something were to nudge itself out of place.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    When my first escort tied me up and fucked me in the ass with that strap-on, was that the beginning of me realizing I was gay? Was I gay? I didn’t feel gay. I didn’t fantasize about sleeping with a man as a man—only as a woman. I hated the idea of touching another man’s cock, except for when I was in a wig and a little skirt and heels. Now, I had a big hard cock in my hand, bringing it closer and closer to my lips without any reluctance. It just felt right. 
 
    So maybe I was gay, or maybe I was something else—something undefined by labels about gender and sexuality. In that moment, as I ran the tip of my tongue down the length of his throbbing shaft, I felt like nothing but a woman who wanted to suck a cock and take it in the ass. 
 
    Hearing him moaning as I bobbed my head back and forth on his cock filled me with a strange joy that I wasn’t used to—that I’m not sure I’d ever felt in my life. It was a sense of accomplishment. For once, I felt like I was achieving a goal that I hadn’t bought. Sure, I bought the wig, the clothes, and the makeup, but he wasn’t enjoying those things. He was enjoying his time with me. 
 
    “Your mouth feels so fucking good,” he said, slipping his fingers into my hair. I loved the way I could feel his veins pumping against my tongue. “How badly do you want me to fuck you, baby?” he said after a long, deep breath. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I said, my heart rate increasing a solid fifty percent in a matter of seconds. 
 
    His eyes lit up, as expected, and then he bent me over. I felt his fingertips glide over my puckering hole. I could feel him trembling. I could practically hear his heart pounding into his ribcage. I could tell that he’d never fucked a woman in the ass before, and I could tell he was excited, as all men would be given the opportunity.  
 
    He was slow to stick it in me, sliding in carefully, trying to be gentle. I didn’t need him to be gentle. I knew how to take it, and I liked it rough, but I didn’t want to start bragging about my many anal experiences, so I let him go at his own pace. His cock was big, and it felt nice—it had a slight curve to it that made it press up against that perfect sweet-spot that made my legs weak and my body tremble.  
 
    With every thrust, he came down harder. Each thrust felt better than the last. My cock started to get hard inside of my pussy belt, which made the whole contraption feel even more uncomfortable than it already was, but I was too far gone to care. I’d already surrendered to the mounting euphoria.  
 
    Sleeping with trannies and chicks with strap-ons was fun, but there was something special about sleeping with a man: that feeling of security, that feeling of real domination. With women and trannies, it was like roleplaying, playing domination. But with a man, I was really being dominated. As he held my wrists down at my sides, I really couldn’t move. I didn’t need any handcuffs or restraints, just his big, bulging muscles. 
 
    “You’re so fucking tight,” he said with a grunt. His cock was so long, I could practically feel it pressing against the backs of my eyes. “I’m going to come,” he said. 
 
    “Come in my, baby,” I said. 
 
    He did, and he came hard, filling me up like an overfilled cream-filled donut. It felt so fucking good, I didn’t want it to end.  
 
    When he rolled off, and I felt his hot load spilling out of my butthole, I could only think, I hope this doesn’t lose its charm the way everything else did. If I lose this, what else is there?  
 
    I fell asleep in my romp’s big arms, and woke up the next morning cuddled into him, feeling the bulge of his big cock against my back. We fucked again before he took off, getting another hot load deep in my tush. 
 
    Going out as a woman made me miss my old life more than anything. I missed being anonymous, having real conversations with real people who weren’t just out to say they fucked a celebrity, or just out to taste the billionaire lifestyle. I hated the billionaire lifestyle, it took the fun out of everything. An African safari is supposed to be an amazing experience because it’s something you’re supposed to work towards, something you’re supposed to trade the fruits of your hard labour to experience—not something you go and do on a whim. The same is true with everything, even simply buying a drink at a bar. I wanted to earn that drink. I wanted to earn my own life and my own accomplishments. 
 
    I called up my estate manager and told him I didn’t want the money. He was silent for a minute. “What?” he said. 
 
    “Get rid of it—all of it,” I said. “Sell all of my houses and my cars—everything.” 
 
    “That’s extremely unwise, sir,” he said.  
 
    “I don’t care. Just get rid of it.” 
 
    “How’s about this: I can put it all into investments, like your father did, and then if you change your mind, it will be there waiting for you.” 
 
    “Fine, do whatever you want.” 
 
    “Just call me if you want the money released,” he said. He acted quickly. A realtor came to my house that afternoon and plopped the ‘for sale’ sign down on the lawn, and a small army of tow trucks came for my cars. I assumed the same thing was happening at all of my houses around the globe. I was fine with that.  
 
    I cut up my credit cards and tossed the in the trash. Then, I deleted my estate manager’s number from my phone. I didn’t want to be able to access that money again. I wanted nothing to do with it. If my future children wanted it, then so be it—they could take it and learn how corruptive it was. Thanks to that money, I had a whole new outlook on life. It was just a shame I had to waste years of my life to figure it out. 
 
    I thought about keeping just a million, or even just a few thousand, but ultimately, I decided to get rid of all of it—every last penny. I found myself renting a shitty apartment on the edge of town, paying for the first month’s rent with a loan from a loan shark. I was starting from scratch. 
 
    I thought for a while about how I could truly start fresh, not just with a fresh bank account, but with a fresh reputation as well. When I noticed the wig in my closet, I had the perfect solution: I would work towards getting a sex change. 
 
    I could have taken a chunk of money out of my bank account to pay for the operation, but I wanted to earn it. I wanted to appreciate it, and feel like I accomplished something. So I started saving a little bit of money on every one of my minimum-wage paycheques (I got a job as a cashier at a boutique store).  
 
    My first goal was to become a real woman. Once I was a woman, I would start going out to auditions again. This time I was going to make it big without the help of my fat inheritance. I was going to be my own person, and I felt like no one could stop me. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BIG HARD LESSON 
 
    Alex McKenna, host of the popular radio show, The Alex McKenna Experience, is about to learn a big, hard lesson after years of taking advantage of the pretty young starlets he brings onto his show, night after night.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Alex had a few perks working as a radio host on a popular satellite radio station: a nice private parking spot in the heart of downtown, six weeks of vacation per year, and a great health insurance plan. But to Alex, the best perk of his job was getting to schmooze with hot, up-and-coming starlets.  
 
    Alex’s show, The Alex McKenna Experience, which aired at 10:00 PM Eastern time every weekday night, had some of the best ratings in all of radio, with over one-million downloads per episode. The formula of each episode was roughly the same: during the first hour, Alex was joined by a big-time celebrity who was out promoting some new movie or music album; one time Alex was joined by Tom Cruise, the day before the release of Mission Impossible 4. During the second and final hour of The Alex McKenna Experience, Alex would sit down and chat with an up-and-coming star. Sometimes they would be a musician, and they would play a song or two live on the air. 
 
    Alex’s show was responsible for launching the careers of many talented artists. During daytime business hours, the phones at the studio would be constantly ringing: agents desperately wanting to book their young talent. Agents knew that getting onto Alex’s show was the equivalent of winning the lottery. As a result, Alex got even more perks. Agents would send him gifts: amazing tickets to sporting events and concerts, gift certificates to fancy restaurants, you name it. One time he had meat delivered straight to his office: the freshest, best cuts of Kobe beef money can buy. It was a strange gift, but Alex had never tasted anything better in his life. One time, an agent decided to skip the semantics of picking out a gift, and just sent Alex a cheque for a thousand dollars. 
 
    The gifts were great, but again, the real perk was the women. When up-and-coming female stars came on Alex’s show, they were so keen to make a good impression, Alex soon discovered most of them were willing to do just about anything.  
 
    Alex was a decently good-looking guy. He went to the gym every day and kept good care of himself. Most women would have probably called him handsome, but it wasn’t his looks that got him laid—it was his power, his ability to make just about anybody famous for at least a short period of time.  
 
    When he first started the gig, he did his best to respect everyone who came on the show. But after a few years, he started to realize it was pointless. If the young starlets weren’t fucking him, they were fucking his bosses, his assistants, everyone who could give them even the slightest advantage in their career. So why not get in on the pussy as well?  
 
    He would never forget the first time his power position got him some action. He had a cute nineteen year old country singer on his show: Carrie Perkins, who had just launched her debut album. It was nothing special, but she was a bombshell, with the long curly hair, the big tits, and the tiny jean shorts. During the first commercial break, she asked, “Can I sing a song for the audience?” 
 
    “I don’t know if we’ve got time for that,” Alex said as he arranged the items on his desk, something he always did out of habit during commercial breaks, making sure each pen was in its rightful place.  
 
    “If I jerk you off, will you let me sing a song?” she said with that cute country twang in her voice.  
 
    Alex’s heart stuttered. He’d gotten similar offers before, and he’d always turned them down, but that particular night he wasn’t feeling quite so strong. Carrie Perkins was damn sexy, after all. He didn’t answer. There was a lump in his throat and the taste of pennies on his tongue. 
 
    Without waiting for a response, Carrie scooched her chair up next to Alex, sliding her microphone with her. She reached down and started to rub Alex’s cock. She rubbed like she wanted it more than anything in the world, looking him in the eyes while she did it.  
 
    “I suppose we can squeeze something in at the end of the show,” Alex said, his legs trembling slightly.  
 
    She pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. Then, they came back from the commercial break. “Alright, we’re back, sitting down with Carrie Perkins. You can hear her new album, Snowstorm, on iTunes or Spotify.” While Alex spoke, Carrie pulled his cock out and began to stroke it. 
 
    “That’s right, Alex,” she said with a smile in her voice, and her fingers firmly wrapped around Alex’s big dick. 
 
    Alex only stuttered a few times throughout the interview, straining to remain focussed on his job while Carrie pumped his throbbing erection under the desk. Surprisingly, she didn’t seem to have any issue multi-tasking, jerking a man off while being interviewed, as if she’d done it dozens of times before—and maybe she had. 
 
    “Tell me what it’s like, playing—” She made him come mid-sentence. “—Um, ah, playing, you know, in front of a big audience.” A warm shudder ran through his body as his hot load coated the underside of his desk. Carrie got to sing her song at the end of the show. She was slightly flat the whole time, but Alex could have cared less; he was still revelling in the lingering euphoria of Carrie’s expert handjob.  
 
    After that night, Alex started to give in more often, and it wasn’t long before he was the one initiating the little romps in his broadcasting booth. He would sometimes lie to give himself leverage. “Shoot, is that the time?” he would say during the commercial break. “I don’t know if we’ll have time to talk about your new book. I didn’t realize it was already that late. I’m already in trouble with my boss for going too late last night.” It didn’t take much to make girls beg, and once they were begging, the rest was easy. “If I’m going to get shit from my boss, you’ll have to seriously convince me.” 
 
    One girl, a young movie star, let Alex bend her over the desk and fuck her in the pussy mid-interview. He had to control each thrust, so she could still talk coherently. “Sorry, Alex, I suddenly have the hiccups,” she said. He had to cover her mouth to muffle her orgasm. The warm gush of fluid that came out from her damp hole ruined one of the switchboards. It was in need of replacement anyway. 
 
    Alex was absolutely convinced he had the best job in the world, until he was threatened with a lawsuit. One of the girls he slept with on air, Tina Beckley. (she even let him stick it in her butt) filed a sexual harassment lawsuit. Alex won the case, but not without a ton of media attention. Tina Beckley was one of those up-and-coming music stars who never really went anywhere. Her debut album had launched and it had flopped and there was never a follow-up album. It was obvious to Alex and everyone that she was just trying to relive her fifteen minutes of fame, and it worked. Following the lawsuit and the ensuing media storm, her episode of The Alex McKenna Experience was downloaded over thirty million times: a record. 
 
    Alex got in a little bit of trouble from his bosses, but nothing he couldn’t handle. They weren’t actually angry, after all; the show’s ratings were suddenly higher than ever.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Alex’s downfall was when he stopped caring about the content of his show, and only started caring about bringing on guests that he wanted to fuck. He would wake up every morning to dozens of e-mails from agents, all asking him to host their talent. He would usually discard all the men (he occasionally threw a guy onto the show to avoid suspicion), and then he would look up all of the girls, carefully deciding who was the hottest, and who seemed like they would put out. Occasionally he got some religious yuppie whose face would become white at the mere suggestion of a handjob, but most of the time, even they would end up putting out. 
 
    But it was rare that Alex got someone who really resisted. It always surprised him when someone looked shocked at the inquiry. “Do you want your song played at the top of the hour? Yeah? What are you willing to do for it?” He rarely even had to say the word to get what he wanted. Most girls caught on quick, and most of them were happy to put out. For most career celebrities, it was just part of the job. From what Alex understood, it wasn’t any different for male celebrities. Even they had to fuck their way through droves of cougars before they could claim their spot in the limelight. 
 
    Alex never felt guilty about convincing girls to sleep with him. He always told himself, “If not me, then it will be someone else.” He was, after all, going above and beyond to plug the starlets that came on his show. He really did go overtime so young musicians could play a tune for the millions listening, and he really didn’t have any obligation to push their tour dates and show times.  
 
    One day, he got so caught up in picking the sexiest guest from his list of options, he failed to even look up what they were looking to promote. The young woman he picked, Janet Morris, was an author who had just won a Pulitzer Prize for her debut novel, a novel which was being hailed by the feminist community as one of the greatest novels of the decade, as it dealt with many feminist issues. Had Alex taken the time to look that up, he probably wouldn’t have had her on the show, and he definitely wouldn’t have tried to get her to put out during the commercial break. 
 
    As per usual, he started the interview with casual conversation, asking her what she thought of New York City, had she even been before, which restaurants she liked, that kind of thing. He asked her about where she went to school, whether she’d been into sports or music as a child—Alex knew that people loved that kind of shit. “After the break, we’ll be back with Janet Morris to talk about what inspires this up-and-coming writer.” At least Alex had good sense enough to know that she was a writer. It was a shame he didn’t know any more than that.  
 
    “Are we going to talk about my new book?” she asked once the red light was off and the microphones were muted.  
 
     “You’ve got a new book out or something?” he asked her  
 
    She looked at him curiously. “Yeah,” she said. “I mean, that’s what you wanted to talk about, right?”  
 
    “Well…” he said, subtly biting the edge of his tongue to hide his smirk. “I usually try to avoid that kind of stuff. My audience likes it when guests just come on and shoot the shit, talk about real life. When people start plugging their work, people think that I’m just shilling. To be honest with you, no one wants to listen to that.” 
 
    “But I’ve listened to your show, and people are always plugging their new work,” she said, with a combination of confusion and worry on her face, as if she was suddenly regretting flying across the country for seemingly no reason at all. 
 
    “I mean, sometimes, sure, but those people usually give me some incentive.” 
 
    “Incentive?” It took a few seconds before the whiteness overtook her face and she realized what he was talking about.  
 
    Alex began to straighten the pens on his desk, which he hadn’t touched since the last commercial break where he also straightened them. “If I let everyone come on and advertise themselves for an hour, no one would listen to the show. It’s just a reality.” He didn’t look at her while he spoke. “I’ve had authors come on this show who had only sold a few hundred copies of their book. After they left, their books were number-one best sellers.”  
 
    Janet’s lips parted but she didn’t say anything, unable to think of anything to say. What Alex was suggesting went against every fibre of her being. She’d spent her lifetime speaking out against scum like Alex—she even wrote a Pulitzer Prize winning novel on the subject. But now, it wasn’t such an easy offer to turn down. Everyone in the country knew how powerful an Alex McKenna endorsement was, Janet included.  
 
    Alex could see the anger on her face. He’d seen anger on the faces of his guests before after slipping them the same offer, but this anger was different—though he couldn’t tell why. He couldn’t tell that she wasn’t angry with the fact that Alex was being a scumbag, but she was angry with the fact he was making her question her own set of morals. She was actually considering it, considering letting the radio host fuck her so she could get her book plugged.  
 
    How bad could it be, after all? He was a handsome man who lots of women probably fantasized about fucking. It would only last a few minutes and then, like he said, it could be enough to make her book a best-seller. Sure, the Pulitzer Prize stamp on the cover of her book helped sell a few copies, but it would have nothing on an Alex McKenna live plug.  
 
    With reluctance, she stood up and sat down on Alex’s lap, facing him. “How’s this for incentive?” she asked, bending forward and kissing him. She reached down between her legs and ran her fingers along the bulge of his cock. With each passing second, she hated herself more and more.  
 
    “What’s your new book called?” Alex asked as he reached up and squeezed her tit. She had a nice set on her. 
 
    “It’s called Dreaming in the Valley of Roses.” 
 
    “Alright. Stand up and spin around,” Alex said, and then he flicked a switch and leaned into the microphone. “And we’re back, here in the studio with Janet Morris, author. Janet, why don’t you tell us a little bit about what inspired you to write your new book, Dreaming in the Valley of Roses?” 
 
    He turned the mic towards her and let her go off while he tugged down her leggings and ran his fingers along the plump slit between her legs. She was wearing white cotton panties with a pattern of little red roses. Alex chuckled at the sight of the panties before tugging them down to her knees. Janet wasn’t going to be the first girl who plugged her work while being fucked from behind by Alex, and she wouldn’t be the last.  
 
    She’d practiced her pitch many times over, but she was struggling to remember that pitch now that she could feel the warm, throbbing tip of Alex’s cock slithering between her legs, sliding up the length of her slit. He was bigger than she’d expected, and now she was worried it was going to hurt. She’d never been with a man before, and this wasn’t exactly how she’d imagined herself losing her virginity.  
 
    She even struggled to remember the plot summary of her book, forgetting her own main character’s name as Alex penetrated her tight cunt. She took a sharp breath in. “Um…” she said, trying to remember anything at all. Alex paused so she could gather herself and remember enough to continue speaking. “Danica, sorry, her name is Danica, and, um, the story takes place after her, uh, mother is killed…”  
 
    Alex did his best to keep the smirk from his face as he sunk his cock in deep into her snatch. She wanted her plug so bad and now she was wasting her chance. No one is going to buy her book with this half-assed description, he thought, but he could have cared less. Her pussy felt too good: warm and wet and tight. Her loved the way her butt jiggled slightly as her legs trembled—and he hadn’t even started thrusting into her yet. Oh well, her loss. He started fucking her.  
 
    “The plot is kind of hard to explain,” she said. “But the book explores many big themes, like equality and diversity, and, um, that kind of stuff. It won the Pulitzer Prize, and, uh, a few other awards that are escaping me at the moment…” She grabbed the edge of the desk tightly. She had to lean away from the microphone for a moment to let out a long, soft sigh, though the microphone still picked it up.  
 
    Alex, who had been through this more times than he could count, was quick to grab the microphone and say, “Why don’t you tell us a little bit about the inspiration of the novel? Were any of the characters taken from your life?” He tilted the microphone back, but Janet was now too far gone to carry on with the interview, so he tilted the mic back towards himself and said, “We’re just having a slight technical difficulty with our switchboard. We’ll be right back with Janet Morris after these commercials.”  
 
    As soon as he flipped the switch, turning off the microphones and turning on the commercials, he started fucking her without hesitation, slapping his pelvis into her soft ass, making her moan uncontrollably as her warm pussy let out a gush of fluid. “Oh God,” she cried. “Right there. Don’t stop!” He held her hips tightly, keeping an eye on the commercial timer, which only had about sixty seconds left on it.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re so fucking tight,” he said, letting out a loud grunt. “I’m going to cum in your pussy, darling.”  
 
    She would have fallen to the ground, limp, had he not been holding her up, holding her against the studio desk. Her head was rolling from side to side. She was in a different universe, probably numb all over, save for her quivering pussy.  
 
    He came with ten seconds to spare. He pulled out, letting his creampie gush down her legs, and he grabbed the microphone. “And we’re back. Sorry about that, folks. Janet was just telling us about her inspiration for her new book, Dreaming in the Valley of Roses, which just recently won a Pulitzer Prize. Janet, take it away.”  
 
    She was slow to speak, but much more comprehendible now that she didn’t have a thick cock stuffed in her cunt. She seemed much more relaxed, lethargic almost, probably wishing she had a cigarette despite the fact she didn’t smoke. She got in a little more information about her new book before the show came to an end.  
 
    Alex shook his head as she left the studio, with a big smile on his face. He’d done it again, and it never got old.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Janet must have gone home and listened to the whole interview, because just a couple of days later, she called Alex at the studio and asked him to take the episode down. “I’ve never taken an episode down before,” Alex said, not paying full attention to Janet on the phone as he scrolled through his emails: a list of girls who wanted a crack at The Alex McKenna Experience.  
 
    “Please,” she said. She was ready to beg, but Alex wasn’t sure why. The episode wasn’t that bad, and you couldn’t tell that she was being fucked mid-interview. Alex always listened to his own episodes after airing, mostly because he liked hearing the sound of his own voice. It reminded him of his accomplishments in life, and how successful he’d been up until now. Despite what many people assumed after his sexual harassment lawsuit with Tina Beckley, Alex took pride in his work and he strived to make the best product possible. There was a reason he was the number-one talk-show on satellite radio, and the number-one most downloaded podcast on the internet.  
 
    “People can tell what was happening during the interview,” she said. 
 
    Alex laughed. “No they can’t. Trust me, darling, you’re fine. The show is going to do great things for you, I promise.” 
 
    “My own friends have been asking what happened. Please just take the interview down.” 
 
    “I can’t do that, I’m sorry. It’s not even my call. But hey, let me know when your next book is out and maybe we’ll have you on the show again.” Before Janet had a chance to raise her voice again, Alex had hung up the phone. 
 
    He continued looking through his e-mails, at the different girls he wanted to fuck, trying to judge whether or not they would put out, based on their photos. He always found it fun, even years into his job, trying to determine which girls were willing to whore themselves out for their careers. It wasn’t much of a challenge though—somehow it was easy to tell. It wasn’t the way they dressed or the way they posed for their photos, but it was a peculiar glimmer in their eyes.  
 
    The next day, he got a submission that caught his attention: a young woman named Andrea York. She was pretty but not too over the top. She wasn’t too thin (so many rising stars were so thin, it made Alex uncomfortable) and she definitely had that glimmer in her eyes. He checked to see who her agent was: some guy named Sol Peterson. Never heard of him, Alex thought. He searched his e-mail inbox to see if any Sol Peterson had ever submitted talent before, but the name came up with no other results, just the one pretty blonde: Andrea York. 
 
    He discarded the e-mail and kept searching through options. He ended up calling a little brunette who was staring in some new show for pre-teens. He booked her for later that week. She ended up sucking Alex’s cock during the commercial break, working her tongue so well, she had him coming in her mouth in less than the ninety seconds it took to run all of Alex’s sponsors.  
 
    A week later, that submission was back in Alex’s inbox. Sol Peterson, submitting Andrea York. Alex decided to quickly look her up. He saw she had a bit of a following on social media, and that was enough information for him. He was more interested in looking through her photos. She’d done some racy photo-shoots, one in which she wore nothing but a white crochet top that did next to nothing to hide her naked body. She had great tits, and her arms and legs had a nice thickness to them. It had been a long time since Alex felt nervous about booking a guest on his show. There was something about Andrea that was so intimidating. No, she wasn’t the most beautiful woman he’d ever had on his show (he’d had every Sports Illustrated cover model since 2012 in his studio, after all), and she most definitely wasn’t the most famous. But there was something about her that he couldn’t put his finger on, something that made his heart stutter.  
 
    He called Andrea’s agent, and was surprised when a woman picked up. Most agents were men (though there were plenty of women agents) and he’d assumed the name Sol was a man’s name. He was wrong. Sol had a slightly familiar voice, though Alex couldn’t place it. He’d probably met her at some fancy party or another. He was always going to parties crawling with agents and managers and casting directors. He liked the parties because he found them to be a nice change of pace. The women who threw themselves at him were agents and managers, trying to get into his good books—older women, with plenty of experience fucking their way through the business. He liked sleeping with the experienced gals from time to time. They were always more willing to experiment, and for whatever reason, they were always as horny as hell.  
 
    One agent, probably in her late fifties, stuck a small vibrator into her pussy and then told Alex to stick his cock in her. He couldn’t stop himself from coming in less than a minute, the pleasure was so intense, between the vibrator and the warm puckering of her pussy. Plus, he liked squeezing older tits. He liked it when they were a bit saggy, and they flung around violently when he rammed the kinky women senseless. And with the agents and the managers, there was never that expectation afterwards. Most of them were just happy to be considered, whereas the younger people, the talent, all wanted something for their efforts, despite the fact they enjoyed themselves just as much, if not more, than Alex. 
 
    “I’d like to book Andrea in for Friday night. Would she be available?” Alex asked. 
 
    “Let me check her schedule,” Sol, with her tediously familiar voice, asked. “Yep, she’s free.” 
 
    Alex proceeded to book her, letting Sol know the time and the place.  
 
    “Do you want to know a bit about her latest project, or any other talking points for the night?” Sol asked. 
 
    Alex laughed. “Nope, that’s okay. I know plenty. Thank you.” Alex hung up the phone. He should have let Sol tell him a bit about Andrea, though she probably wouldn’t have told him about the fact she had a cock. Had Alex gone and done a little more research, like he would have done back when he started his gig on The Alex McKenna Experience, he would have learned that Andrea was a transgender, male-to-female, actress, who had, just earlier that year, been in the spotlight when it was revealed she was born a man. 
 
    But Alex didn’t look any of that up. Instead, he sat and admired that photo of her in the crochet top, staring at her beautiful tits and those piercing eyes, trying to figure out what was so different about her. The difference wasn’t obvious, seeing as the bulge of her cock had been Photoshopped out of the photos he found himself admiring.  
 
    Or maybe he should have looked up Sol to see which agency she worked for. Maybe then he would have realized that there were no talent agents named Sol Peterson, and the phone number he’d reached her at had just been registered a few days before.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Andrea York arrived at the studio just ten minutes before she was set to go on air with Alex. Alex was mid-interview, with Dustin Hoffman, when he saw her walk by the studio window. He was mid-sentence, and suddenly rendered speechless. “Um, sorry, what was I saying?” Alex said, once Andrea was out of sight.  
 
    “You were asking about my new movie,” Dustin said, leaning over to look out the window into the hallway, to see what Alex was suddenly flustered over.  
 
    “Right, right, about the new movie…”  
 
    Alex wondered if anyone had told Andrea that it was a radio interview, not a television interview on New Year’s Eve. She was dressed in a shiny gold dress that hardly covered the bulge of her cock (the cock Alex had no idea she had), and it hardly covered the nipples of her fake tits (which Alex was convinced were real, the way they bounced and jiggled when she walked). She had her fingernails painted white, dark eyeliner encircling her stunning eyes, her blonde hair straightened perfectly, not too flat… Alex’s mouth was even watering over her white shoes (which matched her nails), and he’d never given a damn about shoes before. In that two second sighting of her passing the window, he had a perfect mental image of her, one that refused to leave his mind.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Dustin asked as soon as the commercials began to roll.  
 
    “Me? Huh? Yeah, I’m good. Why don’t we wrap things up here,” Alex said, reaching down at his desk and straightening his pens. He noticed his hands trembling slightly. 
 
    Andrea wasn’t dressed to kill, she was dressed to fuck. He’d had young ladies show up for their segments dressed like that before, and they always wanted the cock. There were a few agents in town who were well aware that Alex liked to get his dick wet, and would happily promote anyone willing to put out, and those agents were sure to have their clients prepared appropriately.  
 
    One time, a young girl, hardly eighteen, out promoting her new pop album, showed up for her interview in a housecoat. Alex thought it was strange until the studio door was closed behind her, and she let the housecoat fall to the ground, revealing a piece of black, lacy lingerie—crotchless, of course. Her pussy was already sloppy when Alex shoved it in her, as if she’d had sex with someone else just an hour before showing up for her interview—the last guy’s cum still warm inside of her. Alex didn’t mind. That girl made it far with her career in just a few years, and she wasn’t even very talented. And isn’t that just the industry? 
 
    When Dustin Hoffman left the studio, Alex’s heart began to race. He was just minutes away from meeting the blonde vixen. He still couldn’t figure out why he found her so intoxicatingly beautiful—what was different about her. She didn’t look at all like a man; in fact, she looked more like a woman than most women that Alex passed on a daily basis, so you can’t say it was some sort of subconscious gay thing. But there was a certain invisible quality to her—a sort of aura—as if she was stronger than your average girl, not physically, and not mentally either, but with her presence.  
 
    The thought of her made Alex’s legs tremble. She had a domineering quality to her, but Alex couldn’t tell why.  
 
    One of the studio assistants brought Andrea into the studio, and Alex tensed up. He usually stayed in his seat when greeting his guests, but without even thinking about it, he sprung to his feet and threw his hand forward. “Andrea, right? Alex. Nice to meet you. How’s it going? Take a seat, take a seat. How was the flight in? Did you fly in?” Alex was a babbling mess, asking questions so fast, Andrea didn’t have any time to answer them. As soon as he realized this, he became silent, taking a deep breath. “Sorry, I think I’ve had a bit too much coffee today.” 
 
    She smiled. “I actually drove in. I live here in Manhattan,” she said. Her voice had a subtle rasp to it, and it was slightly deep, but not enough for Alex to peg her as a biological man. 
 
    Alex looked up at the commercial timer. There was only forty seconds left before they were on air, and he realized that he had no idea what Andrea York was there to promote, or what she even did for a living. Had he forgotten or did he ever even know? He remembered the photos of her on the internet—was she a model? “Was there anything in particular you wanted to talk about tonight?” Alex asked, hoping she would slip him a hint as to why she was on his radio show. 
 
    She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “Whatever you’d like,” she said. Her eye-contact was relentless and intimidating. That smile on her face suggested she was up to no good, but Alex was convinced that was just in his head. Besides, she was just another starlet looking to advance her career, right?  
 
    But unlike the many other starlets that came through Alex’s studio, she didn’t seem nervous. They were always nervous, without exception until now. They knew The Alex McKenna Experience was their chance to skyrocket their careers. But Andrea either didn’t know that, or she didn’t care—or she was great at hiding her nerves. She just sat there with that sly smile on her face, staring into Alex’s eyes.  
 
    Alex looked up at the timer again. Fifteen seconds. “Okay, so I take it my assistant ran you through the rules. You can swear all you want, but don’t mention any brand names, and don’t say any bad things about anyone. If you do, the liability is on you, and not The Alex McKenna Experience or any of its sponsors.” He could have recited that bit in his sleep, and he practically was, his mind a puddle of mush as he stared at the transgendered beauty. 
 
    “Yep,” she said. 
 
    The red light turned green and the intro jingle filled the room. “Alright, we’re back. In case you’re just tuning in, I just sat down with Dustin Hoffman to talk about his upcoming movie, Kung Fu Panda 3. We also talked a little bit about how he got started in the business. If you missed it, that whole interview should be up on our site within the hour. But now, I’m here with Andrea York, a, um, beautiful young woman with so much talent. Andrea, how are you doing tonight?” Alex nodded to Andrea. His cheeks were red. Usually, he told the audience who his guest was and why they should care, but even he had no idea who she was or why anyone should care. 
 
    “I’m doing good, Alex, how are you doing?” Andrea said in that voice that drove Alex crazier and crazier. 
 
    Alex had his phone subtly out under his desk. He was looking her up, to see what it was she did for a living. “Oh, I’m doing just fine. Just fine, Andrea.” 
 
    ‘Andrea York is an American actress in film and television…’ Alex read on her Wikipedia page. That was enough information for him. He closed the page and looked back up. Had he just read another sentence or two, he would have read the part about her being one of the first transgendered actresses to land a leading role in a major television series. But instead, he remained oblivious to that fact.  
 
    “You’ve been in some pretty big TV shows,” Alex said. “You’ve got an impressive resume for your age.” Alex hadn’t actually seen her resume. 
 
    Andrea smiled. “Thanks, Alex,” she said with that evil smile in her voice—that smile that suggested she knew damn-well that Alex had no idea who the hell she was. Of course she noticed him scrolling through his phone under his desk, looking her up. She could his phone’ screen through the reflection of the tinted window behind him, and how could she not recognize her own Wikipedia page? “I suppose I’ve been pretty lucky in the last few years.” 
 
    “I’d say,” Alex said. His heart rate was beginning to accelerate. It wasn’t the first time he’d forgotten (or failed to look up) what his guests were famous for (or what they were hoping to become famous for), and though it was always embarrassing, he didn’t really care all that much. What was making him so nervous was that unrelenting eye-contact; it was like she was staring through his eyes, right into his soul. 
 
    “I still wake up some mornings and I can’t believe I landed that leading role on Beach Warmers,” she said, that smirk growing bigger, as if she knew she was helping Alex out in his embarrassing blunder.  
 
    Alex had never seen Beach Warmers, but he’d seen it listed on his TV guide when he scrolled through channels, many times before. “How many seasons are you up to now with Beach Warmers?” he asked. 
 
    “We just finished shooting our fourth season in July. Can you believe it? Four seasons?” 
 
    “Wow, no kidding. I feel like it was just yesterday that the first episode aired,” Alex said.  
 
    Andrea’s smirk grew bigger. She knew he was full of shit, and she was also fairly certain Alex had no idea what she was really famous for. As for the smile, she was just excited to have some fun with him, and embarrass him on national television. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Once Alex’s nerves began to subside, he started to become his usual self, planning in his head how he was going to convince Andrea to put out. He figured, seeing as she showed up dressed like a high-class escort, it wouldn’t be tough, but he still needed to find the words to make it happen. No matter how easy the girls that came through his studio were, it was still a challenge to get into their panties with only a few ninety-second commercial breaks to work with. 
 
    Alex employed one of his old, failsafe tactics after the first break. “Your mic is picking up some weird interference. We might have to share the one microphone for the rest of the interview,” he said as he adjusted his pens on his desk.  
 
    Andrea pulled her chair up next to get Alex. “Get nice and close. The mic has a very narrow spectrum,” he said, using some fancy lingo to lure Andrea in even closer, to the point where their shoulders were touching and he could smell a good amount of her mouth-watering perfume. “So do you have any new movies or shows coming out soon?” Alex asked with a few seconds before being back on the air. 
 
    “Next week,” Andrea said. “I’m in a horror movie that’s coming to theatres.”  
 
    “Well, hopefully we have time to talk about it. It’s looking like we’re running behind schedule,” he said, buttering her up the way he always did. 
 
    Usually, girls’ faces turned white when Alex suggested they might not have time to get to the promo segment of the show, but Andrea kept her cool, kept on smiling. This took Alex off-guard. He had the whole ensuing conversation memorized, because he’d run through it so many times with so many different girls, but Andrea didn’t take the bait. And now, Alex wasn’t sure what to say. 
 
    “Um, yeah, so if you want to get to that, I mean, maybe it’s possible.” Once again, he was a babbling mess. 
 
    They came back from commercial and continued their interview. Alex asked Andrea about New York, where she liked to eat out, where she liked to visit, that kind of thing. “Did you want to be an actress when you were a little girl?” he asked. 
 
    She laughed, but Alex didn’t know why. Of course, had he properly read her Wikipedia page, he would have known that she was never a little girl, that she started transitioning when she was eighteen. “I don’t think so. It wasn’t until high school that I really started to enjoy acting,” she said, her lips still curved into that post-laugh smile. Anyone listening who knew who Andrea was, or who had taken ten seconds to look her up properly, was probably at home shaking their head, face in the palms of their hands.  
 
    Alex may have been at a loss for words, but he’d been through enough of these interviews to know that, at the end of the day, words didn’t matter. He could speak volumes with his actions, so that’s what he did. As soon as they were back from the commercial break, he put his hand on Andrea’s thigh. “I’m back with Andrea York,” he said, keeping his hand on her thigh, casually rubbing (as casual as a bare-thigh rub can be), and inching his way up very, very slowly and carefully. It was an old high-school game guys used to play with girls: the guy puts his hand on the girls thigh and inches up towards her pussy, and the girl tries to ignore it for as long as she can. It was like the game, Chicken: who would puss out first? The guy or the girl? It was always the girl. 
 
    But Andrea let him slide up slowly, letting Alex’s sly hand inch its way up to her non-existent pussy. She wanted him to reach under her skirt and feel her cock and she wanted it to happen on air, so she could call him out to all of his listeners, humiliate him more than he knew possible. She even uncrossed her legs and spread them slightly, so he could get right in there and grab her big, tucked bulge.  
 
    But he paused short, the nerves getting to him. Usually a girl would have given him some sort of sign, some sort of go-ahead by this point, but Andrea was acting as if she didn’t even notice, her attention only moving between Alex’s eyes and the stationary microphone that was conducting their interview.  
 
    Was she giving him the cold-shoulder or was she playing hard to get? Alex always pushed to get laid, but he never forced himself on anyone. The last thing he wanted was another sexual harassment lawsuit. He never grabbed anyone’s pussy without at least a hint of consent, and Andrea hadn’t even given a hint of a hint.  
 
    “What are some struggles with your job that some people might not know about?” Alex asked, his eyes drifting over to the timer that still had five minutes left on it before the next commercial break. One of the biggest challenges of Alex’s job was coming up with questions to fill an entire hour-long time slot, particularly with girls who didn’t have much to say. Though Andrea’s problem wasn’t that she didn’t have much to say, it was that she was intentionally holding back on saying the important things—the topics that could easily fill many hour-long time slots. It was even harder for Alex to come up with conversation topics as his focus was almost entirely on trying to figure out how to get Andrea to put out. 
 
    “One of my biggest struggles was when I got my boob job,” she said. “I had a lot of critics say they didn’t look real, and then a few weeks later, the same critics accused me of getting a second boob job, but what they don’t realize is, it takes a few weeks for the implants to relax and the skin to stretch out a bit.” She held up her tits for Alex to see. 
 
    “Oh,” Alex said, his face turning red as he forced himself to look at her breasts. He wanted to stare at her breasts, sure, but there was something horribly awkward about being asked to look. 
 
    “They feel totally real, too. Feel them,” she said. That smirk was back on her face.  
 
    Alex reached forward slowly with one hand. Before he made contact, Andrea took his other hand and brought it up, so he could feel both at the same time. He squeezed. Was this his invite to make a move? Was this considered consent enough to avoid a lawsuit?  
 
    They did feel incredibly real, and they looked incredibly real. He couldn’t believe anyone could possibly think they looked fake by any stretch of the imagination, though he hadn’t seen them before, so what did he know?  
 
    While he squeezed her tits, she reached down and slipped her fingers over his cock. His heart started pounding and he couldn’t fight the big smile from his face. It was a clumsy start, but in the end, he’d gotten what he wanted. Or did he? 
 
    She stared into his eyes while she massaged his cock, and his hands ended up staying on her beautiful tits. He still had no idea she had only been a woman for a few years, of course. He would have never let a biological man massage his big cock, especially one that hadn’t fully transitioned yet. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell the audience about what you’re working on now?” Alex said, leaning back from the mic so she could scooch in closer, and get a better angle on his manhood. She slid in and began to do away with his belt.  
 
    “Well, next week, Death Valley is coming to theatres, and I was lucky enough to play the leading role,” she said. She continued explaining the plot of the film while she worked his cock out from his pants. Impressively, she managed not to stutter, multi-tasking expertly as she ran her fingers up and down the length of Alex’s big rod. Even Alex’s tit-fondling didn’t seem to distract her as she talked about her upcoming film. 
 
    Alex took a deep, elated breath in. She stroked cock like a damned pro. She had a firmer grip than most girls, and she knew just where to rub, where to put pressure, to get the most out of every stroke. Of course, she had plenty of first-hand experience working with her own cock, but Alex just assumed it was some inherent talent.  
 
    “How has the critical reception been so far?” Alex asked, as Andrea leaned back to spit into the palm of her hand, to make the handjob nice and sloppy. He really wanted a blowjob, but there was still three minutes left on the clock and he needed her to continue talking. He wasn’t even sure he would last three minutes.  
 
    “The reception has been stellar. And I’m not surprised. I got to see a cut of the film about a month ago, before it was fully finished, and I was blown away. Adam, the director, really had a firm grip of his vision.” As she said firm grip, she tightened her own grip, eliciting another deep, elated breath from Alex.  
 
    Every time he started to reach down to rub her cunt, she pulled his hand back up to her tits, taking his fingers and making him rub her nipples. He never thought twice about it, just assuming she was enjoying the tit fondling more than anything. 
 
    It wasn’t long before his cock was throbbing and on the verge of shooting cum all over the underside of his desk. He looked up at the clock. “It’s time to get a word from our sponsors. We’ll be right back with more of the beautiful Andrea York.” 
 
    He wanted to fuck her in the pussy during the commercial break, but Andrea had different plans. “Where’s the bathroom?” she asked, springing up before he had a chance to convince her to stay for just another minute—that was all he needed: a few pumps, at most.  
 
    “Just down the hall and on your left. It’s the open door, you can’t miss it,” Alex said, and then she left the studio. It’s fine, Alex thought, he could just fuck her during the show, like he’d done countless times before. Besides, he always got a kick out of listening to the girls trying to speak while taking it from behind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Andrea came back with less than ten seconds before they were back on the air. During the minute and a half she was gone, Alex wasn’t sure whether to leave his big, throbbing cock out, or to tuck it back in. He chose to leave it out, so Andrea wouldn’t get the idea that he was finished with her, but he felt awkwardly exposed as he sat there with his big, wet erection against his tummy.  
 
    When Andrea came back, he patted his lap so she would take a seat on his lap, instead of taking a seat next to him. He was ready to fuck her, and the mere sight of her return made his cock as hard as a marble pillar all over again. She took a seat on his lap. Had he not been so distracted by her perfect ass grinding his hard cock, he might have noticed the bulge of her ball sack against his thigh, but as fate would have it, he didn’t. 
 
    “We’re back again with Andrea York, star of Beach Warmers and the upcoming horror flick, Death Valley. We’re going to wrap things up in about ten minutes, but first, I want to hear a little bit more about Andrea. Andrea, tell us a bit more about your life, some things we may not know, maybe some fun facts about your upbringing.”  
 
    “My pleasure, Alex,” she said, and then she started going off about old friends and her family growing up. Alex knew audiences loved it, and it gave him plenty of time to do what he wanted to Andrea.  
 
    He motioned for her to stand up, and he stood up behind her, reaching up her panties and tugging them down. Had he been in front of her, he would have seen her erection pushing against the thin, golden fabric of her dress. He reached up and cupped her tits, giving them another firm squeeze, still unable to believe they weren’t real. The surgeon deserves an award, he thought, but he didn’t realize how much of an understatement that was. 
 
    She turned around and stepped around him, putting her chin on his shoulder so she could continue talking into the microphone. Alex didn’t stop her from stepping behind him, and he had no issues with it, especially once she reached around and started beating him off with her perfect, firm grip—though he would have preferred the pussy. He figured she must have been on her rag or something, so she was avoiding it.  
 
    “And what else can I say?” she said. “I guess lots of people don’t even realize that I was born a man.” She laughed as Alex’s whole body became tense. She released his cock, but he didn’t move. The chill running down his spine wouldn’t let him move. “You know, I’ve listened to your show for a long time, Alex, and I don’t think I’ve ever heard about your upbringing. Why don’t you tell me a little bit about yourself?” He could hear that evil smirk in her voice. 
 
    “Huh?” he said. His head was spinning. He was live on air with a lump in his throat, preventing him from saying anything. 
 
    “Tell me about your childhood, Alex. Did you grow up in New York City?” 
 
    “Did I what? I mean, um, yeah, I grew up in New York…” He said slowly. He felt her long, warm rod slide up between his butt cheeks. He tried to spin around, but Andrea quickly pinned his wrists down to his desk. She was stronger than she looked, though that was no surprise to Alex anymore. His heart was racing.  
 
    “Did you always know you wanted to be a radio host?” she asked as the tip of her cock pressed up against his puckering hole. He’d never been fucked in the ass before. He’d had a few girls stick their fingers up his butthole before, but nothing more than that—nothing nearly as big as her thick, throbbing cock which was now pushing against his asshole, trying to penetrate that initial barrier.  
 
    He probably could have fought her off, but not without making a big commotion, live on air. He still had his reputation to withhold, and he didn’t want anyone to think that he was being fucked by a tranny. He especially didn’t want to give her any reason to tell his audience that he’d let a biological man stroke him off. So what could he do, besides let it happen?  
 
    He looked back, hoping to see that it was just some big prank, that she really just had a strap-on on her pelvis that she’d gone and put on during the commercial break—but it was no strap-on, it was a big, throbbing cock, complete with bulging veins and a bulbous tip that was now pressing into his body. 
 
    “I guess I always knew,” he said with a  deep breath. “I used to play radio with my friends in elementary school, and in high-school I ran the morning radio show on the intercom.” He was still a professional, still capable of keeping things together under pressure. There were millions of people listening. Under no circumstances could he let them know what was really happening—not even a hint! 
 
    He felt her sliding in. He tried to clench to stop her, but she was determined to have her way with him. It hurt, but he didn’t let it show in his voice. “In college, I worked my way up through the college radio station. I started with the 2:00 AM slot, and every year, I got about an hour closer to the prime-slot each night.” He took another deep breath, feeling her cock pushing in deeper than anything should be pushed into an asshole. He felt like he could feel it up in his throat, about to push out through his mouth. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell the world about what you like to do in your free time, when you’re not running the radio show. Are there any ladies in your life?” Andrea asked with a subtle laugh. She started to thrust her cock in and out of him.  
 
    Alex was suddenly overwhelmed by a strange euphoria that he hated himself for feeling. It buzzed through his whole body, making his legs shake. He bent forward, planting his elbows against the desk. He had to reach up and tilt the mic down so he could continue talking. “Ladies? No ladies right now. I like to think I’m keeping my options open.” 
 
    “Well you’re certainly keeping your asshole open,” Andrea said. 
 
    Alex felt the warm blood rush into his face as his heart sunk into the pit of his gut. “I like to go hunting, and I go to the gym, sometimes twice a day,” Alex said, changing the subject, praying that no one heard or realized what Andrea had just said, live on the air.  
 
    “Do you like being fucked in the ass like this?” Andrea asked. 
 
    The lump in Alex’s throat grew even bigger. He had to strain to push words out. “I think we’re almost out of time for the night,” he said. She was pounding him so hard, his voice was hopping, as if he was setting the world record for the fastest hiccups.  
 
    “By the way, do you know my agent, Janet Morris? She sends her regards,” Andrea said, as her ball sack slapped so hard against Alex’s bum that the mic picked it up.  
 
    Suddenly, it all made sense. Janet had set it all up, upset that Alex had taken advantage of her and refused to take the episode down. It was revenge, the cruellest imaginable revenge. He’d fucked her live on air (and so many other women) and now he himself was being fucked, live on air.  
 
    “It’s okay, Alex, no one can tell you’re letting me fuck you in the ass right now,” Andrea said, for all of his listeners to hear.  
 
    But he couldn’t move, or even speak to defend himself. His body had completely surrendered to her big cock and the intense pleasure that was swirling through his body. He was red all over with humiliation, but he could do nothing about it.  
 
    “Oh my God, you’re coming!” Andrea announced. “That’s amazing!” It was true. Cum was oozing out from Alex’s cock. He couldn’t help it. It just felt too good. “Do you want me to come in your ass?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Alex managed to say through the pulsing euphoria and the seemingly endless orgasm trembling inside of him. 
 
    She thrusted herself into him a few more times, and then he felt it: her warm load, filling his ass up deep. God, it felt good, despite it being the single most embarrassing thing that had ever happened to him, bar none.  
 
    After she pulled her long cock out, and let her warm creampie pour down his legs, she tilted the microphone up to her lips and said, “That’s all the time we have tonight. I hope you will all tune into The Alex McKenna Experience next time to hear Alex’s half-assed attempt at explaining what happened here tonight. If you want to see photos of Alex getting pumped, follow my Instagram. I’ve already posted a few good ones. Goodnight, everyone.” She flicked the little switch, which brought the show to an end. 
 
    Alex hadn’t even noticed Andrea snapping photos with her phone the whole time he was being mounted and pumped.  
 
    He certainly learned his lesson after that night, especially once the show broke download records by a massive margin. Most people skipped right over the Dustin Hoffman interview and went straight for the Andrea York interview.  
 
    But his show wasn’t cancelled. He tried to walk away from the show, horrified to step foot in that studio ever again, but he’d recently signed a five-year contract, and unless he wanted to be sued for all of his money, he was stuck finishing out his contract. But some good came out of it. 
 
    Instead of bringing on starlet bimbos, he started bringing on people who needed a platform to speak about human rights, feminine issues, and issues with the transgender community. He actually brought quite a few transgenders onto his show. He even brought Andrea back to speak more in-depth about the issues she faced day-to-day.  
 
    And despite the format change, the show was actually more popular than ever. 
 
    But occasionally, Alex would still scan through the options that ended up in his e-mail, and he picked the ones he wanted to have a good time with and brought them on the show. Except he had enough respect for them to wait until after the show to have a little fun, and he always made sure it was just as much fun for them, too—though it wasn’t girls he was having fun with, not in the biological sense, anyway. Because, thanks to Andrea, he’d discovered that he loved being bent over in that studio and fucked from behind by gorgeous, transgendered women. 
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    PUMP ME UP 
 
    Anthony finds himself in a struggle to choose between two girls at summer camp: Claire and Sarah. They’re both beautiful, but they both have secrets hiding under their clothes that no one at camp knows about, not even Anthony.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I had to choose between two women and it wasn’t an easy choice. It was an especially difficult choice, seeing as neither women knew I existed, but that was just temporary. Both of them, and every other girl at that summer camp, were all too preoccupied fawning over Maxwell Bernier, the guy with the big muscles and the dopey face. It was just a matter of time before they realized it was me they wanted, the one and only Anthony Pike. 
 
    Claire was my first choice. She had impressively long hair, and I think she was a brunette, though it was tough to tell, because in the sunlight she sometimes looked like a redhead. Her hair might not have been as long as it looked because she was short—it could have just been an illusion—but it was long on her. She wore thick, dark eyeliner around her eyes. “Isn’t that a pain in the ass?” I asked her on our third morning at camp. 
 
    “Isn’t what a pain in the ass?” she asked. She looked at me with narrowed eyes, as if to say, Who the hell are you? I’m Anthony Pike—remember that name. Soon enough, you won’t be able to forget that name. Soon enough, you’ll be begging for that name, wishing it was with you at every moment of every day. Who the hell am I? Who the hell are you? 
 
    “Doing your makeup like that every morning and cleaning it off at night. Is there even a mirror in your outhouse?” There were no bathrooms at Camp Chief Hector. There was no running water as far as I knew, unless there was some special line running into the girls’ cabins. The boys’ cabins certainly had no running water, just a flat of water bottles. 
 
    “I have a makeup mirror. I like the way I look with makeup,” she said, and I shrugged and walked away. As of that moment, I was officially on her radar—I’m pretty sure. She was hot—maybe the hottest girl at the camp. Well, I should say second hottest. The hottest girl at the camp was Mandy King, but I wasn’t interested in Mandy King. She was always smearing this strawberry-flavoured lip gloss on her lips, every minute or two, as if it was like a snack to her. If you were within ten feet of her, you could smell that artificial strawberry smell on her, and it always looked like it was melting off of her lips. I hate strawberries, always have, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t disassociate the girl from the fruit. She was hot though. Her tits were enormous and she never wore a bra. 
 
    Claire didn’t wear bikinis like the other girls. In the afternoons, she would go down to the lake with her friends, wearing a little red one-piece with a bathing-skirt. It looked more like a fitted cocktail dress than a bathing suit. My friend, Mikey, theorized that she wore it because she had self-esteem issues, but I liked it. It left more to the imagination. The swim suits of the other girls left nothing to the imagination, their tiny bikinis hardly covering their nipples and their pussies. If you can imagine what a couple of nipples and a pussy looks like, you pretty much knew how those girls looked naked. Not Claire though. Her body was still a mystery, and I liked that. She was saving it for someone special, for me, for Anthony Pike, future Hollywood screenwriter. 
 
    She had the voice of an angel, Claire did. At night, when everyone sat around the campfire, and one of the counsellors would pull out their guitar and play a song, she would sing along. She knew the words to everything—campfire songs and pop hits from the radio. She could hit every note, harmonize with whoever else was singing, and she would do it with a smile on her face. It was annoying, to be honest, because there was an unspoken obligation to sit there and listen to her while she sang, and all I wanted to do was talk to Mikey. If I wanted to hear someone sing, I would have gone to the opera, not summer camp. You could tell by looking around that everyone else felt the same way. When she opened her mouth and sang that first note, it was hard to miss at least a few eye-rolls from the crowd. If Claire was mine—when Claire was mine—I would ask her to lose the singing. Of course I’ll lose the singing, Anthony! Anything for you. It’s important you have a clear mind for your screenplays.  
 
    I knew Claire liked me because she sat next to me one night during dinner. All of the other seats were taken, except for one, at one of the girl tables. But she didn’t take the one at the girl table, she sat next to me. Mikey insisted that she probably didn’t see the empty seat at the girl table, or maybe she didn’t like one of the girls at the table, but I was certain she was there for me. She even asked me if the mashed potatoes were any good today. I shrugged and said, “I dunno.” The mashed potatoes weren’t bad—better than the days before, but still far too mashed, as if the cook used a blender to save time. You could always hear a blender running from the kitchen, but what was being blended? Not the pork chops or the peas, and presumably the gravy didn’t need blended… 
 
    Claire could have asked anyone at that table if the mashed potatoes were any good, but she asked me.  
 
    She made a lot of noise while she ate. She took a few bites with her mouth open, followed by a few bites with her mouth closed, like a goldfish constantly forgetting its manners and then remembering them when it heard the insufferably sound of its food being squashed and mashed in its mouth. “You really should eat with your mouth closed,” I said. If we were going to be together, that was one thing that needed fixed. I couldn’t possibly bring her to any big galas or red carpet events if her food was precariously close to falling out of her mouth. What would Herzog think if he saw such a thing? Those galas are always filled with members of the Academy—some of the smartest, most talented people in the world; surely they would remember such an atrocity when filling out their ballots for Best Screenplay.  
 
    Claire looked at me with wide eyes, the colour flushed from her face. “Excuse me?” she said. 
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
    She turned away from me. I don’t know why she took it so personally. She should have been thanking me. I’d potentially just saved her from a lifetime of humiliation. If I had a habit as vile as hers, I would hope someone would tell me. “You’re a real asshole, you know that, Anthony?” she said. 
 
    She knew my name, but I never told her my name, which meant the girls had been talking about me. My body filled with a light warmth but I hid my smile.  
 
    I was about to return to my cabin when I decided to do something nice for her. I went to the buffet and got her a slice of pie that had just been put out. I brought it back to her and placed it in front of her. “What’s this?” she said. 
 
    “It’s pie,” I said. 
 
    “No kidding.” 
 
    I looked back at her just before I left the mess hall. She slid the piece of pie across the table to Mikey, with her head turned away from it as if it were infested with bugs. Mikey happily took the pie and ate it. I guess she wasn’t a fan of pie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Sarah was the other girl I liked, but I kept that a secret from Mikey and the other guys. I didn’t want to like her, but I couldn’t help it. There was some strange allure to her that I just couldn’t put my finger on.  
 
    She was my type, and I happened to have a very specific type. Claire wasn’t exactly my type, but I was willing to settle on certain things—superficial things that I knew wouldn’t matter in the end. Claire was short, but I’d always liked tall girls. Sarah was tall—an inch or two taller than me, though that wasn’t saying much seeing as I’d been told I was too short for the high-school volleyball team. Sarah was a bit thicker, though she wasn’t fat. Is the term ‘big boned,’ or does that just mean fat? She wasn’t fat. How’s about Amazonian? Though her skin was pale and her eyes were blue. 
 
    Her hair was long—except it was actually long, and she always wore it down, even when she was eating. She didn’t seem to have too many friends, and she didn’t make any of the guys’ top ten lists, so when I made mine I made a point of keeping her off, even though I secretly wanted to put her down as my number two. Unlike Claire, she didn’t wear a ton of makeup. She had what I would call natural beauty. She never wore a bikini, at least not that I ever saw—not even a one-piece. Every time I saw her down by the lake, she was still in her white t-shirt and her little jean shorts, her nice thick legs dangling over the dock with her toes in the cool water.  
 
    I ran into her one night when I went out for a piss. She was standing alone, down by the lake, smoking a cigarette. I didn’t know there was anyone at camp who smoked. In fact, there was a strict no-smoking rule. I found her fascinating. Of all the people at that camp, she was the last person I would have pegged as a smoker. She’d always struck me as a book-worm, or one of those girls who plays video games to impress boys. Hey look at me, I’m cool, I’m just like one of the guys. She always had that straight-A look about her. I went over to her. “You smoke?” I said. 
 
    She jumped and tossed her cigarette into the lake quickly, turning her head away to blow out her last puff of smoke.  
 
    “You know that’s bad for you, right?” I said. 
 
    “Is it? I thought it was good for you.” She looked me up and down and then she wrapped her arms around her chest, making herself look small. 
 
    “You know they kick you out if they see you smoking, right?” I said. The rule was ironic, seeing as the man who ran the whole camp, Rick Barker, was himself a smoker. You could smell it on him, on his clothes, whenever he was within ten feet. He probably thought he just smelled like campfire, but the reality was obvious. 
 
    “So?” she said. 
 
    “Don’t you like it here?” I asked. 
 
    “I dunno. I guess it’s fine.”  
 
    “Your name is Sarah, right?” 
 
    She looked around and then she pulled out another cigarette. “Yeah.” She lit it and took a long drag. She offered it to me. I’d never smoked before and I wasn’t interested. If I was going to be a world-famous screenwriter, I needed to keep my head clear of all possible toxins. 
 
    “Don’t you want to know my name?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “It’s Anthony Pike. I’m a screenwriter.”  
 
    “What have you written?” she asked, taking another long drag.  
 
    “The Nightmare of a Happy Man,” I said. 
 
    “I’ve never heard of it. Is it new?” 
 
    “It’s not out yet. I just finished writing it.”  
 
    She looked at me strangely, as if there was something off about me but she couldn’t figure out what. “I’ve seen you looking at me before. You know you can come talk to me, right? I won’t bite or whatever,” I said. 
 
    “I’ve literally never looked at you before, at least not intentionally.” This sentence made me hate her in a single moment. Maybe she wasn’t ‘big-boned’. Maybe she was just a bit over-weight. And maybe she was too tall. If she ever wore a pair of heels, being around her would be uncomfortable. And the smell of cigarette smoke—how could I ever live with such a smell? It burned my nostrils and made me feel nauseous. Besides, she already looked slightly older than the other girls at the camp. Give it a few years and she would look as old as my mother. There was no way I would ever be able to bring her to any events, or show her off to the executives at MGM or Lionsgate.  
 
    “What is that supposed to mean?” I said. 
 
    She looked at me with that strange look again. “Exactly what it means. I’ve never seen you before.” This just made me angrier. 
 
    “You know you didn’t make any top ten lists, right? Not one that I’m aware of.”  
 
    Her face flushed and then her eyes narrowed. “What top ten lists?” she asked, but I could tell she knew damn-well what I was talking about.  
 
    “I thought about putting you on mine, but now I’m glad I didn’t,” I said, standing up tall and triumphant.  
 
    She took a deep breath. “The Nightmare of a Happy Man is a stupid title for a movie. It’s probably the most arrogant nonsense I’ve ever heard. It sounds like some artsy crap that no one would ever want to watch.”  
 
    I bit the edge of my tongue. “You’ll regret saying that one day—and I’ll be sure to remind you during my acceptance speech.” 
 
    “When you’re accepting the award for stupidest title?”  
 
    That was all I could take. I turned around and started back towards my cabin, so mad that I forgot I needed to pee. I didn’t say anything else to her; I didn’t have to. I would prove her wrong one day in the not-so-distant future. Some hick will be taking her out on a date—probably sneaking her into the theatre because he can’t afford the price of admission—and then as she sits down and the curtain comes up, there’s my film: The Nightmare of a Happy Man. And she’ll look over at her date, who snuck in a bag of no-name brand potato chips, who can hardly afford the rent on his trailer, whose teeth are yellow and rotting out of his mouth because he’s too cheap to buy toothpaste, and I’ll be sitting in the back of the theatre with Claire under my arm—a night out from our luxury mansion in Beverly Hills. They’ll bring me up for a Q&A after the credits have rolled (and of course everyone stuck around through the credits during their standing ovation) and then I’ll see her, trying to hide her face with the collar of her worn-out coat.  
 
    She was pretty though, I’ll give her that. She had big, shining eyes and nice, plump lips. I like girls with big lips—but not those fake, saggy lips that so many rich girls always seem to have. Not like Mandy King’s lips, always dripping that artificial strawberry sludge. I still wanted to kiss Sarah’s lips, feel them pressed up against my own, feel her teeth playfully biting my bottom lip. I still wanted to feel the warm embrace of her body, lay her down and explore her chest that never seemed to make it out from her t-shirts. I bet she’s feisty in bed, too. She probably likes having her hair pulled, being slapped around a little bit. Hell, I bet she likes it on top, doing all the work, bouncing like a feisty bunny-rabbit, her tits jiggling around with no discernable rhythm. She strikes me as a squirter. I’ve always wanted to be with a squirter—a girl who’s not afraid to hold back. 
 
    Maybe I was a bit harsh on her, telling her about the top ten lists she didn’t make, although it was just the truth—unlike her jab at me, at my screenplay; that was just uncalled for. Cruel for the sake of being cruel. The Nightmare of a Happy Man was an exceptional title, she just didn’t have half the brain to take a second and think about it, about its complexity and its nuances. I doubt she actually thought it was a terrible title—that was just her emotions speaking. Maybe she was on her period or something.  
 
    The next morning, I decided I would be the bigger man and make things right. It was still early, still an hour or so before the sun found the quaint little Camp Chief Hector. I got dressed quickly and quietly left the cabin. I kept my distance from the other cabins, especially the staff cabin, so I wouldn’t wake anyone up. There were always supposed to be two staff members awake and on the lookout for any shenanigans, but I’d never seen any staff members awake after midnight, and before six. I’m fairly certain whoever was slapped with guard duty was off partaking in shenanigans of their own—or they were just sleeping in one of the vacant cabins.  
 
    The administrative cabin was kept locked, but like every other cabin on the large property, the windows were kept open, otherwise the air would get so hot and stuffy it was hard to breathe. I was able to slip through one of the open windows. I found Rick Barker’s office, and sure enough, in his bottom drawer, was a whole crate of unopened packs of cigarettes. I took three, and then I put one back, thinking the theft looked too apparent with three gone. I don’t think he would notice two missing packs. I slipped back out the window and then I returned to my cabin as the early risers were just waking up.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I kept an eye on Sarah during breakfast. She sat at a table with a group of friendless girls who didn’t speak a word to one another, and then she slipped away while most people were lining up for seconds. I followed her, keeping my distance. She buried her hands into her pockets and made her way down a hiking trail, looking around cautiously to make sure no one was following. Before we were even out of sight of the cabins, she spotted me. “Why are you following me?” she asked. 
 
    “I got you something,” I said, catching up to her. I handed her the packs of cigarettes.  
 
    “Camels? Gross.” Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “What’s the difference?” 
 
    “There’s a big difference.”  
 
    “Can’t you smoke these?” I said. 
 
    “I can if I want to go around smelling like Camels all day.” She handed the cigarettes back to me. No one had ever refused a gift from me, Anthony Pike, before. If she’d had any sense at all, she would have asked me to sign the boxes—even if just to sell in a few years once my name was written in lights above every theatre in America. But apparently she was determined to remain stubborn.  
 
    “I’m trying to be nice, you know. You aren’t being very grateful,” I said. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a short kiss, only lasting about two or three seconds. Her lips were soft and smooth, making my legs weak, making my heart pound up in my throat. “If you want to do something nice, find me a pack of Du Mauriers.” She held up her own pack, a red box with a black stripe on it, to let me know what I was looking for. It was an impossible task trapped on that compound—she might as well have asked me to get her a Plutonian rock. But I was determined.  
 
    “Fine,” I said. “Then what do I get?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Probably nothing,” she said, but I was still determined. God, she was beautiful: her thick thighs, her perky rack, her eyes glowing in the orange warmth of the morning sun. She was perfect in every way, tall like Greek goddess, beautiful like the sirens of the Odyssey. She continued down the trail. I followed. “Stop following me,” she said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it’s creepy.” 
 
    “I thought you liked me,” I said. 
 
    “No. Not even a little bit.” She looked at me as if she was being followed by a festering sewer rat that had climbed out from its cesspool. How could someone be so ungrateful? She didn’t deserve my attention, and she didn’t deserve any stinking Du Mauriers. Screw her. Only the best deserve the future greatness of Anthony Pike—not some nobody who couldn’t even grace a single top ten list. I turned around and walked away without saying anything, stuffing the Camels back into my pocket. Maybe I would slip them into her room and tell one of the counsellors I saw her stealing from Rick Barker’s office. So long, sweet Sarah! Enjoy your summer at home, with your parents, grounded in your bedroom like a petty thief, watching the sun cycle around you, the final days of your youth passing you by. Odysseus escaped the sirens and so did I. Fling yourself into the waters and perish! You will be easily forgotten.  
 
    I went to her cabin. There was no one around. Inside, there were names on each door. I found Sarah’s at the end of the hall. Oh, how easy it would have been, but I couldn’t bring myself to do the deed. Her fate could sort itself out. She thought I was so horrible—if only she knew I was sparing her summer, her fate resting in my fingertips. 
 
    I tossed the cigarettes into the trash bin and moved on.  
 
    I witnessed the call of fate later that evening, when everyone was going their separate ways after the nightly bonfire. I went to grab a bottle of water from the mess hall before returning to my cabin. Sarah was in the mess hall, cleaning off tables (every night a different group was put on clean-up duty). We made eye-contact very briefly, and then I turned away. She was beautiful but I resisted her lure. As I grabbed a bottle of water, Claire came up next to me, grabbing a bottle of her own. It was beyond coincidence, the work of God himself.  
 
    I looked over at Claire. “You’re a beautiful singer,” I said, knowing Sarah could hear me just fine. 
 
    Claire looked at me and smiled. “Thank you.” 
 
    “I bet you’ll be famous one day, with a voice like that. Are you wanting to become a professional singer?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I hadn’t planned on it. I was thinking of going into medicine. Both of my parents are doctors.”  
 
    “It would be a waste. My uncle owns a record company. If you have recordings, I can pass them along for you.” 
 
    Her cheeks became dark red. “Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” I could feel Sarah’s scorn behind me, and it filled me with a warm satisfaction. My uncle didn’t actually own a record company. I didn’t even have an uncle. My parents were both from single-child families. “You know I’m a writer? I write screenplays. My most recent script won an award.” 
 
    “Really? What award?” 
 
    “Best Screenplay at the Academy Nicholl,” I said. It wasn’t entirely a lie. I’d submitted my script to the contest and I hadn’t heard back yet, though I was sure I was going to win. I’d read the work of past winners, and they had nothing on me—nowhere near as skilful as The Nightmare of a Happy Man. 
 
    “Wow, congratulations.” 
 
    “Thanks. Do you want to go down to the lake with me?” 
 
    She smiled. “Sure,” she said. We went down to the lake. On the way, she said, “I’m sorry I called you an asshole the other day.”  
 
    “I knew you didn’t mean it,” I said. “I like your hair.” 
 
    “Thanks.” She ran her fingers through it, as if on instinct from hearing the word ‘hair’.  
 
    “Do you write your own music?” I asked. 
 
    “No. Should I?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, and then we reached the dock. We both sat on the edge and dipped our toes in. The water was surprisingly warm and completely calm. We sat in silence for a few minutes, and then she put her hand on mine. 
 
    “So are you going to be a famous writer one day or something?” she asked. 
 
    “Probably,” I said. The stars started to appear through the darkness. It was a cloudless night.  
 
    “Are you going to take writing in college?” 
 
    “No. There’s no point,” I said. It was true—when studios buy scripts, the don’t care whether the writer has a degree. A degree doesn’t make a man a better writer. In fact, the writing I’ve seen from college students is typically worse than what I’ve seen from writers who skipped the formality of post-secondary and went straight into their craft. “You learn more from writing a script than you can learn in four years of school.”  
 
    “But don’t they teach you important things like grammar, or how to get an agent—stuff like that?”  
 
    “My dad says that college professors are all communists with an agenda, and from what I can tell, he’s right.”  
 
    “Oh,” she said. We returned to silence. It seemed like the perfect opportunity to kiss her, so I did. She kissed back. Her lips weren’t quite as soft or as lush as Sarah’s, but they were still pretty good. She tried to slip in some tongue, but I thought that was too soon, so I pulled away.  
 
    “Do you want to go for a swim?” I asked. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Yeah. C’mon, it’ll be fun.” I took off my shirt. She just sat there and watched, her arms wrapping over her chest.  
 
    “I don’t have a bathing suit on.” 
 
    “Haven’t you ever skinny dipped before?” I asked. I turned my back to her, pulled down my shorts and I jumped in, completely naked. Once I was submerged I turned back to her. “C’mon, the water’s warm.” It was actually quite cold once I was inside, but I wasn’t about to admit it. 
 
    She looked around. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. Someone might see us.” 
 
    “Everyone’s asleep. C’mon. Hop in.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. I didn’t understand why she was suddenly acting so cold and so distant. She wouldn’t even look me in the eyes, as if I’d offended her somehow.  
 
    “I just don’t want to, okay?” she snapped. She looked away from me and I suddenly felt very stupid, wading naked in the water by myself. “So stop asking.” 
 
    “Fine, you don’t have to be such a bitch about it.”  
 
    “Fuck you, Anthony,” she said, and then she stood up, kicked my clothes into the water, and then left. I was angry. My best shirt was floating in the water with my best shorts, and I couldn’t spot my underwear anywhere. Had they sunk to the bottom? 
 
    I gathered my shorts and my shirt and I pulled myself up to the dock. Sarah wouldn’t have done that—my sweet, sweet Sarah.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Instead of going to sleep when I got back to my cabin room, I decided to stay up and write. My head was swirling with ideas that I needed to get down on paper, and I’d made the mistake of letting my passion pass me by before. That’s the best time to write: when your heart is pounding with rage, passion, love, hatred, or whatever the soup of the day is. My story was about a college girl who dropped out just a year before getting her degree so she could become a singer instead. But when she gets up on stage, everyone laughs at her, because her voice is actually more obnoxious than anything. She goes back to continue her education, but they won’t let her back. “We gave away your spot,” the administrator tells her, and then she cries and she knows it was the doing of karma. I read it over and realized it was a terrible story, so I tore it up and threw it out. I knew the sun was about to rise, so I went to sleep, hoping to squeeze in a couple of hours before breakfast. 
 
    I saw Claire in the mess hall the next morning. She looked over at me and then looked away. I expected her to come and apologize. I even kept the seat next to me free for her, for when she decided to make her apology, but she never came. I caught her looking my way again near the end of the breakfast hour, with a narrowed gaze that suggested she was waiting for an apology from me—but I didn’t have one to give her. I’d done nothing wrong. It was her loss. As I brought my plate to the little kitchen window where dirty plates were supposed to be brought, I decided it was Sarah that deserved my heart—not Claire. 
 
    Sarah was just finishing up her breakfast. I sat down next to her. There were bags under her eyes and she looked like shit. “What’s wrong with you?” I said. 
 
    She looked around to make sure no one was listening. “I’m out of cigarettes. Do you still have those Camels?” she asked in a low voice. 
 
    “No, I threw them in the garbage.” 
 
    “Why would you do that?” she asked. 
 
    “You told me you don’t like them.” 
 
    “I don’t like them.”  
 
    “So what difference does it make?” 
 
    “I need them.” 
 
    “I’ve decided you’re the one for me. I want to be with you,” I said, sitting up straight, proud of my confidence. I’m a hero amongst a generation of cowards. Too often do I hear of people being too afraid to talk to a girl, to ask her on a date, to propose their love. There’s no time in the world to be afraid, no time to be anxious or worries.  
 
    “What the hell is the matter with you?” she said. “You want to be with me? What does that even mean?”  
 
    “I like you. I want you to be mine.” 
 
    She looked around, making sure no one was listening. Her cheeks were red. She was obviously flattered, but too afraid to admit it. “I can’t be yours,” she said. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because there are things you don’t know about me, and if you knew them, you wouldn’t be interested. Trust me.”  
 
    “There’s nothing that can change my mind, Sarah. The heart wants what the heart wants.” 
 
    “What if I told you I was actually a man?” she said. 
 
    My lips parted but I could muster up no words. There was something I was going to say, but it fluttered away from me the moment I heard her say the word ‘man’. I felt the colour draining from my face.  
 
    A big grin swept across her face. It was just a joke—right? She wasn’t actually a man. Besides, I’d seen her glorious tits bouncing when she walked. I’d seen the gap between her perky cleavage. But was it possible she’d gotten implants? Was she one of those trannies that I’d heard so much about but never seen? 
 
    I decided it must have been a test. She wasn’t actually a man, but she was testing my commitment to her—if I could still love her as a man, then my love knew no boundaries. If I told her I didn’t care, I was sure she would up the ante. I’ve got AIDS, Anthony. I only have a year to live, Anthony. I’m actually wanted for murder, Anthony… 
 
    “I don’t care,” I said, “even though I can see that you’re not actually a man.” I did care, and I wanted her to admit she wasn’t a man. I knew her little tease was going to torment me endlessly.  
 
    She leaned in closer and looked around again, to make sure no one had come within earshot. “What if I said I used to be a man, and I still had my cock?” she said, her grin growing bigger. 
 
    “I still wouldn’t care,” I said triumphantly. She was taller than the other girls, with a bigger build. But that didn’t mean anything, did it?  
 
    “You’re just saying that because you think I’m lying to you,” she said. She bit her lip, as if to stop herself from laughing. Her lie couldn’t have been more obvious.  
 
    “No, I’m not.” 
 
    “Get me a pack of cigarettes—any brand—and we’ll talk.” She got up and left. I watched her walk away, her bum bouncing slightly in her tight shorts with each step. Goddamn, she was hot. There was no way she was a man—no way in hell. No amount of hormone therapy could create such a goddess. 
 
    I went to the garbage where I threw away the cigarettes. It had recently been changed out. I wandered over to the staff cabin, but there were people inside working. I was going to have to wait until the late night when I could sneak in again, which somehow felt like torment. I wanted to prove my devotion now—I didn’t want to wait the whole day. A whole day is a long time, especially with the seed of an idea growing inside of your head. Why would she say she was born a man? Why did she think that was so funny? As long as I’d known her, which, granted, wasn’t very long, she’d never made any other jokes like that one.  
 
    To make matters worse, it was a rest day. Once every week, the camp counsellors took the day off of counselling and let everyone do as they pleased. Some people went to swim in the lake, some went for hikes, some dragged a canoe down to the water, and some just sat in their room, waiting for the next day so they could be forced into participating in some activity or another. I was among the latter. I had no interest in going for a hike or splashing around in the water with twenty others, being forced to listen to the obnoxious, tinny music that came out from the boom box on the shore. 
 
    I lay on my bed and stared up at the log cabin ceiling. Between each log was a mass of cobwebs, but no spiders in sight, the abandoned homes of restless arachnids. I day-dreamed of Sarah and her beautiful body. I imagined her climbing up on top of me, leaning forward, her long hair tickling my face as her lips came closer and closer to mine. I could practically feel her nice, big bum on my lap, gently grinding against my cock.  
 
    She lets me run my hands under her shirt, over her braless tits—and by God, they’re real. I squeeze them gently, eliciting a moan from the Amazonian beauty. I feel her perky nipples with my thumbs before giving her rack another squeeze. She likes it. Her lips connect with mine and her tongue slips into my mouth. My cock is rock-hard now. Surely she can feel it against her warm twat.  
 
    I reach down and I undo the button of her jean shorts. I carefully pull down the zipper. She stands up, touching her feet together between my thighs, and she looks down at me with that smile. She tugs her shorts down, and there it is: her big, semi-erect cock, hanging slightly to the side, throbbing, getting bigger. It looks heavy. But how is it possible? She’s got the definition body of a woman, the tits of a swimsuit model, and the face of a movie star. Is it just part of the joke? Is it some artificial gag, glued on, the seams somehow hidden from my view? Then how is it throbbing? How can it sway slightly and stay on her body?  
 
    She sinks back down and I’m too afraid to move. I feel it against my own cock. It’s warm. She reaches down and grabs both of our cocks with one hand and she begins to jerk us both off, our cocks pressed firmly together. It feels wrong—so wrong—but I can’t do anything about it. I’m trapped in a paralysis, my joints rigid, my heart stuttering awkwardly. I have no feeling in my arms or legs, but I can feel my lip quivering. “What? Don’t you like it?” she asks. 
 
    And then I woke up, springing up quickly, clutching at my chest as if to make sure my heart was still beating. Damn her. Damn her for planting that seed in my brain. I don’t think she understood how close she was to pushing me away. How humiliating would it be to find out that I’d kissed a man… What if we kissed again, and someone saw us, and then her little joke turned out to be true, and everyone found out? Then everyone would know that I’d kissed a man.  
 
    But it wasn’t true. It couldn’t be true. Damn her.  
 
    There was a knock at my door. “Come in,” I said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was Claire. I wasn’t expecting her, and I wasn’t excited to see her, but there she was. I couldn’t look at her without remembering my clothes floating in that dark lake—my underwear was still floating around somewhere in those murky waters. “I came to apologize,” she said, “about last night.” 
 
    “Alright,” I said, staring at her from my bed as she stood in the doorway. She poked her head out the door, looked down the hall, and then closed the door.  
 
    She took a step in. “I wanted to swim with you but I couldn’t,” she said.  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. I didn’t care about her excuse. My mind had already been made up—she wasn’t the one for me. And she was getting in the way of my critical-thinking time. I had other matters to concern my brain over, like what I was going to do with Sarah once I got her a pack of cigarettes from Rick Barker’s office, or how I was going to write a screenplay with Sarah as my lead character. She had a face for movies, there was no question about it. It was only a matter of time before she was discovered, and perhaps I would be the one to discover her.  
 
    “I couldn’t get naked in front of you because… well, because there’s something you don’t know about me,” she said.  
 
    “I don’t care, Claire. I said it’s fine,” I said. 
 
    “No one’s ever seen me naked, and there’s a reason for that…” 
 
    “Claire. I said I don’t care.” I finally looked over at her. She’d had her chance, and she wasted it. Besides, the more and more I thought about it, the more I realized she wasn’t the one for me, so it wasn’t worth spilling her guts over.  
 
    She walked up and took a seat next to me, as if she hadn’t heard anything I’d said. She looked over at me briefly, and then quickly looked away, staring forward at the nothingness of the blank wall. “Did you mean what you said yesterday, about my voice?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. I will admit that she smelled nice—fresh, as if just out of the shower, and floral, the way every girl should smell.  
 
    “No one’s ever told me that before. Not even my parents.”  
 
    “Well it’s true,” I said. “Do you mind? I’m trying to sort some things out right now.” I didn’t look at her while I said it. I had Sarah on my mind, driving me crazy. I wondered what she was currently doing, whether there were other guys at the camp with their sights set on her. Sure, she didn’t make any top ten lists, but that didn’t mean anything. If anything, it could have meant there were more people interested in her. I purposely left her off of my list so people wouldn’t know I had a crush on her, and maybe others had done the same. What if I was too slow? What if she asked another guy for a pack of cigarettes, and they were quicker than me? 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Claire said, and then she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. My body became warm, melting into the mattress. All of my thoughts became a jambalaya filled with nothing coherent. I looked up and Claire was standing in my doorway, looking at me with a cute, innocent smile on her face. “You know, people here think you’re mean, but I think you’re the nicest person here.” She left. 
 
    Goddamnit, maybe the decision wasn’t as simple as I’d originally thought. Maybe I was too quick to dismiss Claire. I lay back down on my bed, stared back up at the desolate cobwebs, and I tried to come to some sort of a conclusion. There was an answer hidden there somewhere—the choice was obvious, just not to me.  
 
    I waited for the camp to become silent that night before slipping out from my cabin. I took to the main path and sauntered down to the staff cabin. And then I saw the figure up ahead: a tall man with his back to me. He started to turn around, and I dove off of the path. It was one of the counsellors, actually doing their job for a change. He turned a flashlight towards me, illuminating the bush I was hiding behind. Luckily he didn’t see me. Once the light was off of me, I crawled further away from the path, keeping an eye on the pacing counsellor.  
 
    It was long past curfew. As I hid in the shadows of the trees, I tried to remember how many times I’d gotten in trouble. They wrote you up every time you did something wrong, and they only gave three strikes. I’d been caught out past curfew once. The counsellor that caught me told me he was writing me up. I called another counsellor a massive prick to his face, though I’m not sure I got written up for that one. So I was either at one or two strikes. Oh, and then there was the time I pushed that guy off of our canoe and into the lake. He was being an idiot, rocking the boat from side to side, trying to scare me, laughing the whole time. He deserved what he got. I’m pretty sure I was written up for that one. 
 
    So I couldn’t risk it. I couldn’t get caught. I watched the counsellor for a good fifteen minutes. His patrol route went directly up and down the main path, without deviation. He turned his flashlight down between the cabins. Whenever he was at the far end of the path, I would make my way closer to the staff cabin. I wasn’t sure how I was going to slip in the window in the short time the counsellor wasn’t close by or looking directly at the staff cabin, but I could figure that out once I was there.  
 
    The only question on my mind was: was Sarah worth it? If I was sent home from camp, my parents would certainly ground me. I’d be stuck in my bedroom for six weeks, no computer, no phone, nothing. My dad would probably make me get a job for the remainder of the summer, probably working for his company, which meant sorting through mail in a damp, dark basement. The inmates in Thai prisons don’t even have it that bad.  
 
    I reached the staff cabin and quickly ran around back, out of sight. There was a window around back, but it was locked, which meant I needed to take my luck around front.  
 
    I could have simply gone back to my room and gone to sleep, and I could have still had Claire. She was a real cutie, and most of the guys at the camp agreed—nothing wrong with Claire at all. Hell, I probably would have gotten more praise from the other guys if I hooked up with Claire, rather than Sarah, but still, I was compelled to take my luck with Sarah. There was something about her that I still couldn’t put my finger on. She was different than the other girls—and I at least wanted to keep my options open.  
 
    Once the counsellor was halfway down his patrol route with his back to me, I made my move, running up to the side of the staff cabin, sliding that window open, and jumping in. I banged my head on the edge of the window, but the counsellor didn’t seem to notice. I peeked my head up and saw him sauntering as usual, down towards the end of the path. I closed the window quietly and then I crawled over to Rick Barker’s office. His crate of smokes was in the same drawer of his desk. I grabbed a pack and then I paused. I wanted to really impress her. I wanted to see her eyes become wide and her lips part. I wanted her to throw herself at me and realize I was the best thing that had ever happened to her. I took the whole crate and I made my escape, watching the counsellor closely and timing every move.  
 
    I went wide around the cabins as I made my way back to my room. I was halfway when I decided I couldn’t wait. I went to Sarah’s room, which thankfully was on the other side of the cabin from the main pathway, and I tapped gently on the window. I kept tapping until she opened up. “What the hell are you doing? What time is it?” She was wearing nothing but a blanket around her body. 
 
    “It’s two. Come out, and keep your voice down.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I got you something,” I said. 
 
    She sighed and then turned around. She let her blanket drop to the floor, leaving her standing in nothing but a little pair of booty shorts. I don’t think she knew I could see the sides of her tits as she bent over to grab a shirt—or maybe she didn’t care. My heart raced. She definitely wasn’t a man—those tits were as real as real gets. I helped her climb through the window, and then I led her deep into the woods. We weren’t fifty feet from the cabin when she noticed the crate of smokes under my arm. “What’s that?” 
 
    “Cigarettes. Lots of them,” I said, and then I turned the box to her.  
 
    “Holy shit, kid. Where did you get these from?” I watched her face light up. She looked up at me with her eyes glowing in the cobalt moonlight. I’ll never forget those eyes, so full of admiration and respect. I knew she was realizing she wanted me in that moment.  
 
    “I’ve got my connections,” I said. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, making my heart burst into a frenzy. I felt the warmth rush into my cheeks. She ravaged one of the boxes open and then pulled out a smoke. “Shit, I don’t have a lighter,” she said, patting the pockets of her little shorts. “I left it in my room.” 
 
    “I’ll get it,” I said, feeling like I’d just snorted pure caffeine into my body. I was on top of the world.  
 
    “It’s just in the pocket of my jeans. The jeans are on top of the dresser,” she said as she watched me run back to her room. I climbed in through the window and I spotted the jeans on the dresser. I got the lighter out from the pocket, and then I noticed her bag sitting on the ground.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I sunk down to my knees and looked through her bag. I don’t know why I did it. There was an inexplicable curiosity buzzing through me and it was too strong to avoid. I don’t know what I thought I was going to find or why it mattered—maybe it was the lure of fate. At the bottom of her bag I found a series of pill bottles: hormone blockers, estragon supplements, and so on. So it was true, she really was born a man. I’d been fawning over a man, obsessing over my own gender. I felt nauseous, as if I’d committed some atrocious sin. 
 
    I stepped away from the bag, my head spinning. Even though she’d told me, I still felt misled. She’d kissed me before she told me—how could she do that? I had the sudden urge to wipe my lips, as if they’d been in contact with some rancid infection. It wasn’t right—nothing about it was right.  
 
    There was a ringing in my ears as I climbed out the window. I handed her the lighter, unable to look her in the eyes, and then I said, “I should be going to sleep.” I wanted to call her out on it, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. It was too humiliating to admit that I’d chased after a biological man, even to the biological man herself. It stung the ego. I just had to remove myself from her completely, forget about her, pretend like I’d never met her, deny that I’d ever talked to her. If her secret got out, I didn’t need people knowing I’d ever had the slightest bit of interest. She’d tricked me. She was mistaken. If she tells anyone, I’ll say she’s a liar—because she is. She lied to everyone about being a woman, so why couldn’t she lie about anything else? Damn her. Thank God I never put her on my top ten list.  
 
    “Is everything alright?” she asked. I didn’t respond as I walked away. I couldn’t respond. I’d spoken my last words to her. Now she was just a memory—one I hoped to erase. 
 
    I felt like I needed revenge. When I was back in my room, I thought of all the different possibilities. I could tell the counsellor about her crate of cigarettes, though that was a dangerous idea. Where did you get the cigarettes, Sarah? Anthony gave them to me. Anthony, huh? The other option was to let the rumour slip that she was a man, let everyone in the camp find out. The girls would have her thrown out of the girls’ cabin, and the boys would mock her endlessly. She would get what she deserved, that’s for sure, but how could I let the rumour slip without implicating myself in her transgendered life?  
 
    With an anonymous piece of writing, that’s how. I sat at the little desk in my room and I wrote the most savage piece of writing I’d ever written. Sarah is secretly a man, trying to seduce other men, tricking the girls so she can see them naked—that kind of thing. I wrote the same letter out five times, keeping my handwriting uncharacteristically neat so it wouldn’t be traced back to me. The sun was beginning to creep over the forested horizon. I took my series of identical letters over to the mess hall, intending on leaving one on every table. There was no one there yet—it was all too perfect.  
 
    But for whatever reason, I wasn’t able to bring myself to do it. I couldn’t leave those letters on those tables. I placed one down, but an overwhelming sense of guilt made me pick it back up. A voice in my head told me to let karma sort itself out, so I left the mess hall with my letters folded up neatly in my pocket. 
 
    Exhausted, I went back to my room and fell asleep on my bed, over the covers, still in my shoes. A familiar nightmare haunted me that morning: Sarah between my legs, our cocks pressed together as she stroked. She had her shirt off, her perky, perfect tits hanging out. “Don’t you like it, Anthony?” she asked as she stroked. The worst part of the nightmare was that I was hard, and that it felt good, the tips of our penises rubbing together. Hers was slightly longer than mine, and much thicker. Her balls were bigger, too, but she was neatly shaved, save for a little meticulous strip of hair on her pelvis. 
 
    She grabbed my hand and brought it to her cock. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t seem to snap out of the hypnotic trance I’d fallen into. I let her place my hand on her cock; I even wrapped my fingers around her girth and started to pump her up and down while she took my cock and lined it up with her bum hole. I didn’t want to penetrate her ass. I didn’t want to lose my virginity to a man, in a man’s asshole. I didn’t want to stroke her off and make her come on my chest, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop myself. It was like my soul was trapped in some other body, forced to watch. I couldn’t even close my eyes. 
 
    Her anus was tight, clenching my cock firmly and puckering the whole way down. She took a deep breath as her butt was filled with my member. “What’s wrong, Anthony? Don’t you like it?” I couldn’t respond. She started to bounce up and down, grabbing her luscious tits with her hands and squeezing. She bounced and bounced until I felt like I was about to come. “I’m going to come,” she announced, and I found myself tilting her cock down, aiming it right at my face. God, no! I don’t want her hot load on my face. It’s not supposed to be like this! Not like this! 
 
    Then I woke up. It was noon and the camp was quiet, everyone off doing activities elsewhere. 
 
    I got dressed in some clean clothes and then I spent a good thirty minutes looking around for Claire. I wanted to see her face, smell her floral smell, and bask in her presence. I knew it was the only way to get Sarah out from my mind. I couldn’t find her, so I assumed she was out with the hiking group that went out that morning. I did see Sarah down by the canoes, an instructor going over safety protocol. I didn’t get any closer, though I did watch for a moment from afar. 
 
    I still couldn’t believe I wasn’t looking at a woman. There was still a hint of doubt in my mind. Just the way she leaned gently to one side, bearing all of her weight on one leg, the way her butt perked out, the way her hair flowed gently in the breeze. I forced myself to look away, reminding myself that I wasn’t staring at Sarah, but at Samuel or Sean—who knows what her birth name really is.  
 
    I continued my wandering, now looking for Mikey. I found him on the other side of the lake, laying on a towel with his shirt off. His chest was hairy. I’d never really noticed how fit he was before, but he was exceptionally muscular. I couldn’t look at his chest for more than a couple of seconds before feeling repulsed by his wiry hairs and his rigid body. It was a nice reminder that I wasn’t attracted to men in the slightest. So why did I feel anything towards Sarah? She was just a man with a few adjustments. Was there really no biological attractors at work? Was gender really just something that only existed on the surface?  
 
    “Mikey, who do you like?” I asked. 
 
    “Who do I like? I like lots of people,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, but who do you like romantically. If you could have any girl at this camp right now, who would it be?” I asked. 
 
    “Mandy King,” he said without hesitation.  
 
    “If she asked to sleep with you right now, would you take her back to your room and sleep with her?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” he said. “Why, have you heard something?” He sat up and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “What if you found out she had a cock—would you still sleep with her?” I asked. 
 
    “Jesus, Anthony, what’s the matter with you?” he said. “Of course not. I’m not gay.” 
 
    “So you wouldn’t be attracted to her anymore?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s right—not even a little bit. Hell, I’d probably beat her ass, I’d be so mad, and I wouldn’t even feel bad about it because she’s not even a girl. Mandy’s not a man though.” 
 
    “How do you know?” I asked. 
 
    “Look at her. She’s a fox. Men don’t look like that.” I wanted to tell him he was wrong, but I didn’t want to prod any further and implicate myself anymore than I already had. I wasn’t sure I believed him, though I would have said the same thing had he asked me the same question about Sarah, before I knew Sarah’s secret—so maybe he wasn’t lying, though I knew his mind would change if he found out Mandy had a secret of her own. 
 
    I left Mikey, unsatisfied with our conversation. I was hoping to hear something to put my mind at ease. Of course I would still like her, Anthony—what difference does a little appendage make? She’s still the same person she always was. It’s not like she’s wearing a mask or lying about her interests, plagiarizing every word that comes out from her mouth. She’s still the same person. But Mikey didn’t say any of that. He just made me question my own sanity. 
 
    I needed to see Claire more than ever. I went to the girls’ cabin and asked if she was around. “She just got back. She’s in her room,” one girl said, so I went to her room.  
 
    I knocked on the door. “Just a second. I’m changing.” 
 
    “Open up, it’s me, Anthony,” I said. 
 
    “Just a minute,” she said. I couldn’t wait. I let myself in. She quickly covered herself with her blanket. “Anthony!” 
 
    I closed the door. “What? It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. Besides, it’s important.” And then I noticed it… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Claire had large burn scars all over her torso. She did her best to keep them covered, but they were too large and too apparent, her skin red and rippled. She had her breasts covered, but I could tell the scars were there too. “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    Her eyes became wet. “I don’t want to talk about it. Can you get out?” she said. 
 
    “Is that why you didn’t want to swim the other night?” I asked. 
 
    “Anthony…” she said. 
 
    “It’s not as bad as you think,” I said, but I was lying. It was pretty bad—hard to look at. The thought of pressing up against her body made a shudder run down my spine. I wasn’t proud of that shudder but I couldn’t help it either.  
 
    “You’re a liar,” she said, and I didn’t argue the statement. It was impossible to argue because it was an obvious lie. “At least turn around while I get dressed,” she said, so I did. I faced the door and heard the blanket hitting the bed. I peeked over my shoulder just as she was bending over to slip on a pair of panties. I saw her pussy for a brief moment before her blue undies covered her up. And then she slipped on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt that extended nearly to the bottom of her shorts, so there would be no accidental reveal of her burn scars. 
 
    I looked back at the door before she turned around. “They think they can fix the scars with grafting. There will still be scars, but it will be better,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, good,” I said. I felt like I could see the scars through her shirt.  
 
    “What did you want to talk about? What was the big emergency?” she asked. 
 
    “Um,” I said, and I couldn’t remember. I looked into her eyes. She had pretty eyes, and a pretty face. I imagined myself fucking her. If we were together, I’m sure she would keep her shirt on, even after the skin grafting. I may never see her naked body again, I thought. It seemed like such a shame, but in a strange way, it made me like her more—or maybe that was just pity. Suddenly, I remembered why I came: to get my mind away from Sarah, to realize I didn’t want Sarah, even despite her secret. “I came to kiss you,” I said. 
 
    Her cheeks turned red. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “Yes. I’ve been thinking about it all day,” I lied. “It’s been driving me crazy.”  
 
    “You still like me, even with the scars?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” We kissed. She scooched her body close to me and wrapped her arms gently around my body. I wrapped my arms around hers, careful not to touch anywhere I’d seen scars. I put my hands on her back, and then I wondered if there were scars there, too. So I put one hand on the side of her face and one on her thigh. The kiss felt meaningless and emotionless. 
 
    “You’re a good kisser,” she said with a smile, her eyes bright and her face full of colour. We kissed again, and she scooched a bit closer, laying on top of me. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and all I could think about were her scars. We kissed for a while, and then she slipped her hand over my crotch. She started to rub, but I couldn’t make myself hard. “What’s wrong?” she said. 
 
    “Nothing. Why?” 
 
    She shrugged. I knew what she was referring to: my soft cock. But I couldn’t get the image of her scars out from my head. I felt like the vile scum of the earth, judging a poor disfigured girl for something that was entirely out of her control. What difference did it make?  
 
    “Maybe we can continue this tonight, after the bonfire,” I said. I knew I would be able to clear my head by then. I just needed to get some fresh air, think it all through, make sense of what I’d seen. I was, after all, still in a sort of state of shock. Her disfigurement was still so fresh in my mind. They were just scars after all, right? I was bound to get over them sooner or later. 
 
    “Sure,” she said. We both sat up. She was looking at me with those glowing eyes—that unconditional love for me that she was yet to pronounce. “That uncle of yours. Do you really think he would produce an album for me?” she said, her eyes sparkling. 
 
    And in that moment I realized her eyes weren’t glowing for me. They were glowing for my non-existent uncle and his non-existent recording company. Everything between us was a lie, superficial nonsense. She didn’t like me, she just wanted to use me—and I didn’t like her. I just wanted to elevate my status, get with one of the top three girls at camp—second only to Mandy King on most lists.  
 
    “I don’t have an uncle. I lied,” I said. 
 
    And then that glow faded and all that was left was contempt. We weren’t good for each other. “You really are just a liar. You should leave,” she said, so I did. 
 
    I tried to forget about both of them. Forgetting about Claire was easy. Once I realized she’d been keeping an agenda, it was hard to feel anything for her—even pity. And she’d lost complete interest in me. Just a few days later, I saw her snuggled in the arms of one of the other men at the camp. His dad was some rich radio personality, so I wasn’t surprised. Her love was just currency to her. She was incapable of understanding passion. Passion knows no boundaries—it binds the rich man with the poor girl, it brings together people from entirely different walks of life. You can’t fight it and no matter how fast you run, it will catch up to you. 
 
    It was catching up to me now. Unable to sleep one night, I went out for a walk and I saw the faint orange glow of a lighter in the woods. Accompanying it was a female figure. It was Sarah. I could smell the nasty smell of the Camel cigarettes. I couldn’t make out any detail from my distance, but I felt like I could see her shuddering at the taste of the gnarly things. I wanted to go and talk to her and feel her warm presence, but I couldn’t get over that one very large elephant in the room: the fact that she wasn’t really a she at all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I snuck away from the camp the next morning to go on a little hike of my own. It actually wasn’t little at all, but about thirty miles—fifteen out, fifteen back. I left while the sun was just creeping over the horizon and I didn’t return until it was already dark out. My legs were aching and my body was wet with sweat. But when I saw the camp materializing in the distance, my heart started pounding and adrenaline flowed freely through my veins.  
 
    I’d hiked all the way down to the nearby Indian reserve with the only hundred bucks I had, and I bought ten packs of Du Mauriers, red boxes with black stripes. I was tired and my body was begging me to go straight to my room to go to sleep, but I wasn’t interested in sleep. I went straight to Sarah’s room and I tapped on the window. I stood there tapping for a few minutes before the window opened and there she was, her eyes heavy, recently awoken. “What the hell are you doing here, Anthony?” 
 
    I climbed into her room, and then I reached into my white grocery bag and I pulled out a pack of the Du Mauriers. Her face lit up and then she hugged me. There was more in that hug than just a nicotine craving. “You’re the best,” she said. “Where did you get these?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I have my connections.”  
 
    She hugged me again, and then I kissed her on the lips. She froze for a moment and then kissed back. My arms slipped around her and I knew I was kissing and hugging a man—in the biological sense. My hands were exploring a man’s body, slipping under the shirt of a man, feeling a man’s skin. But my body refused the notion. Her skin was too soft to be a man’s, even though I knew it wasn’t true. “Take off your shorts,” I said, looking down at her tiny cotton shorts. 
 
    There was a silence for a moment. “Why?” she said. 
 
    “I need to see something.” 
 
    “Anthony…” 
 
    “Just do it,” I said. 
 
    “I can’t. Another time. I think you should go. Thanks for the cigarettes.” 
 
    “I know what you’re hiding,” I said.  
 
    “No you don’t.” 
 
    “Yes I do. You told me yourself. You’re a man.” 
 
    “I was joking,” she said, her face white and her eyes distant.  
 
    “No you weren’t. Prove it.” 
 
    She stared at me with those far-away eyes. She gently bit the corner of her lip. 
 
    “Sarah, I don’t care. Well, I do care, but it doesn’t matter. Passion doesn’t care that I care.” 
 
    “What the hell are you on about?” she said.  
 
    “Prove to me that you weren’t born a man.” 
 
    I could see the surrender on her face. Her lips quivered and then she looked down. “Fine—is this what you want?” she said, and then she carefully pulled down her shorts, revealing her long, thick cock for just a moment before covering up again.  
 
    I felt like I was in one of my nightmares, suddenly unable to move or speak. I thought I was emotionally prepared for the reveal, but it turned out to be more shocking than anticipated. It wasn’t just a strong hunch anymore—it was reality. She really had a cock. She really was born a man. I really had kissed a man, had a man’s tongue in my own mouth. But the shock was in the fact that I wasn’t nauseated. I didn’t feel repulsed by her reality. I was fine with it—so what did that make me? Was I not the person I thought I was?  
 
    I stepped forward and kissed her again, and then I said, “Big deal.” We continued to kiss. She held onto me tightly, with the same passion that I felt for her. She didn’t want to let me go, and I didn’t want her to let me go. We stumbled backwards, onto her bed, our lips not pulling away from one another. I managed to get her shirt off without more than a second away from her beautiful lips, and she managed to get mine off without me even noticing. I loved the way her perky tits felt, pressed against my chest. I cupped them in my hands and squeezed them. They sure felt real. 
 
    She slipped a hand down the front of my pants, her skin on my skin, her fingers wrapping around my girth. I was hard within seconds as she started to stroke me off. I began to slip my hands down her cotton shorts. When I felt the soft brushings of her pubic hair against my fingertips, I knew I was about to feel her cock. My heart stuttered. Was I really doing this? Was I really getting with a trans girl? Was I about to lose my virginity to someone with a cock?  
 
    I reached down further and felt it. She was already hard, already throbbing warmly. My hand trembled as I slipped my fingers around her hard rod. She was big. I could feel every hard ridge and every pulsing vein. But it wasn’t like in my nightmares. I wasn’t paralyzed with fear, acting against my better judgement. I was doing exactly what I wanted to be doing.  
 
    I tugged her shorts down, and then I did away with my own pants. When I fell back onto her, I felt her warm cock against my tummy. My God, what an amazing feeling! I gently rubbed it against my body, feeling it rolling slightly, getting it even harder.  
 
    “Are you going to fuck me?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. Her lips curved into a smile. She was beautiful. How could anyone possibly say she wasn’t a woman? She was more beautiful than any of the other girls at the camp. Her body was better, there was no question about that. She reached down and took my cock, pressing the tip of it up against her tight bum hole. She gave it a little push and I penetrated her. Her eyes grew wide and she took a deep breath in. Slowly, I sunk in deep. I started to thrust in and out of her tush. 
 
    I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her body, her tits bouncing on her chest, her hands reaching around for something to hold, her cock swaying with every thrust. I fondled a tit with one hand and I played with her rod with the other. I loved the feeling of her warm balls in the palm of my hand, her throbbing rod between my fingers. She was a sight to behold as she slipped closer and closer towards orgasm. I wanted to see her cum blasting all over her perfect tits. I bent over and sucked her nipples. 
 
    “Oh God, that feels so good,” she said, her fingers slipping into my hair as I drew little circles around her nipple with my tongue. She may have not been a woman in the biological sense of the word, but she was my woman, and I intended to keep her that way. If anyone had any problems with that, I was happy to fight them, to get my ass kicked in her name. I would never let anyone make fun of her, call her names, tease her. I would always be there for her, ready to throw down. I couldn’t deny her any longer. 
 
    “Oh shit!” she cried, and then her warm load blasted across her chest. As I pumped her cock, I caught one shot of her jizz in the palm of my hand. I smeared it down her long rod, and then I brought my hand to my mouth and I tasted it, I tasted her. It was enough to push me over the edge, fast-tracking my own orgasm. I came deep in her asshole, my ball sack pressed against her soft bum. She moaned as I filled her up, and then she continued moaning as I pulled out and watched my creampie oozing out from her stretched hole. 
 
    Her secret never got out, not that it would have mattered anyway—to me, at least. I didn’t care whether people knew I was with a trans girl. I didn’t care whether they thought I was taking it in the ass (some nights I did, and it was actually pretty fun), or if I was giving it. I didn’t even care what my parents thought when I got home from camp and I told them I was moving in with the girl I met. They didn’t know her secret, but even if they’d found out, it wouldn’t have made a difference. Even if all the executives in Hollywood found out, I wouldn’t have left her side.  
 
    Because it was passion that brought us together, and passion can’t be disobeyed. No obstacle could stand between us—we’d already overcome the biggest obstacle imaginable. All that was left to do was to live happily ever after.  
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COME FOR THE NURSE 
 
    Charlie’s friend doesn’t believe him when claims he can get any woman to sleep with him. But Charlie’s determined to prove his buddy wrong. After Charlie winds up in a nasty car crash and finds himself stuck in a hospital for a few weeks, he sets his sights on his beautiful nurse. And he’s determined to get down and dirty with her to prove his friend wrong. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I didn’t believe my friend, Terry, so I went to the massage parlour to see for myself, but Terry was right, the masseuse (or as they prefer to be called, the registered massage therapist) was a knockout. She wore a tight shirt in an attempt to make her big rack look smaller and less distracting, but it was a failed attempt. She smelled like heaven, and she had the face of an angel. Her last name was Jones, which meant it was her mother who was from Sweden. She kept her long blonde hair tied up while she rubbed my back.  
 
    I knew she got hit on all the time because not only had Terry told me he’d hit on her, the man getting massaged while I waited in the waiting room was hitting on her. How could you not hit on her? She was beautiful. I tried a few of my best lines on her, and I’m pretty sure I made her blush (it was hard to tell because my face was pressed into that little hole in the massage table). She had a nice laugh, one I wanted to hear over and over again, and it was genuine. I made her laugh a few times, and I knew I had a chance. 
 
    My friend assured me that I had no chance, that masseuses, or registered massage therapists, hate being hit on, and that may have been true for most people, but I refused to let it be true of me. I was special. I wasn’t the most handsome, the most charming, or the most smooth man on the planet, but I had an unbreakable track record with women. I don’t know what it was, but I’d always been able to seduce any woman I wanted. I think it was a genetic thing—some sort of undetectable hormone in my blood. I’m sure if I’d let scientists probe around in my body for long enough, they would find out I had an excess of sexosterone or something like that. 
 
    When I showed up for my second massage the next week, and my beautiful half-Swedish masseuse remembered my name, I knew it wasn’t going to be a challenge. I slipped in a few more of my signature lines and a few subtle compliments. Then I told her I had some stiffness in my thighs, so she told me to flip over and I did. She started rubbing my thighs, her fingers getting awfully close to my cock, which was covered by nothing but a towel. “The pain is further up than that,” I said. I couldn’t keep the smirk from my face, and she noticed.  
 
    She rubbed higher up. The tips of her fingers touched the tip of my cock, and she said, “Oops, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said.  
 
    “I’m just going to move it out of the way,” she said, and then she reached under the towel, took my cock, and shifted it over against my other leg. She continued rubbing my thigh. The simple touch of my cock got my heart rate going. I was aroused, my cock began to throb and grow. It slipped out from where she’d put it and it hit her hand again. She went to move it again, and then paused when she realized it was getting hard.  
 
    “I’m so sorry about that,” I said with red cheeks, but I wasn’t really sorry. I knew she liked touching it, and I wanted her to surrender. It was inevitable, after all. No woman had ever resisted my beautiful rod. “It just doesn’t want to relax.” 
 
    She tried moving it again, but now it was hard, and it insisted on being in the way.  
 
    She moved away the towel. I watched as she bit her lip, staring down at it. I was probably bigger than anyone she’d ever been with, so I wasn’t surprised by the look on her face. It was only natural, after all. She was a woman with biological desires, and I was a man with more than she desired. “It might calm down if you give it a bit of a rub,” I said with a smirk. 
 
    She laughed, her face dark red. She’d probably heard similar propositions thousands of times throughout her masseuse career, but until now, she’d never considered indulging. She’d probably thought about it before, wondered what it would be like to get off one of her clients. Plus, the tip wouldn’t be so bad, either.  
 
    She carefully reached down, her hand trembling slightly. Her well-oiled fingers wrapped around my girth and then she stroked my length. “It’s so big,” she said, her voice low.  
 
    “It won’t bite,” I said. 
 
    She continued to stroke it, her hand moving up and down, her fingers teasing my bulging tip before sliding back down to the base of my thick throbber. My friend was wrong—I could get any woman I wanted, even the beautiful masseuse who was apparently off-limits. She jerked me off for a couple of minutes before bending over and slipping my dick into her warm, wet mouth. I just lay back with my head in my hands and a satisfied smile on my face. 
 
    Not only was I able to get some action from the beauty, it wasn’t even a challenge. It must have been true—there must have been an excess of sexosterone in my blood. I couldn’t think of any other reason why so many women were so willing to throw themselves at me. It couldn’t have been my words or my looks or even my wallet or status—all of which were average at best. It must have been something biological. 
 
    A few weeks later, I fucked the hot librarian in the back room, and I didn’t even have to say a word. I tried to slip in one of my signature phrases, but she shushed me. I asked her to show me to a book that I knew was in the back, and when we were back there, she was giving me that look that I was all too familiar with. She bent over to pull the book out from the bottom shelf, and then I stepped up behind her, slipping my hands onto her sides. She stayed down, letting out a soft sigh.  
 
    I think most women fantasize about being fucked at work. I’m sure dental assistants dream about being fucked by the dentist, pizza delivery girls dream of being fucked by the clients, and the ladies that work at the drop-in centre—well, I’m sure they have their kinky fantasies, too.  
 
    Terry didn’t believe me when I told him that I’d fucked the stunning masseuse. “You’re so full of shit,” he said, and there was no way for me to change his mind. I couldn’t exactly ask the masseuse to back my claims without having her deny it, making me look like an idiot. 
 
    “You really don’t believe that I fucked her?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t believe you’ve fucked anyone you say you have,” he said. “I think you’re a chronic liar.” I think he was just angry that I slept with his crush, but it really did seem like he didn’t believe me.  
 
    I wished there was some way to make him believe me. How could I make him believe that I had what can only be described as sexual-superpowers?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I never did go back to my beautiful half-Swedish masseuse. Once the thrill of the chase was over, I lost interest quickly. Maybe I had that ADHD thing doctors are always telling kids they have. I thought about going back to her with a small camera hidden in my backpack. During those few minutes they give you to get undressed, I could have positioned the bag on the chair in the corner to catch the whole act. It wouldn’t have been hard, and maybe I could have gotten my sweet masseuse to go all the way. I probably would have gone back to her and gotten that footage had it not been for the car accident. 
 
    I was driving home from a friend’s house late one Thursday night when I was sidelined by a truck running a red light. I didn’t see it coming, so when I felt the force of the impact and heard the loud bang, I screamed, and I didn’t stop screaming until the car was done rolling through the intersection and scraping along the pavement and sending sparks flying into the air. The truck hit the passenger side and caved that whole side of my car in. Had anyone been sitting there, they would have been killed on impact, no doubt about it.  
 
    They had to use the Jaws of Life to get me out of the car. I would have been able to crawl through the broken window had both of my arms not been broken, as well as one of my legs, three of my ribs, and my collarbone. It hurt like hell all over. I remember the firemen trying to pry the door off before I lost consciousness. I lost quite a bit of blood. 
 
    Supposedly, the driver who hit me didn’t have a bruise on him, but he did end up at the police station, blowing into a breathalyser. He got off with a DUI. I was told that I could sue him, but I didn’t see the point. I saw the guy briefly—he looked like his life was shitty enough as it was. Besides, it didn’t look to me like he had any money to sue for anyway.  
 
    When I woke up from my blackout, I expected to open my eyes and see my bedroom, feeling no pain, realizing it was all just a bad nightmare. Instead, I woke up in a hospital gown, in a little space with curtain walls. I was hooked up to an IV and a plethora of other medical monitoring equipment. My heart started racing—which I knew because the amount of beeping increased—as I realized the accident had really happened. The pain started to creep back into me.  
 
    And then, for a moment, I thought I was slipping away—dying. Everything became bright and then an angel walked into my little curtain-enclosed space. She was wearing all white and her hair was so blonde, it was almost white. She came right up next to me and looked down into my eyes. Her eyes were a bluish-white colour and they glowed like heaven itself. And then the pain started to subside and I felt like I was floating. Was this death? Was this my entrance into the afterlife? If so, it wasn’t so bad. It was actually quite pleasant. I was actually looking forward to seeing what was beyond the bright white veil.  
 
    “Is everything alright?” a male voice called out from the other side of the curtain. Everything was just fine—perfect even. I’d always been afraid of dying, but now I was excited. If I’d known dying felt this good, I probably would have offed myself years ago… 
 
    “It’s fine. His morphine drip was tangled. It’s all fine now,” the angel said, and I realized she wasn’t an angel at all, but a nurse. “His vitals are stabilizing.”  
 
    I looked up into her eyes and said, “I love you.” She smiled back at me, touched my hand, and then everything went dark again.  
 
    She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, and I’m pretty sure that wasn’t just the morphine talking. Her platinum hair looked so incredibly soft, her lips were so plump, her eyes glowed with such warmth, and her skin felt like pure satin. That last one may have been the morphine, but still—she was the epitome of grace and beauty. I couldn’t believe how happy I was to be shattered and immobile in a hospital.  
 
    When I woke up in the morning, the pain was gone and I still felt like I was floating. The morphine certainly wasn’t blocked, but unfortunately, it wasn’t running quite as potent as the night before. I was able to lift my head enough to see my body, despite my neck brace. Both of my arms were in casts, along with one of my legs. The other leg was bandaged up and there was a bit of crimson seeping through one of the bandages near my upper thigh. It hurt to move my one exposed leg too much to try, and I was completely incapable of moving any of my other limbs—the plaster was too strong. Had it not been for the morphine drip, I probably would have been going insane. Being unable to move had always been a serious phobia of mine. One time my older brother put a kitchen chair down on me while I was laying down on the floor. The legs of the chair pinched my arms to my sides, and when he sat down on the chair, I was completely stuck. I screamed and screamed until my mom came into the room and told my brother to bugger off. I remember crying for a while. Thanks to the morphine, that wasn’t the case now. 
 
    I looked around my little space. It wasn’t terribly interesting: white curtains all around me, a few beeping machines, plenty of wires, and a few tubes. There were drawers next to me that I’m sure were filled with crap that wouldn’t interest me. I stared up at the ceiling and counted the ceiling tiles. That got boring quickly, so I started looking around for other ways to kill the time. I realized the controls from my hospital bed were within finger-reach. I strained one of my fingers and managed to push down on a little switch that made me sit up slowly.  
 
    Once I was sitting, I could see out from my little room, across the hall, and into the nurse’s office, and the nurse was in. 
 
    It was the woman from the night before, with her blonde hair and her immaculately clean white outfit. She was sitting back in a chair, a clipboard in her hand, with her legs up on her little desk. She was humming softly, which I had to strain to hear. She sounded like an angel, and I still wasn’t completely convinced she wasn’t. Had she been turned just five degrees to the right, I would have been able to see up her skirt. God, I wish she would have been turned five degrees to the right.  
 
    She looked up from her clipboard at me and the cutest smile crossed her face. She brought her feet to the ground and then she brought herself to her feet. She came over to me. “You’re awake. How are you feeling?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m okay now that you’re here,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and shook her head. “Well that’s good, you were in quite the accident last night. You’re lucky to be alive.” 
 
    “Are you sure I’m alive? It sure feels like I’ve died and gone to heaven. Is that your hair’s natural colour?” I asked.  
 
    She smiled again with a little laugh, and then said, “You’ll probably be stuck here for a few weeks—longer if you don’t get your rest. Can I get you something to drink?” 
 
    “Sure.” She left to get me a water. I watched her perfect tush bouncing ever-so-slightly as she walked. What on earth was she doing working in a hospital? Wasn’t there some modelling agency she should be working at? Some movie set that needed a leading lady? It seemed like such a shame to keep her immaculate beauty hidden away from the world, kept within the walls of a small town hospital.  
 
    She brought me my water, with a long straw. She held the cup next to my face so I could get a drink. “If you need anything, just press that button by your hand there,” she said. “It’s probably best to keep your bed flat until the doctor says it’s okay to sit up.” 
 
    “But if I’m down flat, how can I see you?” I said. 
 
    There was that smile again. “Get some sleep,” she said, and then she made a little adjustment on my IV drip, and moments later, I was as high as a kite and lethargic. I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to close my eyes for a few minutes… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She haunted my morphine-induced dreams. In one dream, I was getting a massage, and when I rolled over, it was her. She ran her oiled hands down my whole body, her hair hanging down and tickling my skin. She kept running her hands over my bare cock, but she wasn’t going any further. “How’s about a happy ending?” I said, but she just kept rubbing my whole body as if she couldn’t hear me. She got my cock rock-hard, throbbing desperately for some attention, but she never gave it any attention. She just kept teasing it, running her fingers over it for just long enough to drive me absolutely mental. I wanted to reach down and just finish myself off—I needed to get off more than I’d ever needed anything before in my life, but I couldn’t move my arms. My head was spinning—why was she being so cruel?  
 
    In another dream, I was on an exam table in a large, empty operating theatre. She was standing over me, the way aliens stand over abductees in scary movies. She was inspecting my cock—lifting it up, looking under it, scanning every inch of my ball sack. I don’t know what she was looking for, but it felt nice, every time she pulled my foreskin back to inspect my tip. Again, she got me rock-hard, but she did nothing about it. She just kept on with her careful inspection, looking over the same spots over and over again. “Do you like what you see?” I asked, but just like in every other dream, she acted as if she couldn’t hear me, and maybe she couldn’t.  
 
    I woke up with a huge erection. It was pushing my blanket up like a rogue tent pole, but I could do nothing about it. I tried squirming to get it to lay flat, but it refused to budge. While I was squirming, I accidentally pressed the button by my finger, calling her in.  
 
    She came within a few seconds. “What’s up?” she said, and then she noticed the large bulge at my crotch.  
 
    I felt blood rushing into my cheeks. “Nothing,” I said. “I didn’t mean to press the button.”  
 
    She looked at my tall-standing cock again. “Are you sure you don’t need help with anything?” she said, and then I paused. Was she referring to my cock? Was she offering to get me off?  
 
    “I mean, well—what do you mean?”  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “You don’t need a blanket or more water? Are you hungry?”  
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Alright. Well, you know how to get me if you want me,” she said, and I read into that sentence too. I know how to get her if I want her? My God, I want her so badly! And I’m sure I would get her before leaving that hospital.  
 
    I decided I had to sleep with her, but given my state, it wasn’t going to be easy. I wasn’t exactly at my most attractive physically, and I wasn’t going to be able to woo her with my touch. I was going to have to rely on my words, and for the first time since I was a young teenager, I felt at a loss for words around her. I couldn’t seem to remember any of my signature lines or catchphrases, and when I did remember them, they didn’t seem to get the usual response. It was just like in my dreams, where she couldn’t hear me. She would come into my curtain space, tinker around with the dangling instruments, and she would leave as if I’d said nothing to her at all, occasionally looking at me with a smile.  
 
    I figured the morphine was messing with my brain, making me forget the little details of my game. I was worried the accident had messed with my mojo, or maybe my sexosterone levels. But despite my initial unsuccessfulness, I didn’t give up. I was determined to maintain my track record, regardless of whether anyone believed it or not.  
 
    After my third day in the hospital, my nurse goddess left for the weekend, and I got stuck with an older woman who worked the weekend shift. She wasn’t very friendly with me and I definitely had no intentions of sleeping with her, though she did give me the look one evening when she was changing out my bandages. It was the look I’d seen so many times before. I won’t lie—I considered it. She was older, but she wasn’t ancient, and she was in pretty good shape considering. I’m almost certain she started coming into my curtain cubicle with her top buttoned down, and her cleavage was pretty fantastic, though I could clearly see it was being helped by a push-up bra.  
 
    Whenever she needed something from across my bed, instead of walking around, she would lean over me to grab it, and she would always do it slowly and methodically. One time she even got her warm, bare cleavage right in my face. She smelled nice. 
 
    But I didn’t try to fuck her. I kept my composure. It didn’t seem right, as if by lusting after another woman, I was somehow being unfaithful to a woman who I wasn’t even in a relationship with. 
 
    The weekend away from my angel nurse gave me some time to think about a strategy—to gather my composure and get myself together. I was going to sleep with her—it was my new mission in life—and I was going to do it before I was released from the hospital.  
 
    My friend, Terry, came to visit me on the evening before my nurse returned from her two days off. He brought me a small stack of books and my laptop computer. “I got these from your place. You left your door unlocked, so I locked it.” 
 
    “You locked it? I don’t have a key to get in,” I said. 
 
    “Shit, then you’re going to need a locksmith. My bad.” He took a seat in the corner chair and he threw one foot onto his knee. “Nice place you’ve got here. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “I feel great, now that I have a bunch of books I can’t read and a laptop I can’t use.” I watched his face turn red. “Whatever. I’ll survive. You should see the nurse. She’s a bombshell. She makes your masseuse look like Ayn Rand,” I said, and then he got up and peered out the curtain at the older woman sitting in the nurse’s office.  
 
    “Um,” he said. 
 
    “No, not her. That’s the weekend nurse. The real nurse comes in tomorrow. You need to come down and see her.”  
 
    “Let me guess, you fucked her,” he said, already rolling his eyes, already not believing me. I still found it frustrating that he didn’t believe I’d ever slept with any of the women I told him I slept with. It wouldn’t have made me so angry if I’d had any other accomplishments to boast about. My grades in school sucked, I had a shit job (which I was probably going to lose because I never told them about the accident), and I’d always been terrible at sports. Aside from a few participation ribbons in my mother’s garage, I had no accolades whatsoever. At least I had my impeccable record with women. Without it, I was just some average nobody—nothing remarkable about me at all.  
 
    “I slept with that masseuse, you know,” I said. “If I could prove it, I would.”  
 
    “But you can’t because it didn’t happen,” he said. He was apparently still upset about the whole thing. Him being upset gave me some peace of mind. Maybe he did believe me but he was just trying to hurt my feelings to make himself feel better. At least that’s what I told myself to make myself feel better.  
 
    “Whatever,” I said. “I haven’t slept with the nurse yet, but I’m going to. Mark my words,” I said. “If I could only sleep with one more woman in my life, it would be her.” 
 
    “What’s her name?” he asked. 
 
    And then it dawned on me that I had no idea. The morphine really was messing with my brain—I hadn’t even asked my angel of a nurse for her name! No wonder I wasn’t making any ground with her; I wasn’t showing any interest in her. I was too concerned over my end goal that I hadn’t been properly laying the groundwork. “I don’t know, but I’ll find out tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    “Right, well, when you sleep with her, let me know. I want to hear all about it,” he said, heavy sarcasm seeping into his voice as he rolled his eyes. He didn’t realize that he was only making me more determined to bag the beautiful nurse. It was probably just jealousy that made him act like such a jerk. But in the off-chance that he really didn’t believe a word I’d ever said to him concerning my mystical sexosterone powers, I needed to prove him wrong.  
 
    “I have an idea,” I said. “My dad’s got a bunch of trail cameras in his garage. Go to his place and grab one for me. We’ll set it up in here, in a bag with a hole cut in it, and we’ll get it on tape.” 
 
    “What’s a trail camera?” he asked, so I had to explain it to him. My dad was an avid hunter. One of his buddies owned a bunch of land up in Canada, and he would go almost every month for week-long hunting trips. They set cameras up all over the place that could record for two weeks straight, and their phones would alert them whenever there was an unusual amount of activity. You could even watch the trail camera footage directly on your phone or tablet, live.  
 
    “Okay, fine. And I’ll bet you one-hundred dollars that you get no action from that nurse of yours.” 
 
    “You’re on,” I said. “Easiest hundred bucks I’ve ever made.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that,” he said, and then he left for my dad’s house to fetch the trail camera and an old backpack to slip it into. I couldn’t wait to shove that footage in his face. In fact, I was so excited to prove him wrong that I didn’t even care that he would probably end up seeing the nurse changing my bedpan, changing my bandages, or cleaning my body with a sponge. It was a small humiliation to endure for a greater prize, so I wasn’t too worried about it.  
 
    Terry returned that night with a black backpack. I had to walk him through setting up the trail camera. He managed to get the lens through a hole and against a piece of mesh, so the shine of the glass wouldn’t catch any attention. He adjusted it carefully, using his phone to check the image. Then, he turned his phone to me. It was a dark image because of the mesh covering the lens, but it was enough.  
 
    “Just keep in mind when you’re watching me fuck that nurse that I can’t move with all of these casts on, so she’ll be doing all the work.” 
 
    “I’ll be sure to keep that in mind, buddy,” he said, rolling his eyes once again. He said his goodbye and then he took off for the night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was early Monday morning when I woke up to the doctor, an older man with a neatly trimmed grey beard, standing over my bed. It was the sound of his pen against his clipboard that brought me out from my sleep and it was the sight of his big eyes, magnified by his glasses, that really woke me up. He said nothing to me as he looked at various parts of my body and at the little meters on all of the little instruments. He took lots of notes and then left. He didn’t look concerned, so I wasn’t too concerned, though I didn’t end up falling back asleep because I knew it was the day in which my lovely nurse would be returning to grace the hospital with her presence.  
 
    I saw that doctor pass my opened curtain door a number of times that morning. He seemed busy, but nothing he was doing seemed important, so I called him into my room. “What is it?” he said. 
 
    “I need to ask you a question, it’s very important,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “The nurse that works the day shift here. What’s her name?” 
 
    “That would be Nurse Wilder,” he said.  
 
    “What’s her first name?” 
 
    He stared at me curiously for a moment. “Why do you ask?”  
 
    “I guess you could say curiosity.”  
 
    “Her name is Elle. She transferred here from San Francisco last year.”  
 
    “Is she single? What kind of flowers does she like?”  
 
    He stared at me for a moment and then forced a smile. “I suggest you focus on getting lots of rest and recovering. Studies show that stress can really slow down the recovery process, so try not to stress too much over the nurse.” He left it at that and then he left me alone. 
 
    I got the vibe that I was treading on his crush. I wouldn’t have been surprised to find out that every guy at that hospital was swooning over Nurse Elle, the beautiful, stunning angel of a nurse. And it wasn’t just her looks that made her so appealing—there was something else about her, maybe something much like my theorized sexosterone. She was different than the other girls, but I couldn’t figure out why.  
 
    I felt like a child on Christmas Eve. I couldn’t wait for Elle to come into work. I tried to will myself to sleep, to speed up the process. When I was young, I would go to sleep right after dinner on Christmas Eve, so the present-opening would come sooner. But like when I was young, I couldn’t will myself to sleep over my excitement. I kept running through scenarios in my head—silently practicing lines and imagining her falling into my broken arms and kissing every inch of my body.  
 
    It was going to be especially difficult to sleep with her with the curtain walls. I had neighbours just feet from me on either side, and the curtains did nothing to stop sound from travelling. I could hear the old man next to me constantly sipping water, so they would probably hear the slurping of Nurse Elle’s tongue up and down my hard shaft. Maybe I could convince her to bring me a radio, and we could fuck quietly while the radio drowned out the sound of her perfect ass slapping against my lap.  
 
    It was around noon when she came in. I heard her gentle steps down the hall, and I listened as she turned into her office. Somehow I knew those steps belonged to her, like there was no way they could belong to anyone else. Even the sound of her footsteps had a certain beauty to them. I pressed down on the switch of my bed, moving myself into sitting position. And there she was, bending over her desk, flicking through pages of who cares what. When she bent over, the skirt of her dress rode up nearly to the point that I could see her ass. I bet she was wearing a thong. She seemed like the thong type. And once again, had she just swivelled five degrees to her right, I probably would have been able to see right up her skirt, right at the sweet bulge of her pussy in her panties. She must have known she was teasing me to no end. 
 
    When she stood up, she closed her eyes and stretched her back. It was the ultimate picture of beauty. When she finished stretching, she looked over at me and her expression dropped as if she was less than excited to see me, as if she’d forgotten I was there when she woke up happy that morning. Perhaps I’d come on a little bit too strong during my first few days in the hospital. In my defence, I was all hopped up on morphine and my brain was still fresh out of a car accident.  
 
    She went to go check on other patients, and then eventually made her way to me. “How are we doing today?” she asked. 
 
    “Fantastic now that you’re here,” I said, and she forced a smile, as if disturbed by the compliment. She had the strangest immunity to my natural charm, or maybe she was just putting up defences. Maybe she’d been hurt before and now she was trying to protect herself from further pain. I’d found that lots of ladies put up barriers, especially ones who were just out of long-term relationships. “I think I need to apologize about the way I talked to you last week. Between the car accident and the morphine, I wasn’t feeling quite right. I hope I didn’t offend you,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, this time genuinely. “No harm done. It was nothing I don’t hear all the time.”  
 
    “I’m not surprised. You’re quite possibly the most beautiful person I’ve ever seen,” I said. It felt awkward, throwing out compliments while laying immobilized in a hospital bed, my arms and leg elevated in plaster casts. 
 
    Her smile disappeared when my compliment found her ears. “You know the drill. If you need anything, just press the button,” she said, and then she turned to leave. 
 
    “Wait,” I said, and she turned around. “What did I say? Most girls would have said thank you for the compliment. I meant it, you know—I wasn’t being sarcastic.” 
 
    “I’m sure you weren’t,” she said. 
 
    “I wasn’t. You really are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever met. Elle, is it? Can I call you Elle?” 
 
    “You can call me Nurse Wilder,” she said. 
 
    “I’d much sooner call you Elle. It’s a beautiful name,” I said. 
 
    There was that forced smile again. I was bombing, but I couldn’t figure out why. Sure, I was maybe still coming on too strong, but that was no reason for her unimpressed reaction. My weekend nurse would have already been sucking my cock at this point. 
 
    I hoped Terry wasn’t watching the trail camera footage right now, seeing me bombing. Had I ever bombed before? I racked my brain, trying to remember. I couldn’t think of any instances. Nurse Elle was quite possibly my first bomb. At least that made her my first something. But I was still determined to make it work. I still had at least another week in that hospital and I wasn’t going to let Terry think that I’d been lying about my entire sexual history. Not to mention, I didn’t even have one-hundred bucks to give him, so it was the financially responsible thing to do, to continue my pursuit of the beautiful angel of a nurse. 
 
    She left without telling me whether or not I could call her Elle. 
 
    I laid my head back and I started to fantasize about her. If I was successful in my mission, it would be the single greatest accomplishment of my life. 
 
    I imagined her standing over my bed, unbuttoning that white top, her breasts nearly unbuttoning it for her. She’s wearing a red bra, lace, and it barely covers her nipples. Her skin is impeccably smooth and it looks so soft—I want to reach out and touch it, but I can’t. She leans over me to grab something from a drawer on the other side of my bed. Her breasts just skim my bare skin. They’re warm and plump. God, I want to grab them and squeeze them. 
 
    She grabs a bottle of lubricant. She squirts a healthy dab into the palm of her hand and then she rubs her hands together, spreading the lube, warming it up. Then, she reaches down and lifts up my blue gown, revealing my bare cock. She smiles at the sight of it, taking a big, deep breath in to keep herself composed. She reaches down and begins working it with both hands, getting every inch of my shaft and balls coated in the medical-strength lubricant. It feels nice. I’m relaxed. 
 
    I start getting hard. She pulls up on my shaft with one hand and then with the other, over and over, until I’m rock hard. I’ve hardly been stiff for a few seconds and I’m already about to come. It’s been a long time since I last came—since before the accident. My cock hasn’t even been touched since before the accident. My God, is it ready to burst! 
 
    She places one hand against my pelvis, holding my cock in place, and with the other hand, she strokes, up and down and up and down, quickly, as if getting my cum out of my dick is some sort of medical procedure. Maybe they need it for a test or something, or maybe she just feels bad that I don’t have the means to masturbate. Regardless, she’s going at it like she wants it, and I want to give it to her. Just lean your face in a bit closer, sweet Elle. Take it on the chin. I know how badly you want it. 
 
    “Okay, It’s time to change your bandages,” she said, in real life, waking me up from my daydream. She was standing in the curtain opening with a small pile of fresh bandages in her hands. She walked over to me.  
 
    My cock was rock-hard from my fantasizing, and when she pulled away my gown, she was going to see it. “Right now?” I said, feeling the warmth rushing into my cheeks. 
 
    “Right now,” she said in a plain voice. Shit. She was about to see my erection—how embarrassing! Though maybe it wouldn’t be so embarrassing. Maybe she would see it and get turned on. If I saw a woman’s wet pussy, I would be turned on, so it only made sense to think that a woman would be turned on by a hard dick—right?  
 
    She placed the fresh bandages on my abdomen and then she reached down for the edge of my gown. Slowly, she pulled the gown up, revealing my hard dick. “Oh, I’m sorry. Should I come back?” she said. She stared at it for a few seconds before looking away—I’m sure of it. She obviously liked what she saw, otherwise she would have looked away immediately. Right?  
 
    “It’s okay. Just do it now,” I said. 
 
    She looked at me with narrowed eyes, as if I’d planned the whole thing. 
 
    She reached for a bandage and started to work away. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get my cock to settle. It was just throbbing there, between my legs, inches from her face, right in the open. I couldn’t tell if she was looking at it—I couldn’t even see it myself, given the fact I was stuck in laying position, trapped in an immobilizing neck brace.  
 
    “Nurse?” I said. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “This is going to sound terribly awkward, but I’ve been here for what—a week now? I haven’t been able to move my arms for a whole week, and—well—I have needs that I’m just not able to tend to,” I said.  
 
    “And what needs are those?” she said in that familiar plain voice. 
 
    “Well, they say a man can go crazy if he doesn’t—you know—get things flowing every once in a while.” 
 
    “What are you asking me?” she said, but she knew damn-well what I was asking. Had I been able to see her face, I could have gauged what she was thinking, whether she was getting into the idea or if she was repulsed. I’d never seen a girl repulsed by the idea of getting it on with me before, but Nurse Elle had surprised me a few times.  
 
    “Maybe you could just, you know, get me off quickly,” I said, and then her silence made a coldness fill my body. “Just quickly. It would probably only take a few quick strokes. You’d be doing my sanity a huge favour.”  
 
    She stood up. “Are you asking me to jerk you off?” 
 
    I was silent for a moment, staring into her narrowed eyes. She didn’t look like she was so into the idea. “Is that a possibility?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s not, and you should feel ashamed for asking,” she said.  
 
    “Oh c’mon, you want it. Just admit that you want it. No one will ever find out about it. I promise I won’t tell,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me for a moment, and then turned around and closed the curtain. She stepped closer to me and leaned down. “You promise you won’t tell anyone?” she said quietly. My heart started racing. Her eyes drifted up to the bag in the corner for a split second—or maybe that was just in my head.  
 
    “Not a soul—I promise on my mother’s grave.”  
 
    She reached down and pulled away my gown again, revealing my hard, throbbing erection, which was begging for a stroke. She gently placed the tip of her pointer finger on my sternum and she ran it down my body, towards my cock. My God, I still had it! I could still seduce any woman I wanted. I was still the undisputed champion of the— 
 
    “In your dreams, buddy,” she said, and then she turned around and left me alone, leaving the curtain door open, and leaving my gown flipped onto my stomach, so that everyone who walked by could see my blue balls and my throbbing boner.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Bagging Nurse Elle wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought. After she left work for the night, I started thinking of new lines I could try out on her. I’d already used some of my best lines, but they weren’t cutting it. She needed special lines—special lines for a special girl. 
 
    I wasn’t entirely convinced my signature lines weren’t working on her. I’d managed to convince myself that she was just playing hard to get, or doing her best to remain professional. I would break through to her sooner or later. It was bound to happen eventually. No girl had ever been able to resist me forever. 
 
    I tried my new lines on her the next day, and all I got back were some eye rolls and some forced smiles. I was pretty sure she was just playing hard to get. She came in wearing makeup for the first time, and I was almost certain she had her top buttoned down one more button than usual. She got extra close to me whenever she came in to check the multitude of little instruments, and I could tell she’d started to wear a hint of perfume. Her perfume was slightly floral with a trace of vanilla. It made me want to fuck her even more.  
 
    But I got nothing out of her. 
 
    So I decided to play her game the next day—my own little game of hard to get. I ignored her completely, which wasn’t easy. Whenever she came in to check on me, and she asked, “Is everything okay?” I would just say, “Yeah, why?” I did my best not to make any eye-contact. As a stroke of luck, one of my friends came to visit me, who just so happened to be a very attractive girl (we’d dated in high school, but she was married to some other guy now).  
 
    “How are you feeling? I heard about the accident. My God,” she said.  
 
    “Do you mind just coming a bit closer? I can’t quite hear you. I think the accident affected my hearing,” I said. I wanted it to look like we were having an intimate conversation. I could see Nurse Elle peering in through the corner of my eyes from time to time. Whenever I could hear her coming, I would ask my pretty little friend, “Can you brush the hair off of my forehead? Is there an eyelash in my eye?” She would lean over, gently brush my face, and stare into my eyes. I’m sure it looked terribly convincing and immensely intimate.  
 
    After my friend left, Nurse Elle came in and asked in a casual voice, “Who was that?” 
 
    “Oh, just a friend,” I said, but I made sure to say it as if I was withholding the full truth. She looked at me with a curious smirk. It wasn’t the reaction I was expecting, and I had no idea what it meant. Did she know I was lying? Did my plan work? What the hell did that smirk mean? 
 
    I stuck to my plan the next day, playing hard to get, ignoring her whenever possible and brushing her off the rest of the time. When she wasn’t looking my way, I would sneak in a good glance, checking out that sweet tush of hers and those long, beautiful legs.  
 
    I felt like my semen was building up inside of me with each passing day, constantly begging to be released and becoming restless. In the middle of the night, while I was plagued with insomnia, I tried to think of ways I could get myself off. If I had two long sticks, I could probably fabricate some kind of long-ranged masturbation device, but I had nothing within reach. I was just stuck there, festering in my fantasies, my cock throbbing and begging for the slightest touch. At that point, that was all I needed—a couple of gentle pumps and warm cum would have been billowing out of my cock. But how would I clean it up? 
 
    I couldn’t take it any longer the next day when Nurse Elle was in my little room, checking on the instruments above my head. There’s no better view of a woman than the view just below her tits. “Can we talk honestly for a minute?” I said. 
 
    She looked down at me, her face between her majestic rack. “Sure,” she said with a heart-warming smile.  
 
    “I know you want me, and I want you, so let’s just stop messing around, okay?” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “You don’t give up, do you?” she said. 
 
    “I don’t give up, no. I need to be with you, and don’t act like you don’t feel the same way. I know that you do.” 
 
    “I don’t want to disappoint you, but I don’t feel that way, sweetie. Now get some rest so that you can—” 
 
    “—Let me guess—you’re recently out of a long-term relationship. The guy you were with cheated on you and you didn’t see it coming. Now you want nothing to do with men. Look, Elle, I won’t do that to you. If you’ll have me, I’ll be yours forever. I’ll even find the guy. What’s his name? I’ll beat him up—even with these casts on, I’ll kick his ass.” 
 
    “That’s very sweet of you, but there’s no guy.”  
 
    She was playing hard-ball. “Just sleep with me and I guarantee you I will change your mind about all of this. It can be meaningless or it can mean everything—it’s your call.”  
 
    Her eyes drifted over to that bag in the corner again, the bag containing the trail camera. She couldn’t possibly see the lens, right? There was no way she knew that bag was recording our every move and our every word, right? She looked back at me. “I’m not interested in being your trophy,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll be your trophy, baby. Think about it,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, looking into my eyes and my soul, and then she said, “I’ll think about it.” She looked like she was trying not to laugh. In that moment, I realized that I was, for the first time ever, failing with a woman. I was being rejected, and it hurt. I’d never felt rejection before. Goddamnit, it was horrible. And to make matters worse, now I owed Terry one-hundred dollars, and he had footage of me being humiliated. Not to mention, he would now definitely not believe a word I ever said about getting with a chick.  
 
    Maybe the sexosterone really had vanished with my car accident. Maybe when I banged my head on the back of my seat, it knocked something out of place and now I was doomed to be sexless for the rest of my life.  
 
    “Hit the button if you need anything,” Nurse Elle said, and then she left me alone, rejected, heartbroken, and defeated.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I spent the rest of that long, hot day accepting defeat. 
 
    And it was damn hot. The nurses went room to room, opening up windows. I think the air-conditioner must have broke down. Every nurse and patient that walked by was glistening with sweat, and the guy in the curtain cubicle next to me kept hollering to the nurses, “Nurse! It’s too hot! Nurse! I need some ice water! What do you mean there’s no ice? I can’t live like this?” It was uncomfortable, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as he was making it out to be.  
 
    Nurse Elle looked especially beautiful with that warm glisten. I watched her take a seat in her little office, grab a little towel, and dab the sweat off of her hot body. She unbuttoned her shirt a few buttons and dabbed her breasts. My God, it was almost enough to make me come.  
 
    She went room to room delivering waters, constantly refilling drinks like an overworked waitress. I got to see her twice as often as usual, which I hated because it was a constant reminder that I’d been brutally rejected. I didn’t want to see her face, but whenever she came by, I couldn’t help but stare into those stunning eyes. There was no woman on the planet more beautiful than she. I would have quit my womanizing ways just for her. I would have given up everything for her.  
 
    When she wasn’t around, I couldn’t get the image of Terry out of my head, watching me through that camera, laughing at me as I lay there immobilized, getting rejected. I wondered if he saw my rejected erection. I cringed at the thought.  
 
    Elle came to me near the end of the day and said, “I just spoke with the doctor. Looks like you’ll be going home this weekend. You’ll be on full bed rest for the next two weeks, maybe three. The doctor’s going to come talk to you tomorrow about it.” It was Thursday, which meant I only had one more day with Elle, and then I would probably never see her again. 
 
    “Sleep with me,” I said, trying one last time, skipping the formality of sweet talk and catch phrases.  
 
    “Get some rest,” she said, and she left. It was my final rejection. I closed my eyes and did my best to fall asleep. 
 
    It was the middle of the night when I woke up to a gentle tapping on my arm. It was her, holding her pointer finger up to her lips to shush me. I stared at her for a moment, her whitish-blonde hair glowing in the faint moonlight from the window. The hospital was completely silent, save for the beeping of the many instruments in the many curtain cubicles. She had a sly smile on her face.  
 
    I thought it was a dream. It was remarkably similar to the dreams I’d been having constantly since arriving at the hospital, except this was far more realistic. And when you’re dreaming, you don’t consider the thought that you’re dreaming without waking yourself up. 
 
    She bent over and nearly touched her lips to my ear. “So you want to be my trophy, huh?” she said.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “If you think you can handle me, baby.” My heart was racing. I wanted to pinch myself, to test whether I really was dreaming or not, but I couldn’t move.  
 
    She walked around me and pulled open a drawer. She pulled out a little bottle of lubricant and squirted a big dab into the palm of her hand. Everything about the act was eerily similar to my dream. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t wake myself up—because it was real. It must have been real.  
 
    If it was real, then Terry’s phone would be buzzing right now, alerting him that there was unusual activity happening before the trail cam. Was it enough to wake him? Would he watch the act live, or would I have to show him the recording later? At least I had the trail camera to prove whether I was dreaming or not. Hell, maybe I’d dreamed every single romp I’d ever had with a woman. Maybe I’d fallen asleep on that massage table and I just dreamed about getting head from the beautiful masseuse.  
 
    Elle lifted up my gown and she smiled at the sight of my cock. I was already hard. My cock had been desperate for a tug for almost two weeks, and it knew it was about to get one, finally. “If I don’t last long, it’s because it’s been a while,” I warned her, and her smile grew bigger. 
 
    “I don’t care about how long you last,” she said. She clutched my cock gently in her hand and she began to smear the warm lubricant all over my package, just like in my dream. She stared into my eyes while she worked away. I would have slipped my fingers into her hair and pulled her close to me so I could kiss her, but I couldn’t move. I was stuck letting her do all the work.  
 
    She started stroking my long, hard rod. “You’re big,” she said.  
 
    “You like it?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “Maybe,” she said. I loved the feeling of her tight grip sliding around the tip of my cock. It was a miracle I hadn’t already come everywhere. “Want to see my tits?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    She unbuttoned her top and pulled her coat over her shoulders, leaving her in just her red bra. Then, she reached around back and unclasped the bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her tits were the definition of perfection. She cupped them in her hands and gave them a firm squeeze. “Should I smile for the camera?” she asked, and then my heart stopped beating. 
 
    Smile for the camera? How did she know about the camera? I could feel the colour draining from my face. “Huh?” I managed to say. 
 
    “The camera, in your bag. It’s recording, right?” she said, looking over at it. Now I hoped I was dreaming. I was suddenly terrified, worried about what she was going to do. Was this some kind of trap? Some kind of blackmail?  
 
    Her lubricated hand slid down to my butt, and she slipped a finger in between my butt cheeks, massaging my asshole gently. “What are you doing?” I asked, but she didn’t respond; she just kept running her finger up and down, spreading that lube around my tight little hole. Then she slipped the finger in. “Hey! What are you doing?” I said. 
 
    “Shh!” she said. “Keep your voice down. You wouldn’t want to wake everyone up, would you?” she said. I didn’t want to wake everyone up. This was still my only chance to get with the most beautiful woman on the planet. I let her carry on, sliding her finger up my asshole, almost reaching her knuckle. It was an uncomfortable feeling, but it didn’t hurt. It was just a finger, after all.  
 
    She reached down below the hospital bed and she flicked a switch, lowering my down. She stopped the switch once I was at her hip-height. “Be sure to keep your voice down,” she said, and then she lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. A long, throbbing cock sprung out. She was neatly shaved and her veins were pulsing visibly. I would have screamed had I been capable.  
 
    It didn’t make any sense. She was a man? A tranny? It must have been a dream—a nightmare, even. There was no way I’d been attracted to a tranny this whole time! I liked girls. I loved girls. I didn’t like dicks. I wanted pussy, not a long, throbbing erection. “Wait,” I managed to say. “There’s been a mistake.” 
 
    “There’s no mistake. You said you wanted to be my trophy, now you get to be my trophy.” 
 
    “But—But you look like a woman,” I said. 
 
    “I am a woman,” she said, raising her eyebrows as if I’d said something offensive. 
 
    “You know what I meant.” 
 
    “I don’t think I do. Explain it to me,” she said. 
 
    “You have—you have a cock.”  
 
    “So do you. So what? Now just try to relax. Don’t worry—you’ll get off, too.” 
 
    I managed to turn my head enough to see the backpack in the corner. I could see the lens but it was obstructed enough that I wouldn’t have known what I was looking at if I didn’t know it was there. Or maybe I was just being naïve. Obviously I was being naïve, if Elle could tell.  
 
    She gripped her cock with her lubricated hand and she slid her hand up and down the length of her rod, making it shine in the faint moonlight. “Are you ready?” she asked. 
 
    I tried to say no, but I couldn’t push the simple syllable past the lump in my throat. She pressed the tip of her dick up to my tight hole. I wanted to scream, to protest, to shout, to make her stop, but I couldn’t move—not even my lips or my tongue. I was completely frozen, as if she’d slipped me something while I was asleep, though all she was slipping me was her cock. 
 
    She pushed in, without much effort at all thanks to the industrial-strength lubricant. The most embarrassing part of it all was that I was fully erect, my cock throbbing on my belly. I didn’t want to be erect, but I couldn’t help it. Her tits were out, and they were perfect, and her face was still beautiful, even though I knew it belonged to a biological man. How was it even possible? How could a man be so beautiful? Or did this mean I was gay? No—it couldn’t mean I was gay. She looked and sounded like a woman. It wasn’t my fault she had a dick. 
 
    She started thrusting in and out of me, and it felt good. Now that was concerning: the fact that it felt so nice. Did that mean I was gay? The thought of being with a man still repulsed me, but I had no issues looking up at Elle while her tits bounced and she rammed me with her cock. It wasn’t fair—she was too convincing. It was confusing. 
 
    She kept pushing in deeper with every thrust. It started hurting a bit once her ball sack was pressing up against my bum, but there was nothing I could do about it. Now I didn’t want to shout. I didn’t want anyone to see me getting fucked, even though I knew Terry was quite possibly watching on the trail camera. I bit down on my tongue.  
 
    I hated that it felt so good. I hated that I didn’t want it to end. But I couldn’t help it—it wasn’t fair. Her cock was pressing up against some magical spot, making my legs tremble, filling my whole body with warm pulses of euphoria energy. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. “You like it, huh?” she whispered. “You’re coming all over yourself.” 
 
    I managed to tilt my head enough to see that she wasn’t lying: my cock was oozing a constant stream of thick, white cum onto my belly, and that little pool was growing quickly. Where was all that cum coming from? Was it really two-weeks’ worth, saved up and unloading all at once? And what was making me come? She wasn’t even touching my cock. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I moaned, out of my control.  
 
    She reached down and ran her grip firmly up the length of my rod, making it suddenly spew warm cum all over my chest, as if it had been waiting the whole time for her to do that. “You really did need to get off,” she said. I was in too much pleasure to respond. My whole body was trembling now. 
 
    “You want me to come in your ass?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Come in my ass. Please—I want your cum so badly.”  
 
    She gripped the sides of my ass tight, her nails digging into my skin slightly. She groaned and slammed down, pressing her big ball sack into my bum, and then I felt it: her warm goo filling me up deep. Fuck, did it feel good, but my God, was it embarrassing. Somehow I knew Terry was watching. Somehow I knew my best friend had just watched me being fucked my a transgendered nurse. 
 
    She pulled her long cock out from my tight hole, walked around my bed, and planted a kiss on my lips. “Let’s get you cleaned up,” she said, and then she started to wipe the cum off of my body. 
 
    I thought I would never see her again after I was dismissed from the hospital, so naturally I was excited when my mom knocked on my door and said, “There’s a nurse here from the hospital. She wants to check on you and make sure everything’s alright.” When Elle walked into my bedroom, my eyes lit up and I couldn’t fight the smile from my face.  
 
    “I’ll just be a few minutes,” she said to my mother, and then she closed the door. She turned to me and smiled. “How are you feeling?” she asked. 
 
    I was feeling fine, though still slightly embarrassed. I won the bet with Terry: he watched me getting fucked by Elle. “Well, you were right, she is hot,” he said to me, “But I’m never letting you live this down.” He never told anyone, but he had a good laugh about it.  
 
    The most embarrassing part of it all was the fact that I didn’t feel all that embarrassed. It was a strange loop. I was happy that I fucked Elle—or I should say, that she fucked me. In a strange way, she made me realize that there was more to sex than just the prize—more than just a notch on a record.  
 
    “When was the last time you got off?” she asked me in my bedroom.  
 
    “It’s been about a week,” I said. 
 
    “Well, we’d better make sure everything’s running properly,” she said, and then she flipped up my gown.  
 
    Was it bad that I couldn’t wait to get injured again so I could spend another few weeks in the hospital? Probably. Elle was the first girl who I wanted to see even more after fucking her. I’d forgotten every other girl I’d ever slept with within days of fucking them, but not Elle. She was different. 
 
    She started stroking my cock.  
 
    In fact, I wanted to fuck Elle so badly, I couldn’t even think about fucking anyone else. Even the hot little cleaning lady my parents had hired while I was bed ridden, I had no interest in fucking her—even though I was pretty sure she wanted it every time she came into my room. My womanizing days were over. 
 
    “You may need weekly check-ups,” Elle said to me. “This may be very serious.” 
 
    “For how long?” I asked. 
 
    “Indefinitely,” she said. “Maybe two check-ups a week if things go well. And dinner at least once a week.” She looked into my eyes and smiled. “Nurses orders.”  
 
    My womanizing days were over, but I knew I hadn’t lost that undetectable charm of mine. I could still have gotten any woman I wanted—but the only woman I wanted was Elle, and her big, hard cock.  
 
    THE END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SHEMALE SHOCK 
 
    I 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What about her? She’s got a nice set on her,” Trent said as a young blonde walked into the bar and sat down with a group of her friends. 
 
    “She’s alright, but look at the brunette at her table,” I replied, taking a particular fancy to a cute, short freckled girl with long hair.  
 
    “Marc, what do you think? The blonde or the brunette?” Trent asked our friend, Marc, who generally remained quiet during ‘girl-talk’. 
 
    Trent, Marc and I had been best friends since as long as I could remember. We went through pre-school together, lived in the same neighbourhood growing up and now we attended the same university. Trent was a heavier set guy who thought he was the biggest player, when in reality he was kind of a geek. Marc was a geek, but unlike Trent, he embraced it. We usually had to force him out the door to go to the bar, and as far as we knew, he’d never actually been with a girl before. 
 
    “Yeah,” he replied, clearly not actually listening. 
 
    “Yeah? Yeah, what?” I asked. 
 
    “Sorry, what?” 
 
    “You alright, man?” Trent asked. 
 
    “Yeah, sorry. I just zoned out.” 
 
    “What’s on your mind?” I asked. 
 
    Marc hesitated to answer for a moment, and then, “Nothing.” 
 
    I looked over at Trent, who looked as suspicious as I probably did and then we looked back to the cute girls across the bar. 
 
    “Damn, I’d like to fuck those girls,” Trent said. 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “I’m sure you would, buddy,” I said as I finished my drink. “Let’s take off.” 
 
    Marc reached around his back and grabbed his coat off of his chair. Trent remained fixated on the girls. 
 
    “You coming, or are you just going to stare at those girls?” 
 
    “I’m going to try and get with her,” he replied. 
 
    “The blonde?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Alright. Marc, you want to take off?” I asked. 
 
    “No, stay with me,” Trent said to Marc. “If I’m alone here I’ll look like a creep.” 
 
    “I should take off, too,” Marc replied. 
 
    “I’ll buy you a beer.” 
 
    “Alright,” Marc said, sitting back down. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll see you guys later,” I said, turning and walking towards the door. 
 
    I passed the group of girls on my way out. The cute brunette looked at me briefly, smiled and then returned to her conversation.  
 
    ~ 
 
    My cellphone began to ring, waking me up. I looked at the clock, which read 3:30AM. I picked up the phone and checked the called ID.  
 
    “Trent?” I said, still half asleep. 
 
    “Hey man, you awake?” 
 
    I rubbed my eyes. 
 
    “No,” I replied. 
 
    “You gotta come over quick, man. I’ve got those girls here.” 
 
    I sat up quickly, shocked and in disbelief. 
 
    “The girls? The girls from the bar?” 
 
    “Yeah, dude. The girls from the bar.” 
 
    “All of ‘em?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, not all of ‘em, but some of ‘em.” 
 
    “The brunette one?” 
 
    “Um, yeah. The brunette one’s here.” 
 
    I sprung to my feet and began to throw on some pants. 
 
    “I’ll be right over!” I said, suddenly more awake than I’d ever been in my life. 
 
    Trent wasn’t lying. Three of the girls from the party across the bar had gone home with Trent. The little blonde, the cute brunette and a tall redhead sat drinking from a bottle of vodka on Trent’s basement couch. I walked in and Trent pulled me aside. 
 
    “How did you get these girls to come to your house?” I asked Trent. 
 
    “It’s the redhead’s birthday, and she’s slammed. The other two are pretty drunk, and they’re all pretty horny.” 
 
    I looked at Trent for a moment. I was used to Trent waking me up to play World of Warcraft. This was unheard of.  
 
    “Are you fucking pranking me right now?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m not shitting you.” 
 
    I looked back into the room full of beautiful girls. The brunette was so adorable; I could feel my cock already hardening in my pants just looking at her. 
 
    “Where’s Marc?” I asked. 
 
    “He took one of the girls home.” 
 
    “Okay, you are fucking with me.” 
 
    “No, man. I went over to their table, and the girl asked if she could meet him. An hour later, he was taking her back to his house.” 
 
    “Okay, so what do we do?” I asked, having never been in this position before. 
 
    “They’re horny. They want to fuck,” Trent replied. 
 
    I looked back at the girls. The redhead was so drunk, she had her legs up on Trent’s table, spread out. Her jean shorts were so tiny that you could see the edge of her pussy peeking out. 
 
    “So, we just pick one and take them into a room?” I asked. 
 
    “We go in there and we talk for a bit. I’m hoping the rest comes naturally. My heart is pounding like a motherfucker. I was so overwhelmed, I had to call you.” 
 
    “Thank you, so much,” I said as we turned and entered the room. 
 
    “Ladies, this is Alex,” Trent said. 
 
    All the girls looked at me and smiled. The brunette looked at me and her eyes lit up, immediately recognizing me from the bar.  
 
    “Alex, this is Julia, Ashley and Scarlet,” Trent said. 
 
    The brunette’s name was Ashley. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She was beautiful.  
 
    “So, who wants to fuck?” Scarlet, the redhead asked drunkenly.  
 
    All the girls started to laugh. 
 
    “Trent, I thought you were going to call some guys,” Julia said. 
 
    “I did. I called Alex.” 
 
    “We can just get… Creative.” Scarlet continued, standing up and walking around Trent. 
 
    Trent’s heart was indeed beating incredibly hard. I could hear it slamming against his chest at a mile a minute. Scarlet took her long arms and wrapped them around him. She gently moved her hands down from his chest to the crotch of his pants.  
 
    “Ooh, Scarlet,” Julia said, laughing. “Leave some for the rest of us.” 
 
    Scarlet grasped onto Trent’s cock through his pants and began to fondle him. Trent’s face turned dark red as he tried to open his mouth to speak. No words came out. 
 
    “You like that, big boy?” Scarlet asked. 
 
    “Y—Yeah.” 
 
    Julia stood up, stumbling slightly from her intoxication. She walked up to Trent and wrapped her arms around both Trent and Scarlet. She leaned in, over Trent’s shoulder and kissed the drunken Scarlet gently on the lips.  
 
    I looked down at Ashley, who remained sitting on the couch. She lightly patted the seat next to her, motioning me to come and sit. I looked over at Trent again, who stood speechless between two beautiful women. 
 
    “Alex, right?” she asked me as I sat down. 
 
    “Yeah. Ashley?” I asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Scarlet slipped her hand down the front of Trent’s pants and onto his thick, already solid cock. She took the slick member firmly in her hand and began to stroke him off, under his jeans as she continued to make out with Julia. Trent awkwardly moved his hand onto Julia’s butt and slowly began to squeeze as his cock was pulled and massaged.  
 
    “You have nice friends,” I said to Ashley. 
 
    “Thanks,” she replied, laughing. “You’re cute.” 
 
    I blushed. 
 
    “Thanks… You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    She blushed. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I took my hand and gently placed it on her thigh, which seemed rather PG compared to Trent’s current scenario. Ashley placed her hand on top of mine and looked me in the eye. Her eyes were a beautiful bright green. 
 
    I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. We kissed for a moment, and then I pulled back. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s just weird. I feel like I have to kiss you, but I don’t even know you, really.” 
 
    “Who really knows anybody?” she asked rhetorically.  
 
    I smiled and leaned in again to kiss her. 
 
    Meanwhile, the horny Julia was undoing Trent’s pants. She aggressively pulled away his belt and unzipped his pants. She dropped down to her knees and pulled his pants down to his ankles, along with his boxers. His long thick cock sprang out as Scarlet continued to stroke him off. Julia moved in with her mouth open and Scarlet released Trent’s member. She relocated her hands onto the back of Julia’s head and guided it onto Trent’s dick, which slid deeply into her throat.  
 
    Scarlet began to pull Julia’s head back and forth along Trent’s slick cock. Trent closed his eyes, deep in his state of pleasure.  
 
    “Fuck…” he said aloud.  
 
    Still locked in a kiss, I moved my hand slowly up Ashley’s thigh to the waistband of her skirt. I slipped my hand down and gently placed my fingers on her tight pussy. I tickled her clit slowly as my cock began to grow in my pants. She placed her hand over my expanding cock and slowly massaged my throbbing member. 
 
    Ashley’s tongue penetrated my mouth and began to lock itself around mine. As I began to stroke the length of her slit, she started to become more energized, rubbing my penis harder and forcing her tongue deeper into my mouth. With my free hand, I started undoing my belt.  
 
    Julia had successfully fully inserted Trent’s long cock into her throat. Scarlet held her head down into Trent’s pelvis aggressively. Julia began to gag, and Scarlet released her. 
 
    I managed to pull my pants down, along with my underwear, past my knees. Ashley passionately grabbed onto my throbbing slick cock and began to quickly stroke me off. I slipped my fingers deep into her pussy and began fingering her quickly. Bouts of hot juice squished out of her warm slit with every penetration.  
 
    “Oh, fuck. Fuck me,” Ashley said as I fingered her. 
 
    I felt a set on hands land on my arms. I looked back to see Scarlet, motioning for me to stand up. I complied, taking Ashley up with me and continuing to finger her tight snatch, juice still squishing down her legs. Scarlet gently took my head in her hand and turned it towards her own. She wrapped her mouth around mine, sticking her hot tongue into my mouth, tasting her friend. She took her hand and placed it over Ashley’s on my cock and the two girls stroked me off.  
 
    With my free hand, I slipped Scarlet’s shorts down and began to stroke her wet pussy with my fingertips. I had two hot wet pussies in my hands.  
 
    Trent had Julia’s head in his hands and was forcefully shoving his cock in and out of her throat. His face was dark red and sweat was running down the side of his face. Julia’s face was dripping with her own saliva but she loved every second of it.  
 
    Scarlet squeezed my dick hard with her hand as I slipped my fingers up her tight slit. Both of my hands were soaked with hot pussy juice and my face was covered with the saliva of two beautiful girls. 
 
    “Lay down,” Scarlet said to me. 
 
    Once again, I complied. I lowered myself to the ground and the two girls followed suit. Scarlet twirled her body over me and planted her knees on either side of my body. She lowered herself down, lining her dripping wet pussy up with my long, rock solid cock. She took it in her hand and began to slowly stuff it into herself. Ashley shimmied herself up to my head and stepped one of her legs over me, lining her soaking pussy up with my mouth. She lowered it down and I began to lick the length of her vagina with my tongue. She took her hands and grabbed my hair as I ate her out. Her pussy was sweet, like honey. She had a small patch of pubic hair that was shaved into a heart, which tickled my nose as I ran my tongue the length of her labia. 
 
    Trent released his cock from Julia’s abused mouth. She stood up and led him over to the rest of us, laying him down just next to me. She slipped her panties down below her skirt and began to lower herself onto his thick, soaking wet dick. Scarlet reached over and grabbed her shirt and pulled it off of her body as she lowered herself onto his cock.  
 
    And just like that, both Trent and I were being fucked by two of the most beautiful women alive. I reached my hands around Ashley’s naked body and grabbed onto her soft ass. I squeezed her cheeks hard as I penetrated her vagina with my tongue. She began to moan loudly as more hot juice poured out of her onto my face.  
 
    Scarlet’s butt slapped my stomach as she pulled her body on and off of my long penis quickly. She fucked like a horny bunny rabbit. 
 
    Ashley pulled her pussy off of my face and Scarlet pulled her body off of my cock momentarily. The two girls rolled me over onto my side like some planned out move. Ashley spooned in close to me and pushed her soft butt down into my pelvis, pushing my cock deep up her soaking wet pussy. I began to thrust my body into her. 
 
    I could feel Scarlet move around behind me. Her wet tongue began to gently massage my asshole as I pounded her friend’s slit. I wrapped my hands around Ashley and placed them on her tits. I squeezed hard as my dick slammed deep into her body. She continued to moan loudly, on the brink of cumming. 
 
    Scarlet, still licking my anus, pressed her butt up against the back of my head, allowing Trent’s mouth access to her hot tight pussy. Trent began to eat her out while her tongue began to penetrate my butthole repeatedly.  
 
    I could feel myself approaching the finish line. My cock began throbbing even harder inside of Ashley’s tight slit and my hands began to tighten around her perfectly round tits. Scarlet pulled her mouth out from my asshole as I remained focussed on pounding the stunning Ashley. I slid one of my hands down and massaged her clit with my fingers, feeling my own cock slide in and out with my fingertips. Her moaning became screaming. 
 
    Then, I felt something push up against my asshole. At first, I paid no attention to it. Then, it started to slide in. It was thick and throbbing. My ass clenched tightly around it as it forced itself in. 
 
    I looked back at Trent, who was still tongue deep inside of Scarlet’s pussy. Scarlet had wrapped her legs around his head and sitting upright, grinding his face. Julia had moved around Trent’s back and was guiding his cock into my asshole. 
 
    Before I could do anything about it, Trent had begun to thrust his body into me. His long cock stretched my anus out as it pushed in aggressively and retracted quickly. I began to lose control of my body as I started entering orgasm mode. I continued to drive my cock deep inside of the cumming Ashley while Trent’s thick wet cock reached full insertion in my ass.  
 
    My body was fully out of my own control. My hand reached around back and planted itself tightly on Trent’s ass, pulling him in closer with every harsh thrust.  
 
    The next thing I knew, I was cumming. Enormous shot after shot blasted out of my dick into Ashley’s tight slit. She screamed loud, quickly filling up with my hot, giant load.  
 
    I could feel Trent’s cock begin to expand and fill up with his own cum. He held it back momentarily as his cock throbbed aggressively against the walls of my anus. Then, he exploded, filling my ass up with warm, sticky cum. 
 
    Appropriately simultaneously, Trent brought Scarlet to orgasm with his tongue. All of us moaned and screamed as our climax began to subside.  
 
    Trent rolled over, eyes closed and panting as Scarlet fell off of his face. She passed out on the floor, satisfied with her birthday orgasm. 
 
    I pulled my long cock out of Ashley’s tight pussy and my load began to pour out of her, as Trent’s load poured out the back of me.  
 
    We were all exhausted from the orgy. There wasn’t another word spoken, as Trent and I stood up onto our feet and pulled our clothes back onto our bodies. I looked down at Ashley, who had also drunkenly passed out. 
 
    I awkwardly said nothing to Trent as I left his house.
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    “Have you talked to Marc lately?” I asked Trent as we sat at the bar once again. 
 
    “No, I haven’t heard from him since the other night.” 
 
    “He’s been posting pictures of him and some girl on Facebook,” I said. 
 
    “Fuck off, the girl from the other night?” Trent asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, I never saw her. Hold on,” I said as I pulled out my phone. 
 
    I pulled my Facebook open on my phone and located the aforementioned photos. 
 
    “That her?” I asked. 
 
    Trent’s eyes lit up. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s her,” he said. “Of all of us, Marc’s the only guy who sees anything past that night… Unbelievable.” 
 
    “Should we try calling him?” I asked. 
 
    “I tried, dude. I’ve been trying all week,” Trent replied. 
 
    “He’s just not answering?” 
 
    “Nope. He’s moved on from us, apparently.” 
 
    “That’s unacceptable,” I said. 
 
    “You think it’s because he’s with her?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I really hope he wouldn’t ditch us for some girl.” 
 
    I took a sip from my beer. 
 
    “Hey, look. I need to take off here. I’ll see you tomorrow, yeah?” Trent asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I replied. “Maybe I’ll swing my Marc’s. See what’s up.” 
 
    “Yeah, do it. Figure out what that shit head’s problem is,” Trent said, laughing. 
 
    ~ 
 
    On my way home that night, I made the slight detour to stop at Marc’s house. I noticed one of the lights in his house was on, so I figured I would go inside and see what was up, and why he had been ignoring our calls. 
 
    I parked my car and walked up to his door. I could hear someone walking around inside, so I decided to knock. I waited for a while, but there was no answer. After some time, I knocked again, to which I once again received no answer. 
 
    Determined to confront my long time best friend, I reached for the handle and tested the door. It was unlocked. 
 
    I pushed the door open slowly and peeked my head into the house. The light had been left on in the room, but it was otherwise empty.  
 
    “Marc?” I gently called out, stepping into the house. “You there, buddy?” 
 
    I walked across his quiet living room, and then down the stairs towards his bedroom. I pushed the door open slowly and stepped into the room. It was also empty.  
 
    “Marc?” I said aloud. 
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    “What are you doing here?” a female voice said behind me. 
 
    I turned around quickly. The girl from the Facebook photos was standing in the doorway to the room. 
 
    “I— I was looking for something…” I lied, badly.  
 
    “You’re Marc’s friend right? I’ve seen your picture on his profile.” 
 
    I stared at her for a moment,  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    She began to walk up to me. 
 
    “Why are you here?” she asked again. 
 
    I didn’t respond as she stepped up, just inches away from me. 
 
    “What did Marc tell you?” she asked. 
 
    “Nothing. What do you mean?” 
 
    “Has he told you anything about me?” 
 
    “We haven’t seen Marc since the day he met you.” 
 
    She took another step forward and placed her hand gently on my arm. She began to carefully rub up and down. 
 
    “Is this making you nervous?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Marc’s cute, but he’s kind of shy. He keeps asking me out on dates, but he hasn’t made any moves yet.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I should probably go.” 
 
    I began to pull myself away from her. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    I stopped and looked at her. 
 
    “There’s something I haven’t shown Marc yet. I’m wondering what he’ll think,” she said. 
 
    I looked at her for a moment. “I’m sure it’s fine. Marc’s a good guy.” 
 
    I turned to the door again and tried to leave. 
 
    “Alex, wait.” 
 
    I stopped and she walked over to the door and closed it. She turned and looked at me. 
 
    “Come here,” she said. 
 
    I cautiously walked over to her and she placed her hands gently around my waist. She leaned forward and ran her nose smoothly along my neck. The hairs on my body stood up, unsure of what her intentions were. She ran her hand slowly up the side of my body, down my arm and onto my hand. 
 
    Her head began to drift up and she hovered her lips over mine. My heart started lifting up out of my chest and a tingling sensation rushed through my body.  She guided my hand slowly down her stomach and she began to push it down under her waistband. 
 
    Her panties stretched out as we slid across her soft pubes and onto her long, thick cock. 
 
    “Jesus,” I said. 
 
    “What’s wrong? You don’t think he’ll like it?” she said softly into my ear. 
 
    She held my hand down on her warm dick. 
 
    “No, I—I don’t know…” I said. 
 
    She looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    I stared at her for a moment in shock, and then— 
 
    “Yes,” I said firmly. 
 
    She took her hand and pushed it down the front of my pants and grabbed onto my cock hard. I grasped onto her long member and began to fondle it in my hand. It was so soft and slick as I rubbed my hand up and down it. It started to throb and expand in my very fingertips as she started to fondle me. 
 
    I took my free hand and quickly began to take off her shorts. My hand was shaking, still shocked from her Shemale surprise. I managed to pull her shorts down and her long, semi-erect dick sprung out into the air. I grasped onto it tightly as she began to undo my pants with her free hand. She slipped them down and took a step in closer, pushing her hardening cock up against mine. She took both her hands and wrapped them around both of our cocks and began to stroke. I could feel the throbbing head of her penis pressed tightly up against my own as her soft hands moved up and down the length of our shafts.  
 
    “Oh, fuck yeah,” I said as I reached around and felt her soft butt. 
 
    Her stoking became quicker and harder as our cocks reached full expansion. I aggressively pulled her shirt over her head, and then she continued to mutually stroke us off. I grabbed onto her hard, round fake breasts and squished them tightly in my hands. 
 
    “Just like that, baby,” she said. 
 
    I squeezed them as hard as I could and watched as her nipples pushed out and harden along with her cock. 
 
    “I want to stick my cock up your tight asshole, Alex,” she said softly into my ear. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me hard.” 
 
    Suddenly, she placed her hands on my chest and pushed me back into Marc’s bed. I turned my body over, presenting her with my asshole as dropped down to her knees. She pushed her face up against my butt, between my cheeks and began to stick her tongue into my ass. 
 
    A warm rush of energy flowed through my body with every stroke of her sweet tongue. I grasped on hard to the bed sheets as her long tongue dug in deeper and deeper. 
 
    “I love the way your asshole tastes,” she said passionately.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I replied. “Fuck me.” 
 
    I needed her long thick cock inside of me. She stood up quickly, spat onto her the tip of her dick and pressed it into my asshole. She began to push it in and my body naturally clenched around it. I squeezed the bed sheets harder in my hands as she forced her way in deep. 
 
    Suddenly, my body relaxed and her foot-long slick cock flew into my body. 
 
    “Fuck!” I cried out. 
 
    She slowly began to thrust her body into me. I could feel the harsh ridges of her veiny dick rubbing against the soft walls of my anus with every long thrust. Her pace quickly sped up as her nails dug tightly into my butt. I reached down and began to stroke my own cock with my hand, feeling every inch of her enormous member sliding in and out of my body.  
 
    “Harder,” I said. 
 
    She picked up her pace. 
 
    “Harder,” I said again, needing her dick inside of me. 
 
    She pushed forward aggressively with all of her strength and pulled out quickly. Just before she thrust in again, I could feel the absolute tip of her womanhood against the rim of my asshole. Every thrust felt better than the last as my body began to relax and I came closer to cumming. 
 
    One of her hands released its grip from my butt cheek and slid around my waist, landing firmly on my cock. I let go of myself and she took over, stroking off my long dick quickly. I reached around her backside and planted my hand on her soft ass and started to help push her pelvis into me, just like I had done with Trent. I could feel her soft pubes against my butt and I could smell the sweet smell of my own pre-cum on her soft hands.  
 
    I was close to cumming. I held back with all of my might. Feeling exited my arms and legs and my butt clenched tightly around her thick cock. She screamed out loud as I let out a deep moan. My penis exploded and cum shot into my own face as I lay bent over on the bed. Shot after shot blew out of my dick. I couldn’t stop cumming as her long member stroked the inside of my body. 
 
    Then, I could feel a sudden burst of hot fluid as her cock exploded cum inside of me. She squeezed my cock and my ass tightly with her hands as her body drained itself of its massive, sticky load. I could feel her legs tremble against my own as the final bouts of cum poured out of her dick and into my anus.  
 
    She rolled over next to me on the bed. Her massively long dick slithered out of me, and her giant load began to stream down my naked legs.  
 
    I took a few deep breaths. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said. “That was amazing.” 
 
    She looked over at me and smiled.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “I like you.” 
 
    I smiled back. 
 
    “I like you too.”  
 
    She leaned in towards me and kissed me on the lips. 
 
    “Why were you here?” I asked her. 
 
    “Picking up my stuff. I’m breaking it off with Marc.” 
 
    “Wanna give me a shot?” I asked. 
 
    “I already gave you a few,” she said, motioning to the load falling out of my ass. 
 
    I smiled and leaned forward again to kiss her. 
 
    ~ 
 
    I met up with Trent the next day at the bar. 
 
    “So did you see Marc last night?”  
 
    “No, he wasn’t home.” 
 
    “Damn. He was probably out with that girl again.” 
 
    “No, they broke up.” 
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s all over Facebook.” 
 
    “Damn. So that little darling is free game now?” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe I’ll take a go at her.” 
 
    Trent laughed. 
 
    “Yeah, right. You,” he said, continuing to laugh. “That’d be the day.” 
 
      
 
    The End


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SHEMALE SURRENDER 
 
      
 
    I 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erica reached around her back, tightening the laces of her little white lingerie. The cute number squeezed her boobs tightly and the tiny bottom exposed her tight butt. She stood up straight and smiled into the mirror, trying to admire the work she’d accomplished recently at the gym. 
 
    She turned and looked over her shoulder at herself, inspecting her butt and deciding whether it would make the cut. She slid her hands down and gave her cheeks a little lift, wondering if they would look better with some more lunges and squats. 
 
    Kyle, Erica’s husband had been growing distant. After five years of marriage, the two had begun to drift apart. Kyle was spending more time at work and he had stopped noticing the little things—When Erica changed her hair, did her makeup differently, bought new clothes… It seemed like she’d tried everything, with no success. Understandable, she thought it might be her. She was getting older, with her thirty-third birthday approaching. Her boobs weren’t quite as high on her chest as they had been in the past and her bum was starting to drop.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, Erica closed her eyes, telling herself everything was going to be all right. She opened the door, and headed towards Kyle’s office. 
 
    She gently creaked the office door open and positioned herself flirtingly in the doorway. 
 
    “What are you doing, still up?” Erica asked her husband who sat at his desk. 
 
    “Just finishing some work,” Kyle replied, not looking up from his computer screen. 
 
    “I thought maybe you wanted to come upstairs.” 
 
    “In a bit.” 
 
    “Maybe now?” Erica said, biting her lip. 
 
    “In a bit, hun.” 
 
    Erica stared at her husband, who still hadn’t even noticed her new little outfit. She looked down at her chest and adjusted her boobs. Not prepared to throw in the towel, she started to strut across the office. 
 
    “What’cha workin’ on?” she asked. 
 
    “Something for work,” Kyle responded, still not looking up. 
 
    “Something important?” Erica asked slowly and softly. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “How important?” 
 
    Erica walked around Kyle’s back and leaned her head over his shoulder. 
 
    “Important, dear. Please,” Kyle said firmly. “I can’t work with you here.” 
 
    Kyle’s rejection stung, as it always did. Erica remained frozen for a moment, and then continued valiantly. 
 
    “It can’t be that important,” she said as she slid her hand gently down Kyle’s body and onto his crotch. 
 
    Kyle continued to work as Erica began to massage his cock. 
 
    “Erica…” Kyle said as he tried to remain focussed on his work. 
 
    Erica kept rubbing, harder and harder. She pushed down hard with her sensual fingertips and let out a soft sigh into Kyle’s ear. 
 
    “Yes?” she responded. 
 
    Kyle looked down at Erica’s hand and took a deep breath, beginning to fall victim to Erica’s sexual massage. 
 
    “I really have to finish this work,” he said, quickly losing focus. 
 
    “Go ahead, don’t let me stop you.” 
 
    Erica slipped her hand under the waistband of Kyle’s pants and grabbed Kyle’s cock gently. She rubbed the big member tightly with her fingers and she began to move her hand up and down Kyle’s growing shaft. 
 
    Kyle looked back to his screen, his heart rate beginning to increase. He tried to continue typing but was slow, distracted by his stiffening dick. 
 
    Erica rubbed the tip of Kyle’s throbbing penis with her finger and her thumb, continuing to stroke him up and down. Keeping her hand down his pants, she began to move around his body and sink down onto her knees between his legs. She looked up at her husband flirtingly. 
 
    Kyle stared down at her, having completely forgot what it was he was doing. 
 
    “Well, go ahead,” said Erica, smiling at her small victory. 
 
    Kyle looked back up at his screen as Erica began to pull his pants down, revealing Kyle’s long solid dick. She stroked it up and down, watching his dark veins pumping and throbbing. Leaning forward, she licked his long shaft from the base of his bulging balls to the thick tip. She loved the sweet taste of her man on her wet tongue.  
 
    “Shit…” Kyle said under his breath, enjoying his wife’s hot tongue. 
 
    She continued to lick his stick up and down, causing his member to throb harder and harder. His cock stood up high, fully aroused and ready to fuck his sexy wife. She gently moved her head forward and stuck his long pulsing manhood into her deep wet mouth. She pushed her head back and forth, and up and down his meat stick. 
 
    Kyle took his hands off of his keyboard and placed them on Erica’s soft head. As Erica accelerated her pace, his grip became tighter and tighter. Erica could taste the sweet pre-cum trickle out of her husband’s girth. 
 
    “Fuck, babe. Just like that. Keep going.” 
 
    Erica forced her head down further, chocking herself deeply with the hot cock. She tried her best to open her throat up and slip the long slick member down deep. She began to gag but did not give up, devoted to pleasing her husband.  
 
    “Oh, fuck…” he said under his breath, feeling her warm tongue wrap around his long dick as her throat massaged his throbbing tip.  
 
    Erica pushed her head down deep one last time, and then pulled back, the gargantuan cock sliding out of her throat and off of her lips. She stood up, took a step forward, hovering over her husband, and pulled aside the crotch of her lingerie. She began to slowly lower herself down onto Kyle’s dripping wet member.  
 
    His throbbing tip pushed its way into her wet pussy, stretching it wide for the rest of his slick cock. She lowered her body down, feeling every single inch of his dick against her warm vagina. 
 
    Kyle placed his hands on her boobs, which were being squished tightly by her sexy lingerie. He pulled down the cups holding her boobs, letting them fall out. He leaned his head in and latched his mouth onto the nipple of her supple breast as her soft butt landed on his legs; his cock was fully inside of Erica’s sweet slit. 
 
    Erica began to lift her body up and drop it down repeatedly. Bouts of warm pussy juice squished out onto Kyle’s lap with every revolution on his cock. A warm tingling in her pussy quickly started to become a hot throbbing. Her slit quivered as his long penis pulsed. Kyle pulled his head back off Erica’s breasts and reached his hands around, down on his ass. 
 
    Erica had to lift her body up high in order to slide up the entire length of Kyle’s manhood. Her pussy was so wet and his cock was so hot. The quivering in her slit intensified into an uncontrollable tremble. She let out a deep moan. 
 
    Bing! Kyle’s computer received an email just before Erica started cumming. Kyle’s attention was immediately pulled away, and he looked over at his computer screen, his wife still bouncing up and down on his cock. 
 
    She looked down at him, without stopping. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked, out of breath. 
 
    Her tits continued to bounce in his face. 
 
    “C’mon. Fuck my pussy.” 
 
    “Hold on, I have to reply to this. It’s important.” 
 
    Erica slowed down her fucking and then stopped completely, sitting on his long cock. Kyle reached around her and began to type. 
 
    “Sorry, this will just take a few minutes. How about I meet you upstairs?” 
 
    Erica remained silent for a moment, unable to look her husband in the eye. The rejection stung deep once again. 
 
    “Sure…” she said, standing up. 
 
    Kyle’s long slick cock slipped out of her tight pussy and quickly began to soften. The warm lubrication all over Erica’s legs quickly became cold as she walked out of the room. 
 
    She sat down on their bed and waited for her husband for what felt like an eternity. Eventually, she just fell asleep.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    II 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erica woke up in the middle of the night. Kyle had snuck into the bed and was fast asleep under the covers. She stared at him for a while, trying desperately to figure out what it was she was doing wrong. What was she missing? It seemed like it happened overnight. The two used to have a great sex life. They spent every day and night together. She used to never even have the chance to initiate sex, because he was constantly on top of her. 
 
    Then, one day it just stopped.  
 
    She got up, unable to sleep. Carefully manoeuvring her way down the stairs, so to not make any noise. She went into his office, opened up his computer and clicked away from the screensaver. 
 
    “Please enter password.” 
 
    She stared at the screen for a while. Kyle wasn’t the type of person who had a password on his computer. Something was off. Kyle was hiding something. 
 
    She tried to enter his usual password that he generally used for websites. It responded “incorrect password”. He was definitely hiding something. She tried entering his birthday. Nothing. 
 
    She thought for a moment, and then noticed the “forgot password” option. She clicked it. 
 
    “What is my mother’s maiden name?” it asked. 
 
    “Oh God, what is that horrible woman’s maiden name?” she said under her breath. 
 
    She thought for a moment, then— 
 
    “Courtnay!” she whispered triumphantly. 
 
    She typed in the name and bingo—She was granted access into Kyle’s mysteriously locked computer. She scanned the desktop for any suspicious activity before searching the first obvious place, the Internet.  
 
    It was uncharacteristic of Erica to be suspicious of her husband, but the past few months had been uncharacteristic of Kyle as well. At least, that’s how she justified it. 
 
    She made her way into Kyle’s search history. Then, she found something she hadn’t expected.  
 
    Kyle’s history was full of video upon video of transgender pornography. In her state of disbelief, Erica muted the computer volume and clicked on one of the links. A video popped up on a man bouncing up and down on a woman’s lap. The woman had a long dick, which was deep in the man’s butt. She watched, frozen and in shock as the man jerked himself off while riding the shemale. 
 
    Snapping out of her frozen panic, she clicked another link from the history. A strong muscular man was sucking the thick cock of a beautiful woman. Erica could not believe what she was seeing. Kyle’s history was chalked full of hard-core shemale porn. She continued clicking, as if no longer in control of her own body. Video after video flashed by. Multiple shemales stuffed one small male at the same time, squeezing their dicks together in his tight asshole. Some of the videos contained a female, getting stuffed alongside a male in a hard-core orgy.  
 
    Suddenly coming to her senses, Erica closed the Internet. She stared at the blank screen for a moment before turning off the computer and standing up to return to bed.  
 
    She stared at her sleeping, oblivious husband once again. It was suddenly clear why she could no longer pleasure her husband. What was she supposed to do? She couldn’t simply sprout a penis over night, and there wasn’t exactly something at Victoria’s Secret for this sort of kink. She was at a loss. 
 
    ~ 
 
    “Hello,” Erica said to the store clerk. 
 
    “Hello, ma’am. How can I help you?” the clerk replied. 
 
    “I’m looking for, um…” 
 
    The clerk smiled, waiting for the rest of the sentence. 
 
    “What is it, ma’am?” 
 
    Erica stood silent as her words escaped her. 
 
    “Lingerie? Vibrator?” the clerk said. 
 
    Erica leaned in over the counter. 
 
    “A strap-on,” she said. 
 
    The clerk smiled. 
 
    “We have plenty of those. Is it for your girlfriend?” 
 
    Erica’s face turned dark red. 
 
    “It’s okay. We don’t judge here. Come with me.” 
 
    The clerk stepped away from behind the counter and began to walk through the sex shop. She led Erica through a long isle of dildos of increasing size and stopped at a back wall, which was covered in strap-on dildos.  
 
    “What kind of price-range are we dealing with?” 
 
    “I just want something good. Nothing that’s going to… Hurt.”  
 
    The clerk laughed. 
 
    “Well, none of these will hurt.” 
 
    Erica smiled through her blushing face. 
 
    “What about something small, to start? This is our smallest model. It’s called the Mini-Meat.” 
 
    The strap-on was indeed very small. It drooped pathetically on a flimsy fabric strap. 
 
    “What else is good?” Erica asked. 
 
    “This one is our most popular model. It’s an average size, and is designed to feel exactly like a penis. They use a special kind of latex that moves around just like skin. Feel it.” 
 
    The clerk held the artificial cock out towards Erica. Erica shyly placed her hand on it and felt the realistic skin. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Erica said as she looked back up. “What about that one?” 
 
    Erica pointed to a huge purple strap-on. The length of the shaft was easily a foot long and as thick as her forearm.  
 
    “That’s The Destroyer. I wouldn’t recommend it to a beginner.” 
 
    “I want that one, please,” said Erica quietly.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    III 
 
      
 
      
 
    Kyle returned home from work, once again very late. He walked into his office, where Erica awaited him, standing sexily in a little hot red number.  
 
    “Hey, babe,” Erica said softly, running her had up her body and squeezing her own breast. 
 
    “Not now, please. I have so much work I need to get done for tomorrow,” he said, walking past her and sitting down at his desk. “The boss was on my ass all day about how far behind I am.” 
 
    “Oh, c’mon baby. Let’s screw around a bit,” she said, walking around his backside. “I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    “I want to. Really, I do. But I seriously have so much work.” 
 
    “Surely you can take ten minutes off,” she continued. “My pussy’s already wet,” she whispered into his ear. 
 
    “I really can’t, hun. Maybe later, okay?” 
 
    Erica turned towards the file folder and pulled out the long strap-on dildo she had planted there. She walked back over to her oblivious husband, placed it on his shoulder and pushed it up into his eye line. Kyle looked down at it. 
 
    “What’s that?” he asked, pretending to be disinterested. 
 
    “I thought we might… Fool around a bit.” 
 
    Kyle looked at the massive toy for a moment, and then looked back at his computer. 
 
    “Babe…” he said, pushing the artificial cock off of his shoulder. “I’m serious. I can’t do this right now.” 
 
    Erica stopped for a moment and thought. Time to step it up. She took the massive strap-on and slipped it over her body. She slid it up to her pelvis and tightened it around her soft butt, pulling the straps hard. She stepped around Kyle’s side. 
 
    “Oh, Kyle. I have something here for you,” she said. 
 
    Kyle looked over at his wife and then down at the big cock. 
 
    “What are you doing, honey?” 
 
    “Just entertain me. Please?” Erica begged. 
 
    Kyle took a deep sigh. 
 
    “Erica. C’mon…” 
 
    Erica’s smile dissipated into a frown. She stood in silence for a moment. 
 
    “Do you still love me?” she asked, defeated. 
 
    Kyle stared at her for a moment and then stood up and walked up to her. 
 
    “Of course I still love you. Why would you say something like that?” 
 
    “I just want you to be happy,” said Erica, as she stared down past her massive dildo, and down at her feet. 
 
    “I am happy, babe. Just really stressed out with work right now.” 
 
    Kyle reached his arms around his wife and hugged her.  
 
    “I’ll always love you, love,” he said. 
 
    Erica looked towards the doorway as Kyle hugged her tightly. 
 
    “Baby?” Erica started. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I really wanted to surprise you.” 
 
    “I know, Erica. I appreciate it. But I don’t know why you thought this would do it.” 
 
    “I want you to have everything you want,” Erica said. 
 
    “I have everything I want. I have you.” 
 
    “I mean, everything.” 
 
    He looked her in the eye. 
 
    “What else would I want?” he asked, suspiciously.  
 
    Suddenly, someone pressed up against Kyle’s back. Kyle jumped out of his wife’s loving embrace and turned towards a tall, beautiful black woman. She stood smiling, dressed in a tight, sexy little garment. Kyle stood, unsure of what was happening between the two beautiful women. 
 
    “W-- Who are you?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “Kyle, this is Malinda. She’s… My little surprise.” 
 
    “Hello,” Malinda said softly to Kyle. 
 
    “What’s she doing here?” Kyle asked, still in shock. 
 
    “Consider her a little early birthday present.” 
 
    Erica stepped forward, towards her husbands back, and grabbed his shirt from the base. She lifted it up slowly over his head, as he remained frozen in his place.  
 
    “Relax, baby,” Erica said. 
 
    “I—I don’t know what’s happening.” 
 
    “Just go with it, honey,” Malinda said as she took a step in towards Erica’s husband.  
 
    Malinda took her hand and placed it on Kyle’s crotch. She began to rub his penis through his pants as Erica stepped in close to Kyle, pressing the long dildo against his butt. Erica wrapped her hands around her topless husband and began to rub his chest. His heart beat powerfully into Erica’s hands.  
 
    “How does that feel?” Malinda asked Kyle. 
 
    “G—Good,” Kyle stuttered. 
 
    Malinda smiled as she slowly leaned in and began to suck on Kyle’s neck. Kyle’s long penis started to throb in Malinda’s tight grasp as Erica fondled his nipples. His face was as red as a beat and he continued to stand frozen in the centre of the room. 
 
    Erica’s hands slid gracefully down her husband’s chest to his belt. She quickly undid his belt and pulled it off of his body. She proceeded to unzip his pants and pull them down past his knees, along with his boxers. His lengthy cock sprung free as Malinda lowered herself to her knees and began put her soft lips around the tip of his throbbing member. She gently tickled the very tip of his cock with her tongue as she started stroking the length of his long shaft with her hand. 
 
    Erica sunk down to her knees, sliding her hands down around her husband’s butt. She watched for a moment as Malinda sucked off her husband. A tingle began to grow in her pussy as she watched her husband’s cock expand into another woman’s mouth.  
 
    Carefully, Erica spread open Kyle’s butt cheeks and leaned her face in. Gently, she began to lick his asshole. Kyle’s knees began to tremble as his body quickly filled with pleasure. His breathing became quick and loud. The very skilled Malinda was able to take Kyle’s long cock deep in her throat. She quickly moved her lips up and down the shaft of his cock without even a slight gag. Erica could see his excited member throbbing against Malinda’s tight lips as she turned back to her husband’s asshole. She continued to lick, this time extending her tongue out far and slightly penetrating Kyle’s tight bum hole.  
 
    “You like that, sweetheart?” Malinda asked, pulling Kyle’s long cock from her deep throat. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “A lot.” 
 
    “Wanna give me a turn?” Malinda asked. 
 
    Kyle looked to Erica for approval. She smiled, extremely turned on as Malinda stood up and walked over to Kyle’s desk and jumped upon it. She extended her legs and waited for Kyle to pull down her sexy panties.  Erica followed Kyle as he walked over to the tall dark woman.  
 
    He gently grabbed the sides of Malinda’s panties and pulled them down. Then, he froze. Malinda had a massive cock tucked between her legs. It sprang out ferociously as Malinda opened her legs. She smiled at Kyle. 
 
    “What’s wrong, darling?” she asked. 
 
    Kyle stood up slowly and froze. 
 
    “What—What is that? Is that real?” he asked in shock. 
 
    “It’s real,” Erica said as she placed her hands on her husband’s shoulders. 
 
    “Dick’s not going to suck itself, honey,” Malinda said. 
 
    Kyle remained frozen. Gently, Erica leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. 
 
    “It’s okay, Kyle. I’m here,” she whispered into his ear. 
 
    Kyle remained frozen, so Erica began to push him down to his knees, lining his face up with Malinda’s massive flaccid penis. Erica came down with him, keeping one of her hands on his shoulder to let him know it was okay. With her other hand, she gently took Malinda’s penis and lifted the heavy shaft up to Kyle’s mouth. 
 
    “Put it in you mouth,” Erica said. 
 
    Kyle hesitantly leaned forward and slowly wrapped his lips around the long black dick. 
 
    “C’mon, baby,” said Erica. 
 
    Kyle took a deep breath in through his nose and then leaned in forward, letting the long dick slide into his mouth. He slowly began to move his head back and forth, sucking off the long penis. With every long movement, he ran the tip of his tongue along the base of Malinda’s long cock. He could feel it beginning to throb and harden against his wet tongue. His wife reached down and grabbed onto his cock. It was harder than she’d ever felt it. It felt as though it was made of stone. She began to jerk him off, feeling his blood pumping aggressively through his veins. 
 
    Kyle slowly became more and more into the act. His pace sped up and he started to push the dick in further and further into his mouth. He could feel the long black dick grow in its circumference as his sloppy wet tongue slid all over it. It was getting so big; it started to push tightly against his lips. Malinda wrapped her hands around his head and started to pull him in tighter and harder. He felt her monolithic cock press up against the back of his throat and he could taste the sweet pre-cum trickle out of her dick. 
 
    “Oh, yeah baby. That’s how you suck a cock,” Malinda said. “Your hubby’s a natural.” 
 
    Erica smiled as she continued to stroke Kyle off, harder and faster. She tightened her grip, squeezing aggressively. His cock was becoming hotter as blood rushed through it faster.  
 
    Saliva began to trickle out the sides of Kyle’s mouth as he shoved the hard black cock in and out of his mouth repeatedly. Malinda’s cock was soaked and throbbing.  
 
    Then, Malinda pushed Kyle off of her and stood up. Erica stood up in suit, with her long strap-on dildo hanging at her pelvis. The two women slowly walked towards the naked Kyle. Malinda moved around his back as Erica walked up to his front, kissing him deeply and tasting the remnants of Malinda’s sweet cock in his mouth. Kyle wrapped his arms lovingly around his wife as her tongue pushed its way deep into his mouth. 
 
    Kyle gasped sharply. Malinda’s long thick womanhood penetrated the rim of his asshole and was beginning to slide its way deep inside. His eyes opened wide and his hands dug deep into his wife’s back. He closed his eyes, clenching hard on the soaking shaft. 
 
    Kyle’s opening eyes were met with his beautiful wife, smiling at him. Her eyes were lovingly lit up as they stared into his soul. She slowly turned around, bent over the desk and perked her butt up, presenting herself to her stuffed husband. 
 
    Malinda pushed Kyle forward, over his wife and began to thrust her thick cock deep into Kyle’s tight asshole, over and over. Kyle relaxed and released his tight clench, allowing Malinda’s slick cock to slide quicker and deeper. Her pelvis slammed into his butt over and over. 
 
    His body was limp. He’d surrendered to Malinda’s long hard cock. Erica reached around and grabbed tightly onto her husband’s long dick. She guided it to her pussy and began to shove it into herself. She felt the tingling in her slit once again intensify into a powerful quiver as Kyle slid in deep. Malinda’s thrusts travelled through Kyle’s body and forced his body to thrust into Erica’s tight snatch. 
 
    Erica looked back momentarily and watched as a tall black shemale aggressively stuffed her sweet husband. Kyle’s face was red and his heart was beating out of his chest. He was having the moment of his life. His hot dick pushed hard along the walls of my wet pussy, over and over again. 
 
    Malinda picked up her pace once again. Slap! Slap! Slap! Her pelvis slapped Kyle’s butt hard constantly, leaving a giant red mark. She reached around and began to fondle his balls as he began to moan loudly. He was completely out of control of his own body. His autonomic system had taken over as his body drifted into a euphoric state.  
 
    “Fuck,” he began to say, over and over.  
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
    Hot juice began to squish out of Erica’s pussy and all over her legs. Her slit began to feel hotter as the quivering became more intense.  
 
    “Shit,” she said out loud, warm fluid running all the way down her legs. 
 
    “You like it when I fuck your tight asshole?” Malinda asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Tell me how much you like it,” the tranny said. 
 
    “A lot.” 
 
    “Tell me how much you like it, bitch.” 
 
    “I like it a lot! I like it when you fuck my tight asshole,” Kyle called out. 
 
    He screamed out loud. His cock began to bloat and swell inside of Erica’s pussy, filling up with hot cum. He held it back as hard as he could, screaming louder and louder. Then, he exploded. He couldn’t hold it in anymore. A massive load of hot cum began to fill Erica up. She screamed out loud with him as she began to cum. Kyle slumped down over Erica’s body. It was hot and sweaty. His cock continued to blast shot after shot of warm cum into his wife.  
 
    “Fuck!” Malinda screamed out loud. 
 
    She pulled out and began to unload her monolithic cock onto Kyle’s back and ass. She held her cock tightly in her hand as it blasted the white climax all over Erica’s husband.  
 
    Erica and Kyle were both out of breath from getting fucked harder than they’d ever been. Kyle remained slumped over her, covered in cum, with his sweaty dick still deep inside his wife.  
 
    With the little energy he had in his body, he turned his head towards Erica. She turned towards him. 
 
    “I love you,” he said. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    He kissed her passionately on the lips. 
 
    Malinda proceeded to pull her panties over her massive softening cock.  
 
    “Thank you, Malinda,” Erica said. 
 
    “My pleasure, darling.” 
 
    Kyle and Erica watched at the tall, sexy shemale left their lives. 
 
    Erica and Kyle never saw Malinda again, but their relationship had returned to the light. Kyle was able to once again see his wife as the sexy woman she was.  
 
    He started coming home early every night from work, hoping to get a little “extra time” with his wife and every now and then, that long strap-on.  
 
    He loved watching his sexy wife slip on the long cock and tighten it around her tight butt. He loved the way it felt in his mouth as he covered the its long shaft in his saliva. And he loved the way it felt when it slammed him deeply as his wife jerked him off. 
 
    And as for Erica—She loved watching The Destroyed open up her husband’s tight asshole and slide in and out of his body. She discovered that she loved to see her husband dominated.   
 
      
 
      
 
    The End


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SHAMELESS SHEMALE 
 
    I 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jerry placed the final shirt into his suitcase and zipped it shut. He turned around, took a few steps across his bedroom and fell down onto his bed. 
 
    “All finished?” Kerri, his wife asked him. 
 
    “Just have to pack my toiletries in the morning,” he responded. “I’ll try to get a few hours of sleep, and then I’m off to the airport.” 
 
    “You could always just stay here with me,” Kerri said, rolling over next to her husband. 
 
    She placed her finger on the centre of his tired chest and slowly moved it down, past his sternum and towards his crotch. 
 
    “I wish I could, babe. You know I do.” 
 
    “Just cover the story from here. Get your updates off the Internet like a normal person.” 
 
    “I’m supposed to be the person putting those updates on the Internet! Not ripping them off.” 
 
    Jerry laughed as he turned his head towards his beautiful wife. She was dressed in a tight red nighty, which cut off just below the edge of her butt cheeks. She continued to push her finger flirtingly down Jerry’s body. As she drifted across his crotch, she undid his zipper. 
 
    “Honey, seriously. I have to be up in three hours,” Jerry said, closing his eyes. 
 
    “I’ll have you up in three minutes,” she said, lowering her body smoothly down the bed. 
 
    She placed her head down near his undone zipper as she pulled down his pants. She took her finger and danced it along his penis overtop his boxer shorts. Jerry bit his lip. 
 
    “I’m not going to be able to do my job with no sleep, babe.” 
 
    “No offense to you, but who really cares about the first transgender politician. It’s the year twenty-fourteen. This shouldn’t be news anymore.” 
 
    “Well, sadly it is.” 
 
    “You know they just put you on this story because of those comments you made.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised if Brooks put me on this story because of that article,” Jerry said. “I’m sorry, I think that marriage should be between a man and a woman. Forgive me for being old-fashioned. You know what they’re doing, is they’re probably trying to clear my name. Excuse me for not being politically correct enough.”   
 
    Kerri gently slipped her hand down Jerry’s boxer shorts and softly began to fondle his flaccid cock. She rolled it sensually along her fingers, feeling it beginning to harden.  
 
    “What’s two and a half hours versus three hours?” she finished. 
 
    Jerry took a deep breath as his wife’s warm hands caressed his lengthening dick. She rubbed his tip with her thumb as she began to squeeze up and down the length of his shaft.  
 
    “Just stay here with me,” she said. 
 
    “I can’t. Why don’t you come up to Vermont with me?” 
 
    “I have to work, love.” 
 
    “Ah, suddenly a hypocrite, are we?” Jerry said laughing. 
 
    Jerry’s cock grew exponentially larger in Kerri’s tight hand. She clamped her hand tight, feeling every sharp throb as blood rushed into her husband’s big dick. She continued to stroke it up and down, running her ringers along the thick ridge of the cock’s head with every revolution. 
 
    She leaned in gently and stuck her tongue out. Placing her hot, wet tongue on the base of his dick, she ran it up the entire length of his manhood, ending directly on the top of his tip.  
 
    Jerry shuttered in pleasure as his body began to relax into the bed. 
 
    “But, I guess you have to be up soon, so goodnight!” Kerri said, turning away from the erect throbbing shaft. 
 
    “No, no!” Jerry said suddenly. “Like you said, what’s two and a half versus three hours?” 
 
    Kerri smiled at her husband and then rolled her sexy body over top of him. Her large breasts, almost bursting out of her tight nighty, pressed up hard against Jerry’s gym toned chest. The two lovebirds kissed as Jerry began to rub his hands along his wife’s back with one hand, and her soft butt with the other. He gave her a little spank as his throbbing cock pressed up hard against the light fabric between her husband and her tight pussy. 
 
    “Oh, dirty boy,” she smiled. 
 
    “You want some more of that?”  
 
    “Bring it on, big boy,” 
 
    Jerry spanked his wife again on her tush. Her soft meaty bum rippled on contact. Jerry lifted his arm again and prepared for another strike. He slapped his hand down, this time much harder, sending a much large ripple across his wife’s tight butt. 
 
    “I want your cock inside of me, baby,” she said into his ear, just before she began to nibble on his earlobe. 
 
    She could feel his hot breath on her neck. Jerry reached down and placed his hand over Kerri’s vagina. He began to rub her clit through her soft red panties. He could feel her damp pussy through her thin underwear.  
 
    He was charged, ready to strike. His cock was so hard it hurt as it throbbed against his hard abs. He rubbed his wife harder and harder, feeling her getting wetter and wetter. She began to moan. Jerry was getting progressively more aggressive as adrenaline pumped through his body. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she said. “Do it. Fuck me.” 
 
    Jerry ripped his wife’s panties off of her body and shimmied in close to her. He grabbed his cock in is hand and began to press it up to her dripping wet pussy. Her hot juice spilled out down her soft butt as he squished his cock inside of her. 
 
    “Fuck me, Jerry. Fuck me.” 
 
    He shoved himself in deep, slamming his pelvis against her body. He began to fuck his wife. 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    He threw his body into her hard. She could feel every inch of his massive dick throbbing along the inside of her quivering slit as she was quickly surrendering to her husband.  
 
    “Fuck me harder,” she yelled. 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    With all of his force, he threw his body into Kerri. He slammed her so hard her hot fluid flew out of her pussy with every forceful thrust. Her moaning quickly became screaming. She tried to reach out to grab onto something but instead, Jerry grabbed her arms and aggressively pinned them down to the bed. 
 
    He lifted his pelvis up high and struck it down as he continued to bang his hot wife.  
 
    “Fuck me! Fuck me!” she yelled with all of her strength. “I’m cumming!” 
 
    Jerry felt a hot sensation flow across his penis as more and more juice squished out of his wife. He began to breath deeply as he was running low on energy. 
 
    Then, he approached climax himself. His cock began to swell and fill up with hot cum. He squeezed tightly, trying to extend the moment. His screaming wife had lost complete control of her body as she squirmed beneath him, being held down by his powerful force. Jerry closed his eyes. Just one more moment— 
 
    “Ahh!” he cried out, pulling his dick out of his wife. 
 
    He leaned forward, cock in hand and began to spray a massive load of cum all over his beautiful wife’s red nighty. Her tits had sprung loose from their tight silk prison at some point during the pounding, and were now being covered in endless bouts of hot cum. 
 
    Kerri’s screaming began to die down as Jerry began to catch his breath. His hand remained gripped around his cock, which continued to drip warm cum down onto his wife’s tummy. She looked up at him and smiled.  
 
    “Better get your two and a half hours, love,” she said. 
 
    He smiled back at her.  
 
    “I’m going to miss you.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    II 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jerry’s cab pulled up in front of a large, beautiful Victorian-style hotel out in the Vermont countryside. It sat nestled in a sea of orange and yellow leaved autumn trees, which swayed graciously in the warm fall breeze.  
 
    Jerry stepped out of the cab and looked around. There wasn’t another building in the visible distance and there was certain serenity in the air. 
 
    A large, hand carved wooden sign read “Vermont Valley Lodge: Your Fantasy Destination”. 
 
    Jerry walked up the cobblestone walkway, towards the entrance of the hotel. 
 
    “Checking in?” the receptionist asked. 
 
    “Yes, I have a reservation under Schrader. Jerry Schrader,” Jerry replied as he placed his luggage down next to him. 
 
    The receptionist began to scroll through his computer.  
 
    “Schrader… Schrader… Ah yes, I see you here. A Mr. Bernard Brooks reserved your room.” 
 
    “That’s right. He’s my boss,” Jerry said.  
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    The receptionist continued reading whatever was on his screen. He smirked. 
 
    “I have you staying in a very special suite, Mr. Schrader.” 
 
    “Great. I hope there’s a good bed in there. I can’t wait to get some sleep.” 
 
    “There’s a good bed in there, but I don’t think you’ll get too much sleep,” the receptionist said, smirking. 
 
    Jerry looked at the man for a moment. 
 
    “Why is that?” Jerry asked suspiciously. 
 
    The receptionist was silent for a moment while he looked down at his screen. 
 
    “Well, there’s just so much to do here in Vermont. You wouldn’t want to miss out on any of the fun!” 
 
    Jerry smiled, unimpressed by the quirky receptionist. 
 
    “You need to sign this,” the receptionist said, sliding a piece of paper forward. 
 
    Jerry quickly signed the form and passed it back, without reading any of the terms. 
 
    “If I could have my key, I’m very tired.” 
 
    “Sure thing, Mr. Schrader. I hope that you… Enjoy your very special vacation.” 
 
    The receptionist handed Jerry the room key. 
 
    “I’m here on work, but thank you.” 
 
    “Two floors up, second door on your right.” 
 
    Jerry took the key and turned towards the stairway. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jerry said as he walked away from the strange receptionist.  
 
    Jerry’s room was beautiful. It had large picture windows, which overlooked the serene Vermont countryside. The living room was separate from the bedroom, which was uncommon with the places Jerry was usually put up. He was used to cheap hotel rooms, with a bed, a mini-fridge and a television. This was seriously luxury. 
 
    Jerry stood at the window and looked out into the golden treetops. It was too bad that Kerri couldn’t be there, he thought to himself. 
 
    ~ 
 
    “How are you feeling after your operation?” one of the reports asked Denise Richards, previously known as Daniel Richards.  
 
    “Did it hurt?” another reporter asked. 
 
    “When do you plan to return to work?” 
 
    “Do you think you’ll be treated differently as a woman in the office?” 
 
    “I will be happy to answer questions one at a time,” Denise said. 
 
    Jerry stood at the front of a massive crowd of reporters who had been staked out for hours, waiting to see Denise for an interview. She was by no means an attractive woman. She wasn’t what you might call “passable”. If anything, she just looked like a fat cross dresser with cleavage. Jerry couldn’t help but roll his eyes at the sight of her. 
 
    Everyone in the crowd raised their hand, Jerry included. 
 
    “Yes, you,” Denise said to one of the female reporters. 
 
    “Do you think you’ll get more votes now as a woman, from the female voters? Or do you think you’ll get fewer, minus the anti-transgender community?” 
 
    “I hope that my operation doesn’t affect anyone’s vote. My intentions with this operation were purely personal. Next question—You,” she replied. Her voice wasn’t much higher than it was before. 
 
    “Have you prepared yourself for any gender inequality in the workplace? If so, how do you plan to deal with it?” another reporter asked. 
 
    Jerry scribbled down all the questions and answers as fast as could. 
 
    “Like I said, I don’t expect this to change anyone’s views, voters, or my fellow co-workers. Gender is a personal choice. It has nothing to do with work.” 
 
    Jerry snickered at the comment. A choice, he thought. Rich. 
 
    “Yes, you,” Denise said to Jerry. 
 
    “Your political platform is very pro-religion. What are your thoughts on the backlash from religious groups your party has received since you’ve announced you were undergoing this operation?”  Jerry asked. 
 
    Denise looked Jerry in the eye for a moment. 
 
    “No comment,” she said.  
 
    The crowd erupted into questions, which were inaudible over one another. 
 
    “People, please,” Denise said, silencing the crowd. 
 
    She looked around the crowd of raised hands for the next question, and then looked again at Jerry. 
 
    “You look familiar,” she said to Jerry. 
 
    “Excuse me?” Jerry replied. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Jerry Schrader. New York Press.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up like the sun, realizing who Jerry was. An angered look crossed her face. 
 
    “A marriage should be between a man and a woman,” she said, quoting Jerry’s apparently infamous article. 
 
    Jerry gulped as the entire crowd turned towards him. He looked around the silent mass. 
 
    “Gender’s not a choice,” Jerry said. 
 
    “Excuse me?” Denise replied. 
 
    “You said that gender is a personal choice. It’s not a choice. You have millions of dollars. For you it’s a choice. For everyone else in the world, its not a choice.” 
 
    The crowd somehow became even more silent.  
 
    “Not a choice…” Jerry finished, silently. 
 
    “There will be no more questions. Thank you,” Denise said as she pushed her fat body past Jerry and away from the crowd. 
 
    After a moment of rabble, all of the angry reporters turned to Jerry, who stood silent. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Jerry returned to his hotel room defeated. He barely had any information to work off of for his article, and he was about to be the point of interest of everyone else’s articles. He pulled his phone out to call Kerri. 
 
    “No Service.” 
 
    Wonderful. 
 
    He walked out of his room and down to the lobby. 
 
    “Excuse me, what’s the number to dial out?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m afraid you can only dial emergency services outside of the hotel,” the receptionist said. 
 
    “Seriously?” Jerry asked, in disbelief. 
 
    “Yes. If you have a cell, you can get reception about a mile down the road.” 
 
    “A mile?” Jerry asked. 
 
    “I’m very sorry, sir.” 
 
    Jerry sighed, and began his mile-long hike down the road as the sun began to set over the golden horizon. 
 
    “C’mon, Kerri. Pick up,” Jerry said, holding the phone to his ear, finally in reception zone. 
 
    Jerry stood frustrated, having just walked a mile and his wife was probably asleep in New York. 
 
    He rang her again. 
 
    But Kerri still didn’t pick up.  
 
    Jerry began his long hike back to the hotel. The sun was no longer anywhere to be seen and his walk was lit by a fortunate spill of moonlight.    
 
    As he entered into the hotel, he noticed it was empty. The receptionist was gone and everything was eerily quiet. The lights had been dimmed to a minimum and they had shut off the lobby music. 
 
    Jerry made his way back up into his room. He threw his coat over the chair by the door and flicked on the light. Tired, he walked into his bedroom and began removing his shirt. He tossed his top down onto the bed, revealing his chilled chest and thick hard abs, sweaty from his long walk in the warm autumn sunset.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    III 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hello there,” a female voice said behind him. 
 
    Jerry swung around to face a tall, beautiful woman. She wore long tight leather gloves and long tight leather boots. Her lipstick was dark red and she was wearing a tight, sexy piece of lingerie.  
 
    She took a few steps towards Jerry. Her face was mostly obscured in darkness. Jerry took a few steps back, startled. 
 
    “Who are you? How did you get into my room?” he asked. 
 
    “We need to have a… Talk,” the woman said as she continued to approach the topless Jerry. 
 
    “A talk? A talk about what? I don’t know who you are.” 
 
    The woman stepped right up in Jerry’s face and then smiled. She was quite beautiful. Her eyes were a dark brown and she had perfect cheekbones and beautifully soft features. She smelled sweet, like vanilla. 
 
    “You don’t need to know who I am,” the gorgeous woman said. 
 
    She pushed Jerry back onto his bed and then planted her knees down next to him. She looked down, past her stacked chest at Jerry. She smiled again, showing off her sexy dark red lipstick. 
 
    “I—I have a wife.” 
 
    “I know, Jerry.” 
 
    “How do you know my name?” 
 
    “That’s enough talking, okay?” 
 
    Jerry would have spoken, but he was speechless, in shock. He stared up at the beautiful woman without blinking.  
 
    The woman gently placed her hands around the straps of her outfit. She slowly pulled them over her shoulders, letting them fall to the side. Her large breasts continued to hold up the spicy number. 
 
    The woman leaned forward and placed her head next to the frightened Jerry’s ear. 
 
    “I’m going to do bad things to you, Jerry,” she said. “Really bad.” 
 
    Jerry gulped and then started to sit himself up. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” he said. 
 
    The woman pushed him back down. She was much stronger than she appeared. 
 
    “You only move when I tell you to, do you understand?” 
 
    “You can’t do this,” Jerry said. 
 
    “Oh, yes I can. You said so yourself.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    She leaned back in to his ear again. Her steamy hot breath tickled the back of his neck. 
 
    “You signed the paper, Jerry boy.” 
 
    Her leather-covered hand slipped down onto Jerry’s crotch. His body tensed up as she began to rub his member. 
 
    “W—What paper?” he asked. 
 
    The woman smiled. 
 
    “No talking,” she said again, squeezing his cock hard in her hand. 
 
    Jerry gasped at the attack and then suddenly remembered the paper the receptionist had him sign.  
 
    “What kind of fucked up hotel is this?” 
 
    “Rather than complain, why not try to enjoy your special vacation?” 
 
    She continued to rub his cock hard with her hand. She leaned in and placed the tip of her tongue at the base of his neck. Slowly, she moved up towards his ear, feeling the hairs quickly standing up as she passed. 
 
    Blood started flowing to Jerry’s member. The woman could feel it begin to throb and grow in her hand. 
 
    “Atta boy, Jerry,” she said. 
 
    “L—Let me up.” 
 
    “No can do,” the woman said. “Not until I’m done here.” 
 
    She sat back up, took her leather-covered hands and began to undo Jerry’s belt. She unzipped his pants and began to slide them down his body. 
 
    “For someone so against this, you sure aren’t putting up much of a fight,” she said. 
 
    Jerry began to sit up, but she pushed him back down hard. 
 
    “No fighting,” she said firmly. 
 
    She finished yanking his pants down around his knees, revealing his hardening cock. The woman took her hand and felt Jerry’s hard abs before moving south onto his slick cock. She squeezed his long member in her hand. 
 
    “Let’s get started, shall we?” the woman asked. 
 
    Jerry stared at her in silence as she stood up, leaned over the bed and picked up a set of handcuffs. She walked around to the head of the bed. 
 
    “Give me your hand,” she said. 
 
    Jerry didn’t move, so the woman reached out and grabbed his arm and pulled it to the headboard. 
 
    “Ouch,” Jerry said.  
 
    “Quit crying,” the woman replied as she cuffed his hand to the bed. 
 
    She began to walk around, cuffing his other appendages to the bed. 
 
    “I’m going to go to the cops, you know.” 
 
    “Shut up already,” she said as she finished tying Jerry up. 
 
    She stepped up on the bed and planted her boots on either side of Jerry’s ripped body. She looked down. Jerry looked unimpressed. 
 
    The woman started to pull her outfit down her body. First, her big boobs sprung out. Her nipples were big and erect. She continued to pull down her outfit, down her fit body, across her shaved pubes and over her… 
 
    Massively long cock. The woman had a long thick member that dangled over Jerry’s body. Jerry began to squirm, but he was stuck in place thanks to the handcuffs. 
 
    “Let me go!” he said. “Get away from me!” 
 
    She simply smiled at him. 
 
    “Help!” he yelled, “Help!” 
 
    “There’s no one here, Jerry. You ordered the fantasy package. You get the whole place to yourself with the fantasy package.” 
 
    “Keep that thing away from me.” 
 
    The shemale slowly sunk down to her knees and leaned over Jerry. Her long cock fell upon his chest. It felt hot as she slid it down his body, moving her face towards his long cock. 
 
    Jerry tried to escape again, but resistance was futile.  
 
    “Don’t worry, Jerry. I’m not going to hurt you. I promise you’ll love every second of it.” 
 
    The transgendered woman took Jerry’s cock in her hand and guided it into her mouth. She began to suck, back and forth, sliding her tongue up and down. She could feel his thick member expanding and throbbing against the inside of her cheeks as she rubbed his cock around her mouth. She tickled the tip of his dick with the tip of her tongue, tasting the first bout of pre-cum as it trickled out of him. 
 
    Jerry’s body remained tense as his manhood rose up high. The shemale placed her leathered hand under Jerry’s balls and began to rub and fondle them as she felt his cock expand in her mouth.  
 
    Jerry looked around the room for some sort of escape.  
 
    “What are you looking for, baby?” the shemale asked. 
 
    “P—Please let me go,” Jerry stuttered. 
 
    She smiled and continued going at his cock. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and began to quickly rub him off while she sunk her head down even lower to his asshole. She gently licked and tickled the rim of his anus while she jerked him off.  
 
    “Is that feeling good?” she asked. 
 
    Jerry didn’t respond. His bum hole breathed and flexed over the tranny’s tongue. She pushed her tongue into him and pulled it out, lightly penetrating him. Jerry’s cock had grown rock solid in the tranny’s mighty grasp. 
 
    With her free hand, the shemale reached down between her legs and began to slowly stroke her own massive dick. She squeezed it hard as she moved up and down the length of her titanic shaft as she ate out Jerry’s asshole.  
 
    Then, she got the first response from Jerry as he let out a mild sigh of relief. She could feel his body relax as she circled his asshole gently with her tongue. Her own cock had grown long and hard. 
 
    She slid her body back up the tied down Jerry’s. She sat up slowly, her big boobs hanging out gracefully, and lined herself up with Jerry’s penis. Then, she began to lower herself down. Jerry’s hard dick pushed up hard against her asshole for a moment before it successfully penetrated. Once past the first barrier, the dripping wet cock slid right on it, deep in the tranny’s butthole.  
 
    The shemale let out a long deep sigh of relief as her balls landed firmly on Jerry’s pelvis. Jerry was looking up at the woman. His face was red and his eyes were wide. The woman moved up and down Jerry’s long shaft, gliding gracefully along his slick member. Jerry watched as her firm tits bounced up and down and her long cock stood solid and high, pressed up against her soft tummy.  
 
    Jerry could feel the woman’s asshole breathing on his dick. It contracted and relaxed along the deep circumference of his penis. Rushes of hot energy began to flow through his body. His muscles began to relax as a deep sensation of pleasure grew in his cock. 
 
    And then, as if no longer control of himself, Jerry opened his mouth— 
 
    “I want to suck your cock,” he said. 
 
    The tranny stopped and smiled. She pulled her ass up, letting Jerry’s long cock slip and fall out. She stepped forward and dropped back down to her knees, lining her monolithic member up with Jerry’s mouth. Placing her leathered hand on the back of Jerry’s head, she slid her warm dick forward into his mouth. He opened wide, letting the thick beast slide in smoothly. He closed his eyes, obsessed with the feeling of her solid womanhood throbbing against his soft wet tongue. He slithered the tip of his tongue along the titanic member. It tasted so good. He couldn’t have enough of it. He closed his lips around his girth and began to suck, trying desperately to taste a little more of her cock. The transgendered woman began to slowly thrust her cock in and out of his wet mouth. 
 
    He sucked harder, needing that cock. He ran his tongue along the thick pumping veins of her member as the shemale’s ball sack slapped against his chin. 
 
    Jerry began to moan in a state of absolute pleasure.  
 
    “More,” he tried to say. “Deeper.” 
 
    The tranny shimmied her body forward, stuffing his mouth more as requested. He could taste her gloriously sweet pre-cum trickle down his tongue as the thick bulging tip squished against the back of his throat.  
 
    Saliva began to dribble out the sides of his mouth. He was so crazy for the cock; he was salivating like a wild dog. 
 
    Then, the strange woman pulled her long shaft out of his mouth. It dripped as long strands of saliva pulled their way between Jerry’s mouth and it’s thick tip. 
 
    She stepped off of the bed and walked around. Jerry watched carefully, his heart beating out of his chest with excitement. Stepping between his legs, she lined her sloppy dick up with Jerry’s tight, ready asshole.  
 
    He licked his lips. 
 
    “Do it,” he said. “Fuck me.” 
 
    The tranny stepped forward, pressing the head of her penis against Jerry’s tight asshole. It pushed through the narrow passage and Jerry’s head flung backwards. He let out a long sigh of relief as the massive shaft slid inwards, its harsh ridges rubbing every inch of his anus. It felt phenomenal, unlike anything he’d ever experienced. His cock incredibly became longer and harder as it sat on his rugged abs. 
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
    The shemale began to thrust her body into Jerry, her thighs and ball sack slapping his legs hard with every revolution. Jerry let out a loud, prolonged moan as the thick girth of her dick stretched him wide.  
 
    “Oh, God!” he cried out in pleasure. “Oh, God!” 
 
    She worked away at his butt hole. Jerry’s handcuffs rattled as the woman-man increased her speed and intensity. 
 
    Squish! Squish! 
 
    The woman’s long cock slopped around inside of Jerry’s asshole, still covered in his own saliva. The beautiful shemale reached down and grabbed onto Jerry’s impossibly hard cock and began to stroke it as she entered and exited his deep body. She moved her arm fast, jerking him off at a rapid pace. The two parties were close to cumming. Their dicks were beginning to swell with cum. They both held back as hard as they could, prolonging the excellent moment. 
 
    The tranny’s pace continued to increase. Her intensity was wild. She slammed her body hard into Jerry, leaving dark red marks on his hard butt. Her cock throbbed intensely, sending ripples of pleasure through Jerry’s body. 
 
    Then, she pulled her cock out as Jerry began to scream out loud. His cock exploded and massive amounts of cum blasted out, way up into the air and back down onto his chest. The shemale’s cock began to shoot cum all over Jerry’s cock and his hard abs.  
 
    Jerry’s body trembled as the final bouts of pleasure from his climax fluttered out of his body. As the final ounces of cum oozed out of his cock, his body fell into the bed, limp. His eyes stared up at the ceiling, without blinking. His asshole was raw as a stranger’s cum dribbled down past it. 
 
    The shemale leaned down and picked up her little red panties. She slid them up over her cum dripping penis and then walked around to one of Jerry’s cuffed arms. 
 
    “I hope you write a good article, Jerry,” she said as she began to unlock one of his hands. 
 
    She threw the key onto Jerry’s cum covered chest. Jerry looked over at her, speechless—Lingering in the final shroud of his deep pleasure.  
 
    “And stop being such an asshole,” she smiled. 
 
    The woman turned to leave, never to be seen again by the used and abused Jerry. Once she was gone, Jerry looked down at his cum soaked body. He reached his free arm forward onto his chest and picked up the key for the rest of his cuffs. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Bing! An email appeared on Jerry’s home computer. He opened it. 
 
    It was from Denise Richards.  
 
    “Jerry, 
 
    I wanted to thank you for your wonderfully insightful and respectful article. I would like to apologize for my reaction at the press conference in Vermont…” 
 
    Jerry continued to read the sincere letter, surprised at the mean politician’s especially polite email. He smiled. 
 
    “They must have held a gun to your head when you wrote that piece,” Kerri said, standing his Jerry’s office doorway. 
 
    Jerry laughed. 
 
    “Well, I guess I had a change of heart.” 
 
    “To put it mildly…”  
 
    Jerry laughed again. 
 
    “What happened on your trip?” Kerri asked. 
 
    Jerry looked back at his email from the transgendered woman. 
 
    “I guess I just had a great time,” he said. 
 
    Kerri walked over to her husband and kissed him gently on the lips. 
 
    “I’m glad,” she said sincerely. 
 
    The End


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SHEMALE SURPRISE 
 
    I 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat patiently in at my corner table in the café for almost an hour, making sure that my hat was visible as it sat on the table, so that she knew whom I was when she arrived. I kept straightening my collar every minute; an anxious mannerism that I couldn’t help. I kept telling myself, ‘if she’s not here in five minutes, I’ll just leave.’ 
 
    “Are you sure I can’t just get you a water or something?” the barista asked me, for the fourth time. 
 
    “No, I’m alright. She should be here any minute.” 
 
    The bell, which hung above the door, rang and a young woman walked into the café. I pushed the hat into the centre of the table, making sure it was in plain sight. The woman looked at me for a quick moment and I perked up. Then, she turned and saw the friend she was actually meeting and the two women hugged. I let my body slouch back down again. Maybe she wasn’t coming, after all.  
 
    I pulled the hat off of the table and put it on my head. I got ready to stand up, and then the bell rang again. I looked back towards the door and a cute little blonde walked into the café. She scanned the room. It was definitely the girl I’d been talking to online. I quickly took my hat off of my head and slapped it back down on the table and readjusted myself into my seat. We made eye contact and she smiled, noticing the hat. I adjusted my collar again as she began to walk over. 
 
    “Oh my God, Jake, I’m so sorry I’m late,” she said to me. 
 
    “It’s alright. You’re not that late.” 
 
    She was wearing a tiny short skirt and an almost transparent low-cut white top, which showcased her red bra and her big, round tits. As she sat down, I could see her tight little bare pussy under her tiny skirt. 
 
    She was over an hour late. 
 
    “It’s great to finally meet you,” I said, smiling. 
 
    “Oh my God, I know, right?” she said as she put her purse on her lap and pulled out a makeup mirror and a stick of lipstick. “I was trying to leave the house and Anne wouldn’t stop talking. She was like, oh my God, you have to help me with this paper that’s due tomorrow, and I was like, Anne, I have to go for my date. Anne’s my roommate by the way.” 
 
    She started applying her lipstick while she continued to talk. 
 
    “I hope you weren’t waiting long,” she said. 
 
    “No, no, just a few minutes. I was late myself,” I lied. 
 
    “Oh, thank God for that. What kind of bitch would I be to make someone wait, like, an hour?”  
 
    She put away her lipstick and crossed her legs, giving me another quick glance at her shaved, pantie-less slit. I looked up at her face. 
 
    “So, on your profile, it said that you like Vonnegut. I just finished reading Cat’s Cradle, just yesterday. It made me think of you,” I said. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” she replied. 
 
    “Yeah. What’s your favourite Vonnegut?” 
 
    “Oh,” she started. “I haven’t really read any of them; just one of them that we had to read in English class, but I didn’t finish it. It was good, though.”  
 
    “Which one was that?” 
 
    “I can’t remember the name. Mommy something.” 
 
    “Mother Night?” 
 
    “Sure,” she replied. 
 
    Another ditz. I sunk down into my chair. I already couldn’t wait for this date to end. At the very least, she’d be good for a quick fuck. 
 
    “Do you want to have a coffee, or do you maybe want to go grab a drink somewhere?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh man, I could use a drink. I’ve got this pounding headache from last night, still,” she said. 
 
    I smiled, stood up and offered her a hand up. 
 
    ~ 
 
    We went back to my place after having a few drinks at the bar. She handled her liquor pretty poorly, and was already sloppy when we pushed our way through my bedroom door, deep in one another’s mouths. She already had her hand down the front of my pants and was rubbing my cock. I quickly slipped my hand up her white top and pushed her flimsy red bra up and over her soft, supple tits. I fondled her breasts hard with my fingers. 
 
    She stuck her tongue deep into my mouth and wrapped it around mine. I could smell her tight pussy getting wetter as she rubbed and squeezed my dick. I pushed her back onto my bed and started taking my shirt off. As my shirt cleared my face, I looked at her on the bed. She had pulled her short skirt over her stomach and was presenting me with her hot, wet slit. She smirked drunkenly at me and then motioned for me to come over. 
 
    I walked up to her and she grabbed my belt aggressively and pulled down my pants, letting my cock spring out towards her. She began to rub herself with her hand as she flirtingly licked her lips. She gently pushed her fingers into her slit, penetrating herself. I took a few steps forward and lifted her legs up, giving me room to shimmy up against her, pushing my hard dick against her wet pussy. She grabbed it with her hand, which was wet from her own vaginal fluid and began rubbing it against supple pussy lips. My cock throbbed hard, sandwiched between her hand and her vagina. 
 
    Then, she took my cock, hard in her grasp, and shoved it inside of her. Her head fell back hard and she moaned loudly. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me hard.” 
 
    I began thrusting myself into. Her soft, round boobs bounced aggressively up and down with every thrust. I held her smooth legs up and pulled them in tight against my body. My body slapped her butt hard repeatedly.  
 
    “Fuck my pussy, Jake.” 
 
    She reached down and started quickly massaging her clit in small circles with her fingertips. She grabbed her own breast in her other hand and squeezed it hard. 
 
    I began to thrust myself into her harder, pushing my long slick cock all the way inside of her body. I could feel the tips of her fingers tickling the top of my cock as it slid through her dripping wet pussy. 
 
    She took the hand on her pussy and began to slide it into herself, along side my dick. She started to thrust her hand into herself and stretching her tight slit out. She let out a loud moan. My cock started to squish hot juice out of her, which poured down on her butt and my balls. 
 
    “I’m going to cum!” she yelled. 
 
    I grabbed her hard by the thighs and lifted her up as I continued to pound her hard with my long dick. Her wet juice continued to pour out all over the two of us and her moaning quickly became screaming. 
 
    “Cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, between deep breaths. 
 
    I managed to get another few hard thrusts in, and then I pulled out and pulled her body hard with my arms between my legs, lining her face up with my dripping wet cock. She grabbed onto it aggressively with her hand and shoved it into her mouth. I started shooting my hot load into her mouth. She sucked it hard, getting every last drop out, and then she slid back and her head fell into the bed. 
 
    “I’m so tired,” she said, drunkenly. 
 
    I stood up and turned around to go into the bathroom. I looked back at her, and she was passed out on my bed. 
 
    I quickly washed up, grabbed my pillow and went to sleep on the couch. I was starting get bored with these meaningless one-night stands. 
 
    I needed something more. 
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    Desperate to find something more meaningful, I spent the next morning scanning through profile after profile on my online dating website. Every girl I went by was an echo of the girls of the past. They all lacked character and integrity. I could hardly stand the thought of meeting each and any one of them, and sitting through another tediously boring date.  
 
    Each girl made sure to get their cleavage perfectly lined up in their profile pictures. They all listed ‘reading’ and ‘cooking’ in their interest, but the honest truth was that the only books they’ve ever read were for classes and the only food they ever cooked was Kraft Dinner. I was beginning to lose hope. 
 
    Then, I stumbled onto an interesting profile. Her name was Khloe. She had long blonde hair and a small, thin build. She wore a large pair of dark sunglasses in her single picture, but I could imagine her bright, happy eyes. She wasn’t dressed like a slut, like most others on the site, and she had a big, genuine smile on her face. I was immediately intrigued. I scrolled down and read through her profile. 
 
    Her interests included Hemmingway, Fitzgerald and “pre-1960 Vonnegut”. 
 
    “Do you have some clothes I can maybe borrow? Mine are all covered in puke,” my one-night stand said, as she emerged from my bedroom, completely naked. 
 
    I looked over at her. Her makeup was smeared all over her face and she was hunched over, as if she was about to throw up. 
 
    “Um, yeah. There are some old shirts and some sweats in the bottom drawer of my dresser. Just take something from there.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, turning around like a zombie and heading back towards my bedroom. 
 
    I looked back at my computer. 
 
    “Khloe,” I said quietly out loud, sampling the way it sounded on my tongue. 
 
    I looked again at her photo for a moment, and then decided to click “send message”. 
 
    “I’m going to go home, now,” the one-night stand girl said to me. I couldn’t even remember her name. “We should, like, totally hang out again sometime.” 
 
    “Sure,” I lied as I forced a smile at her. 
 
    ~ 
 
    “How do you feel after these ‘one-night stands?” my therapist asked me. 
 
    “I don’t know. What do you mean, how do they make me feel?” I asked. 
 
    “Do you enjoy them? Do you enjoy having sex with these women?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Do you consider yourself a sex addict?” he asked. 
 
    “A sex addict? What’s that?” 
 
    “Someone who is addicted to sex.” 
 
    “Well, you can’t really be addicted to sex. I enjoy it, but I don’t absolutely need it or I’ll go into withdrawal or anything.”  
 
    “Well, have you considered the idea that, you can’t stick with one girl because you feel as though you need to always be with someone new?” 
 
    “No. I really want a stable relationship. It’s just that, none of these girls are my type.” 
 
    “What’s your type?” he asked. 
 
    I thought about it for a moment. 
 
    “Someone smart and attractive, who can satisfy me in bed,” I said. 
 
    “You said that these girls do satisfy you in bed.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I said that I enjoy having sex with them. That’s different than being satisfied.” 
 
    “So, you’re missing something in bed with these girls? Is it something emotional, or physical?” 
 
    “I don’t know… I guess I would just know it when it happened.” 
 
    He looked at me in the eyes for a moment, trying to understand my dilemma.  
 
    “It sounds to me like you’re not addicted to sex, but you’re addicted to the excitement of new love. You enjoy the build up to that initial attraction, and then you move on to the next girl, because you feel as though you will never reach that same high again with that girl.” 
 
    “Right…” I said. 
 
    “With some girls, that happens online, before you ever meet them, and others, it happens when you first get them in bed.” 
 
    “I just want to meet a girl and have a relationship.” 
 
    “Well, that could be impossible, as long as you have your account on your dating website. Being able to pull up thousands of new candidates makes it always seem like there’s something better out there. Have you tried deleting your account?” 
 
    “The moment I find the right girl, I’ll delete my account.” 
 
    ~ 
 
    I found myself once again sitting in the café, waiting for my date to arrive. I made sure to show up twenty minutes early, securing a good spot in the café and ensuring I was the first to arrive. I placed my hat down on the table and sat myself up straight. 
 
    Person after person entered the establishment. I tried to watch the door through my peripherals, so to not look too eager. I straightened my collar.  
 
    “Can I get you a water, while you wait for your friend?” the barista asked. 
 
    “No, thank you. I’d like to wait,” I replied. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you.” 
 
    “Whom are you waiting for?” 
 
    “Just a friend,” I said, slightly frustrated as she moved between my view of the door and me. 
 
    “You were here waiting the other day. Same guy?” 
 
    “It’s a girl, and no.” 
 
    “You look stressed out. Is it a date?” 
 
    I looked up at the invasive barista. 
 
    “Do you do that online dating? Because I was thinking of trying it out, but you hear scary stories on the news and stuff.” 
 
    “It’s just a friend.” 
 
    “A friend you’re meeting for the first time?” 
 
    “Excuse me?” I said. 
 
    “You’re just so stressed out, as if you’re meeting someone for the first time.” 
 
    “Hello?” a voice spoke behind me. 
 
    I swung around and it was Khloe. I stood up and clumsily spun around to greet her. 
 
    “Hey! Khloe?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes. Jake?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s great to meet you.” 
 
    She was even more beautiful in person. Her hair was wavy and blonde, and it streamed perfectly down her face. She was wearing a tight white dress, which cut off just above her knees. Around her waist, she wore a thick brown belt and her top cut down all the way to her sternum, showing off the inner edges of her perfect tits.  
 
    “I’ll give you a minute,” the barista said, turning to walk away. 
 
    “I’m so glad you could meet up. You look stunning, by the way.” 
 
    She blushed. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “No, I’m serious. You look amazing.”  
 
    She smiled and looked down, shy. 
 
    “Please, have a seat,” I said, pulling a chair out from under the table for her. 
 
    She sat down. 
 
    “What are you drinking?” I asked. 
 
    “I was going to get a coffee, you?” 
 
    “Coffee sounds great.” 
 
    She smiled at me. She had big, bright green eyes. 
 
    The date went amazingly. We chatted for about an hour, and then we went for a walk around downtown, eventually ending up at one of my favourite bars. 
 
    “What do you drink?” I asked her. 
 
    “Um,” she thought for a moment. “I’d love a beer.” 
 
    I smiled. There’s something very attractive about a girl who drinks beer. I turned to the bartender. 
 
    “Two Canadian’s, please.” 
 
    “So, why are you still single?” Khloe asked me. 
 
    “I’ve just been waiting for the right girl.” 
 
    “Have you gone on a lot of dates with girls you met online?” 
 
    “A few,” I lied. “You?” 
 
    “A few.” 
 
    “And you just weren’t into them?” 
 
    “I guess I scared them all off,” she said. 
 
    The bartender returned with our beers. I held mine up for a toast. 
 
    “To a great first date,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and clinked my glass.  
 
    “The best first date,” she said. “Take out your phone.” 
 
    I pulled my phone out. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Let’s take a picture, so you’ll never forget it.” 
 
    I smiled and handed her the phone. She held it out and moved in closer to me. 
 
    “Say cheese,” she said, taking the photo.
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    “I had a wonderful night,” Khloe said to me as she stood on her doorstep. 
 
    “Me too,” I replied. 
 
    “We should do this again sometime.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    I smiled and looked her in the eye. I waited a moment, and then leaned in slowly. She hesitated for a moment, and then leaned in as well, giving me a small peck on the lips and then she retracted quickly. She looked down at her feet. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    She was silent, suddenly upset. 
 
    “What did I do?” I asked, feeling somewhat defeated. 
 
    “No, it’s not you. I just… I like you a lot.” 
 
    I smiled, confused. 
 
    “And you’re upset about it?” 
 
    “I really don’t want to scare you away.” 
 
    “You won’t scare me away,” I said. 
 
    “You don’t know that.” 
 
    “Sure I do,” I said. “Look, tonight was the best date I’ve ever been on. You’re so smart and beautiful. I really want to keep seeing you.” 
 
    She looked up at me, her eyes watering. I took a small step in to her, wrapped my arm around her back and then pulled her in for a much longer kiss. After a moment, her body relaxed into me and she took her arm and placed it around my back.  
 
    “Let’s go inside,” I said. “It’s cold out here.” 
 
    She turned, opened her door and we entered her house. I reached out, grabbed her arm, and spun her back around to me so we could continue to kiss. Her delicate lips were so sweet and juicy. Her hands dug into my sides strongly and she pulled me in closer to her. 
 
    Her warm tongue gently slid through our lips and against my tongue. She swirled it around imperceptibly. My dick began to tense up in my pants, pushing hard against the front of my jeans. She slid her hand down north, onto my butt, and I slid my hand gently up her shirt, onto her soft skin.  
 
    She slowly began to guide me towards her bedroom, without leaving our passionate embrace. I continued sliding my hand up her side, under her shirt. I placed my hand gently on her firm boob and squeezed gently. Her hand moved around from my butt to my belt buckle and she swiftly removed it from my body and proceeded to unzip my jeans.  
 
    I moved my lips off of her face and onto her neck where I began to suck passionately. She slid my pants down to my knees, reached her hand down the front of my underwear and intensely grabbed my throbbing cock. She wrapped her fingers tightly around it and began to slowly pump. I took a deep breath in as I felt my member throbbing hard in her tight grip. 
 
    She pulled her hand out from my boxers, took a small step back from me and began to take off her shirt, revealing her perfectly round, firm tits and erect nipples. She smiled shyly and instinctively covered herself with her arm. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked, making sure we weren’t moving too fast for her comfort level. 
 
    “Yeah. Just nervous,” she replied. 
 
    I smiled, took a step towards her, and placed my hands on her hips. 
 
    “There’s nothing to be nervous about.” 
 
    She chuckled and looked up at me. I returned the smile and she slowly began to remove my shirt, spinning me around as she did so. Once my shirt was off, she pulled my boxers down, reached around me from behind, and grabbed onto my long hard dick. Kissing my neck, she began to jerk me off. I let out a passionate sigh. 
 
    “You like that?” she whispered into my ear. 
 
    I nodded yes as she picked up her intensity. She took her free hand, placed it on my side and slowly slid it towards the centre of my butt. She began to massage her fingers in small circles around my asshole. It was incredibly arousing and my cock was insanely stiff in her hand.  
 
    She shifted her hand from my asshole onto my back and she began to bend me down, over her bed. And then, with one of her hands on my back and the other firmly on my cock, something hard pushed up against my asshole. I looked back, and Khloe had a massive erect cock. 
 
    “What is that?” I said, suddenly panicked.  
 
    She pushed herself forward, and her cock penetrated me. I took in a sudden gasp of air.  
 
    “Khloe,” I said. “Stop.” 
 
    She continued to push her long slick cock into me, holding me in a bent over position with her hand on my back. I clenched hard, trying to stop her throbbing member from getting in all the way. Her hand remained on my long dick, stroking me off. 
 
    She pushed her body forward again and her dick suddenly slipped in all the way. I yelled. I tried reaching back, but there was nothing to grab on to.  
 
    Slowly, she started to drive her thick warm cock in and out of me. She pulled it back, almost to the point where it slipped out, and then she drove it forward, with more intensity than the time before. As her intensity increased, so did the speed at which her hand moved, stroking my dick.  
 
    I planted my face down into her bed and bit into the blanket, relaxing my body and allowing her cock to slide in and out of me smoothly. She released the tension from the hand on my back, and moved it back down onto my butt.  
 
    I could feel the veins in her dick pumping blood through her member against the walls of my anus, as she continued to thrust herself into me. She continued managing to push her massive cock in deeper. Finally, her hard pelvis slammed into my butt with every revolution.  
 
    A warm tingling sensation began to flush through my body, and into my penis. It grew stronger both with every stroke of my dick and every pump into my asshole. I began to lose control of my body. I started moaning—Something I’d never done in bed before. 
 
    Suddenly, Khloe pulled out and I fell forward into the bed. She grabbed me from the side and flipped me over. Her huge erect cock stood up tall, almost touching her perfectly round boobs. She gently spat onto her dick and then began to even it out with her hands, preparing for re-entry.  
 
    She took my legs and lifted them up and to the side, exposing my raw anus. She took a step forward and, using her hand as a guide, pushed her cock back into me. My own erection rested firmly on my stomach. Once again, she began to thrust into me.  
 
    I watched as her firm tits bounced up and down and she pushed her body forward over and over. I took my dick in my hand and began to jerk myself off. Her long hair flowed perfectly down her body. 
 
    The warm tingling in my cock began to intensify and feeling started to leave my extremities. My head fell backwards and I took a deep breath in, moaning loudly.  
 
    A huge load of hot cum shot out of my cock, onto my chest. I could feel it flow through my tight grip.  
 
    Khloe’s grasp on my legs tightened and she began to slam her body into me harder. She let out a small scream and then— 
 
    My ass began to fill with her hot cum. She pushed herself into me one final time, fully inserting her hard cock deep into my anus to the point where her small patch of pubic hair pushed hard into my balls.  
 
    Her body relaxed and she pulled out, letting the warm load pour out of my body. I lay there, covered and filled with cum. 
 
    I looked up at her and she shyly covered herself with her arms. 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” she said. 
 
    I couldn’t respond. I was speechless.  
 
    “I guess you can see why I scare so many men away,” she said, picking her clothes up off of the floor. 
 
    She started to tear up. 
 
    “Don’t cry,” I said, pulling myself up. 
 
    “I’m such an idiot.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “Would you be here now if I told you?” she asked. 
 
    I didn’t respond. I wouldn’t have been, and she knew it. 
 
    “You should probably go,” she said to me. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    I began putting my clothes back on. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry.” 
 
    She began crying. 
 
    “Khloe,” I said. 
 
    She turned and ran into her bathroom, ashamed of herself. 
 
    “Khloe, please.” 
 
    She closed the door and I stood in her room alone. I picked my coat up, and turned to leave. 
 
    ~ 
 
    I took a long shower when I got home that night, thinking back on the night’s sudden turn. I decided to sit down at my computer for a little while before bed.  
 
    I opened up my online dating profile for a while. I looked up at the ‘find matches’ button. It was late, and I had to be up in the morning. It probably wasn’t the best idea to get sucked into the website. I looked over at my phone and pressed a button to check the time. The photo of Khloe and I popped up. After a moment, I turned back to my computer screen. 
 
    I stared for a moment at the screen. I thought back again on our great date, and how great it felt when she was pounding me in the ass and stroking me off. 
 
    After a few clicks, my profile was deleted. I smiled, feeling strangely free.  
 
    I looked back down at the photo of Khloe on my phone. 
 
      
 
    The End
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    “So did you fuck her?” Bobby asked Jake, who was slouched deep into his bleacher seat, texting on his phone. 
 
    “Jake,” Bobby said, trying to get his friend’s attention. 
 
    “Huh? What?” Jake asked, snapping out of his cell-phone induced hypnosis. 
 
    “Did you fuck her?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I fucked her,” Jake said, looking back down at his cell-phone. “I definitely fucked her.” 
 
    “You know, I’m startin’ to think you’re full of shit. You know that? Full of shit.”  
 
    Jake continued to click away on his cell-phone as the two men sat in the bleachers of a desolate baseball diamond—their go-to hangout spot. Bobby was tall and kind of chubby. He and Jake had been best friends their entire life, and throughout that entire time, Bobby worshipped Jake.   
 
    A third man, Mike, sat silent next to the two men. Also a long-time friend, Mike was the quiet one—A wallflower type.  
 
    “Sorry, say that again,” said Jake, without averting his attention to his friend. 
 
    “Put that away,” Bobby said, snatching the phone out of Jake’s hands. 
 
    “Hey, I was using that.” 
 
    “I’m trying to have a god damned conversation with you, Jake. Now, would you listen to me for one god damned second?” 
 
    Jake stared at Bobby, unimpressed but listening. “Go ahead, please.” 
 
    “I said that, I’m starting to think you’re bull shitting me about fucking all these girls.” 
 
    “What—You don’t believe that I fucked ‘em all?” 
 
    “Yeah. I don’t believe it. I mean, at first—it was believable. When you said you fucked Mandy, sure, whatever. She’s Mandy-- Nothing special there. Then, you said you fucked Janine. Again, not the world’s greatest achievement,” Bobby explained, “Carol, Kyla, Brianne, Margot—Sure.”  
 
    Jake smirked. 
 
    “But you’re telling me now that you fucked Leslie Carpenter? Leslie Carpenter, the hot blonde who sits in the back of the class. The Leslie Carpenter?”  
 
    “Yeah. I fucked her,” Jake said casually as he snatched his phone back from Bobby. 
 
    Bobby sighed, thinking for a moment. 
 
    “Prove it,” Bobby said. 
 
    Jake clicked away on his phone, seemingly ignoring his friend once again. 
 
    “Jake!” 
 
    Jake turned his phone towards Bobby, upon which was a picture of Leslie Carpenter naked, legs spread out in Jake’s bed. She had a cute little patch of pubic hair, shaved into a heart over top of her tight slit. 
 
    “Damn,” Mike said, uncharacteristically breaking his silence. 
 
    “Fuck off,” Bobby said. “She let you take a picture?” 
 
    Jake slipped his phone into his pocket. 
 
    “Yeah. It was her idea. She was into it.” 
 
    “Jesus, Jake. I think you’ve fucked our entire class, you know that?” 
 
    “Riley Jones,” Jake replied. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Riley Jones. I haven’t fucked Riley Jones.” 
 
    Bobby shook his head. “You’re a really strange, fucked up person, you know that right?”  
 
    “And, tonight I happen to have a hot date with one Miss Riley Jones.” 
 
    “Wait… You’re trying to fuck the entire class? That’s your goal?” 
 
    “It’s been a crazy year, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “You a twisted pervert,” Mike laughed.  
 
    “Tell me how you do it. I need to know the secret,” Bobby said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Jake asked. 
 
    “How are you fucking all these girls? I go on a date with a girl, I’m lucky to get an awkward hug goodbye.”  
 
    Jake pulled out his phone and started to slowly pull his attention away from his friend. 
 
    “It’s all about being the alpha-male, dude. You’ve got to let the girls know that you control them. Make them know.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Bobby said. 
 
    Bobby sat in silence for a moment, thinking about Jake’s advice. 
 
    “Where’s Kristian? I haven’t seen that guy in forever.” Jake asked. 
 
    Kristian was the forth member of the group. He was short and skinny, and always had long shaggy hair. While Jake would have considered him one of his few close friends, he was often the target for most of Jake’s jokes.   
 
    “You probably scared him off because you’re always such a dick to him,” Bobby said.  
 
    “No, seriously.” 
 
    “Didn’t he go on vacation with his family or something?” Bobby asked. 
 
    “He moved to Europe, you assholes. Your friend tells you he’s moving to fucking Europe and two weeks later you’ve completely forgotten?” Mike chimed in.  
 
    “He moved to Europe? Shit…” Bobby said. “I don’t remember him telling us that. Do you remember that, Jake?”   
 
    Once again, Jake wasn’t listening. His attention had been brought straight back to his phone. 
 
    “Jake!” 
 
    “Sorry, man. Hey, I’ve gotta go. Let’s pick this conversation up where we left off, yeah?” 
 
    “Ah, just fuck off you asshole,” Bobby said. 
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    Jake opened the door courteously for Riley. Taking her by the hand, he guided her into his bedroom. 
 
    “This is it. The end of the tour,” Jake said, releasing Riley’s hand. 
 
    Riley, a short brunette with dark freckles spun around the room slowly, observing all the clichéd college posters that were plastered across Jake’s walls. 
 
    “Cool,” she said, smiling shyly.  
 
    Riley was tense, charmed by Jake’s strong confidence, but nervous knowing he was looking to have sex. Jake walked up behind her and put his hands on her arms. 
 
    “I had fun tonight,” Jake said, as he rubbed Riley’s arms. 
 
    “Me too,” Riley smiled. “It was fun.”  
 
    Jake started massaging Riley’s tense shoulders.  
 
    “Jake—I don’t know if…” Riley started. 
 
    “You don’t know if what?” Jake asked. 
 
    “I don’t mean to assume, but I don’t think it’s a great idea to… You know, have sex.” 
 
    Jake chuckled confidently. 
 
    “Why would you think we were going to have sex? I was just giving you a back rub.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I was just—I just…” 
 
    “Shh,” Jake said as he began rubbing harder. “You know you’re really beautiful. To be honest, I’ve secretly had a crush on you since the start of the year.” 
 
    “Really?” Riley asked. 
 
    “Yeah, totally,” Jake replied. “The way you sit in class, the way you twirl your hair, the way your hand moves when you take notes…” 
 
    Riley’s face turned dark red. 
 
    “You’re mesmerizing. You’re beautiful.” 
 
    Jake gently and elegantly spun Riley around and pulled her in close to him. He looked down into her eyes.  
 
    “You know that?” he asked. 
 
    Riley’s face was extremely red and hot from blushing. She wasn’t able to string together a sentence. She was a victim of Jake’s ostensibly charming ego. 
 
    Jake leaned in and kissed Riley on the lips. He wrapped his arms around her and held her tightly. At first, Riley was extremely tense. As Jake’s lips made contact with her mouth, her joints tightened and locked and her spine straightened. But a few seconds after realizing the boy of her dreams was kissing her, she relaxed. Her body melted into Jake’s arms like butter in the middle of August. She gently slipped her arms up onto the sides of Jake’s muscular torso.  
 
    Jake sunk his tongue deep into Riley’s mouth, penetrating her soft warm lips. He wrapped it around hers as he tightened his embrace with his thick muscular arms. He moved one of his hands up to Riley’s head and began to stroke her hair.  
 
    Eyes closed and locked in a passionate embrace, Jake began to lead Riley to his bed. He laid her down softly and smoothly; so smooth in fact that Riley didn’t even notice. He continued kissing her deeply. 
 
    Carefully, Jake began to slip his hand underneath Riley’s shirt. His sly hand moved up and onto Riley’s soft breast, just over her bra. He squeezed tight, eliciting a soft pleasurable moan out of his date.  
 
    Riley raised her leg up and wrapped it around Jake’s back. Jake migrated his fondling hand south, underneath Riley’s skirt and softly placed it on the crotch of her warm, dampening panties and began to massage her pussy. Gently, he ran his fingers the length of her vaginal lips through the thin layer of cotton. 
 
    Riley pulled her head back from the couple’s deep passionate kiss. She let out a long soft moan as a small amount of fluid dribbled out of her pussy, wetting her panties. A grin crossed over Jake’s face, knowing he’d won.  
 
    He sat up straight and began to undo his belt. Riley looked tense. She bit her lip and looked around the room. 
 
    “Jake, I don’t know if we should…” Riley began. 
 
    Then, Jake’s pants dropped, revealing his long, thick member. Riley’s mouth dropped in awe at the sight of it. Her pupils dilated and she forgot what she was going to say. 
 
    “What’s that?” Jake asked. 
 
    “What? It’s a big cock… I mean-- What’s what?” Riley asked, lost in her state of wonder. 
 
    Jake, grinning ear to ear, walked his long cock over to Riley. He stepped onto the bed and lowered himself down, planting one knee on either side of the pretty young brunette. She looked up and down at the massive member.  
 
    Then, without any instruction, she took the big dick in her hand. She sat up slightly, lining the shaft up with her mouth, and then began to insert it. Her mouth was warm, and wet. She let the beast slowly slide up her tongue towards her throat. Once in, she began to suck on it, while moving her head back and forth. She pushed her head forward hard with every swift revolution in an attempt to stuff the entire length of his cock into her mouth, which was nearly impossible. 
 
    Jake’s cock began to harden. Riley could feel it rising up inside of her mouth as it became thicker against her lips. Jake gently pushed his pelvis forward, trying to get his shaft in just a little bit more. Riley gagged, unable to tolerate his full size.  
 
    She pulled the dick out of her mouth and began to cough. Saliva had run down the sides of her face and long strands of it connected her mouth to Jake’s member as he pulled it away from her. 
 
    Jake lowered himself back down on top of Riley. Reaching down, he slid her panties down her legs and pushed her legs open, making room for himself and his giant cock. 
 
    Riley finally finished coughing and caught her breath. Jake waited a moment while Riley looked up at him. 
 
    “Ready?” Jake asked. 
 
    “Fuck me,” Riley said firmly. 
 
    Jake lined his massive dripping shaft up with Riley’s pussy, and then began to shove it into her. The tight walls of her young pussy clenched hard on the slick cock. The thick ridges and big veins on Jake’s cock tickled Riley clit as he slid inwards. Riley’s mouth was wide open and she was forgetting to breathe.  
 
    Jake began thrusting himself into Riley. She tried hard to grasp onto something, but there was nothing nearby to grasp. Giving up, she decided to grab onto the bed sheets, which she quickly pulled into a bunch as Jake fucked her senselessly.  
 
    His movements were swift and powerful. He pulled out slowly and gently, and then hammered inwards aggressively. Riley’s quivering slit began to ooze warm fluid all over Jake’s long hard cock. She reached down with one of her hands and began to massage her clit, feeling Jake’s solid slick member with the tips of her fingers. 
 
    Jake’s pace was accelerating quickly and Riley couldn’t handle it. She’d never been with a man so well endowed and powerful as Jake before. All of her muscles began to relax and she began to go limp as she approached climax. Surges of warm energy began flowing into her trembling pussy and her knees began to shake.  
 
    She screamed out loud, unable to hold back any longer. She had completely surrendered to Jake’s mighty sexual expertise. Warm fluid poured out of her, wetting Jake’s cock and bed. Her head remained corked back with her eyes closed as she had become completely lost in her momentary pleasure.  
 
    Jake pulled Riley’s shirt up and forcefully pulled her bra off, over her supple breasts. He watched for a moment as her big boobs bounced up and down after every forceful thrust into her slit. Then, he grabbed one of Riley’s big soft boobs and squeezed. Gently with his fingertips, he caressed her nipple.  
 
    Riley hadn’t stopped cumming since she’d started, and Jake was becoming close to finishing himself. His sharp thrusts became sharper and his fast pace became faster. Like a jackhammer, Jake was fucking Riley with seemingly endless stamina. 
 
    But, even the world sex champion, Jake couldn’t hold back forever. He thrust himself into Riley one final time as cum exploded from his cock into the beautiful brunette. He yelled out loud as his dick fired shot after shot of his hot sticky substance. His legs trembled and his body became light. Riley had finally finished cumming as she melted into the soft mattress, smiling. 
 
    Jake had done it. He had fucked every single girl in his class. He was a legend among men.  
 
    A hero… 
 
    “I’d like to introduce to everybody, a latecomer to our class: Kirsten Rowan,” our class’ instructor said the very next day, just before starting her lecture. 
 
    “Hello everyone,” Kirsten said softly, almost inaudibly. 
 
    “Kirsten transferred here from England,” the instructor added. “Okay everyone, if you could please flip to page two-hundred and sixty-five in your textbooks…” 
 
    “What the fuck!” Jake whispered to Bobby. 
 
    “What?” Bobby whispered back. 
 
    “That new girl—just starting halfway through the year. It’s bull shit.” 
 
    “What? So? Who cares?” 
 
    “Don’t you get it? I spent the last six months strategically fucking every single one of these girls. I had the title. Just last night, I finally got the fucking title.” 
 
    “The title? What are you on about? You still fucked every girl in the class. The new girl wasn’t in the class when you fucked everyone, so you still fucked everyone.” 
 
    “Yeah, but now we’ll always know there was technically one more girl! Think about it.” 
 
    “Okay, well, you fucked every other girl. Why don’t you just fuck this one?” 
 
    “Well I have to now, don’t I?” Jake finished, grumpy. 
 
    ~ 
 
    “Hey,” Jake said to Kirsten, stopping her as she walked down the hallway. “Welcome to our class.” 
 
    Kirsten looked up into Jake’s eyes. She had long blonde hair, big piercing blue eyes and soft supple looking lips.  
 
    “Oh, hello,” she said. “Thank you.” 
 
    She forced a smile through her surprised expression.  
 
    “I know what it’s like being new somewhere,” Jake lied. “So maybe I can show you around sometime. Or, if you want to hang out and have a coffee or something… Talk about class…”  
 
    “Thank you,” Kirsten smiled. 
 
    She turned and started walking away. 
 
    “Um,” Jake said, running after her. “Your name’s Kristen right? I’m Jake. Jake Harris.” 
 
    “Hi Jake. Actually, it’s Kirsten.” 
 
    Kirsten continued walking down the hallway, not looking Jake in the eyes. 
 
    “Sorry. Is everything all right? Are you in a rush?” 
 
    “I’d love to stay and chat, but I have to go. It was nice talking with you, Jake.”  
 
    Kirsten scurried down the hallway as Jake stopped, giving up for the day. 
 
    “Christ, she’s a fast little bugger,” Jake said quietly to himself as he caught his breath.
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    “So did you fuck her?” Bobby asked Jake. 
 
    Jake, Bobby and Mike once again reconvened at their spot in the bleachers of the empty baseball diamond. 
 
    “No, I couldn’t even keep up with her.” 
 
    “You’re going to be remembered as the guy who didn’t fuck every girl in his class.” 
 
    “No, I’m not going to let that happen. I will fuck her.” 
 
    “Jake,” Mike interjected. 
 
    “I promise you fine people that I will fuck her and I will hold that title,” Jake said, ignoring Mike. 
 
    “Jake!” Mike said again. 
 
    “What, Mike?” Jake asked. 
 
    “If you want another chance, there she is now,” Mike said, pointing across the diamond at Kirsten, who was walking towards the campus.  
 
    “Shit, you’re right,” Jake said.  
 
    Jake jumped to his feet and frantically picked up his bag. 
 
    “I’ll see you idiots tomorrow,” he said. 
 
    “Fuck off, you loser,” replied Bobby. 
 
    Jake hurried across the baseball diamond towards the quickly moving blonde. Formulating a strategy in his head, he kept his distance initially. Kirsten made her way through the campus walkways, towards the library building as Jake sneakily followed. Inside the building, Jake watched as Kirsten made her way through the doorway, which led to the stairwell. He waited a moment, and then pushed the door open quietly. He looked up, between the alternating staircases and watched as Kirsten ascended to the very top floor, which was strictly used for storing overstocked books. 
 
    Jake quietly made his way up to the desolate top floor of the school library. He carefully pushed open the door and looked around. Kirsten was sitting by the window, looking down onto the school campus, alone. 
 
    “Strange place to hang out,” Jake said. 
 
    Kirsten spun around, startled.  
 
    “Jesus, you scared me,” Kirsten said. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    Kirsten looked back out the window. 
 
    “What’s so strange about it?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s very… Lonely. You’re sitting on the abandoned library floor where they keep overstock books. It’s weird.” 
 
    “Yeah, well look who’s talking.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Jake asked. 
 
    “Why do you keep following me around?” Kirsten said, looking back at Jake. 
 
    Jake started walking across the abandoned floor towards the pretty little blonde.  
 
    “Look, I’m going to be honest here. I like you. I liked you the moment you stepped into class the other day,” Jake lied. 
 
    Kirsten stared at Jake, unimpressed by his attempt to get into her pants. 
 
    “… And I think we would be really good together, you and I.” 
 
    Jake pulled a plastic chair up next to Kirsten and sat down. 
 
    “You’re so pretty. I just can’t stop thinking about you.” 
 
    “You just want to fuck?” Kirsten asked. 
 
    Jake opened his mouth to respond, but was shocked by Kirsten’s accusation. 
 
    “What?” Jake asked, confused. 
 
    “Jake, I know you—I mean, I know people like you. You alpha-male types, going around trying to fuck everything with two legs.” 
 
    “Why don’t you just admit that you want me?” Jake said. “Admit it, you want me so badly, that’s why you keep avoiding me.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense,” Kirsten replied. 
 
    “Yeah, it does. That’s how you’re controlling yourself—by removing yourself from the situation.” 
 
    Kirsten stood up and looked down at Jake. 
 
    “You don’t want me, Jake. Go chase some other girl around the campus.” Kirsten began walking towards the doorway, abandoning her secret hideout. 
 
    Jake sprung to his feet and ran to cut Kirsten off. 
 
    “Wait,” he said. “I’m serious. I want you so badly. I need to have you.” 
 
    “Jake…” Kirsten was unimpressed. 
 
    Jake put his hands on her soft arms. “I really do think that you’re beautiful.” 
 
    Kirsten stood still, listening to Jake as he stroked her arms up and down softly. 
 
    “I know you think I’m that creep who goes around fucking every girl, but I’m not. I like you, Kirsten.” 
 
    Jake stepped in close to the short blonde and migrated his hands to the sides of her torso. He leaned in closer to her face. 
 
    “I can’t get you out of my head,” Jake said calmly into her ear. 
 
    He was an aggressive bugger. Kirsten looked down at her feet, feeling his warm breath tickling the little hairs on her neck. Hesitantly, she rose up her hands and placed them on Jake’s hips. 
 
    “Really?” she asked quietly. 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    She looked up into Jake’s eyes and smiled. Guiding him with the hands on his hips, Kirsten brought Jake back to the chair by the window. She sat him down, and then sat on his lap, with her legs wrapped around his body. She looked down into his eyes as he bit his lip, excited. 
 
    “You really want me?” Kirsten asked. 
 
    “I don’t want you. I need you.” 
 
    Kirsten leaned her head down slowly and then, with her soft lips, kissed Jake. Bells started going off in Jake’s brain, as if he won the grand prize at the casino. No one could resist his charm. He was the ultimate alpha-male. 
 
    Kirsten’s hands firmly sunk into Jake’s ripped torso as Jake’s travelled up and down her body, caressing her soft sides. 
 
    Jake performed his usual go-to moves. He stuck his tongue into Kirsten’s mouth, penetrating her soft lips and wrapping it around Kirsten’s warm wet tongue. While doing so, his hands crept up Kirsten’s loose fitted shirt and onto her breasts. He squeezed them tightly through the bra, before travelling around back to unhook the undergarment.   
 
    Jake made quick work of the tight bra, letting it fall down, releasing her supple breasts under her shirt. He returned to her front and felt her soft, firm tits with his firm grasp. Kirsten pulled her face away from Jake’s to let out a soft cry of bliss. 
 
    Jake quickly unbuttoned Kirsten’s top, revealing her perfectly round boobs. He sunk his face into them and began to gently kiss and suck her nipples. Kirsten held his head tightly into her body. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked, Kirsten,” said Jake as he began undoing his belt. 
 
    “Yeah?” Kirsten asked. 
 
    “Fuck yeah.” 
 
    Jake planted a hand under Kirsten’s skirt on her tight butt and lifted her up, allowing him to quickly slip off his pants and boxers, revealing his massive hardening cock.  
 
    Looking down at it, Kirsten gasped subtly, and then licked her lips. Like every girl before her, the monolithic member entranced her. 
 
    “How badly do you want it?” Jake asked. 
 
    The topless Kirsten smiled and stood up from Jake’s lap. Jake quickly pulled off his shirt, rendering him completely naked in front of the large library window. Kirsten turned around and slipped off her skirt, leaving her standing in her panties. Jake licked his lips at the sight of her perfect ass. 
 
    “Turn around,” Kirsten said flirtatiously looking over her shoulder. 
 
      Jake stood up and swung his leg around the back of the chair and sat back down. He anxiously waited as Kirsten slipped her panties down her legs and walked back to Jake. 
 
    “No peeking,” she said. 
 
    She placed her hands on Jake’s upper back, and then slid down to her knees. She ran her hands down along Jake’s muscular back and felt his strong butt. 
 
    “Are you ready for it?” he asked. 
 
    “Are you?” Kirsten replied as she began to stand back up. 
 
    Kirsten guided Jake up with her hands on his sides. Standing behind him, she placed her lips next to his ear. 
 
    “You really don’t know who I am, do you?” Kirsten asked softly. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Jake asked. 
 
    “Do you remember Kristian?”  
 
    Jake was confused. He looked back into Kirsten’s face. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. 
 
    Kirsten smiled. 
 
    Then, something long and hard pushed up against Jake’s tight asshole. Jake’s expression quickly dropped. Kirsten’s grip tightened on Jake’s arms, holding him in place.  
 
    “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    Kirsten penetrated Jake sharply with her long, hard cock. To Jake’s surprised, Kirsten was Kristian. He had never moved away at all. 
 
    Jake gasped as the thick cock stretched his tight virgin asshole. “What the fuck!” he cried out loud. 
 
    “Shh,” Kirsten whispered into Jake’s ear as her long, slick member slid deep into Jake’s bum. 
 
    Jake tried to squirm, but Kirsten’s grasp was too strong. Jake could feel her cock throbbing inside of him as the thick hard ridges of her dick rippled against his tight anal walls. 
 
    “Let me go!” Jake cried out. 
 
    Kirsten smiled, ignoring the alpha-male as her soft pelvis pressed up against his muscular butt cheeks.  
 
    With powerful thrusts, Kirsten began to fuck Jake. She pushed in hard and swiftly, and then pulled out slowly and gently. The tip of her throbbing dick nearly crossed the rim of Jake’s sore butt hole, before she launched herself into him again. 
 
    Jake began to let out a loud moan, partly in pleasure from the fucking, and in pain. Kirsten’s cock was long and thick—a lot to take for any anal beginner.  
 
    “Tell me that you like it,” Kirsten commanded. 
 
    Jake couldn’t respond as Kirsten’s thrusts were quickly becoming sharper and quicker. Her pelvis slammed into his butt with every hard interval. 
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
    “Tell me that you like it, Jake!” 
 
    “I—I like it.” 
 
    Jake’s body was finally starting to relax. His anus finally unclenched, allowing Kirsten’s cock to slide in deeper. He let out a long, staggered sigh as Kirsten stopped for a moment, her cock deep inside Jake. 
 
    “Doesn’t that feel good, Jakey?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jake said with his eyes closed. 
 
    “Open your eyes.” 
 
    Jake slowly opened his eyes and turned to look Kirsten in the face as she continued to hold Jake in place. 
 
    “Tell me how much you like it,” Kirsten said. 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
    “That’s not enough.” 
 
    “I love it. I need it. Give me more,” Jake said. 
 
    Kirsten released one of Jake’s arms and placed her newly freed hand on Jake’s head. She pulled it in to her face and the two kissed passionately. As Kirsten resumed thrusting into Jake, she stuck her tongue into his mouth. 
 
    Jake was obsessed with the sweet taste of Kirsten’s tongue. He wrapped his own tongue around it and sucked on it aggressively. 
 
    Kirsten pulled her cock out of Jake’s ass and stepped away from him. With her sexy stride, she began to walk around him. Jake watched her obsessively.  
 
    Kirsten arrived at the chair where the two had previously been making out, and sat down. She patted her lap, signalling Jake to come back for more. 
 
    Jake smiled, totally into it, and then walked over. With his legs on either side of Kirsten, and his back facing her, he began to lower himself down. Kirsten reached around and grabbed his massive cock in her hand and began to stroke him off as he lowered himself down onto the tranny cock. 
 
    Jake entered into an incredible state of pleasure, between being jerked off and taking it in the ass. His head flew backwards, his eyes closed and his mouth opened. He moaned long and loud as Kirsten’s breathing began to accelerate as she approached her climax.  
 
    Jake was hers. She was in full command of him, like a seasoned dog trainer. She would bark a command, and Jake would oblige. 
 
    “Get on your knees,” Kirsten said. 
 
    Jake stood up and dropped down to his knees. Kirsten lowered herself down and began fucking Jake doggy-style. His asshole was sore, and stretched, but he loved it. He pushed his body back into Kirsten, trying to get more of her delicious shaft in his butt.  
 
    Kirsten’s grip tightened around his thick manhood. He cried out loud, but couldn’t hold it in any longer; he was far too aroused. Cum began to pour out of his cock in seemingly endless explosions. He screamed so loud, Kirsten was forced to silence him by sticking her hand in his mouth. He bit down on her fingers as drool fell out the sides of his mouth. 
 
    As Jake’s penis began to become flaccid once again, his ass began to fill with hot cum. Kirsten fought back valiantly, but couldn’t hold back any longer. She shoved her body hard into Jake one final time as warm cum oozed out of her body. She took a long, deep breath in. 
 
    Jake was limp, used and defeated. He fell into the ground like a surrendered fish out of water as he tried to catch his breath. Kirsten stood up straight away and began to get dressed. 
 
    Jake had nothing to say. He tried to open his mouth to speak, but couldn’t. He watched from the ground as Kirsten pulled herself together and left him alone, naked on the top floor of the public school library. 
 
    “So did you fuck her?” Bobby asked. 
 
    Jake clicked away on his phone as Bobby, Mike and him sat silently in the bleachers. 
 
    “Jake!” Bobby said, frustrated. 
 
    “Huh?” Jake said. 
 
    “Did you fuck her? Did you fuck the new girl?” 
 
    “Oh,” Jake said, averting his attention back to his phone. 
 
    “Well?” Mike asked. 
 
    “No,” Jake said. 
 
    “No?” Bobby asked, shocked. “What do you mean no? You got rejected? What?” 
 
    “There’s just… Some people in this world that you can’t fuck.” 
 
    “So you’re giving up?” 
 
    “No. Well, yeah, I guess so.” 
 
    “There it is, Jake. You will now be forever known as the guy that didn’t fuck every girl in his class.”  
 
    Mike and Bobby laughed at Mike’s expense.  
 
    “Maybe I’ll fuck the new girl. Then, you’ll be the one asking me for advice,” Bobby said. 
 
    “I totally think you should, Bobby. She would actually probably be into you,” Jake said. 
 
    “Really? You think so?” 
 
    “Yeah, absolutely.” 
 
    “Alright, yeah. I’ll do that.” 
 
    Mike smiled to himself. 
 
    “Who you going to fuck next, Jake?” Bobby asked. 
 
    Jake looked up at Bobby. “I think I’m going to take a break for a while. Maybe find something more long-term.”  
 
    Bobby and Mike both turned their heads to their friend and stared at him in silence. No words could describe Jake’s uncharacteristic change of heart. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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    The lights went down and the room became dark. The chattering masses became momentarily quiet, before erupting into excited cheer. The aggressive stomping and clapping caused the building to tremble as four dark figures moved across the stage.  
 
    Buzzing from the large stacks of amplifiers started to fade in and become louder and louder, picking up the loud static from the silent electric guitars that sat anxiously in their stands. The vociferous crowd’s screaming, clapping and stomping started to transform into a rhythmic metronome-- juxtaposing the silent white noise emanating from the stage. 
 
    “Black Water! Black Water!” the crowd cheered louder and louder as more people joined into the chant. “Black Water! Black Water!” 
 
    The stage remained black. The dark figures began to take position: removing the instruments from their stands and sitting upon the mighty raised throne behind an incredible drum kit. 
 
    “Black Water! Black Water!” the crowd continued. 
 
    A deep bass note began to swell over the masses like an invisible cloud. It rumbled the modest stadium, overpowering the mass of people. A lone light flipped on and shone down on the drummer who, just as the light came on, began to play a quick beat, building upon the continuing stream of bass. 
 
    After a couple seconds of drum and bass, more lights turned on, revealing the entire band, which began to play a fast powerful tune. The crowd screamed. The high pitched voice of the women in the masses nearly cut through the screaming tube amps on the stage as the clapping of the fans’ hands poured over the popular band.  
 
    The show had begun.  
 
    Ray, the lead guitarist looked over at Jimmy, the band’s bassist and smiled. Beautiful women tried desperately to reach their arms towards the celebrity musicians, but couldn’t make it past the professional bodyguards that blocked their way. They were superstars, at the peak of their musical careers. 
 
    Ray scanned the first few rows of the crowd as he continued to play. Three younger blondes, no older than twenty-one, screamed and cried as Ray made eye contact with them. They were dressed in “Black Water” t-shirts that had been modified to show off their cleavage and flat, fit stomach. Their breasts bounced up and down as they danced to one of their favourite songs.  
 
    Ray looked up at Jimmy, whose eyes had found the same two fans. The two band mates made eye contact, and then they both smiled. 
 
    The drummer straightened his back for the fill that would lead into the more challenging chorus. Jimmy and Ray returned to attention to the music, having already stalked their prey for the night. Frankie, the rhythm guitarist of the band watched his friends and laughed at their hyper-sexuality.  
 
    ~ 
 
    “Fuck, did you see the tits on those girls?” Jimmy asked his band mates as they walked into their change room for the intermission. “Those things were ripe.” 
 
    “I’m glad we’re on the same page, Jimmy,” Ray said.  
 
    Frankie sat down and cracked a fresh water bottle open. Like his friends, his head was dripping with sweat and his shirt was soaked through. He took a moment to catch his breath. 
 
    “I’ve got dibs the one on the right—the one with the nose ring,” Jimmy said 
 
    “How much do you wanna bet that’s not the only ring she’s got, if you know what I mean?” Ray asked. 
 
    “I’m gonna stretch that pussy out, man,” said Jimmy. 
 
    The two men laughed. John, the drummer sat silently in the corner, drinking a beer and lighting a cigarette. 
 
    “You guys need to learn some damn respect,” John said as he tried to catch his breath. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Johnny boy? Wife not putting out?” Jimmy asked. 
 
    John was much older than the rest of the band. He joined Black Water for their third album, after their original drummer fell off of a roof partying and broke both his arms.  
 
    “You fell out of time in the second verse of Freewave. You have to watch those triplets,” John said, changing the subject. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes,” Jimmy said. “Frankie—You in?” 
 
    “In what?” Frankie asked. 
 
    “In on those girls. There’s three of ‘em and that shithead there’s got a wife.” 
 
    Frankie smiled shyly. 
 
    “That’s okay. I’m probably going to hit the sack after the show.” 
 
    “Yeah, hit the sack with one of those blonde bimbos in the front row. C’mon Frankie, just this once.” 
 
    “Leave the kid alone. He doesn’t want to hang out with you dickheads,” John cut in. 
 
    “What? He’s the only person in a major rock band ever to not be getting any pussy. Well, maybe not the only one.” 
 
    John flipped Jimmy off. 
 
    “C’mon Frank. We’ll help you out,” Ray said. “It won’t be so bad.” 
 
    “Yeah Frankie. We’ll help you,” Jimmy added.  
 
    “I don’t think so, guys.” 
 
    “Fuck it, more for me,” Jimmy said, standing up. 
 
    He grabbed a water bottle from the dressing room fridge and walked out of the room. John put some headphones over his ears and tried to relax before going back out on stage. 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve seen you go home with a girl once on this tour,” Ray said to Frankie. 
 
    Frankie simply smiled in response. 
 
    “Why not?” Ray asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m just not interested in any of those girls.” 
 
    “I don’t want to sound like Jimmy, but did you see those blondes up front? The racks on ‘em?” 
 
    “I saw them, yeah.” 
 
    “So, you’re not interested in them. That’s no big deal. I get it. I just don’t want to see you regret not going out and… Living a little bit. Right now we have every girl in the world throwing themselves at us.” 
 
    Frankie shyly looked down at his feet. 
 
    “How’s about this: You, Jimmy and I take the girls to a bar. We chat for a while, and then, if you’re really not interested in them, you can go home.” 
 
    Frankie didn’t respond. 
 
    “For one hour. Give me one hour, Frank.” 
 
    Frankie looked up at his friend. The roaring crowd started to become louder as the band was due to come back out.  
 
    “Just think about it,” Ray said, standing up, taking one last sip from his water bottle and walking towards the door. 
 
    Frankie sat in silence for another moment. 
 
    ~ 
 
    “Oh my God, you guys were so amazing tonight,” Carrie, the blonde with the lip ring said. 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re sitting at a bar with Black Water. Oh my God, I’m going to die,” said the ditsier one of the girls, Corrine.  
 
    The third girl, Cass, sat silently and shyly next to her friends—partially star struck and partially just a victim of general social anxiety.  
 
    “Where’s John? Is he coming too?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “He didn’t want to come out tonight,” Ray said. 
 
    “Lame,” Carrie said. 
 
    “You’re like, really good at guitar,” Corrine said to Ray. 
 
    Ray smiled graciously. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Is the bass guitar hard to play?” Corrine asked Jimmy. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s really hard,” Jimmy lied. 
 
    “Wow. Like, how do you play it then?”  
 
    “Well, it’s always a challenge—every night.” 
 
    “That’s so cool. I loved the way you guys played Freewave tonight. Like, the way you did it differently than on the CD. That was cool.”  
 
    “Thanks,” Ray said. “It’s a fun one to play.” 
 
    Frankie sipped his beer while he listened to his friends work away at the girls. He looked across the table at Cass, who was looking at him but looked away quickly. Frankie forced a smile while counting the seconds in his head until the promised hour was up.  
 
    “Frankie actually wrote Freewave—Right Frankie?” Ray said. 
 
    “Huh? Yeah,” Frankie responded. 
 
    “Wow. That’s so awesome. It’s like my favourite song,” Carrie said. “My favourite part of the song is that guitar riff though.” 
 
    Carrie looked to Ray and smiled, not realizing that Frankie wrote that riff too. Frank looked over at Jimmy, who was whispering into Corrine’s ear. Under the table, Jimmy had his hand placed firmly on her thigh, and was gently sliding it up her very short skirt. The two smiled at one another, suddenly removed from the rest of the conversation.  
 
    “Do you want to go dance?” Carrie asked Ray. 
 
    “I’d love to,” Ray gentlemanly said. 
 
    Ray stood up and offered Carrie his hand. She took it and he led her down onto the dance floor.  
 
    Just like that, Frankie was as good as alone with Cass. She looked up at him and smiled gently. 
 
    “You’re really good,” she said. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “How long have you been playing?” 
 
    Frankie thought for a moment. “I don’t know—between ten and fifteen years?” 
 
    “Cool…” Cass said, looking down at her empty glass and shyly running her finger around its rim. 
 
    Frankie sat silently for a moment, looking around the bar. 
 
    “Would you, um, like another drink?” 
 
    Cass smiled. “Sure.” 
 
    “Alright,” Frankie said standing up. 
 
    He walked towards the bar and flagged down the bartender. 
 
    “A vodka water and a regular water, please.” 
 
    “Sure,” the bartender said, grabbing two glasses and beginning the order. 
 
    Frankie scanned the bar. Ray was already leading Carrie off of the dance floor, towards the exit. His arm was around her and she was rubbing his chest. Back at the band’s table, Jimmy was tongue deep in his date while Cass sat awkwardly with her empty glass. 
 
    She spun and twirled it around on the table, looking around the busy bar. Frankie considered just walking away from the bar and heading home, but he felt bad for the girls’ rejected friend. 
 
    Ray sighed. 
 
    “Can you make that two vodka waters?” 
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    Ray opened the door for the tipsy fan. She stumbled into the hotel room and looked around at the expensive furniture and out the window at the million-dollar view. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. “This is your room?” 
 
    “It’s where the label put us up, yeah.” 
 
    “It’s amazing.” 
 
    “Thanks, I guess.” 
 
    “Do you bring all your girls back here?” Cass asked, spinning around to face Frankie. 
 
    “Well, we’re in a different city every night—but still, no.”  
 
    “Did I tell you that you’re like, so talented?” The alcohol had really brought Cass out of her shy shell. 
 
    “I think you’ve mentioned it a few times, yes.” 
 
    “Because you’re like, so talented. Did you really write Freewave?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Wow. It’s like, my favourite song.” 
 
    “Thank you. It’s a lot of people favourite song.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s my favourite song.” 
 
    Cass drunkenly stepped towards Frankie and slung her arms over his shoulder and around his neck. 
 
    “You’re hot.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Frankie said.  
 
    Cass stared up into Frankie’s eyes for a moment, and then attacked. She stuck her lips against his and kissed him deeply. Frankie stood tense, taken aback by the strike. His eyes looked around the room while the drunken Cass sucked on his flaccid lips.  
 
    Unable to justify an out, Frankie caved and kissed back. He placed his hands on the sides of the beautiful girl’s skimpy skirt. Her tongue pushed hard into Frankie’s lips and penetrated his mouth. Her mouth was warm, and wet. Her hands ran up and down Frankie’s muscular arms. She squeezed and caressed him hard, feeling every one of his rugged muscles. 
 
    Frankie tried to force some enthusiasm and began to move his hands up her sides, under her modified Black Water shirt. He moved his hands up and down her body, feeling her soft warm skin as her wet tongue entangled and hugged his own. 
 
    Completely lost in the passion of the moment, Cass began to move her hands down Frankie’s chest, towards his crotch. She made easy work of his belt and swiftly pulled his pants down, leaving him standing only in his t-shirt and boxer shorts. She pulled her head back. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me so badly,” she said, looking him straight in the eyes.  
 
    Frankie smiled. “Cool,” he said. 
 
    Cass’s hand grasped onto Frankie cock through the thin layer of fabric of his underwear. She gently squeezed and massaged the long member in her soft fingertips. Her free hand travelled towards his chest and continued to feel his strong muscles.  
 
    The two continued to make-out as Frankie began to lead Cass to the bedroom. Blind, they stumbled through the doorway and then fell onto the bed. Cass looked out through the massive wall sized windows over the lively night-time cityscape. The golden lights from the surrounding downtown buildings were enough to elegantly light the fancy hotel bedroom. 
 
    “Did I tell you that you’re like, so talented?” Cass said again as she lay on her back. 
 
    Frankie smiled and lowered himself down onto the beautiful blonde. He felt her soft lips between his own while Cass resumed massaging his expanding manhood. Frankie’s hand slipped up her tight shirt onto her perfectly round, supple breast. He squeezed it tightly as blood throbbed into his cock.  
 
    She may have been kind of dumb and she may have had nothing in common with Frankie, but she sure was a bombshell.  
 
    “I’m not wearing any panties,” she said into his ear. 
 
    Frankie slid his hand down from Cass’s tits towards her pussy. He slipped it under her skirt to validate her claim. She wasn’t lying—There were no panties covering her wet slit. Gently, with his fingertips, Frankie began to rub her vagina. Starting slowly, he moved his fingers up from just above her asshole, all the way to her cute little clit. She took a deep breath and let out an adorable little whimper before squeezing tightly on Frankie’s now rock-solid cock.  
 
    Cass passionately began to suck on Frankie’s earlobe sending warm tingles down his spine and towards his cock. Cass began to sway and move her hips as Frankie’s fingers began to move faster up and down the length of her dripping wet pussy.  
 
    “Fuck me,” Cass said. “Fuck me hard.” 
 
    Frankie stood up straight on his knees and pulled down his boxers, causing his long hard dick to spring out. Cass looked down at the huge member and smiled, biting her lip. She needed that cock inside of her.  
 
    “Fuck me now.” 
 
    Frankie lowered himself down and prepared to fuck. Impatiently, Cass reached down, grabbed onto Frankie’s cock and guided it towards her hot, wet pussy. She shoved Frankie into herself. Unprepared for the sudden surge of elation, her head corked back and she let go of the cock. She moaned. 
 
    Frankie pushed himself in deep, feeling the tight walls of her pussy against the harsh ridges of his muscular cock. Cass could barely handle the euphoria surging through her body. She moved and swayed on the bed, eyes closed and mouth open. Frankie began to thrust himself in and out of her. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she said over and over. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.” 
 
    Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! 
 
    Hands planted firmly on either side of the drunken hottie, Frankie thrust his pelvis down. His cock squished Cass’s hot juice out her tight pussy with every forceful entry. The warm fluid trickled down her butt onto the soft silk sheets. She continued to sway and moan, lost in her state of ecstasy. 
 
    Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! 
 
     Frankie continued increasing his pace. Cass’s pussy tightened and released tension repeatedly on the slick cock. She was close to finishing. 
 
    “Cum on my tits.” 
 
    “Okay,” Frankie said between breaths. 
 
    Frankie increased his strength, slamming hard into the young woman. Cass’s moaning intensified into a cry. Cass had lost control of her body. 
 
    “Cum on my tits. Cum on them.” 
 
    Frankie kept up his quick pace, trying to bring himself to climax. Something was off. He kept shoving himself in, but it wasn’t happening. 
 
    “Now, Frankie. Cum on me. Cum all over me.”  
 
    Frankie bit his lip and exerted all of his power. Sweat beading on his forehead, he threw himself into her tight pussy hard. He was getting closer. 
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
    Frankie’s thighs slapped hard into Cass’s butt.  
 
    “What’s wrong? Cum on me!”  
 
    Frankie’s cock began to bloat, filling up with cum. A great tingling sensation grew quickly inside of his dick, before shooting through his entire body. Frankie pulled his dick quickly out of Cass as it exploded cum all over her hot, bare chest. The warm whiteness splashed hard on her perfect tits. She screamed out loud, finishing herself off by massaging her clit with her fingertips.  
 
    Frankie was beat. As the final bout of cum shot out of his dick onto the cute blonde’s belly, Frankie fell over, exhausted. Between the late set he had played just a couple of hours earlier and the hard fucking, he was finished for the night.  
 
    ~ 
 
    “Did you fuck her?” Jimmy asked as he peeked around the dark curtain to assess the size of the roaring crowd.  
 
    “Yeah,” Frankie responded.  
 
    “Fucking about time.”  
 
    Jimmy let go of the curtain and turned back to Frankie. 
 
    “You’re on in two,” one of the roadies said to us as he hustled by. 
 
    “Alright,” Frankie said. 
 
    “You gonna come out with us tonight again? I already scoped us out some girls when I was downstairs grabbing water. There are some real hotties here tonight.” 
 
     “I dunno. Maybe not tonight.”  
 
    “Wait, what? That girl you took home last night—Was she no good?” 
 
    “No, she was fine.” 
 
    “Well then what is it?” 
 
    “Nothing. I just wasn’t really that into her.” 
 
    “But she was perfect. She had the tits of a goddess. Don’t you think she had the tits of a goddess?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “But what?” Jimmy interrupted. “I just don’t understand how you can not be that into these girls. The hottest girls in the entire world, and you could care less.” 
 
    “Sorry, man.” 
 
    “You guys are on,” a roadie said.  
 
    Jimmy ran out onto the dark stage as the crowd continued to scream, clap and stomp. Frankie followed close behind him. He stopped at his guitar, picked it up and slung the strap over him. Carefully avoiding the many wires, he found his place on the stage and waited for the lights to go up. 
 
    That first bass note kicked in and began to rumble the stadium. The mass of people below began to scream and cheer uncontrollably, realizing they were about to see their favourite band. 
 
    The first couple of bars passed by and then that first light turned on, showcasing John on drums. Frankie grasped his guitar pick tightly, ready for his cue to enter into the song. 
 
    The stage lights illuminated and Frankie, along with Jimmy and Ray began to play. The crowd erupted into incredibly loud cheering. Once again, women screamed and reached their arms out to try and get a little bit closer to their favourite band. As was tradition, Frankie watched as Ray and Jimmy scanned the floor for their night’s prey.  
 
    They found their girls and exchanged their usual glance of approval. Frankie curiously looked down to see who tonight’s victims were. To no one’s surprise, it was another set of blonde, big-breasted bimbos. But then, another woman standing just behind the pair of slutty girls captured my gaze. 
 
    She was tall, with long dark hair. Her fitted ‘Black Water’ shirt hugged her large breasts tightly but respectfully, without skimpy modification. She was thin, but fit. She stood straight and sexy as she confidently swayed to the music. Her dance was mesmerizing, and her smile was hypnotizing.  
 
    She was different than the other girls. 
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    III 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the show, Frankie went with Jimmy and Ray down to the backstage access point, where fans would wait for autographs, and the boys would pick up their “night-time snacks”.  
 
    Frankie stood far back from his band mates, who went straight down to the frontlines to sign autographs for the mass of excited fans. There were temporary steel gates set up, which were enforced by a set of security staff holding the fans back from engulfing Ray and Jimmy. 
 
    Frankie scanned the crowd, desperately hoping that the beautiful, mysterious woman had come backstage. It was difficult to see past the hordes of men and women stretching their arms out, holding pens and the various things they wanted signed.  
 
    Ray accepted a pen from one girl, who proceeded to open up her top to get her tits signed. She had super fake tits and big nipples. She licked her lip flirtingly as Ray ran the pen along her big soft rack.  
 
    As people received their signatures, they began to disperse. The crowd was quickly dissipating.  
 
    Frankie continued scanning, and then he saw her. She stood far back from the crowds, waiting for her friend to get her signature. Frankie looked back at his pre-occupied band mates, and then started to walk around the crowd towards the woman.  
 
    She was wearing tall stiletto heels and a modest but sexy skirt. Her neck and wrists were covered in shiny golden accessories. 
 
    Frankie slipped past one of the stadium’s security guards, moved through a gap in the metal gates and made his way towards the tall beauty. He composed himself, straightening his back and clearing his throat. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. 
 
    The woman looked over and smiled. 
 
    “Hello,” she said. 
 
    “Are you waiting for someone?” Frankie asked, awkwardly trying to start a conversation. 
 
    “My friend is just waiting for an autograph.” 
 
    “You didn’t want to get one?” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a bother,” the woman smiled graciously. 
 
    “It’s really not a bother. They love doing it. It makes them feel good about themselves,” Frankie joked. 
 
    “Why aren’t you giving autographs?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh… I don’t like doing that. It’s—Weird.” 
 
    “Oh. Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know. All those people drooling over you... It’s just awkward.”  
 
    The woman smiled. “Well, that’s why I didn’t go up, then.” 
 
    “Well, those guys love it. I can go get one for you, if you want. Do you have a pen?” 
 
    The woman laughed and looked down at her feet, a little bit shy. 
 
    “Seriously, it’s not a problem. What’s your name?” Frankie asked. 
 
    “It’s Lola—But to be honest, I’d really like your autograph, if anything.”  
 
    Frankie blushed. “Mine?” 
 
    “But it’s cool-- I know that you don’t like doing it.” 
 
    “No, that’s fine. Do you have a pen?” 
 
    “I don’t. But really—Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    Frankie looked around and then walked towards the mass of people. He approached one of the excited fans, who was holding a stack of band photos.  
 
    “Can I steal one of those?” Frankie asked. 
 
    The fan handed over a photo without even realizing who was asking him.  
 
    “Can I borrow that pen?” 
 
    Again, the fan complied without recognizing the understated musician. 
 
    “Make it quick, yeah?” the fan said. 
 
    Frankie quickly scribbled his autograph and then handed back the pen. “Thanks.” 
 
    He returned to Lola, with the signed photo. 
 
    “Here you are. You sure you don’t want the other guys’?” 
 
    Lola blushed and smiled. “No, this is perfect. Thank you so much.” 
 
    “It’s no problem, really. Did you enjoy the show?” 
 
    “Yeah, it was great. You guys are great.”  
 
    The final people from the crowd left the backstage area as Jimmy and Ray took their girls back to the dressing room. Lola and Frankie were the only ones left in the room—Even the security people were leaving for the night. 
 
    “Where’s your friend?” Frankie asked. 
 
    Lola bit her lip, embarrassed. 
 
    “There was no friend. I lied. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Frankie laughed, confused. 
 
    “So why are you here?” 
 
    Lola looked at Frankie for a moment, too shy to respond. 
 
    “Want to go grab a drink?” Frankie asked. 
 
    ~ 
 
    “I hope you don’t think I’m some crazy stalker,” Lola said as the two sat down in the corner of a quaint pub.  
 
    “No, of course not. Why would I think that?” 
 
    “I kind of singled you out.” 
 
    “It’s fine. I was actually looking for you. I don’t normally go down to the backstage access after the show.” 
 
    “You came down for me?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Frankie said. “I was watching you dance all night. You really made our music look good.” 
 
    Lola smiled.  
 
    “Sorry, that sounded super creepy.” 
 
    “No, it’s cute. I’m glad you liked it,” Lola said. 
 
    “Cool.” 
 
    Frankie stared into Lola’s immaculately bright green eyes, which stared back hypnotizingly into his own. She was gorgeous. He had to have her. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Frankie and Lola returned to the hotel Frankie was staying at. As the two ascended the many floors of the building in the elevator, Frankie modestly grabbed and held Lola’s hand. As his fingers gripped her soft palm, she squeezed back, reinforcing the mutual attraction. 
 
    The elevator doors opened and Frankie led Lola down the hall towards his presidential suite. He unlocked, opened and held the door for the tall, dark beauty. She walked in and looked around impressed.  
 
    The warm, soft vibrant city lights danced their way into the expensive room, gracefully lighting the expensive furniture and Lola’s beautiful face. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” Lola said as her eyes twinkled, reflecting the vibrant metropolis. 
 
    “It’s home—At least for the night.”  
 
    “Where’s your actual home?” 
 
    “New York City. I haven’t been home in almost a year though. Even when we’re recording, we’re in San Francisco.”  
 
    “Do you miss New York?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’ll be nice when the next big band comes along and we can go back to back to playing bars and colleges in New York. Those were good times,” Frankie said, walking into the room. “Have a seat. Can I get you something to drink?” 
 
     Lola elegantly walked through the large open room to a big expensive leather couch. She sat down, crossing her long sexy legs. 
 
    “Maybe wine, if you have any?” 
 
    “I’m sure there’s wine here somewhere.” 
 
    Frankie looked around the room’s kitchenette. “If you were a bottle of wine, where would you be—Ah ha.” 
 
    Frankie pulled a bottle of wine out from one of the cupboards. “Red okay?” 
 
    “Red’s perfect.” 
 
    Frankie grabbed two glasses and walked over to his gorgeous date. He held the bottle out. 
 
    “It’s a 2008 Malbec from the South of France,” Frankie said in a cheesy cockney accent. 
 
    Lola giggled. 
 
    “Would the lady like a taste?” Frankie continued.  
 
    “Most certainly,” Lola joined in, greatly outdoing Frankie’s poor accent. 
 
    Frankie made quick work of the cork and proceeded to pour a small taster into one of the glasses. 
 
    “My lady,” he said, handing her the glass. 
 
    Lola swirled the wine, smelled it and then tasted it. She smiled. 
 
    “It’s a bit astringent for my taste,” Lola said in her nearly flawless English accent.  
 
    “Unacceptable! I will have the butlers fired at once!” 
 
    The two began to laugh, breaking character.  Sitting down, Frankie proceeded to fill both glasses. He placed the bottle down on the table. 
 
    “Tomorrow morning we ship out for Texas, and then we go down and play a show in Mexico City on Friday...” 
 
    Cutting Frankie off, Lola suddenly leaned over and kissed him. Frankie immediately forgot what he was talking about and wrapped his lips around the dark bombshell’s soft lips. He pulled his hand around her and placed it softly upon her face and then placed his other hand on her thigh, just below the base of her skirt.  
 
    The two continued to kiss passionately against the beautiful city backdrop. Frankie began to lower Lola down onto the couch. 
 
    “Wait,” Lola said, pushing Frankie back. “Maybe this isn’t the best time…” 
 
    “Are you okay?” Frankie asked, shocked. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s just—We just met. I like you a lot and—I don’t want to ruin anything. Maybe we should wait for another time.” 
 
    “Ruin anything? I leave tomorrow morning. I’m not sure when I’ll be back.” 
 
    Lola couldn’t look Frankie in the eyes. 
 
    “Lola?” 
 
    “Maybe I should just go. It was nice meeting you.” 
 
    Lola stood up and began walking towards the door. Frankie sprung up from his seat and ran to cut off the tall beauty. 
 
    “Wait,” he said. “Don’t go. Please.” 
 
    “Frankie, there’s stuff you don’t know about me.” 
 
    “I don’t care about that stuff. I need to be with you.” 
 
    Frankie placed his hands on Lola’s hips and stared down into her eyes. She looked back up into his and surrendered. She fell into him and they resumed their passionate embrace. Frankie squeezed her tightly, moving his hands slowly and gently up and down her sides. 
 
    Lola’s body melted into Frankie. She couldn’t resist his irresistible charm. She had to have him just as much as he had to have her. 
 
    Lola’s tongue gently penetrated Frankie’s lips. They two lovers locked their warm tongues together as their grasps on one another tightened and their bodies became even closer. There was escalating electricity in the room. 
 
    “This way,” Frankie said, guiding Lola towards the bedroom. 
 
    Lola smiled shyly, afraid of Frankie inevitably discovering her secret. Frankie playfully threw Lola down onto the bed. She bit her lip, torn between her options, but there was no turning back now. Frankie quickly pulled off his shirt and gently fell upon the mysterious vixen. They continued to kiss as they rubbed their hands loving about each other’s bodies.  
 
    Lola couldn’t help but to glide her hand down from Frankie’s strong body onto the crotch of his pants. She could feel his well-endowed manhood through the layers of fabric, waiting to be released. Even just through the denim barrier, electrical pulses of sexual energy began to flow through her body and tingle in her genitals. She squeezed it hard as the hot electricity culminated downstairs.  
 
    Frankie removed himself from the couple’s kiss and travelled south, down onto Lola’s neck. With his dexterous hands, he began to pull Lola’s shirt up, over her large breasts. He slipped the shirt over her head and resumed to suck her soft neck. His hands made their way to Lola’s soft, supple breasts and he began to squeeze and caress the perfect twins. Lola’s nipples were hard and erect. She was so lost in passion; she could barely control her body. She began to forget about her worries, surrendering to Frankie’s romance.  
 
    Frankie stood himself up on his knees and quickly began to undo his pants. He pulled them down, along with his boxer shorts, letting his huge cock spring out. He couldn’t wait any longer. He had to have her right then and there. He tossed his pants onto the floor, took Lola by the ankles and spread her legs. Reaching under her skirt, he took Lola’s panties from her hips and yanked them down. He shimmied himself in. 
 
    “Are you ready?” he asked. 
 
    “Are you?” Lola replied. 
 
    Frankie smiled and then lowered himself down to Lola’s level. Using his hips, he guided his long hard penis under Lola’s skirt and towards her pussy. Then, his passionate expression dropped. 
 
    He wasn’t able to find Lola’s slit. Instead, his cock rubbed against something hard and long. At first, he wasn’t sure what it was. He reached down and felt around with his hand. Standing back up, he flipped Lola’s skirt up, over her belly. 
 
    Instead of seeing a tight little pussy, Frankie saw that Lola had been hiding a massive, thick cock. The member was hard, and throbbing. He stared down at it for a moment, and then— 
 
    “You—You’re a man.” 
 
    “I was a man. I’m a woman now.” 
 
    “But—But—That’s a cock.” 
 
    A cold pain flushed through Lola’s body. She wanted to cry but held back desperately. She had wishfully hoped that Frankie wouldn’t care, but that was never the case. She took her hand and embarrassingly covered her cock. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she said. “I wanted to tell you. I just—I couldn’t.”  
 
    Frankie was in a state of shock and couldn’t respond. 
 
    “I’m going to go,” Lola said, tears beginning to stream down her face. 
 
    Frankie continued to remain frozen. He tried to formulate some form of speech, but simply couldn’t. Lola stood up, picked up her panties and shirt, and then headed for the door. 
 
    “Lola,” Frankie said. 
 
    Lola stopped in the doorway, but didn’t turn to Frankie. 
 
    “Don’t go. I don’t want you to go.” 
 
    “But I’m a freak. I lied to you.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t. You tried to tell me.” 
 
    Lola turned around. Her erection was still so hard it held her skirt up. 
 
    “I don’t want you to go,” Frankie said. 
 
    “But… What about my cock?” Lola asked. 
 
    Frankie looked down at it. 
 
    “I want it,” he said. 
 
    Lola’s heart lifted up out of her stomach and a smile crossed her face. She bit her lip, holding back her excitement. She ran towards Frankie and hugged him aggressively. 
 
    “I love you, Lola.” 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    Frankie kissed Lola deeply, then spun her around and threw her playfully down on the bed. Lola giggled, unable to contain her excitement as Frankie fell upon her. Lola sat up, took Frankie’s cock gleefully in her hand and stroked it lightly. She loved the feeling of her fingertips across the ridges of his thick veins. Licking her lips, she lowered herself down and stuck the slick cock into her mouth. 
 
    Her warm tongue was pure ecstasy. She ran it skilfully up and down the length of his huge dick as she moved in head forward and back. She was addicted to his manly taste. Frankie’s head fell backwards as Lola’s teeth gently glided along the circumference of his long member.  
 
    He looked down at her and watched as she gracefully moved herself along the long shaft. He put his hands onto her head and caressed her long, soft hair. The loving touch energized Lola into moving fasted and harder. She pushed the long cock deep into her throat. A bout of sweet pre-cum trickled out of Frankie’s hard dick onto Lola’s soft tongue. She ended each graceful revolution with a gentle flick of the tongue against his throbbing tip. 
 
    Frankie, as hard as a metal rod, pushed Lola onto her back. He shimmied his body in between her long, soft legs and threw up her skirt again. He smiled at the sight of her huge throbbing cock. Gently lifting it up, he lined his own penis up with her tight asshole. He pressed his dripping tip up against her ready hole, using his hand as a guide.  
 
    The two lovers simultaneously looked one another in the eyes. Lola was ready. She smiled beautifully, before Frankie began to push himself inside of her.  
 
    Her mouth opened and she let out a faint whimper as the thick wet shaft began to stretch her tight asshole. She could feel his bulbous tip pressing hard against her narrow anal walls as her own massive erection sat throbbing on her flat tummy. She reached her hands out and placed them around the sides of Frankie’s butt and helped pull him in tight. Frankie’s muscular lower abdomen pressed up against Lola’s big ball sack as he reached full insertion.  
 
    “Fuck,” she said uncontrollably aloud, feeling the massive cock throbbing inside of her body. 
 
    Frankie smiled, and then began to thrust into the beauty. He started slowly, but powerfully. Every swift thrust sent Lola’s large breasts bouncing along with her ball sack and rock solid cock. Her breathing became a tremble as deep pleasure began to build up in her body. She began to moan. 
 
    Frankie, picking up his pace while maintaining his velocity, reached down and took Lola’s cock in his hand. He started to stroke it off slowly, feeling every thick pulse and throb in her veins. He squeezed her womanhood tightly. 
 
    “Just like that,” she said. “Fuck.” 
 
    Lola’s tight asshole clenched and released on Frankie’s thick member. He let out a sigh of relief as warm elation flowed through him. He had reached a quick steady pace. 
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
    His body slapped hard into the beautiful tranny, over and over. Frankie watched the shemale’s hard nipples on her bouncing breasts and then looked up at her perfectly soft lips. That mesmerizing smile he had seen at the show had returned upon her face. Frankie could feel the tingling growing in his penis. He wasn’t far from finishing. 
 
    He started to increase his force. He slammed his body hard into her, feeling his long cock sliding in as deep as it could possibly go. With his hand, he began to stroke Lola off harder and faster. Her moaning was quickly becoming screaming as she neared finishing herself. 
 
    Deep in the moment, Frankie pulled out and quickly stepped out from between the long sexy legs of the gorgeous transgender. He planted his knees on either side of Lola’s hips, spat into his hand and rubbed his saliva all over her hard, throbbing cock. He lowered himself down and lined Lola’s shaft up with his own tight asshole. Then, he sunk down, feeling her thick womanhood penetrating him deeply. He sunk down deep and quick. He let out a loud cry of pleasure in time with Lola’s loud moan. 
 
    Frankie began to rise and fall upon Lola’s hard, long shaft. He loved the feeling of his asshole stretching while being penetrated by a nearly foot long penis. Lola’s thick tip rubbed tightly against the inner walls of Frankie’s butthole.  
 
    Lola reached forward and grabbed onto Frankie’s wet cock. She began stroking him off quickly as he bounced up and down, slapping his butt into Lola’s legs.  
 
    Shlop! Shlop! 
 
    The saliva on Lola’s wet cock squished out from between Frankie’s tight asshole and her thick girth. Her long dick was so close to finishing. It swelled and hardened even harder inside of Frankie’s tight hole. Meanwhile, Lola could feel Frankie’s cock bulge and stiffen as he held back as long as he could, extending the moment. 
 
    He started pulling up and falling down as fast as he could. He couldn’t fuck any faster. Lola began to scream as she clenched her hand tightly on Frankie’s hard dick. She held back, but she knew that she couldn’t hold back for much longer. 
 
    Suddenly, Frankie’s cock exploded cum into Lola’s face. Seemingly endless shot after shot launched out of his dick, covering her chin, breasts and stomach. Frankie let out a loud, deep moan as his body trembled and shook.  
 
    Lola wasn’t far behind. She finally let go and Frankie’s asshole began filling with hot, sticky cum. His eyes lit up as he bit his lip. He sat down hard on Lola’s cock, consuming its entire length and feeling every hot ounce of her warm substance pour out of her. 
 
    The two lovers looked one another in the eyes again, and the smiled. 
 
    “Don’t leave,” Lola said. 
 
    “I have to.” 
 
    “I want you to stay with me.” 
 
    “I’ll come back.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Lola’s expression quickly dropped. Every good thing has to end eventually. She was going to miss Frankie’s sense of humour, ripped body and giant cock. The thought of being apart was almost unbearable. 
 
    “I’ll miss you,” Lola said. 
 
    “I’ll miss you.” 
 
    Frankie leaned back down and he kissed Lola on the lips, pressing his body against hers and covering himself in his own warm cum.  
 
    “I’ll miss you,” Frankie said again. 
 
    ~ 
 
    “Alright guys, let’s go,” the bus driver said. 
 
    Frankie stood with Ray, Jimmy, John and John’s wife. Ray and John both finished smoking their cigarettes and then they tossed them into the street.  
 
    “Let’s hope the ladies in Texas are half as good as they were here,” Jimmy said as he boarded the bus. 
 
    “I’ll second that,” Ray said, looking out into the city one last time. 
 
    John took his wife’s hand and they boarded the bus together. Frankie stood, looking out into the city. 
 
    “What’s up, kid?” Ray asked. 
 
    “Just going to miss this town.” 
 
    “Lots more towns to come. Not to mention the three-hour drive. We better get going.”  
 
    “Just give me a minute.” 
 
    “Alright. Everything all right?”  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Ray smiled at Frankie and then boarded the bus. 
 
    “Frankie!” a voice called out. 
 
    Frankie looked to the side to see Lola, carrying two bags and running towards the bus. 
 
    “Lola?” 
 
    “I couldn’t stay here without you,” she said. “I just couldn’t do it.” 
 
    Lola dropped her bags and hugged Frankie tightly. 
 
    “Let me come along with you guys.” 
 
    “Of course,” Frankie smiled. “I’m so happy you came.”  
 
    Lola looked at the large bus. 
 
    “Where are we going?” she asked. 
 
    “Where aren’t we going?” Frankie joked. 
 
    Lola giggled as Frankie took her bags from her and handed them to the bus driver to load under the bus.  
 
    “I love you,” Lola said. 
 
    “I love you. Every single part of you,” Frankie replied. 
 
    Just before boarding the bus, the two lovers shared a kiss. 
 
    The End


 
   
  
 



 
 
    FUTANARI BEACH GIRL 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    A Long Car Ride To Nowhere  
 
      
 
    Maria Olsen stared out the car window at the flat empty desert, watching the road signs zip past. Her eyes were heavy, unable to fall asleep for any significant period of time, but desperately wanting to. Her face was sunken into her hand, and her cheek was smushed up against the window. 
 
    She wasn’t alone in the car—but she wasn’t in the mood for a chat or any interaction of any kind. Maria was upset. She had made some mistakes in her life. Now she was in a car, travelling eighty miles an hour down a rarely driven highway trying to run from those mistakes. 
 
    But she was learning quickly that it isn’t always so easy to run from your past. As Maria’s eyes grew heavier, and she began to drift slowly away from consciousness, memories of the life she let slip away began to trickle back. 
 
    It was a beautiful day, on a sunny deck—sitting on the step, facing the ocean with a cold drink in her hand, Maria watched the waves crash into the shore. She wore an expensive pair of designer sunglasses and a tiny little bikini, exposing herself to the best tan possible. All she could think was, “Damn, life is great.” 
 
    “Hey!” a voice said behind her as two hands snatched her up from under the arms. 
 
    Startled, Maria spun her head around and looked at the culprit. It was her fiancée, Peter. Peter was a handsome man. He made a small fortune with a web based design company and was able to buy a small house on the beach. He was tall and thin, with quite a bit of muscle tone, spending much of his free time working out in the yard.  
 
    Maria smiled and kissed her fiancée. She had it all-- The house, the soon-to-be husband, and the beach—not to mention she was in the prime of her youth. She dropped out of college after Peter proposed to her, simultaneously announcing that he had made his small fortune. Maria, who was never fully invested in her studies, was happy to take the free pass at life. 
 
    “That bathing suit is hot,” Peter said, looking down at his bride to be.  
 
    “Thanks, babe.” 
 
    Maria leaned in and kissed her fiancée again. She wrapped one of her arms around Peter’s head and rested her soft forearm on his neck. Peter looked deep into Maria’s eyes and smiled. 
 
    Thump! 
 
    The car hit a bump in the road, knocking Maria out of her lucid dream state. Once again, she was looking at a dreary grey desert landscape.  
 
    Maria couldn’t read the road signs fast enough as they raced past her window. She finally pulled herself up straight and looked around the car.  
 
    Next to her, sleeping was her best friend, Ingrid. Ingrid was a beautiful young girl. She was short, with very long, straight blonde hair, which extended all the way down to her butt. Ingrid and Maria had been best friends since early elementary school. Maria was an early bloomer, getting a lot of interest from men early on in her teens. Ingrid took much longer, but once she blossomed, she really blossomed. Her tits weren’t as big as Maria’s, but they sat perfectly on her chest and perfectly suited her body. Her butt was astonishingly round and firm and she was the kind of girl who couldn’t put on a pound if she tried.  
 
    Driving the car was Ingrid’s boyfriend, Lindsey. Lindsey was a shorter man, standing at around five feet and nine inches. He was skinny, with short messy hair. He was by no means traditionally handsome, but Ingrid loved him, and Ingrid could have had any man she wanted. 
 
    Ingrid had convinced Lindsey to take Maria on a trip, after Peter and her split up. Maria had been down for weeks, with no signs of cheering up. The boxes Ingrid had helped Maria pack up out of Peter’s beach house remained full in corners of her new, crappy apartment. Within days, Maria had gone from “the girl who had it all,” to the girl with nothing—nothing more than she had eight years ago when she moved out from her parents’ house. 
 
    Maria and Peter broke up after Peter came home to find Maria cheating on him, with another woman. 
 
    Peter knew Maria was “bisexual”, but he never thought Maria would ever cheat on him with another woman—or anyone for that matter. Perhaps he was just ignorant. 
 
    Cheating on Peter was something that Maria never forgave herself for. She could have cared less about the beach house or any of the money. She just wanted her relationship back. She missed Peter. Now, Peter was impossible to reach. He refused to return her calls or her text messages. The only time Maria ever saw Peter was in her dreams, and even there she could feel the overwhelming guilt in her heart. 
 
    And, as yet another speed limit sign passed by, Maria began to slip back into her dream. 
 
    “I’ve got to go to work—I’ll talk to you later,” Peter said, smiling at Maria as he stood on the deck to their quaint little beach house. 
 
    “Don’t go,” Maria replied. 
 
    “I have to. I have an important meeting with an SEO guy.” 
 
    “How important?” 
 
    “Really, really important.” 
 
    “More important than…” 
 
    Maria slid her hand gently down Peter’s body, landing right on his cock. She squeezed tightly, stroking the underside of Peter’s shaft with the elegant tips of her fingers. A warm tingle ran up Peter’s spine. 
 
    Peter laughed, “Really, Maria—I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “I think the SEO guy can wait five minutes,” Maria said, sinking her body down, landing softly on her knees.  
 
    She made no hesitations reaching her soft hands for Peter’s belt. Peter looked around shyly, making sure there were no neighbours strolling on the beach. He looked back down at his beautiful fiancée. “Babe…” 
 
    “Shh,” Maria said, interrupting as she pulled Peter’s belt from his pants. She went straight for the zipper, pulling it down. In mere moments, Peter was standing in just a dress shirt and his boxer shorts. A soft ocean breeze crossed over his legs while Maria began to fondle his hardening cock through his undergarment.  
 
    Peter couldn’t resist. How could anyone say no to such a beautiful specimen? Maria twirled the tip of her finger around the tip of Peter’s cock, watching it grow against its cotton threshold. Peter sunk his hands down and slipped his fingers into his fiancée’s soft hair. He exhaled deeply. 
 
    Maria smiled, victorious. She took Peter’s waistband in her fingers and began to slip his underwear down his legs, watching as his long, throbbing cock slowly revealed itself. She could see Peter’s heart rate increase as his cock jolted quicker and quicker with each throb, growing thick and tall. 
 
    Finally, the elastic waistband cleared the meaty manhood. The cock sprung out, nearly fully erect from Maria’s gentle playfulness.  
 
    The powerful shaft stood, growing just inches from Maria’s face. She watched it throb, craving a taste of Peter’s big dick. Gently, she took it in her hands, wrapping her soft fingers around its circumference. She could feel the blood pumping through the member’s thick veins against her small fingers.  
 
    Maria took a deep breath and then leaned forward, sinking the long member into her mouth, sliding it along her tongue. She closed her eyes and descended into the moment. She began to suck on the cock as Peter’s hands caressed her soft scalp. She pulled her head up and down the length of the shaft, running her tight lips over every curve and ridge of the veiny dick. 
 
    She truly did have it all: The house, the beach, the money, and the big huge dick. What else could she want? Well, there was one other thing she wanted—one other thing that her sweet fiancée just couldn’t provide her: a set of supple tits and a sweet pussy.  
 
    Maria knew that she had to make compromises. She knew that, being a bisexual; she would have to choose one or the other. “You can’t have your cake and eat it too,” they say. What she wanted most was Peter’s long, hard cock. 
 
    She picked up her pace, throwing her hand into the eroticism. She wrapped her hand around the saliva-coated member and began to stroke as she ran her wet lips up and down the cock. 
 
    Peter let out a long, soft sigh; revelling in the building euphoria Maria was conjuring. Peter was getting close to cumming. 
 
    The cock had become quite large in Maria’s mouth. It pushed hard against her tight lips, stretching them out, almost painfully. Maria—determined to please her fiancée—let the huge dick slide down deep into her throat. She gagged a bit, but kept on sucking like a true lover. The tightness of Maria’s throat intensified the waves of pleasure shooting through Peter’s body. He was going to cum—he couldn’t hold back much longer. 
 
    Peter squeezed tightly on his fiancée’s hair, pulling her in tight onto his dick. Maria choked and gagged, taken aback by the sudden pull. Suddenly, her throat started to fill up with blast after blast of hot cum—the very cum she had been craving so badly.  
 
    Thump! 
 
    Another pothole in the road sent Lindsey’s car into a momentary violent shake—causing no harm aside from waking up all the sleeping girls in the back seat. Once again, Maria was thrown back into reality, forced to face the consequences of her actions.  
 
    “Where are we?” Ingrid asked. 
 
    “I think we should almost be there by now,” Lindsey said. “I took a short cut that was supposed to cut an hour off of the trip.” 
 
    The gang was headed to Florida—an idea had by Ingrid, hoping to get Maria’s mind off of her now ex-fiancée.  
 
    “Almost there? What the fuck are you talking about, Lindsey? We’re in the middle of the desert. There’s no Florida anywhere near here.” 
 
    “I was told this was a good short cut.” 
 
    “We’re lost, aren’t we?” Ingrid asked. 
 
    Lindsey was silent for a moment. “We aren’t lost—I just don’t know where we are.” 
 
    Ingrid sighed. “Why did we let him drive?” 
 
    Maria looked down at her cell phone. She had no reception. “I have nothing on my phone. Do you?” Maria asked Ingrid. 
 
    Ingrid checked her phone. “Nope.” 
 
    “When did we pass the last town?” Maria asked. 
 
    “Not sure. A couple of hours ago, at least.” Lindsey had been lost for a while. 
 
    “Jesus, Linds. Do we even have any gas in the tank?” Ingrid asked. 
 
    “About a quarter tank.” 
 
    “We’re screwed, Maria. We’re screwed,” Ingrid said.  
 
    “It’s fine. Just go back to sleep, relax, and I will get us back on track in no time,” Lindsey said confidently, seemingly unworried by the fact they could end up stranded hours from the nearest gas station. 
 
    Ingrid sighed and fell back into her seat. She looked out her window and eventually began to doze back off. 
 
    Maria looked out her window and continued to watch the passing signs, all too rusted to read.  
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    Chapter 2 
 
    A Peculiar Place To Stop 
 
      
 
    “We shouldn’t,” Maria said, half drunkenly. 
 
    A beautiful young woman, Valerie, was already on her knees between Maria’s legs with her fingers around the waistband of Maria’s skirt. Maria was tense, laying on her back on her and Peter’s soft bed. Peter was out of town on a work trip. 
 
    “Why?” Valerie asked. 
 
    “I—I just don’t think I can do this. It’s not right…” 
 
    Valerie slithered up Maria’s half-naked body and placed her soft finger onto Maria’s lips. “Shh,” she said, smiling.  
 
    Maria, still hesitant, silenced herself. She looked up at Valerie, tense and nervous. Valerie sat up straight and smiled. She slowly began to remove her tight tank top. The tight shirt hung tightly onto her tits as it rose up her chest. Finally, the shirt released the supple breasts, letting them fall and bounce before settling on her chest. Maria looked down at the perfect set. 
 
    Peter gave Maria a lot of things—but he couldn’t give her those.  
 
    Valerie sunk back down, letting her soft tits fall onto Maria’s chest. Gently, Valerie connected her warm lips with Maria’s. Maria couldn’t resist. She loved Peter, and would always love Peter. But she had an appetite for the female persuasion that Peter simple could not fill. 
 
    Maria wrapped her arms around the bombshell and placed her hands firmly on Valerie’s back. She began to melt into the soft mattress.  
 
    “Wake up,” Lindsey’s voice said. 
 
    Once again, Maria had slipped away into her past, momentarily escaping the present. Ingrid was standing outside, smoking a cigarette. Lindsey was standing in the car doorway, looking down at Maria. They had stopped outside of a small little house. 
 
    The light in the house was turned on and there was music faintly audible in the distance. Maria slowly pulled herself up to her feet, out of the car. 
 
    “Where are we?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. We’re almost out of gas. We’re going to use these people’s phone and hope they let us camp here for the night.” 
 
    “Camp? We didn’t bring anything to camp.” 
 
    “We’ll make it work. Get out and stretch your legs.” 
 
    Maria stretched her back as Lindsey began to make his way to the house.  
 
    “I’m going to ask them to use their phone. I’ll be right back,” Lindsey said. 
 
    “We really should not have let him drive. What were we thinking?” Ingrid said, breaking her frustrated silence. 
 
    “What are we doing out here?” Maria asked. 
 
    “Well, my idiot boyfriend got us lost.” 
 
    “No—I mean, what are we doing out here—Like, why are we going on this trip.” 
 
    “You just need a break. We all need a break, but you really need a break.” Ingrid wasn’t afraid to be blunt with her friend. 
 
    “Going to Florida isn’t going to change anything.” 
 
    “It’s not supposed to.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not going to make me forget anything either.” 
 
    “Darling,” Maria said, tossing her finished cigarette onto the ground. “Look. I know you think that your life is over without Peter. Well, it’s not, babe. You still have me. There will be another Peter. There are millions of Peters out there.”  
 
    “I’ve heard this speech a million times. It lost its validity when it came from my sixteen year old niece.”  
 
    Ingrid sighed. “No one is trying to make you forget about Peter. Moving on is inevitable. It’s just a matter of time. And I would like to spend that time with you, making sure you’re at least having a half decent time.”  
 
    Maria sighed. After about a minute of silence, she spoke, “What was I doing?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. Don’t beat yourself up over it. What’s passed is passed.” 
 
    “He didn’t do anything bad to me.” 
 
    Ingrid put her hand on Maria’s shoulder.  
 
    “No one’s home,” Lindsey said as he walked back from the house with his hands stuffed in his pockets. The temperature had fallen significantly as the sun had gone down. 
 
    “What do you mean? Their lights are on and I can hear music,” Ingrid said. 
 
    “They aren’t home. The door was open. I looked in. It’s just a big empty room.” The house was in fact very small, almost more of a glorified shed. “The music is coming from down the hill, around back.” 
 
    “Well what can we do besides go for a little adventure.” Ingrid looked at Maria. “Do you want to stay here or come with us?” 
 
    “I may as well come.” 
 
    The three all made their way around the house. Ingrid snuggled up to Lindsey as they walked, stealing some of his body heat in defence of the cold desert night. Maria looked at the two, being inevitably reminded of the fact she was here alone—without Peter.  
 
    Around the house was a steep hill, which extended a ways down. At the bottom of the hill, about a kilometre away was a flickering red light—some kind of bonfire. 
 
    Lindsey carefully helped both Ingrid and Maria navigate their way down the rocky slope towards the mysterious activity. Sharp cactuses, hidden in the dark of the night poked and scraped the group as their made their way down. 
 
    “Careful,” Lindsey said, helping Maria navigate the final cactus of the hill. They had found themselves a mere hundred feet from the fire. 
 
    The music playing was unlike any the bunch had heard before. It sounded like gypsy music, with a Buddhist temple sort of twist. It was very atmospheric and calming, composed by traditional sounding instruments.  
 
    The group made their way towards the music. Dark figures around the fire—likely fellow humans began to materialize as the group became closer. Laughter and chatter became audible. 
 
    Suddenly, one of the strangers turned around and noticed the group. 
 
    “Hello?” the man said, unable to make out any faces in the dark. 
 
    “Hi,” Lindsey said. “Sorry to interrupt. Our car is out of gas and we’ve pulled over in front of your house up there.” 
 
    “House?” the man asked. “Oh no, that’s not our house.” 
 
    “Oh, well, are we close to a town, or anywhere we could use a phone to get a jerry can?” 
 
    “Hm,” the man thought. He turned to his group and then turned back. “There’s no town for probably one hundred miles.” 
 
    Lindsey turned back to the girls who stood cold and mildly frustrated. He turned back. “Do you mind if I ask what you guys are doing way out here?” 
 
    “We live here,” the man said.  
 
    The strangers continued to chat amongst one another, sipping drinks and enjoying their bonfire in the middle of nowhere. 
 
    “Live here? Just out in the open?” 
 
    “No,” the man laughed. “In the resort here.” 
 
    “Resort? What resort?” 
 
    “Well, it’s hard to see now, but just over there is a little resort.” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess you could call it a little desert oasis,” the man told Lindsey. 
 
    “Do you have a phone we could use?” 
 
    “Oh, no we don’t have a phone. You can’t get service out here.” 
 
    Lindsey sighed. “What about some gas. Can I buy some gas off of you?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry. We don’t have any gas.” 
 
    Lindsey, frustrated and defeated turned to his crew, who were all equally defeated and frustrated.  
 
    “There are a couple of spare rooms. You guys are welcome to spend the night.” Despite the darkness, you could see the smile on the man’s face.  
 
    “Well? What do you ladies think?” Lindsey asked Ingrid and Maria. 
 
    “I don’t care. As long as it’s warm,” Ingrid said. 
 
    Lindsey turned back to the man. “That would be great—thank you.” 
 
    The man informed his fellow friends that he would be right back, and led Maria, Ingrid and Lindsey to the “resort” down the sand. It was too dark to see what the building looked like from the outside. All anyone could see was the impressive array of stars spattered on and around the clear Milky Way galaxy. It was beautiful, but hard to appreciate on such a cool night.   
 
    The man opened the door and the group entered. The lobby area was dark. Lindsey reached around for a light switch. 
 
    “Where’s the switch?” he asked. 
 
    The man reached into his pocket and pulled out a matchbook. “We don’t get electricity here.” He proceeded to strike the match and light an oil lamp that sat on a small wooden table next to the door. The room slowly lit up as the fire became brighter. The man panned the lamp around the room. 
 
    The room was old. The walls were made from wood panelling, and there were old, 19th century paintings in beautifully hand-carved framed upon the walls. The man led us up an old wooden staircase and down a hallway. There were two doors—one on either side of the hall. 
 
    “This room,” the man said, pointing to one of the doors, “has the bigger bed.” 
 
    Ingrid looked at Maria. “Do you mind?” 
 
    “No—take it,” Maria responded. 
 
    “You’ll be okay?” 
 
    “I’m an adult,” Maria said.  
 
    Ingrid smiled. “Goodnight, Maria.” Ingrid and Lindsey retired to their room. 
 
    “If you need anything,” the man started again. “We’ll be out by the fire. You know, this resort is paradise. You’re lucky you came across it.” 
 
    “What makes it paradise?” 
 
    “Because here, all your dreams come true,” the man said, smiling. “So they say, anyway.” 
 
    Maria returned the smile. “Thank you for everything,” Maria said.  
 
    The man held the door open for Maria. The room looked like it was straight out of the nineteenth century. The walls were covered in dark wooden wainscoting and antiquated oil paintings—portraits and landscapes. The art was far from your typical resort art. The colours were dark and kind of creepy. The genre of the paintings could have almost been described as horror.  
 
    The wood-framed bed was small, but it would do. Maria walked over to it and gently laid her body down. The frame of the bed creaked and groaned in its old age as it held a human, probably for the first time in decades.  
 
    Slowly, Maria’s already heavy eyes closed and Maria drifted back asleep.   
 
    * * *  
 
    Valerie was snuggled comfortably between Maria’s naked legs. Her face was pushed firmly against Maria’s pussy, with her tongue sliding up and down the length of her slit. Maria’s hands were nestled into Valerie’s soft hair. She pulled the warm head tight into her wet crotch, feeling the tip of Valerie’s tongue slipping in deeper and deeper.  
 
    Maria let a soft moan escape from her mouth as Valerie’s hands slid softly up and down her thighs. Valerie’s firm butt rose up into the hair as she arched her back. Her nose tickled Maria’s clit.  
 
    “Oh God,” Maria said, letting her eyes close as she inhaled a clean breath of air. 
 
    “Maria?” Peter’s voice said. 
 
    Maria’s eyes opened and the next few seconds felt like a few hours as she realized Peter was standing in the doorway, frozen in his place. His eyes were wide and his mouth was dropped open. His hands lightly trembled as he tried desperately to keep himself composed in his state of shock. 
 
    In his own bed, in his own house, his precious girlfriend was cheating on him. Valerie slowly rose from between Maria’s legs—her face covered in the warm juice from Maria’s slit. 
 
    “M--Maria…” Peter said softly, his voice as broken as his heart. 
 
    “Maria!” Ingrid’s voice said. 
 
    The sun had rose, and Maria had returned to the present. Ingrid was standing over her—bright sunlight beaming behind her through the room’s sole window.  
 
    “What time is it?” Maria asked. She was still barely awake. 
 
    “It’s almost noon. You’ve been asleep for like fourteen hours.”  
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yeah. Get up—You won’t believe this place. It’s incredible.” 
 
    “Why?” Maria asked. 
 
    “Just come look,” Ingrid said. She walked to the door and stopped, looking back at Maria. 
 
    Maria sat up and stared and Ingrid, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes. 
 
    “C’mon, Maria!” 
 
    “I’m coming! Jesus!” 
 
    Maria slowly pulled herself out of bed. 
 
    Ingrid wasn’t joking. The resort, now visible thanks to the sun, was incredible. The building they had slept in was a beautifully restored English-style building with vines running up all of the walls, between the rustic wooden trellises. Behind the beautiful house was a huge lake—at least ten square kilometres. The lake was bordered by beautifully soft white sand, and surrounded by lush green trees. It was like an oasis in the middle of the desert. 
 
    “Wow,” Maria said, looking around. “What is this place?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but you should feel the water. It’s so warm.” 
 
    Maria and Ingrid walked down to the beach, where Lindsey was relaxing in a beach chair. 
 
    “Look who’s up!” Lindsey said, smiling at Maria. 
 
    “Did you find a phone?” Maria asked the relaxing Lindsey. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Did you get gas?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Well—I figured, why go to Florida and stay in some cheap-o three star hotel when we have this beautiful resort all to ourselves?” 
 
    Maria turned to Ingrid. “I don’t want to just sit here stranded in the middle of the desert.” 
 
    “Maria—We needed a vacation. This is a vacation.” 
 
    “This place isn’t even on a map. These could be serial killers for all we know.” 
 
    “Oh, they aren’t serial killers,” Lindsey said. “They told us we could stay as long as we wanted.” 
 
    “That’s what a serial killer would say!” Maria said. 
 
    Ingrid put her hands on Maria’s shoulders and smiled. “Just relax. We’ll have a good time. We already got your stuff down from the car.” 
 
    The tense Maria sighed, defeated. What choice did she have? 
 
    Then, over Ingrid’s shoulder, she noticed someone standing in the water: A beautiful young woman, dressed in a little black bikini. The girl’s body was perfect. Her breasts sat perfectly in her black top, and her butt was perfectly firm—not a single ounce of cellulite to be found. She was thin, but curvy in the right spots. Her hair was flowing gloriously in the lake breeze as she stood with her back facing Maria and her crew.  
 
    “You okay?” Ingrid asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Maria said, looking back at her friend. 
 
    “Just relax—okay?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Maria spent the day trying to relax. As she sat on the beach, watching the waves roll in, she tried not to think of Peter, or Valerie. She tried to enjoy herself, the weather, the mysteriously uncharted beach and her company.  
 
    Getting her issues off of her mind became easier throughout the day, with the help of the beautiful girl who would seem to just appear and disappear in the water throughout the day. Her perfect body was mesmerizing. It was just enough to make Maria forget about her worries, at least while the mysterious siren was around. 
 
    Later in the day, Lindsey suggested that the group go for a walk around the lake. 
 
    “I think I’ll stay here,” Maria said, secretly hoping for another chance to see the beautiful beach girl. 
 
    “I’ll stay here with Maria,” Ingrid said. 
 
    “Just come for the walk,” Lindsey prodded. 
 
    “I just don’t want Maria to be alone right now.” 
 
    “Ingrid, she’s a grown adult. She doesn’t need your supervision.” 
 
    “She’s my friend, Lindsey!” 
 
    “Then treat her like one. Stop treating her like a child.” 
 
    “You’re such an asshole.” 
 
    Lindsey sighed. “God forbid you spend one second alone with your boyfriend.” 
 
    The argument seemed to boil to the surface quickly—probably picking up from another, which happened behind closed doors earlier. 
 
    Ingrid went straight to the “silent treatment”. 
 
    “Ingrid, come on…” Lindsey said. 
 
    Ingrid remained silent. 
 
    “Fuck—fine.” Lindsey turned around and stormed off. 
 
    “He can be such a fucking prick,” Ingrid muttered to Maria before plopping back down into her beach chair.  
 
    “You know, you don’t have to watch over me. I’m not going to kill myself or anything,” Maria said. 
 
    “I know,” Ingrid replied. “I just like to know that you’re okay.” 
 
    “And I am. You can go for a little walk.” 
 
    Ingrid smiled through her lingering frustration. “I just love you. I don’t like seeing you hurt.” 
 
    “I love you too,” Maria replied. “You’re a good friend.” 
 
     Later that night, Ingrid found herself across the hall from Lindsey, in Maria’s room. Their little tiff hadn’t fully resolved itself, and the lingering tension had Ingrid sharing a room with her friend, instead of Lindsey. 
 
    Although the bed was small, the two girls had no problem sharing. Aside from a bit of leg rubbing, it was actually quite comfortable.  
 
    Ingrid fell asleep quickly, but Maria wasn’t so fortunate. She lay awake in bed, staring at the ceiling and returning to her problems of old. 
 
    After about an hour of being asleep, Ingrid rolled over, towards Maria, unconsciously throwing her arm over her friend. Maria looked down at Ingrid, who was sleeping beautifully with a smile on her face.  
 
    Fighting between Ingrid and Lindsey was becoming a frequent thing, and Maria couldn’t help but feel like the relationship was on its final legs. Maria began to think of all the events over the past month and where they had all led. Where was life taking her? All of her hardships had brought her to this bed, next to Ingrid. 
 
    Ingrid let out a soft and adorable, sleepy whimper. She was very cute when she slept. 
 
    Maria placed her hand gently on her friend’s side. Her body was warm, and soft. Maria’s hand slowly pushed up the thin white cotton shirt on her friend’s torso.  
 
    Ingrid snuggled in closer, still fast asleep and unconscious of her actions. A strange sensation flushed over Maria. Maybe life had culminated to this very moment for a reason. Maybe her failed relationship, combined with Ingrid’s deteriorating relationship and the series of events that brought them to this very hotel room happened for a reason—Maybe they were meant to be together. They had, after all, been close friends their entire life—Perhaps for this very reason. 
 
    Maria couldn’t help herself. She was overwhelmed with curiosity. She pushed her hand up more, slowly pulling the light shirt up over Ingrid’s soft, supple breasts. The underside of one of Ingrid’s tits became visible, and slowly, the rest came out. Her nipples were perky, and Maria couldn’t look away.  
 
    A warm tingling sensation fluttered through Maria’s body. “Just stop,” she told herself. She knew that what she was doing was wrong. 
 
    But again, she couldn’t help herself. Maria slowly sunk her hand down her friend’s soft, topless body. She gently landed on Ingrid’s little cotton panties, which she slept in. She carefully slipped her fingers down the front of Ingrid’s underwear and slowly sank lower, being sure not to wake the sleeping beauty.  
 
    She took a deep staggered breath. The risk was high—Ingrid was all she had left after her failed life. Maria knew that this could all end in flames, but she continued regardless—desperate to answer the question that was her loneliness. 
 
     Her fingers slipped across Ingrid’s pussy lips. They were supple and smooth. Gently, Maria’s fingertip glided down the entire length of the slit, reaching the bottom and then travelling back up towards her little clit.  
 
    Ingrid, still asleep, let out a soft whimper as she adjusted her body and relaxed into the soft mattress. Maria’s heart was beating at record-pace as she continued to stroke the plump lips up and down with her fingers.  
 
    Maria looked at her friend in the sleeping eyes. She was very beautiful with her precious sleeping smile.  
 
    A tiny bout of warm fluid trickled out of Ingrid’s pussy. The feeling of the moisture against Maria’s fingers sent shockwaves of pleasure tingling through all of Maria’s body, and suddenly she felt moisture of her own forming in her panties. Impossibly, her heart rate accelerated.  
 
    Ingrid snuggled in closer again. Although still asleep, she was feeling the immense pleasure from the fingering. Maria slipped two of her fingers down into Ingrid’s damp hole, slowly pushing in deeper.  
 
    Another soft whimper was elicited from the sleeping Ingrid. 
 
    Maria’s passion and hormones were becoming unbearable; Her pussy was practically throbbing, she was becoming so horny. She had to have Ingrid.  
 
    Slowly, she leaned in and lowered her lips over her friend’s. She hesitated for a moment, and then— 
 
    Maria’s lips connected with Ingrid. She kissed her firmly, and Ingrid kissed back. The two girls remained locked in their passionate embrace. Maria, at this point, had no idea whether Ingrid was participating unknowingly in her dreams, or if she was awake. Her nerves were still too high to want to know the answer. 
 
    Hormones were blasting through Maria’s body. Her body began to feel light. In the moment, Maria thought that Ingrid was certainly the answer to her conundrum. She had finally found her soul mate, which was sitting in front of her practically her entire life. 
 
    Ingrid’s ostensibly sleeping hands wrapped around Maria and squeezed her tightly. Maria, deep into the moment of passion, pushed her hand down harder, sinking her fingers deeper into Ingrid’s tight damp pussy. She began to finger her, in and out, eliciting more warm juice and more soft whimpers.  
 
    For that brief moment, it was as if their bodies were one, intertwined. Ingrid’s tongue pushed through Maria’s lips and wrapped effortlessly around Maria’s tongue.  
 
    Ingrid’s eyes remained closed. Maria, with her free hand, began to slip down Ingrid’s panties, releasing the pressure from her fingering hand. She carefully rolled over her possibly dreaming friend and pulled up her shirt, which had fallen back over her chest. And then, without removing herself from the sensual embrace, Maria began to fondle one of her friend’s soft, supple tits. 
 
    Squish! Squish! Squish! 
 
    Ingrid was incredibly wet. Warm juice was practically pouring down the insides of her thighs and down between her firm butt cheeks. 
 
    Maria pulled her head back for a breath of air. Suddenly, Ingrid opened her eyes. Her pupils dilated as she awoke from her dream and realized what was happening. 
 
    “M—Maria?” she said, her body suddenly freezing. 
 
    Maria opened her mouth to respond, but no words came out. 
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    Chapter 3 
 
    A Peculiar Encounter 
 
      
 
    “Maria!” 
 
    Maria suddenly woke up, alone in her bed with Ingrid standing above her. The whole sexual encounter had been a vivid dream.  
 
    “You need to stop sleeping in!” Ingrid said. 
 
    “What time is it?” 
 
    “Noon—again.” 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “Apparently there’s a town about a three hour walk from here. Lindsey is about to start walking to get some gas. I was thinking I would go with him to—um, work some stuff out.”  
 
    “Alright,” Maria said. 
 
    “Will you be okay alone for a few hours?” Ingrid asked. 
 
    “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Okay. We’ll be back before dinner time probably.” 
 
    Maria and Ingrid said their goodbyes and soon after, Maria found herself alone at the mysterious resort.  
 
    She wandered around, taking in all of the beautiful scenery that seemed to just exist out of nowhere. She followed a pristine trail, which hugged the shore of the lake, occasionally detouring between trees and around harsher terrain. The warm sun glistened off of the still water and danced upon the leaves on the trees. Maria could see why the resort owner called this place paradise. 
 
    Maria had found herself on the other end of the lake from the resort after about thirty minutes of walking. She stopped to look around and take in the sights when she noticed a girl standing in the distant tree line. 
 
    It was the girl from the beach—the mysterious siren of the lake. Her back was facing Maria as she admired the flowers on a tree. Maria watched her for a moment and then struck up the courage to walk over. The girl didn’t seem to notice Maria’s sudden presence. 
 
    “Um, hello,” Maria said softly, trying not to startle the young beauty. 
 
    “Hello,” the girl said without turning her head around. You could hear the smile in her voice. 
 
    Maria watched as the girl reached up and picked a beautiful pink flower off of the tree. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Just enjoying nature. Isn’t it beautiful?” 
 
    “It’s very beautiful. Do you live here?” Maria asked. 
 
    The girl finally turned around. She smiled and looked at Maria. “I guess so.” 
 
    “You guess so?” 
 
    “I don’t like to tie myself down to any one place. Right now, I’m here and I’m happy.” 
 
    “That’s good.” Maria smiled as she awkwardly swirled the toe of her shoe into the soft ground below. “I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but you’re very beautiful.” 
 
    The girl smiled again. Her face was bright—seemingly glowing. “Thank you. That’s very kind.” The young girl turned and walked towards another tree, admiring it. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Maria asked. 
 
    “Ophelia,” the girl replied. 
 
    “That’s a pretty name.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “What do you do, Ophelia?” 
 
    “What do I do? I do lots of things.” 
 
    “How’d you find this place?” 
 
    “The same way you did.” 
 
    “Just by accident?” 
 
    Ophelia smiled. “Do you know what this place is?” 
 
    “A resort?” Maria asked, knowing that Ophelia was insinuating it was more, but unsure quite of what. 
 
    “They say that this is where dreams come true.” 
 
    Maria laughed. “So I’ve heard.” 
 
    “It’s true, you know.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Maria asked. 
 
    “It is. Why do you think I’m here?” 
 
    Maria stood, confused. Ophelia simple smiled and began to walk around the oddly misplaced meadow bordering the serene lake.  
 
    “Wait—What do you mean by that?” Maria asked as she watched the joyous Ophelia.  
 
    “You dreamed of me, so here I am,” Ophelia said without turning her head to Maria. 
 
    “I dreamed of you?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen you before. In real life or in a dream.” 
 
    Ophelia laughed. “Come here.” 
 
    Maria hesitated a moment as Ophelia turned to her. Maria looked around, and then started walking towards the young beauty. She stopped about five feet away. 
 
    “Closer,” Ophelia said. 
 
    Maria stepped in closer—about two feet away. 
 
    “Closer,” Ophelia smiled. 
 
    Maria stepped in closer and then, without warning, Ophelia placed her hands on Maria’s hips, pulled her in tight and sunk her lips onto Maria’s.  
 
    Maria froze from the immediate shock of the intimate gesture. A million and one thoughts ran through her mind as she stood like a brick wall, being kissed by one of the most gorgeous women she had ever seen. 
 
    Ophelia pulled her head back and looked into the eyes of the stunned Maria, “Relax,” she said. She leaned back in and tried a second time, hugging her lips around Maria’s bottom lip and sensually gliding the tip of her tongue across the length of Maria’s lip. 
 
    Maria surrendered to the mysterious beauty. She slowly wrapped her arms around Ophelia and returned the kiss. The two stood in the middle of the misplaced meadow and made out for minutes. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Maria responded. Her heart felt light in her chest. So light that it was practically lifting her off of the ground. 
 
    “Then fuck me,” Ophelia said. She sunk down to the soft ground and laid her body down, on her back. “Fuck me, Maria.” 
 
    Maria looked at Ophelia for a moment. “How did you know my name?” she asked. 
 
    Ophelia let her head fall back and she began to laugh. The warm air swept over the two. “Maria, Maria, Maria. Have you not yet figured this out?” 
 
    Maria hesitated for a moment. “I’m dreaming again, aren’t I?” 
 
    “You’re not dreaming.” 
 
    “But is this real?” 
 
    “That depends on what is real.” 
 
    “So it’s not real,” Maria said.  
 
    “Is anything real?” 
 
    Maria thought for a moment. 
 
    “I promise you that I am as real as anything you know. I’m as real as Ingrid, as Valerie and I’m as real as Peter.” 
 
    “How do you know all of those names?” 
 
    “You told me in a dream.” 
 
    “I did?” 
 
    “Yes you did. You see, I dreamed of you just as you’ve dreamed of me. That’s why we’re both here. It’s fate—don’t you see?” Ophelia rolled through the soft warm grass with a smile on her face. “Now come down here and fuck me.” 
 
    Maria hesitated again. She had a hard time believing any of this. But, being the sensualist that she was, she couldn’t say no to the sexy woman lying before her. Maria sunk down over top of Ophelia and looked her in the eyes. “You feel so real,” Maria said, running her fingers down Ophelia’s neck. 
 
    “So do you.” 
 
    Both girls smiled and then continued to kiss. Maria let her body melt down over top of Ophelia. The two rolled on the grass together, switching sides and putting Ophelia on top. Ophelia sat up and looked down at Maria. She smiled and then began to remove her shirt, pulling it slowly up and over her chest. Her breasts fell down and bounced elegantly, landing perfectly. The sight of her perky nipples sent shockwaves of pleasure streaming through Maria’s body. 
 
    Ophelia shifted her body backwards and leaned down; ready to eat out Maria’s pussy once it was freed from her skirt. She took the skirt from the base and threw it up, over Maria’s tummy, exposing her little cotton panties. Then, she took the panties from the waist and slid them slowly down Maria’s soft, smooth legs. Maria was left exposed, out in the open. She could feel every warm breeze dance across her quivering slit. Ophelia smiled at the sight of the lovely pussy. She leaned down and gave it one long lick, covering its entire length. Maria consumed a large fresh breath of air. 
 
    “Ready?” Ophelia asked, smirking. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Take off my skirt,” she instructed as she fell backwards onto her back. 
 
    Maria sat up and looked down at the beauty. She smiled and then crawled up between her legs. She took Ophelia’s long skirt from the base and pulled it up over her tummy. Then, Maria froze in her place. 
 
    “W—What’s that?” 
 
    Ophelia smiled. “It’s exactly what it looks like.” 
 
    Over top of Ophelia’s pretty little pussy was a long, hard cock, which sprung out as it was freed from the heavy skirt Ophelia was wearing.  
 
    “It’s so… Big.” 
 
    “Go ahead—feel it,” Ophelia instructed. 
 
    Maria hesitated again, having never seen, or heard of a Futanari existing in real life before. Slowly, she reached her hand forward and grabbed onto the massive shaft. She could feel it throb as it filled with warm blood against her hand. Slowly, she ran her hand up the length of the member, feeling every thick ridge of the veiny cock. 
 
    “It—It’s amazing,” Maria was at a loss for words. Ophelia was right—this is exactly what she had dreamt of; the perfect culmination of all of her desires. She began to stroke the magnificent cock up and down, watching as the soft foreskin rose over the penis’ head and then got pulled back again. 
 
    Meanwhile, down below, Ophelia’s pussy began to quiver as it released a small bout of warm fluid—begging for Maria’s attention. 
 
    Maria was almost overwhelmed. For once, both of her sexual needs were being met at the same moment. She leaned in closed with her head, keeping her hand firmly on the cock. Then, with Ophelia’s ball sack on her cheek, she began to lick Ophelia’s pussy. 
 
    Ophelia moaned a long and soft moan. The mount of pleasure coursing through her veins was uncanny. The licking of her slit made her legs tremble and the stroking of her shaft made sent enormous blasts of euphoria through her body. She was in heaven. 
 
    Another warm bout of fluid gushed out of Ophelia’s body, this time onto Maria’s face. The warm splash was enough to make Maria’s own panties wet, as she let out a small bout of the sex-juice herself. Maria pushed her head in tighter and began to lick harder. She gripped her hand tighter around the well-endowed shaft and began to stroke faster. 
 
    “Oh God, yes!” Ophelia cried out loud. She was having an orgasm in her pussy, but not quite yet with her cock. Her legs wrapped around Maria’s head, pulling her in closer. Maria dug her tongue in deep, drool and Ophelia’s warm juice running down her cheek. Her nose tickled Ophelia’s clit. 
 
    Ophelia needed more. She was ready for more. She pushed Maria back and quickly rose up onto her knees. Maria looked up at Ophelia, lying on her back. She smiled. 
 
    Ophelia took her long cock in her hand and began to lower to towards Maria’s wet, ready pussy. She pressed the tip of it up against Maria’s damp, warm lips. She smiled at Maria briefly before she pushed forward. 
 
    Ophelia penetrated Maria’s pussy with her long hard Futanari cock. Maria’s mouth dropped open wide and she let out a high-pitched moan. Ophelia continued pushing forward slowly. Not before long, she had the entire length of her massive cock deep inside of our young, heart-broken protagonist.  
 
    Beginning slowly, Ophelia began to thrust herself into Maria.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” muttered Maria, as she closed her eyes and revelled in the moment. 
 
    Ophelia smiled as she planted her hands down, pinning Maria’s arms to the soft warm oasis floor. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Maria moaned louder as Ophelia began to pick up her pace, increasing the swiftness of her blows as well. 
 
    Maria opened her eyes again and looked up at the beach beauty above her. She smiled—partially expecting to have opened her eyes and awoken from another dream.  
 
    But this all seemed so real. Every swift penetration felt incredibly real—and incredibly euphoric. More warm juice gushed out from between Ophelia’s cock and the tight walls of Maria’s pussy.  
 
    Squish! Squish! Squish! 
 
    Ophelia increased her speed again. Her hands tightened more around Maria’s wrists. 
 
    Maria, falling deeper and deeper into the moment, reached one of her hands around, over her thigh and behind the thrusting cock of Ophelia, landing directly on Ophelia’s damp pussy. It took a moment to coordinate with the thrusting rhythm, but quickly, Maria began to finger the mysterious dream girl while she was being pounded in the pussy. 
 
    Both girls looked into the other’s eyes. It was like a connection that was too good to be true—a love too perfect to have come to fruition. Both girls smiled. 
 
    Maria could feel Ophelia’s hard cock beginning to thicken and bloat as it began to fill up with warm cum. Ophelia was holding back—ready to burst. 
 
    Meanwhile Maria was close herself. The tingling sensation between her legs had become too powerful to resist any longer. She had held off screaming out loud, being out in public—but she simple could not hold back any longer. 
 
    Maria surrendered. She screamed out loud, cumming all over Ophelia’s cock. She pushed her hips up hard, trying to get as much dick inside of her as she could. 
 
    Ophelia was not far behind. She squeezed incredibly tightly on Maria’s wrists and then cum began to burst out from her cock, filling Maria up deeply. The girls looked one another in the eyes as they mutually came.  
 
    Maria began to feel a strong pressure deep in her vagina—she was barely able to hold as much cum as Ophelia had shot into her. 
 
    Ophelia exhaled deeply and then rolled off of her date, slipping her long shaft out with her. The massive load of cum poured out of Maria. The two girls lay in the grass, catching their breath.  
 
    They looked at one another for a moment and then laughed. Maria’s impossible problem seemed to have been answered so simply. How could you not believe in fate after such a fateful encounter?  
 
    Thump! 
 
    Maria was awoken by another speed bump. She opened her eyes and looked out the window, finding herself once again in Lindsey’s car. 
 
    Road signs were once again flying by—rusted and unreadable.  
 
    It was all a dream. Of course, with Maria’s current luck, it was all a dream. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Ingrid asked, able to see the disappointment on Maria’s face. 
 
    “Huh? Yeah, I’m fine,” Maria replied—extremely disappointed deep down. “How far are we from Florida?” 
 
    “About five more hours. May as well go back to sleep. It’s a long, boring road,” Lindsey said from the front. 
 
    “I think I’d done sleeping,” Maria said.  
 
    “Did you have a nightmare?” Ingrid asked. 
 
    “Um, yeah. Sort of, I guess.” 
 
    “Well—you’re with us now. Okay?” 
 
    “Thanks,” Maria smiled. 
 
    The car began to slow down. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Ingrid asked Lindsey. 
 
    “This poor hitchhiker is out in the middle of nowhere,” Lindsey said. “If we don’t pick her up, no one will.” 
 
    Up in the distance on the old, rarely used road was a girl, standing with her thumb out. She had a large backpack sitting at her feet. 
 
    “You’re picking her up?” Ingrid asked. 
 
    “We can at least take her to the next town. It’s too hot to be standing out here like this.” 
 
    Ingrid looked at Maria. “I’m moving up front. You okay sitting next to the hitchhiker?” 
 
    “I guess so,” Maria said.  
 
    Ingrid crawled over the center compartment of the car as Lindsey slowed to a stop. 
 
    Crunch! Crunch! Crunch! 
 
    The hitchhiker’s boots crunched against the gravel road as she walked along the length of the car towards the trunk, which Lindsey had just popped.  
 
    Crunch! Crunch! Crunch! 
 
    The girl walked back around to the back door and opened it. She hopped in quickly. “Thanks so much,” she said to Lindsey. Then, she turned to Maria. 
 
    It was Ophelia. 
 
    They were both silent for a moment, both unsure of whether they had actually met in their dream or not. 
 
    “O—Ophelia?” Maria asked. 
 
    Ophelia smiled. “Maria?” 
 
    Ingrid and Lindsey both looked back, shocked. “You two know each other?” Lindsey asked. 
 
    Without breaking eye contact with Ophelia, Maria responded, “Yes. We—We go way back.” 
 
    Ophelia bit her lip, trying to contain her excitement. Maria did the same. 
 
      
 
    The End


 
   
  
 



 
 
    HIS SECRET LIFE 
 
    Pete has secretly been taking hormone pills for eight years, since he was a young child. Now, he’s got a curvy female body that no one, not even his parents, know about. After the school bell rings, he’s going to take his feminine persona out into public and see what it’s really like to be a woman, though there might be a price to pay in order to keep his secret life a secret.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    When I was eleven years old, my friend told me about the dark web. Kenneth Myers, who was two grades above me, showed me on his home computer: it looked a lot like eBay, except it was a hub of illegal weapons and drugs and other questionable content. Kenneth’s parents weren’t home very often, and when they were, they weren’t exactly present—not that mine were much better. Kenneth told me that his mother often told him he was an ‘unhappy accident’. It didn’t surprise me that Kenneth knew about stuff like the dark web. 
 
    He only showed me because he knew that I got an allowance, and he didn’t. “Let’s buy something. It’s your money, you pick,” he said. I didn’t know what anything was, and it all scared the shit out of me. All I knew about drugs was that it messed people up. When I was six or seven, when we were visiting family in Vancouver, my dad took me down to East Hastings to show me the down and out crack addicts. A haggard looking woman stumbled in front of our car and showed us her jangly tits. Those were the first tits I ever saw. Maybe that’s why I wasn’t interested in girls like all the other kids in my class. 
 
    Somehow Kenneth convinced me to buy a small bag of marijuana. He brought me downtown to a little convenience store that had a Bitcoin ATM. My money went in and then it told me that I had 0.1 Bitcoins in my account. We wrote down my account number and then returned to his home. We bought the marijuana, and two weeks later, Kenneth told me it had come in the mail. I went to his house and together we figured out how to smoke it. We didn’t have any rolling paper, so Kenneth stole a cigarette from his parents’ bedroom and he emptied the tobacco out of it, replacing it with the pot. We smoked it and got high. It wasn’t nearly as terrifying as I was expecting. It actually felt kind of nice, but it seemed terribly expensive and terribly inconvenient (on my five dollar a week allowance).  
 
    Kenneth was caught trying to sell the rest of our pot to a kid at school, and the next week he was sent off to military school. I never saw him again, but his damage had already been done. I was an eleven year old boy who wanted to try more drugs—not exactly any parent’s dream. I scrolled through the different options. I couldn’t afford much besides pot. I bought some Adderall, but it didn’t do much for me. It just made my brain quiet, which I found boring. 
 
    After watching Scarface at a friend’s house, I wanted to try cocaine, but it was way too expensive. It would have taken me two months to save up for the smallest amount you could buy. I started saving up, but when I finally had enough, the deal was gone and the price had gone up. And then I meandered into the miscellaneous drugs section of the dark web website that Kenneth had introduced me to. I hadn’t heard of anything, so I started looking it all up. There were tons of prescription meds that I couldn’t understand why anyone would use recreationally. Maybe they were cheaper on the dark web than from doctors?  
 
    I looked up one of the cheaper drugs, which was in my price range: estrogen. It was a female hormone. Why would anyone want such a thing in drug format? Then I looked up another inexpensive item: antiandrogens. Wikipedia said they were used to block male hormones. And then I looked up another: progestogens. Again, a female hormone. I didn’t really know what hormones were, but I’d heard my dad talking about testosterone before, and according to the internet, that was a male hormone. If you took the opposite sex’s hormones, did you get high? If you suppressed your own hormones, could that get you baked?  
 
    And then I stumbled onto a site that explained it all: the drugs were for turning men into women. I can’t quite recall what exactly was going through my head, seeing as I was an eleven year old boy, but something about the idea intrigued me. On the site, it said that, if taken before puberty, a male can develop into a convincing female, minus the female sex organs and the ability to have babies. I didn’t want to have babies anyway (what eleven year old boy does?), but for some reason, I was curious.  
 
    Maybe it was all of the user comments on that website. “I wish my parents had let me start therapy before I hit puberty,” one person said. The website claimed that hormone therapy was the most effective when taken during a child’s pre-pubescent years.  
 
    That night, my parents were watching some news special on some old guy who had decided to become a woman in his fifties. He was wearing a dress and talking with a weird voice, but he certainly did not look or sound like a woman. I thought to myself, He should have started before puberty. And then I thought, What if I turned fifty and suddenly I decided I wanted to be a woman? Would I end up looking like that? 
 
    That night I found myself back on my computer, getting deeper into my research. I wanted to know what happened to people who started hormone therapy young and then regretted it later. I found a news article and some pictures of someone who had done just that. “Once I stopped taking the hormones, I went through puberty. It was weird, going through puberty in my thirties,” they said to the reporter. The guy looked normal enough. He even had facial hair, though not nearly as much as my dad. But so what? It was better to end up like that than to end up like the guy on the TV special, who looked like a second-rate drag queen.  
 
    So when I went onto the dark web and ordered those drugs, I justified it by telling myself it was simply a precautionary measure. I wanted to leave my options open, and that seemed like the best way.  
 
    There was a girl in my class, Kathy Summers, who looked like a boy. Her hair was short and she dressed in boys’ clothing. Substitute teachers always called her, “young man” and everyone in the class would laugh. She would get upset every time. It was her own fault though. If she wanted people to think she was a girl, she should have grown out her hair and she should have stopped wearing her brother’s clothes to school.  
 
    I figured that if the drugs changed me into a girl, I could easily continue on pretending to be a boy, keeping my hair short, wearing boy clothes, and no one would know the difference. But my not-so-smart eleven year old brain didn’t understand what puberty was or how it worked. I didn’t realize that the changes would be gradual—or that the worry wasn’t that I would suddenly look like a girl, but that I would stop looking and sounding like the other boys once everyone started going through their own changes.  
 
    Taking the pills became habit. I kept them in a box under my bed and I used all of my allowance to replenish my stock. They did nothing, but the image of that old transgender man stuck in my brain and haunted my nightmares. I kept taking those pills hoping they would stop me from becoming that. 
 
    I was terrified of regret—again, thanks to a TV special my parents had watched on television, titled, ‘Regret’. An interviewer spoke with a number of people on their deathbeds, and they all said the things that they regretted. They all looked so sad and so scared and I lost plenty of sleep over the thought of being one of them one day. I didn’t want to be a girl, but I wasn’t positive about that yet. I didn’t like girls like the other boys (I didn’t like boys, either), but my dad always said that one day I would wake up and be obsessed with girls. But I’d seen stories on TV where the opposite happens—men saying that they never liked girls, that they were suddenly interested in boys when their friends were all out chasing tail. Again, I thought of that old man in that dress and I thought about regret. Better to keep my doors open… 
 
    I started being made fun a lot of when I was fourteen. “When’s your voice going to drop, Pete? You sound like a chipmunk!” At first, I didn’t connect the fact that I was behind the other boys in development to the pills I was buying off of the black market. My mom always told me, “You’re just a late bloomer. Your day will come. I promise.”  
 
    My day wasn’t coming and even my parents were becoming concerned. When I was sixteen, they took me to see a doctor, who looked at me, asked me a few basic questions, and then dismissed me. “He’s just a late bloomer. I see it all the time,” the doctor said, echoing my mother. Looking back on it, he was probably the most incompetent doctor alive. Had he taken a blood sample or even asked me to take my shirt off, he would have seen that there was something irregular going on.  
 
    Because it was around that time that I started to develop breasts, and it seemed to happen over night. I was getting undressed to get into the shower, and I looked in the mirror and there they were: two soft lumps on my chest. I held them and squeezed them and they sure didn’t feel like pecs. I stood frozen for a few minutes, staring at myself, and that was when I realized my lack of development—and now the start of my development—was because of those pills. I was terrified, worried I’d messed with my body, that I’d permanently screwed everything up. 
 
    But I continued taking the pills. Not only had it become a mundane habit after five years, but now I was scared of what would happen if I stopped. I was going through female puberty, and I didn’t exactly want to stop it and start going through male puberty. What if there was so much estrogen in my system that I ended up going through both male and female puberty? Would I end up looking like some circus freak? Still, I didn’t have a firm grasp on how the body worked—so I kept taking the pills. 
 
    Now I had to keep my hair short, and I had to wear boy clothes. My body was changing and it was changing fast. My breasts were getting bigger and harder to hide, my skin was becoming softer, my eyelashes were growing in thicker, and my hips were becoming wider. When I stood naked in front of the mirror, I was staring at a woman, who had a cock between her legs.  
 
    Had my parents seen me, they would have disowned me. They would have thought I was an abomination and they would have tossed me out.  
 
    We went back to that same doctor a few times, but he kept saying the same thing. “I’ve seen boys who didn’t start puberty until they were nineteen. It’s unusual, but it happens.” Maybe the boys he was seeing were secretly taking hormone pills, too.  
 
    When I was seventeen, I went into a women’s clothing store to buy a sports bra. My heart raced and pounded the whole time I was in the store, but I needed the bra. I’d been using old shirts to keep my breasts down and hidden, but my breasts were getting too big to hide. The cashier gave me a strange look as I checked out. I kept my gaze down, away from her. It was the first time I’d ever done something as a woman in public, even though I wasn’t really doing anything as a woman at all. As far as she knew, I was a man buying the bra for my girlfriend, but I couldn’t see it like that no matter how hard I tried.  
 
    The tight, ultra-supportive sports bra did help though. I took a little getting used to, because it was so restrictive, but soon enough, putting it on just became part of my life, just like taking those pills every morning.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    When I was eighteen, in my senior year of high-school, I started to do some serious research into what I’d done to myself—what I’d been doing to myself for nearly a decade. I’d fully accepted that my lack of development was my own doing, and I started to wonder if it might be best to start the puberty process late—get it over with sooner rather than later. I knew it meant a few rough years, but I wasn’t entirely sure why.  
 
    The other guys in my classes all had deep voices, some could grow facial hair, and they were all at least a few inches taller than me, with far more muscle mass. They still accepted me, only teasing me occasionally for my small size and high-pitched voice. After years of teasing, they’d gotten over it. It wasn’t funny or interesting to them anymore.  
 
    I wanted to be normal, and I hated that I’d screwed myself up. In trying to avoid regret, I ended up creating it. I couldn’t begin to understand my original reasoning for buying those pills and taking them daily. I remembered why I did it, but I couldn’t understand why I did it. I suppose there’s a reason they don’t let kids make life-changing decisions like that—there’s a reason the only way an eleven year old can get hormone therapy drugs is illegally.  
 
    The decision would keep me up at night, staring at my pill bottles as I lay in bed. I got almost no sleep when my bottles were running low and it was time to go online and place another order. Every time, I felt like I was a little bit closer to saying ‘screw it’ and stopping the self-medication. So you’ll spend your early twenties going through puberty—big deal. It’s better than never… But I couldn’t bring myself to stop. Old habits die hard. I’d been taking those pills for nearly half of my life, and I was terrified of what would happen if I stopped.  
 
    I was invited to my first party a few weeks before graduation. It was at Jimmy Wallace’s house, not too far from my own house. I showed up at nine, and everyone was already drunk. I looked around for my friends, but I couldn’t find anyone I was close with. So I ended standing by the wall, waiting for someone I knew to show up. I considered leaving.  
 
    I had a few drinks and felt the effects of the alcohol quickly. I was hoping the alcohol would help me cut loose a little bit, but it ended up having a very different effect on me. I started feeling depressed, filled with anxiety and regret, watching my classmates having a good time together. Just a few feet away from me was a couple making out. They were there for a while before they disappeared into one of the empty bedrooms. Some drunk guy ran into the middle of the room and announced that he had just lost his virginity. The group of girls next to me chatted about the boys they liked, and when I migrated over to the next room, there was a group of boys chatting about the girls they liked. I felt left out—not just left out of the party and my classmates, but left out of society. I wandered from group to group, but I didn’t fit in anywhere. I related to no one. 
 
    I was at the fridge when a man came up behind me and put his hands on my hips. “Hey baby, mind grabbing me one?” he said. He moved his hands gently up and down my sides. I was too embarrassed to turn around and show him that I was a man. I bit my tongue and forced myself to turn around. It happened slowly. He looked at me, and then said, “Well, darling?” Even looking at my face he couldn’t tell the difference. 
 
    He wasn’t one of my classmates. He was the only person at the party who I’d never seen before—probably someone’s brother or friend from another school. I passed him a beer. “Thanks, sweetheart,” he said. He winked at me and walked away. 
 
    I had thoughts of ending it all—going home, taking a handful of pills. My mother had a bottle of prescription sleeping pills that she left out on the bathroom vanity. It would have been easy, and probably painless too. I tried to snap myself out of my depression, reminding myself all the reasons I had to live, but I could think of none. I had nothing to look forward to, no reason I carry on my suffering. I hated myself for taking those pills. I knew life would have been so much different had I not found that dark web website, had I just carried on with life as a normal boy. I would have been a man, but instead, I didn’t know what I was. Was I a woman? Was I a boy? Was I something stuck in-between?  
 
    I had the sudden urge to cry. It happened from time to time—sometimes for seemingly no reason at all. That night I had a reason. I went and found an empty bedroom, I locked the door, and I cried. I cried for nearly an hour before I was able to pull myself together.  
 
    I was in a girl’s bedroom. The walls were a muted pink, there were teddy bears on the bed, and the walls were covered in posters of musician boys. By looking around the room, I somehow knew the room’s owner was happy. There was no gender confusion with this girl. She knew she was a girl and she embraced it and it probably felt natural—the way it should be, the way I should have been and maybe would have been had I not made the mistake of self-medicating. 
 
    I went to her closet and opened it up. There was a big dresser squashed between racks of clothes, with various perfumes on top. I sprayed one of the perfumes on my wrist. It smelled nice, like flowers and tea and a little hint of cinnamon. I looked through the drawers. The top drawer was filled with panties. Until that moment, I’d never actually seen a pair of girls’ panties up close. It sounds so absurd, but when would I have had the chance? I didn’t even know where my mother kept her panties.  
 
    I held up a pair of the panties. I couldn’t believe how small and light it was, nothing more than a tiny strip of soft fabric. All of the clothes in that dresser were so tiny and soft, but they belonged to someone my age. The girl in all of the photos in the room was about my age, give or take a year or two.  
 
    One of the drawers had a number of bras in it. I held one up. It was a push-up bra—again, something I’d never seen before. For years I’d been wearing a bra to squish down my tits; I couldn’t even imagine wearing something to pronounce them. There was a whole drawer of skirts and another of tiny little shorts. The only jeans she owned were so small, they must have been skin tight, and the only other pants she owned were leggings. Everything she had was designed to show off her assets, and that seemed so foreign to me, having spent my whole teen life hiding my assets.  
 
    There was a bag on the floor of the closet. I filled it up, stuffing it with a few pairs of panties, a bra, some tops, some skirts, some shorts, a couple of dresses. I felt bad stealing all of her things, but I was being driven by a profound curiosity, and I was still tipsy from the beers. I had to know what I was missing out on. I’d spent nearly eight years meaninglessly becoming a woman because I was worried one day it would be something I wanted—so why not see if it was something I could even pull off?  
 
    I snuck out of that party with that bag on my back. No one saw me leave, and if they had, it wouldn’t have mattered. They were all too drunk to remember.  
 
    My parents were asleep when I got home and snuck up to my room. I locked my door and I opened up my new stash. My heart stuttered. For some reason, I felt so naughty, like I was indulging in something so off-limits and so taboo. But I couldn’t help it—I needed to know. Taking those hormones since childhood may have been a huge mistake, but now I had an opportunity that so many men in the world probably wished they had: the opportunity to be a woman. Maybe my eleven-year old brain did have some logic to it after all, even if it was terribly misguided. I had the opportunity to be the most convincing woman a man could be, and I had the opportunity to stop taking the pills and go into late puberty.  
 
    I stripped down and then I pulled out a pair of panties. They were pink, like a lot of the clothes I’d stuffed into that bag. I’d never worn anything pink before. I’d always avoided it, scared it would make people think I was too effeminate for a boy. I slipped them on. They were tight, but comfortable. I thought it was strange that they didn’t even cover my whole bum, hardly more than my bum crack and my crotch.  
 
    Next I slipped into a little black skirt. It also hardly covered my ass. My legs had never been so exposed before. I looked in the mirror. I had long legs, but I’d never really realized it. They were embarrassingly hairy.  
 
    I put on the push-up bra. I pulled on the straps and watched my tits bounce. The bra did nothing to hide my cleavage. In fact, it was cut in a way to ensure my cleavage was out and squashed together so my tits would look huge. And they did look huge.  
 
    I slipped into a pink tank top. It took a good tug to get it over my bust, and it was tight on my body. I wasn’t used to tight. Everything I’d ever worn was loose and baggy. Now, I felt like I was wearing spandex. When I moved, my tits would bounce slightly and there was nothing hiding them. I stared at myself in the mirror. I really did have a woman’s body—there was no question about it. And it was all-natural. My tits were real and my hips were real, and my figure was even better than most of the girls in my school.  
 
    It was 2:00 AM, but I was far from tired. I wanted to see how far I could go with this—just how much progress had I made in eight years of hormone therapy? I snuck out from my room and I raided the bathroom, snagging my mother’s makeup supplies. I took careful note of where everything was, so I could ensure I put it back in its proper place. Before leaving the bathroom, I quickly shaved my legs. I’d never shaved anything before, so naturally I cut myself a few times, but even with a few snags, my legs looked smooth and very, very feminine.  
 
    I went back to my room—with the door securely locked—and I started to do my makeup. I drew on the eyeliner, brushed on the eye-shadow, rolled on the mascara, drew on the lipstick. There was a good deal of trial and error, but the end product wasn’t half bad. I wanted to pluck my eyebrows, but I wasn’t sure how I could do it without raising some red flags with my parents or my friends at school, so I left them—okay, maybe I didn’t leave them, but I was careful not to overdo it, thinning them out just a little bit and giving them a little bit of shape.  
 
    I stepped back to look at the final product and then my heart sunk into my gut. Until that moment, I’d thought my hormone pills hadn’t been doing much aside from stopping puberty and some breast development. Now, I realized they really had been turning me into a woman. I’d just gotten so good at hiding from the changes that I never even noticed. I didn’t have the body of a pre-pubescent boy—I had the body of a girl—of a woman. I was just a pussy away from being the real thing.  
 
    But aside from when I was locked in my bedroom, I couldn’t actually be a woman. I couldn’t go to school as a woman, and I sure as hell couldn’t be a woman in front of my family—but I was a woman, there was no question about it. If it looks like a duck, swims like a duck, and quacks like a duck... 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I decided to give the whole woman thing a go the next night. Before leaving that morning, I told my parents I would be going over to a friend’s to study after school. I packed a little outfit and some makeup supplies in a little grocery bag, which I stuffed into my backpack, under my textbooks. My heart was pounding all day long as I sat through my classes. I wasn’t able to focus, knowing that once that school bell rang, I would be going out into the world as a woman for the first time.  
 
    I went through waves of indecisiveness, convincing myself one moment that I was making a huge mistake, and then convincing myself the opposite a moment later. What if you get caught? What if people can tell that you aren’t really a woman? That all sounded terrible, but what if I ended up living out my whole life without knowing what could have been? I needed to at least give it a try. I had nearly a decade of female development under my belt, after all.  
 
    When the school bell finally rang, my heart really started pounding. I felt light headed. Maybe I should do this another time, I told myself. But I knew it would make no difference. There was no way to mentally prepare for what I was about to do.  
 
    I wasn’t even sure what I was afraid of. Sure, I was afraid of running into friends or worse,  my parents’ friends, but more than anything, I think I was afraid that I would like it.  
 
    And as I stood in front of the mirror in that locked park bathroom, my fears started to become a reality. I wasn’t enjoying myself, but I was excited. As I applied my makeup, I remembered the night before, how good I was able to look. I was terrified and excited to see the reactions of others, whether they would truly accept me as a woman, or if I was just delusional.  
 
    I felt naughty stripping down to nothing in that public bathroom, even though the door was shut and locked, and the park I’d chosen was desolate. I felt even naughtier when I slipped into the little pink panties I brought with me. Was I cross-dressing? Is it considered cross-dressing when you’ve had female hormones flowing through your veins for half of your life?  
 
    I slipped a little white skirt over the panties, put on my push-up bra, and then I slipped on a black tank top with thin spaghetti straps. The outfit made me look so small and cutesy. I did a little twirl in front of the mirror, watching my skirt lift gently into the air before settling back into place. I looked good. I was as ready as I was going to be—ready to try out my new potential self. But I couldn’t bring myself to open the bathroom door. I just stood in front of it, staring at the handle, trying to settle my racing heart rate.  
 
    If my trial run went well, then what? Would I commit to the full transition? What would my friends say? What would my parents say? I cringed at the thought of telling my parents. There was no way that would end well… 
 
    I took another deep breath and tried to will myself to open that bathroom door. How bad could it be out there? Even if people thought I looked off, what difference did it make? They weren’t going to hurt me or mock me openly. Most likely, they would just look at me for a moment trying to figure out what was off about me, and then they would be on their way, going about their own business.  
 
    I opened the door, letting the bright light from outside into the bathroom. I stepped out. My heart was pounding but I knew that no amount of delaying would help in that department.  
 
    I took a few steps out and looked around. The park was still empty. There was a cool breeze on my exposed skin. I wasn’t used to having so much of my skin exposed to the fresh air. I got goose bumps down my arms, and my nipples perked out, pushing against my thin top. I wasn’t sure what to do about them. They’d always remained hidden under my tight sports bra—I’d never had to deal with them before. I decided to leave them  
 
    I started walking towards downtown. My plan was to simply be around people, to try to get an idea of how I was perceived. Maybe, if the opportunity arose and I was feeling comfortable, I would strike up a conversation with someone. Aside from that, I had no plans. I was just winging it.  
 
    My bouncing tits were slightly uncomfortable. I had to step more gently so that they wouldn’t come down hard. I tried to think if I’d ever let them bounce before, but I could think of no instances. They were quite possibly bouncing for the first time ever. I couldn’t decide whether it was freeing or irritating. I was sure I would get used to it. 
 
    My first human contact was with a man sitting on a park bench near the edge of the park. He was texting or surfing the web on his cellphone, slouched deeply into the bench. He looked over his phone at me, stared at me for a moment, and then smiled. I forced a smile back. I had to concentrate on walking, worried my body would shut down if I stopped thinking about each motion, worried the stranger would watch me fall to the ground. Walking is a very complex function, but I never really realized it until I broke it down in my head.  
 
    I looked back at the man, to make sure he wasn’t taking a photo of me to send to his buddies; ‘Look at this wacko dressed like a girl!’. He was looking my way, smiling handsomely. I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly self-conscious. Could he tell? Was he just being polite, trying not to hurt my feelings? Was that smile genuine or was it rooted in pity? I kept walking, trying not to think too much into it. I looked good—I had to keep reminding myself. Whenever possible, I looked into a storefront window reflection, or a car window reflection.  
 
    I shouldn’t have been the least bit concerned. I looked more like a woman in that makeup and those clothes than I looked like a man without them. And each glance into a reflection just confirmed that. Every passer-by that smiled at me confirmed that. No one had ever smiled at me before—at least not with the genuine warmth I was getting now, as I walked down a popular street.  
 
    It wasn’t all smiles though. I caught a few glances wandering down to my chest. I couldn’t blame them—my cleavage was prominent, my nipples were perky, and my tits were bouncing. Some people looked away quickly when I caught them checking out my body, and some continued to stare blatantly. One guy, when he finally looked up from my rack, winked with a creepy smile on his face. It was slightly disturbing to think someone could be so forward and blunt around strangers, but at the same time, it was nice to know I was passing the test—a test I’d never passed before in my life, even as a man.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My evening out as a woman was too successful. As I stood on a street corner, waiting for the light to change, a man came up to me and told me how nice my outfit looked. It happened again a few street corners later, this time complimenting my short hair. “Not too many girls can pull off short hair like that,” the man said. I thought I was being pranked, that they were all secretly making fun of me—maybe a group of buddies who noticed me walking and decided to play a cruel joke. 
 
    But then it happened a third time, from an older man. “You look lovely, and so vibrant,” he said. 
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    He looked at me strangely as if I’d said something weird, as if I should have known I looked great, and it wasn’t even up for questioning.  
 
    I didn’t know how to take a compliment. In my eighteen years, I couldn’t think of one time I’d received a compliment that wasn’t from my own parents—and even those compliments never seemed genuine. My mom once told me I did great after my soccer team lost 13-0. 
 
    I decided to stop for a coffee at a little café on the corner of two popular streets. I took a table on the patio and I looked around. The number of glances what were thrown my way made me question my whole life. Was this what I was supposed to be? Was this the universe telling me to follow this path? I’d never really believed in fate, though my dad always said, “Everything happens for a reason. Everything.” I’d always just thought that was a tired saying, but now it was starting to make sense. Maybe there was a reason that I was friends with Kenneth during the short period of time we went to the same school. Maybe there was a reason I stumbled onto those hormone pills, and maybe there was a reason I took them daily for eight years. Maybe it wasn’t some strange eleven year-old logic making me take those pills, but the guiding hand of destiny. 
 
    For that short afternoon, everything made a little bit of sense, which was a little bit more than I was used to.  
 
    I packed my bag with another little outfit the next day. This time, my heart was pounding with excitement as I waited for the school bell to ring, and I couldn’t get down to that public park fast enough. Once again, I had no idea what I wanted to accomplish—I just wanted to be out as a woman. I wanted to feel that satisfying justification again—see the smiles, hear the compliments. For once, people weren’t looking at me as if there was something wrong with me, as if my life was somehow unfortunate. 
 
    But I was torn. The only reason I looked great as a woman was because of what I’d done to myself. The reason people looked at me funny when I was out as a man was the same reason they looked at me warmly when I was a woman. Thinking about it filled me with a peculiar dread, so I did my best not to think about it—but that didn’t stop the thoughts from creeping in regardless.  
 
    When I was walking back to that bathroom to get changed back into my male clothes so I could head back home, I came face to face with someone from school. I was standing at a crosswalk waiting for the light to change when we both turned to face one another. I’d never talked to him before, but I recognized him instantly, and the pause he made had me think he recognized me as well—though it looked as though he couldn’t quite place me.  
 
    His name was Dennis. He was in my grade, but he was in none of my classes. He had an olive complexion and he was one of the few kids who could grow a decent amount of facial hair. He was on the football team but I have no idea what position he played.  
 
    I looked away quickly, but he continued to look at me, looking away for a moment and then looking back again, trying hard to place me. I couldn’t wait for the light to change. I thought about running across, taking my chance and hoping cars would stop for me. I almost ran when there was a short silence between passing cars, but I stopped myself when I realized that would just make me look suspicious. I was better off standing there casually, pretending like nothing was awry, like I didn’t recognize the fellow next to me and I didn’t notice him staring at me. When the light changed, I started walking quickly—but not so quickly that I would look suspicious. Somehow I knew he was following me. I could feel his gaze still glued to my back.  
 
    I tried my best not to look back, but I failed when I was across the street from the park. He was there, half a block behind. I don’t know if he was actually following me or just heading in the same direction. I turned off of the path and headed towards a little wooded area of the park. I figured I could lose him. I got to the treeline, stepped past the first tree, and then looked back. Now I couldn’t see him. He must have carried on down the sidewalk, passing the park. I waited a few minutes before emerging from the trees and heading to the bathroom to change. I made sure no one was watching when I slipped into the bathroom.  
 
    I cleaned off my makeup, got changed, and ruffled up my hair. Then, when I emerged from the bathroom, there he was, sitting on a park bench. He was looking down at his cellphone, but he looked up at me for a moment—a moment that lasted a few seconds too long for my comfort level. He looked back down at his phone. My heart was pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. My God, how long had he been sitting there? How much did he see? Could he tell I was the same person he saw on the street corner?  
 
    I walked in the other direction, taking an especially long route home. I was looking over my shoulder constantly, but I never saw him again that evening. When I got home, I went up to my room and locked the door. I needed to give my anxiety a rest, but it refused to calm down. My secret life as a woman was about to be revealed. If Dennis was able to put the pieces together, then I was certainly doomed. The last thing I wanted was to have the other kids suddenly wondering why I avoided the showers after gym, why I was shorter than the other boys, why my voice had never dropped. Dennis saw my cleavage—there was no question about it. I watched him look right at it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was purposefully late going to school the next day. I didn’t want to have an awkward run in with Dennis in the halls and I figured if I arrived when he was already in class, I wouldn’t have to risk it. My teacher marked me as late, but I didn’t mind. It was only a little nick off of my grade (it wouldn’t have been had I not already used up my warning). I also planned on leaving early at the end of the day—asking to use the bathroom ten minutes before the end of class, and then sneaking out before the bell rang and the halls filled with students.  
 
    My plan worked and I managed to avoid seeing Dennis all day, but it was just a temporary solution to a bigger problem. When I woke up the next morning, I knew I was going to be able to do it every single day. Every time a student was late, Mr. Brenham took 0.5% off of their final grade. I was hardly passing his class as it was—and my final period teacher would catch on sooner or later if I kept asking to use the bathroom ten minutes before the bell.  
 
    So I came in seconds before the morning bell and I went straight for Mr. Brenham’s class, not even stashing my bag away in my locker. My locker was too close to Dennis’s locker, so I needed to avoid it whenever possible. When the final bell rang at the end of the day, I went straight for the exit. I knew Dennis had gym last every day, so I made sure to use the exit on the other side of the school from the gym. I went a few days without seeing Dennis. Whenever someone stopped to talk to me in the halls, I would lie about being in a rush, and then I would retreat to an empty classroom until it was time to make my move to my next class.  
 
    I was hoping Dennis would forget our run-in. There was nothing else I could do but hope—hope that he would forget, or hope that he never really recognized me at all and it was just a big misunderstanding. I knew it wasn’t. I could still remember his eyes when he looked at me. Those weren’t just casual glancing eyes—those eyes knew. Those eyes recognized. I was lucky word hadn’t already gotten around the school.  
 
    It was the next week when one of my friends said to me, “Hey, do you have a sister?” 
 
    My heart stuttered. I knew it was related to my going out as a woman. “No,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, weird,” they said.  
 
    “Why? Who said I had a sister?” I said. “Why does it matter?”  
 
    He looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You alright?” he said. “My little sister’s soccer team is short a player and I just thought I remembered you telling me you had a little sister. I must be thinking about someone else.” It took a few minutes before my heart calmed down. He gave me another strange look with narrowed eyes and then he walked away.  
 
    It had been a week since I’d last gone out as a woman, and I was starting to miss it. I missed everything about it, now that I knew what there was to miss. I liked doing my makeup and looking sexy. I liked feeling like a normal person for once in my life, feeling like I was finally what I was meant to be. I started convincing myself that Dennis hadn’t really recognized me, that my memories couldn’t be trusted because they’d been infected with anxiety. So I decided to pack another little outfit into my bag, and after school, I went back to that park to get changed.  
 
    I slipped into the bathroom, locked the door, and then I started to get dolled up. Finally, I was escaping the shackles of my nervousness and I was free. I didn’t have to hide my body and I didn’t have to worry about people staring at me funny. I liked seeing my cleavage out. I liked showing off my smooth legs. I liked the tight hug of my panties and I liked the feeling the fresh air gently flowing up my skirt. Everything about it just felt right.  
 
    I stepped out from the bathroom, and then I saw him sitting on that same bench across the park. He looked up at me and then I looked away too quickly to see what he would do next. I started walking in the other direction. A voice in my head was saying, This was a mistake, over and over.  
 
    Why was I bothering trying to indulge in being a woman if I knew I could never really be a woman? I was just getting my hopes up, setting myself up for disappointment. Of course I would never be able to out myself to my classmates and my family members, and unless I came out to everyone, then I would never be able to actually enjoy being a woman. I would constantly be living in fear that I would be seen—just like I was now as I walked quickly away from that park. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder. He wasn’t following me, but somehow I knew he was watching. Had he followed me from school? Had he been waiting in that park every day after school, hoping to catch me in the act? Was he trying to film me, so he could prove himself to all of his friends?  
 
    I found myself at a little café. I ordered a coffee and then I looked around to make sure none of the patrons were also my classmates. I didn’t recognize anyone, but every time the door opened and the little bell chimed, my heart skipped a beat. I felt like a soldier with PTSD, and every little jingle was the sound of a deafening gunshot.  
 
    The café was busy, but I managed to find myself a little table in the corner. I was there for about five minutes when a man came up to me. “Excuse me, do you mind if I sit here?” he asked. 
 
    “By all means,” I said.  
 
    He smiled and took the seat across from me. “I’m just waiting for a friend. I shouldn’t be here long.” 
 
    “My table is your table,” I said.  
 
    “Do you mind if I ask, is that your natural hair colour?” he said. 
 
    “It is,” I said. 
 
    “Wow, it really suits you—I hope you don’t mind my saying so.”  
 
    “Awe, thanks,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. It seemed so cruel that I couldn’t just remain a woman. I wished I could just go home and throw away all of my male clothes, forget that I was ever a man. It seemed so obvious that I was meant to be a woman—it was fate that brought me to those hormone pills at such a young age—but I was stuck a man.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked. “You look down.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Nothing, just thinking about homework,” I said, lying. I was really thinking about my hormone pills. It was time to throw them out and put them behind me. It was time to start allowing my body to change and fill with testosterone. The more I indulged in being a woman, and the more I indulged in feeling sexy, getting compliments, being noticed, the harder it was going to be to leave it all behind. A drug addict who tells himself, ‘Just one more hit,’ never gets better. Being a woman was teaching me how nice it felt to be normal—and I was never going to be able to truly be a woman, so I may as well start the process of becoming a man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    For the first time in over eight years, I didn’t take my pills when I woke up in the morning. Instead, I took the whole box and I brought it outside to the trash bin. It was hard to watch them go, especially now that I knew how fun life was as a lady. But I consoled myself with the thought that life would be just as good as a man, once my hormones rebalanced and my delayed puberty ran its course.  
 
    I searched around on the internet to see how long the changes would take. One site said it would be two months before my body started to produce testosterone again, and a bit longer before the female hormones had worked their way out of my system. Then, it would take the better part of the next decade before I was a man. It felt oddly like a prison sentence and I wasn’t looking forward to it. 
 
    I looked in the mirror, naked, and I felt like I was taking the last look at my female body. I cupped my breasts and gave them a little lift. I was going to miss them, even though they only ever saw the sun three times in the entirety of their existence, even though they were more of a nuisance than anything. According to the internet, it would take a few years for them to disappear, likewise with the curviness of my hips.  
 
    I put on my old, tight sports bra and then I slipped into a loose-fitted t-shirt and a pair of jeans. I was wearing my male clothes, but still, I couldn’t help but see a female in my reflection. I saw a girl wearing men’s clothes. How long would it be before I saw a man? The internet didn’t even know how to begin answering that question.  
 
    I put on a ball cap and headed off for school.  
 
    Things were different. Whenever someone looked my way, my body would tense up. I wondered if they were seeing me the way I saw myself in the mirror that morning: like a cowardly little boy stuck in a girl’s body. I felt like the opposite. I felt like a girl wishing she wasn’t born a girl.  
 
    I started getting used to the strange looks again after a few days. If you expose yourself to the same thing over and over and over again, you’re bound to get used to it. I’d been getting those strange look for the better half of my life.  
 
    I was still afraid to face Dennis, especially now that he’d seen me a second time in a little skirt. So I continued my little strategy—showing up at the last second for class, and leaving as soon as the teacher opened that classroom door. It wasn’t a perfect system and I knew we were bound to cross paths sooner or later. I just wish we didn’t end up crossing paths the way that we did. 
 
    It was the end of first period and my second period class was just across the hallway. Sometimes I would run across the hall and find myself a seat in the back corner of the classroom, but sometimes, if our first period was late being released, I would wait until the bell rang and then I would make my move at the last second—with both ways I avoided the dreaded hallway and the potential interaction with Dennis. That day, we were late being released and the halls were already crammed with students when the teacher opened that classroom door. I decided to wait, pretending to organize my binder while the classroom emptied out. That classroom remained empty until the third period, so I knew I could take as long as I needed. Once the teacher packed up his lesson plan and took off for the teacher’s lounge, I had the whole room to myself. 
 
    But that day, I didn’t have that whole room to myself. A few minutes after all of my classmates had filtered out, someone else came in: Dennis. He had a stack of textbooks and homework in his arms. It took him a few seconds before he noticed me sitting there, and when he did, he paused. He stared at me for a second then looked away quickly, taking the seat closest to him. The room became silent.  
 
    He was sitting three rows ahead of me and he kept looking back at me. I did my best in pretending to ignore him, but it was difficult. I wanted to just get up and beg him to keep my secret safe. I wanted to lie to him and tell him that I had a very similar looking cousin who happened to be a female. But instead I remained silent. I started to quietly collect my books so I could make my move to my next class. And then he said, “Hey.” He was looking over his shoulder at me.  
 
    “Hi,” I said, and then I continued gathering my things to make my escape.  
 
    I got up, tossed my bag over my shoulder, and then started for the door. I was just a few steps away when he said, “Close that door.”  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Close the door. I want to ask you something.”  
 
    My heart was aflutter. I could feel a cool sweat forming on the back of my neck and the backs of my legs. He was staring at me, but I couldn’t bring myself to look into his eyes. 
 
    “I need to be getting to my next period,” I said. 
 
    “Just close the door.”  
 
    I felt a tremble crossing through my body. I closed the door. 
 
    “That was you at the park the other day, right? And that was you down on 17th Street?  
 
    I bit the edge of my tongue. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”  
 
    “C’mon, just tell me. I saw you go into that bathroom and then I saw you come out twenty minutes later. It was you—I know it was you.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I have to—” 
 
    “—Lift up your shirt and prove it,” he said. 
 
    “Do what?” My head was spinning. I felt like I was about to fall over. 
 
    “Just lift up your shirt and prove that you’re not a chick.” 
 
    “I don’t want to,” I said. I started turning back to the door. 
 
    “I’ll tell everyone,” he said, and then I paused. I should have never gone out in public as a woman. Hell, I should have never considered the thought of becoming a woman. I felt so stupid. I was so angry at my eleven year-old self. Why couldn’t I just have avoided those godforsaken pills? Why couldn’t I just be a normal kid, like every other guy in the school?  
 
    “Okay, fine, you saw me. Please don’t tell anyone. I’ll do anything,” I said. 
 
    “Lift up your shirt,” he said. 
 
    “Why does it matter?” 
 
    “Because I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “I told you it was me,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t believe you either way. I need to know for sure.” 
 
    I lifted up my shirt, showing him my tight black sports bra. “Happy?” I said.  
 
    “So you’re a chick?” he said with a smile on his face. “Why do you pretend to be a guy?”  
 
    “I am a guy. I don’t pretend. I mean—it’s complicated. Just promise me you won’t tell anyone.”  
 
    “Take off that bra,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Take it off. Show me your tits.”  
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “Then I’m telling everyone you’re actually a chick.” 
 
    I looked around. I couldn’t have that happen. I couldn’t let word get back to my parents. It wouldn’t take long before one of the teachers caught wind of my secret and told the counsellor, who picked up the phone and called my dad. I lifted up my shirt and then I unclipped my bra. I showed the little pervert my tits.  
 
    “Holy shit, you’ve got a great rack,” he said. He got up and walked up to me. “Can I touch them?” he said. “I mean, if you don’t want me to tell anyone…” He wasn’t exactly giving me the choice. He reached up and cupped my tits in his hands. He gave them a firm squeeze. I realized he was the first person to ever see them, the first person to ever touch them. “Why do you want to be a boy so badly?” I have to admit, him massaging my tits actually felt surprisingly nice.  
 
    “I am a boy, okay?” 
 
    “Boys don’t have tits, lady. Boys have cocks.” 
 
    “I have a cock.”  
 
    The room became silent for a moment, and then the bell rang, but neither of us moved. “You what?” he said. 
 
    “I said I have a cock. It’s a long story and I don’t expect you to understand—but I’m begging you to keep this a secret.”  
 
    “Prove it,” he said, and the room became silent again.  
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Because you’re a liar. You’re just trying to embarrass me.”  
 
    “I’m not a liar,” I said. “And if you want to talk about being embarrassed…” 
 
    “Then show me your dick. I’ll tell you what: if you aren’t lying, I won’t tell anyone. It can be our secret. Scout’s honour. But if you are lying, I’m telling everyone.” 
 
    I felt so foolish reaching down and undoing my belt. He stared down at my crotch with a reserved look on his face. He probably wasn’t going to be happy when he realized he’d just fondled a man’s tits. I showed him my cock for a few seconds—long enough for him to realize I wasn’t full of shit, and then I covered up. “Happy?” I said. “I told you it was complicated. Now you promised not to tell anyone—I hope you weren’t lying.” 
 
    It took him a moment to reply. “I won’t tell anyone—like I said.” His lips remained parted. I fixed my belt and my shirt. “Wait,” he said before I walked towards the door.  
 
    “What now?” I said. 
 
    “Can I squeeze your tits again? If you’re a guy, you don’t care, right?” There was another uncomfortable silence.  
 
    “If I say no, you’re still going to keep your promise right?” I said. 
 
    “I said I wouldn’t tell anyone, I won’t tell anyone,” he said. “Scout’s honour.” I had no idea whether he was really part of the Scouts or not.  
 
    But I didn’t want to piss him off. I didn’t want to give him any reason to go around blabbing my secret around the school. “Fine,” I said, and then I lifted up my shirt and undid my bra again. He reached forward and began to fondle my tits. Again, it felt kind of nice, but horribly awkward. 
 
    “They feel so real,” he said. 
 
    “They are real.” 
 
    “They’re big,” he said. 
 
    “I know.” He began to fondle my nipples between his thumbs and pointer fingers. I bit the corner of my lip. “I really need to be getting to class. If you tell anyone about this, I’ll tell them that you tried to suck my dick.”  
 
    “For the last time, I said I wasn’t going to tell anyone. So you’re transitioning into a woman, right?” he said. 
 
    “No, this was all just a mistake. I’m getting rid of them, but that’s none of your business.”  
 
    “If you’re not becoming a woman, why did I see you walking around all dolled up?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s none of your business,” I said. 
 
    “Can I suck your nipples?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    “Oh, c’mon. I bet you’ll like it. You clearly like it when I rub your tits,” he said. My face must have been so red. I did like it when he rubbed my tits. It was the strangest euphoria I’d ever felt. My whole body trembled.  
 
    “Fine,” I said, “But like I said, if you tell anyone about this, I’ll tell everyone you tried to suck my dick.” 
 
    He cupped my tits, bent forward, and he began to suck on my nipples. And shit, did it feel good.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    He sucked my nipples for a few minutes. My body became warmer and lighter with each passing second. I’d never felt anything like it, and I had no idea why I was letting it happen. Okay, maybe I had a bit of an idea. I knew I didn’t have my female body for much longer, and I knew it would be a shame to lose it having never played around with it. I couldn’t move on with my life without feeling the firm grasp of a man squeezing my breasts. I knew it was something I would regret later in life. 
 
    “I really need to be going to class,” I said without much conviction. 
 
    He just laughed and continued playing with my tits. “Are you gay?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “So you’re straight? You like girls?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. I knew that I would like girls once the hormone blockers worked their way out of my system—at least I assumed I would. All of my friends started liking girls when they went through puberty, so it only made sense to assume that I would like girls once my delayed puberty was underway.  
 
    I liked guys. I was turned on by guys with thick muscles and chiselled features. Sometimes I would get hard in gym class, watching the guys in my class getting all sweaty. I rarely got hard—very rarely. Again, I assumed it was just a consequence of lack of testosterone—that things would balance themselves out once my development was back on track.  
 
    “Have you ever been fucked by a guy?” Dennis asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Do you want to be?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know.” The answer I wanted to say was yes, but I was terrified—terrified of admitting it out loud, and terrified of the act itself. I’d never been penetrated before, but I often fantasized about it. Those few afternoons that I got dolled up, all I could think when I stared at myself in the mirror was whether or not guys would want to fuck me. I kept those thoughts suppressed, but they were always there.  
 
    “Bend over,” he said, so I did. I placed the palms of my hands on the desk. He undid my belt and then he pulled down my pants, along with my boxers. “Hide your little dick,” he said, “I don’t want to see it.” I reached down and pulled my cock and balls forward, keeping my legs closed to hold my package from his line of sight. He ran his hands down my hips, onto my butt, sending a warm shiver through my body. “You’ve got a hot body,” he said. “It would be a damn shame to waste it.”  
 
    “Really?” I said. My head was spinning. I felt like I’d lost control of myself and I was now acting on impulse.  
 
    “Yeah,” he said. He slid the tip of his thumb down to my butthole and then he drew little circles around the stretchy skin of my anus. He pushed the tip of his thumb in. It felt weird, but strangely arousing.  
 
    “Why don’t you become a woman instead of a man?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. My parents would kill me,” I said. 
 
    “Fuck ‘em,” he said, and then I felt the tip of his big, throbbing cock. His pants were down around his ankles and he was now sliding his cock into position, lining it up with my tiny hole. I felt his warm saliva fall onto my butt cheek. He used his cock to spread it down to my asshole. He coated his cock in it.  
 
    My heart was pounding. I don’t know why I was letting him do it—I don’t know why I was letting myself do it. But I wanted it—so badly. I knew it was probably my one and only chance to experience sex as a woman, even if I wasn’t technically a woman—it was as close as I’d ever be. 
 
    He pushed in. It hurt a little bit, my anus stretching wide, but the pain was tolerable, and it faded quickly. I could feel every inch of his throbbing rod as he sunk in deep. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. His hands continued to move up and down my thighs, hips, and sides. He liked my curves, and I liked him exploring my body. “That’s deep enough,” I said as soon as it started to hurt. “For now.” It felt like he’d shoved an entire broomstick up my ass, as if it was about to push out through my mouth. He started thrusting. I let my forehead fall gently against the desk. After just a few thrusts, I was starting to feel weak, my legs trembling.  
 
    “God, you’re so tight,” he said. I could feel the veins of his rod throbbing inside of me. It was the strangest feeling. “Tell me how much you like my dick,” he said. 
 
    “I like your dick,” I said. 
 
    “Better than that.” 
 
    “God, I fucking love your dick.” He slid in deeper but I didn’t mind. The pain was almost completely gone now, replaced by a pulsing euphoria.  
 
    I could hear his pelvis slapping into my bum. I could hear his saliva gushing between his rod and my tight hole. I didn’t even mind his nails digging into my skin—I kind of liked it. It was nice being dominated, being submissive for a man. 
 
    He was right—it was a shame I couldn’t be a woman. It was a shame my perfect female body was going to go to waste. As a child, I was so afraid of living my life with regret, and now I’d guaranteed it: there was going to be plenty of regret in my life—regret that I didn’t have the balls to come out to my friends and my family. That was all that needed to happen—one little sentence and I could have been a woman forever without fear or anxiety.  
 
    He bent over me as he continued to fuck me, and he grabbed my tits. He squeezed them hard, eliciting more warm pulses of energy through my body. “I’m going to come, baby,” he said. He didn’t have to tell me; I could feel his rod bloating up, throbbing intensely, getting ready to burst a hot load in my ass. I couldn’t wait. I wanted it so badly. 
 
    He came. I moaned and squirmed but he held me in place. When his load had finally finished filling me up, I said, “You promise not to tell anyone?” 
 
    “Promise,” he said, and then we both got dressed and we made our way to our second period classes. 
 
    I felt like I was glowing, like I’d experienced joy for the first time in my life, but lingering in the back of my mind was that realization that it was soon to be over, that I would never experience it again in my life. When I got home, I intended to throw away all of my female clothes, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I looked around my bedroom. There was nothing else that I owned that ever brought me more joy than those clothes did for that short period of time—no more joy than my tits brought me during my romp with Dennis. I left the clothes hidden in a bag, deep in my closet.  
 
    And then at dinner, as I was staring down at my plate of food, unable to eat because of a turning in my gut, I finally gathered the confidence to come out. “Mom, dad, I want to be a woman,” I said quickly. I said it so quickly, I wasn’t sure what I’d said made any sense to them.  
 
    “A woman?” my dad said.  
 
    “I’m eighteen and I’m old enough to make my own decisions. I don’t want to be a man. I want to be a woman.” 
 
    Had I managed to eat anything, I would have thrown it up in that moment. I couldn’t believe what I was saying to my parents. I couldn’t believe what I was putting myself into: my father’s crosshairs. Both of my parents stared at me in silence. “If that’s what you want,” my dad said, and then my mom said, “Are you sure it’s what you want?” 
 
    I could tell they were both disappointed, but it wasn’t unbearable. They didn’t throw me out and they didn’t tell me I was a disgrace. I felt so much better having said it out loud. And now I was excited. There was nothing stopping me from committing to becoming a woman—nothing stopping me from experiencing that joy I felt on those warm afternoons every day for the rest of my life. I wouldn’t have to suffer through years of painful delayed puberty. 
 
    I could finally start living my life—not my secret life, but my own, real life. 
 
    THE END
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