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THE BULGE


A quiet evening turns interesting when a young trans woman enters the bar where Ian is having a few drinks with his friends, Josh and Lee. Josh, the only child in a wealthy family, decides to have some fun with his friends, so he makes a bet, pitting Ian and Lee against each other.

The first one to go on three dates with the young trans woman will win eight-thousand dollars.

What starts out as a joke gets complicated when both men start to develop feelings for the mysterious young trans girl, who isn’t afraid of showing off all of her assets.


CHAPTER 1
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She was blonde, with freckles, and a petite frame that was undeniably feminine with narrow shoulders and a nearly-pencil-thin waist… but she wasn’t a girl.

At least, she wasn’t a girl in the biological sense. She was born a man, and the only reason that I knew that was because Josh knew her back when she was a male, when they were in elementary school together. There were a few other giveaways too, like her voice, which we could now hear from a few tables away at that bar. It sounded a tiny-bit feminine, but more like the voice of an effeminate gay male than a biological woman—and I don’t say that disparagingly; it was just an observation.

And then there was her face; don’t get me wrong, it was remarkably feminine, and maybe even more feminine than the girls she now sat with—but there was just something about the shape of her jaw that simply couldn’t escape her past masculinity. Again, I don’t say this disparagingly; it was simply a fact.

“Under the circumstances, she doesn’t look half-bad,” said Lee, eyeing her for a moment before turning his blushing face away. He took a sip from his drink and then clarified, “I mean—among the trans girls I’ve seen, she’s probably the closest to looking like a girl.”

Josh rolled his eyes. “I don’t see it,” he insisted. “I just see Brett.”

Brett was her name before she transitioned. Now, her name was Brie. I knew this, because Josh told us when she walked into that bar. “Look,” Josh said, “I’m not saying she can do what she wants; it’s her body and she’s not hurting anyone. It’s just my opinion that she doesn’t pass.”

“I don’t think you’re allowed to say that,” Lee interjected.

“Say what? What can’t I say?” Josh asked with a narrowed gaze.

“Pass—Passing in an offensive term.”

Josh waved the young asian man off. “Fuck off with that, man. It’s just an observation. I just said that I don’t give a shit what she does. I’ll even happily call her a girl; makes no difference to me or anyone. But I’m not going to pretend that I see a biological girl when I look at her. I just don’t.”

“Whatever,” I said, seeing a flame in Lee’s eyes. I knew that he was getting heated. He was, after all, a very progressive guy, often wearing his orange NDP shirt while out—and occasionally even a hammer-and-sickle communism shirt, which offended some people. Josh was more apolitical, like me, but he was more ‘fiercely apolitical’ than me. The two men would often engage in endless debates that went nowhere and failed to change any opinions. I knew this was turning into one of those.

“All I said was that I just don’t see her as being very convincing, but I don’t care one way or another.”

“She’s convincing as long as she identifies as a girl,” Lee said; they were ignoring my plea to deescalate.

“What if she had a beard?” Josh said, rolling his eyes.

“Women can have beards.”

“What are you talking about now?”

“There’s a condition in which women can grow bears, and it’s more common than you think,” Lee said.

“That doesn’t make beard-wearing a feminine trait!” Josh snapped.

“Who are you to decide what’s a feminine trait and what’s not!?” Lee snapped back.

“Guys!” I said, finally getting their attention. “She’s going to hear you.” They were getting louder and louder. And now, they were both looking at Brie from across the pub.

“I think she looks good,” Lee said.

“If you think she looks so good, go ask her on a date,” Josh grinned.

Lee turned red, and then he looked away quickly. “She’s not my type, otherwise I would. I have no problem with trans girls.”

“Why isn’t she your type?” Josh asked with a grin.

“She just isn’t.”

“Why?”

“Why does it matter?”

Josh’s grin grew bigger. He seemed to think that he had Lee exposed as being a hypocrite, though I don’t think that was necessarily true. “Just lay off it, okay?” I said to Josh. I didn’t like the fighting, and this was just turning into a fight. We’d only been at the pub for about forty minutes. “I want this to be a fun night. I hardly get time off like this anymore—and when I do, I don’t get to drink because I’m on call. For once, I’m not on call, and I don’t want to spend my first free night in God-knows how long arguing about the semantics of some trans girl that Josh used to know fifteen years ago.”

The men looked at me, looking a bit sullen and guilty now. There was a long silence, and then Josh grinned and said, “What about you, Ian? Would you?”

“Would I what?” I asked. “Take Brie out on a date? I—I don’t know. I don’t know her.” I was lying, slightly. The truth, which I knew but would never admit, especially around Lee, was that I would never take a trans girl out on a date, and it wasn’t a matter of transphobia; I had nothing against trans people. But my parents were quite conservative, and most of my friends were fairly conservative. We lived in a relatively small town, where gossip spread fast, and everyone knew just about everyone. Logistically, it was just a poor decision, at least for me.

Plus, I just preferred biological women. Is that so horrible to say? Biological women come with a certain type of comfort: a safety and certainty. I wanted to have kids one day, for starters—and yes, I know that adoption is an option, as well as surrogates and whatnot. Look—I’m not trying to make this into some defence of my position; I don’t feel like I have to defend my position. I’m allowed to have my preferences.

With Brie, the fact of the matter was: she just wasn’t quite convincing enough for me. She’d only been a woman for eighteen months (according to Josh). Her voice wasn’t much more feminine than my own when I was trying to put on a girl voice as a joke. Her frame was feminine—there was no doubt about it. But there was the jawline to consider; I’ve always liked my girls with soft features: rounded jawlines and small noses. Her freckles were cute, but that wasn’t enough to lure me in.

“Would you take out a trans girl or no?” Josh asked.

“Which trans girl?” I asked.

“Any of them?”

“Sure. Let’s say that blonde over by the bar was trans. Would you date her?”

“I—I don’t know her,” I said, trying to remain in my comfortable milieu.

“Let’s say she’s super-awesome and fun to hang out with—but she’s got a dick.”

“Not all trans women have dicks,” Lee interjected.

“Well, let’s say that girl does have a dick.”

The men were looking at me now. I turned red. “I don’t know. Probably not. I don’t like dicks.”

“That’s a sane response,” Josh said.

“It’s a transphobic response,” Lee growled.

And then the men started their fight again; I won’t bore you with the details. They went back and forth, getting more and more heated, until I begged them to stop.

They both had that guilty look again, knowing that they’d drifted off into another fight, threatening to ruin my evening.

“I get two nights each month when I’m not working or on-call,” I said. “Please don’t make this night miserable.”

“Fine, fine, fine,” said Lee, waving me off. “So what would you prefer to talk about, Ian?”

I was suddenly silent. They’re constant bickering had drained my mental capacity, and now I couldn’t think of any half-decent topics of conversation. But honestly, the silence was better than chatting—if chatting meant bickering.

I eyed the time. It was only 10:00 PM.

After a few minutes of silence, Josh looked over and noticed Brie drinking a pint of beer. “That’s not very feminine,” he said.

“What?” Lee said, narrowing his gaze. “Girls can’t drink beer now? They have to drink mixed cocktails?”

“I didn’t say that!”

And just like that, the men were back at it, and I realized they weren’t going to drop it until we were away from Brie. “Let’s get out of here,” I said.

“What? That’s it? Your night off, and you’re done?” Josh asked.

“No—I just want to go somewhere else. There’s that new club down the street. Let’s go there.”

Lee laughed. “The nightclub? What? You want to go dancing?”

“Sure. Why not?”

The men looked perplexed, but then Josh perked up. “There will be so many girls there.” He slapped down forty dollars to cover our drinks. “Let’s go.”

A couple minutes later, we were in line to get into the club. The blue neon and booming bass made me feel a bit old; it had been a long time since I’d been in a place like that. Nightclubs meant heavy drinking, drugs, and groggy mornings. These days, I didn’t have it in me to suffer through groggy mornings, especially when I knew that I would be on-call the next day… but I wasn’t on call until Sunday. I could cut loose, at least a little bit…

It was a fifteen minute wait in line. They let a few girls in who were waiting behind us—pumping up their female numbers before letting more men in; we weren’t bitter about it. Once inside, it was a feast for the eyes: hundreds of scantily-clad young women, bouncing, partying, laughing. We slipped right in, and got right to partying. I danced for the first time in ages—probably looking like a fool. Lee danced with a young asian woman, who was all over him, and then she vanished from he club, making Lee sink into a depression. “She probably just went to the bathroom to puke,” Josh laughed when we convened at a table.

It was hard to talk. The place was loud. But maybe that was for the best. Lee and Josh didn’t need to get back into it with each other.

“This is better,” I smiled. “This is how I want to spend my night off.”

“Drinks on me,” Josh shouted. He was living his best life, gazing around a room filled with women who were practically dressed in nothing but lingerie. He bought stiff shots, and then we danced again.

This time, I danced with a young blonde woman. She was quick to turn her butt to me, pushing it into my lap. She ‘twerked’ hard, making me blush all over. Looking over her shoulder, she grinned.

She wasn’t beautiful—quite average, even with makeup and a skintight minidress. I had no plans of taking her home; I was just there to have fun. And I was having fun--careless fun. I had another drink and went back to the dance floor.

A new blonde had arrived and was dancing with her arms in the air. She turned to me and I moved in, feeling confident with whiskey in my bloodstream. It took a moment, but I recognized her: Brie, from the pub.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwill admit that I stumbled a bit. I considered slipping away. I considered politely excusing myself, knowing her truth—though, in that dim, neon-flickering light, I don’t think I would have known had Josh not told me. She was smiling at me, shaking her hips in a shockingly feminine way. “Hey!” she called out. “Want to dance?”

“O—Okay,” I said, rigid.

She rested her wrists on my shoulders and led, shaking left and right, throwing her hair this way and that way. Her freckles were more pronounced now, up close, somehow brought out by that flashing neon.

I snuck a glance down her chest. Her camisole top was a bit loose and she was wearing no bra underneath, so I could see her small breasts jiggling—her perky nipples occasionally showing themselves for split-second intervals. I looked away quickly, turning red.

She got closer to me, pushing herself against me—and I swear I felt the bulge of a penis in her skirt. It grazed my leg a few times—but it was confusing, because she smelled like roses and pachouli.

It was a whole song before I decided not to let it bother me. We danced for three songs, and it was fun. She looked up into my eyes during that third song, and said, “You’re cute!”

“Thanks!” I called back. I felt blood rushing to my cheeks. I don’t know if I meant it, but I replied by saying, “You too.”

She smiled and blushed.

We finished that song, and then we parted ways. I went to find my friends at our table. Lee was looking on the verge of passing out; he’d had one too many Jagger-bombs. Josh was in his element, arms stretched across the booth bench. “We should do this more often!” he called out.

“Sure,” I said, seeing that there was a new shot awaiting me. “After this, I’m switching to beer!”

“Same,” said Josh. “We may need to put Lee in a cab.”

We both looked at him. His pale complexion was turning to green. So Josh went out back to call him a cab, but Lee didn’t make to the cab; he darted for the bathroom and we didn’t seem him again—when we went to find him thirty minutes later, he wasn’t there (we found out later that he did make it to a cab, just not the one we called).

Then, around 1:00 AM, we started talking about taking off. Josh had a grin on his face.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I saw you dancing with Brie,” I said into my ear. “How was that?”

I blushed. “Oh—yeah, well, she danced with me. I don’t know; I didn’t really think one way or another about it.”

“You two were pretty close,” he said, his grin growing. He was watching my face as it turned redder and redder.

“Not any closer than I was with anyone else,” I said, biting my tongue.

“You want to fuck her?” he asked.

“What? No!”

He roared with laughter. “I’m just screwing with you, Ian!” he said. “I love watching you squirm like that. I’m just fucking with you—relax!”

He kept laughing, making me feel even more uncomfortable about the whole thing.

Then, as if on cue, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around to see Brie there, blush on her freckled cheeks. She was reaching out a piece of paper. On the paper, her phone number was written. She pressed her lips thin, and I carefully took the number. “What’s this?” I said—and I wasn’t playing dumb; I was just in a state of shock.

“My number,” she said. Then she turned to Josh and said, “Hi Josh.” After that, she took off. Once she was gone, Josh erupted again, almost falling tot he floor with laughter.

“Oh, get over it,” I growled.

“You going to call her?” he asked with a crooked smile.

“Of course not. Why do you have to be such a dick about it?”

“Oh, don’t turn into Lee on me. I’m just messing around.” He shook his head. “Let’s get out of here. All of the cute girls left an hour ago.”

We made our way outside, and then I asked him if he’d gotten any decent action.

“A few hot dances, and one girl gave me her number, but I’m pretty sure it’s fake; I probably won’t embarrass myself by trying to call it. Want to split a cab?”

“We’re going in different directions,” I said.

“We’ll drop you off first.”

“I’m not paying for half your ride across town from my place to yours.”

“Fine. I’ll just pay for it,” he groaned. “I just want the company.” So he paid for a cab to take me home, and he went for the ride before turning around and going home himself.

At this point, it’s probably vital for me to tell you a little bit more about Josh. You wouldn’t know it from looking at him, but Josh was quite wealthy. Actually, that’s a big understatement. Josh’s dad owned Pewter Power. Josh was in line to inherit the company after his father (the way his father inherited it before him). Pewter Power, as I’m sure you know, is one of Canada’s biggest power suppliers. They power millions of homes, and they own close to a million acres of land in the Maritimes. Pewter Power also owns Pewter Foods (the grocery store chain), Pewter Sanitation, and Pewter Co, which owns all of the museums and recreation centres, including the big new stadium where the Elk Heads play.

Josh didn’t like to tell anyone about his huge family fortune, and I was one of very few people who knew that his father gave him a ten-thousand-dollar-per-month allowance. Most of that allowance, Josh stashed into a savings account, though I can’t quite understand why. If he was going to be inheriting hundreds of millions of dollars, why wasn’t he just spending that cash? Well—I guess he was smarter than me when it came to money.

I was damn-near broke, and Josh had swooped in to help me many times, paying my rent, paying my bills, and even giving me a week’s worth of pay so that I could take off work and go on a trip with him (paid for by him, of course). He was often going on big trips, sometimes to other provinces, sometimes to other continents—but he was quiet about it. He never posted pictures of his trips or advertised them on social media. He didn’t want people to know that he was jetting around the globe. He didn’t want anyone thinking that he was privileged, because he knew better than anyone that the general public wasn’t so fond of the wealthy in the current social climate.

Even Lee didn’t know about Josh’s wealth or who his father was. Or maybe I should say, especially Lee didn’t know, because it would have likely been a great source of tension for Lee.


CHAPTER 3
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The next morning was the sort of groggy Sunday that only nights of heavy drinking can create. My phone buzzed on the coffee table, displaying a message from Josh: "How's the hangover, buddy?"

"Alive, but barely," I replied, popping a couple of aspirin and gulping down a tall glass of water.

A minute later, Josh texted back: "Want to grab some greasy breakfast? My treat."

I hesitated for a moment, thinking about the number scribbled on a piece of paper that was sitting on my kitchen counter. Brie's number. "Sure, where at?"

"The usual spot. 30 mins?"

I agreed and hopped in the shower, letting the warm water wash away the remnants of last night. Josh and I had a usual breakfast spot, a cozy, old-fashioned diner that served food loaded with all the cholesterol you could ask for. It was the kind of place that'd become an extension of your living room if you let it, which we sort of had.

As I slid into the vinyl booth opposite Josh, I could see he was already halfway through a stack of pancakes.

"You’re late," he grinned, syrup coating the corners of his mouth.

"Sorry, had to make myself presentable," I said, flagging down the waitress for a coffee and an omelette.

The waitress was new: a pretty, young woman who was working hard for tips with her blouse buttoned low, exposing the bulge of her breasts and the red lace pushing them up to make them look bigger. She leaned down more than necessary when filling my mug. “Out partying last night?” she asked with a sultry sort of voice. We both knew that she wasn’t interested in seducing us, but she knew how to make a few extra bucks in tips.

Josh was eyeing her with thoughts in his head. His face was beaming. He flushed red every time she came by. And then he finally leaned in and said, “The rack on her!”

“I like eating here,” I said. “Please don’t get us kicked out of this place.”

“I think she likes me,” he insisted.

“I think she wants your money.”

“She can have it,” he said, lost in some dazed daydream. He was now watching her from across the bad. Then he let out a sigh: a sound that didn’t quite strike the mood. He was disappointed.

“If you like her so much, ask her out,” I said.

“I can’t.” Then he turned to me with a deserted look in his eyes. “I’m…. Taken.”

“Taken?” I said, stunned. I assumed that I was misunderstanding him. “What does that mean—taken?”

“It means what you think it means. I’m in… a relationship.” It pained him to let those words out from his mouth.

“What? Why am I just hearing about this now? With who?”

“I didn’t want to tell you. It’s just so… embarrassing.”

“Why?”

He looked so defeated. “I started seeing this girl three months ago. Nice girl. She asked me to move in. She asked me to… stop seeing other women. I guess it’s just that time for me.”

“Who is she?” I asked, still completely shocked.

“Her name is Kristine. Never mind that. You’ll meet her in time. I’m just… I’m not totally thrilled about the whole thing.”

“So why did you agree to be her partner?”

“Because the other option was losing her. She doesn’t want a man who won’t commit, so I committed to her. I’m…” He took a breath. “Engaged.”

“What!?” I gasped. My jaw nearly hit the table. Now, the beautiful waitress was back, pouring coffees. Josh turned his head away from her, as if too guilty to look at her and appreciate her seductive charm. It was silent while she was there, then, I broke the silence with a whisper, as if we were talking about something totally illegal and deplorable. “You’re engaged?”

He nodded his head. “For two weeks now,” he said.

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not.” He shook his head and took a breath.

The silence returned. A few minutes later, we both got a buzz: a message to our group chat from Lee. “Be there in five.”

“Look,” Josh said, straightening up. “Don’t say a word of this to Lee. I don’t need him interrogating me. This stays between us until I’m ready to reveal it.”

“Whatever,” I said.

“Oh, and before Lee gets here—there’s one other thing I want to talk to you about—something we don’t tell Lee about.”

“What is it?”

Suddenly, he placed a stack of money down on the table. “It’s a dare,” he said. “This money could be yours—and you definitely have the advantage.”

I stared at the wad of cash: easily ten-thousand dollars, assuming the bills were all as big as the one at the top of the stack. “What the hell is this?”

“It’s going to be a competition between you and Lee.”

“Why?”

“Boredom, mostly. Since I’ve been engaged, things haven’t been so… exciting. My fiancee just… she likes things a certain way, so I’ve had to reel in my lifestyle. But I need to liven things up a little bit. And… I really like to screw with Lee.”

“What is this about?” I said.

Lee walked in the door and scanned around, his attention almost finding us before he noticed the waitress with her top buttoned down. He ogled her for a moment before spying us. “Damn, it’s too late,” Josh said. “I guess you and Lee will find out together.”

He sat down with us and smiled. “I feel sick,” he said. “How much did I drink last night?”

“Like, three light beers,” I said, and then John burst into a fit of laughter, which ended when Lee noticed the wad of cash on the table.

“What’s this all about?”

“I got a bonus at work,” Josh said. “And I was just telling Ian that I want to offer it to one of you guys.”

“Why don’t you want it?” Lee said, looking perplexed.

Josh rattled off some nonsense excuse, about it being his second bonus in as many months, and he’s been in a giving mood, and this and that, and it seemed like such a lousy excuse, but the words really made no difference because Lee was frozen in a state of ogling that cash.

“So we can just split it?” Lee said, reaching out for it—but Josh snapped his hand out and grabbed it away from Lee. “I didn’t say that.”

Now, we were both staring, perplexed, and confused. Josh had a big grin on his face, which was getting bigger and bigger. “What is it already!?” snapped Lee.

“That trans girl from yesterday,” he said.

“Brie?” I said.

Josh smiled and nodded. “Whichever one of you can take her out on three dates—without telling her about this dare—gets the cash.”

We just sat there, dumbfounded. It sounded so crazy, so juvenile, so… offensive. “This is your idea of a joke?” I said.

“It’s not a joke. The money goes to whoever can take her out on three dates. But if you mention that this is a dare, you get nothing. You have to… woo her.”

“This is offensive,” growled Lee. “You’re treating this transitioning, vulnerable girl like some sort of joke!”

“Says who?” Josh said. “Look, Lee, if you don’t want the money, don’t join in on the action. Just let Josh win the cash.”

“Now wait!” Lee said, raising a finger into the air. “I didn’t say that I’m not interested… I just said that it’s offensive, what you’re doing. This is exploitation, and it’s cruel.”

“I disagree, but I doubt we’ll see eye to eye on that,” he groaned. “So Ian already has her phone number. It’s only fair that he shares it with you, Lee.”

“Wait!” Lee gasped. “He already got her number? So how is that fair?”

“I thought of that,” Josh said. “So you will get a three-day head start. Ian isn’t allowed to contact her until Tuesday. You can call her right now. Tell her that you saw her at the club and got her number from a friend, or something. You can even say you got the number from me—just don’t tell her about this dare.”

“That’s not fair,” I said. “Lee could theoretically go on three dates with her before I’m even allowed to call her.”

“It’s possible,” Josh said, nodding his head. “And I suppose it’s a risk you’d be willing to take if you go in on the action.”

“It’s not like you would be losing anything,” Lee said with a slight grin, enjoying this little advantage being handed to him. “It’s not like it’s your money on the table.”

There was some more discussion—some details that needed ironing out, which turned into fierce arguments as we tried to figure out what was fair. Lee liked his three-day advantage, but hated that I’d already had a successful encounter with Brie. I didn’t care much for Lee’s advantage, seeing as Josh never said anything about Brie choosing one over the other—it was just a race to three dates.

So really, Lee just had to stumble through the dates; she only had to be impressed enough to go out with him again. And we had to define a date. Is a quick meeting at a cafe before work a date? Lee, of course, thought it should count—but it hardly seemed fair that he could just meet with her three times before she had to go to work. Josh agreed that a date should last at least two full hours.

“And how can we know if the other person isn’t cheating—or lying?” Lee asked.

“At the end, I’ll ask Brie.”

“So you’ll tell her it was all a dare?” I asked, feeling nervous. I didn’t want to be exposed as using Brie as some sort of joke.

“No. I’ll just ask her. I know her from school.”

And, of course, there was more deliberation. There was a good amount of cash on the table (eight-thousand, which Josh confirmed); the details needed to be hammered out.

“So it’s a deal,” Lee said, eyeing me. “May the best man win.”


CHAPTER 4
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The worst news of the weekend came the next morning, when Lee announced in the group message: “She’s agreed to meet me for coffee. Then we’re going to walk around the boardwalk. Ha!”

My heart swirled into my stomach. I still had two days before I was even allowed to contact her. And in that time, Lee could easily see her two more times—or, he could whisper nasty rumours into her ear. He could tell her that I was some filthy scoundrel. He could tell her that I was transphobic. He could make up horrible stories about me.

Of course, that was one of the details we discussed at the diner: no disparaging the other contestant—but if he said something, how could it really be proved?

It seemed like an eternity, once their date started, waiting for an update. Two hours went by… but there was no update. Then a third hour went by—still nothing.

I messaged Josh. “Hear anything from Lee?”

“Not yet,” he said.

Finally, after four hours, Lee messaged. “Just got home. Second date already planned. This is going to be too easy.”

My heart fluttered. Maybe I really stood no chance. Maybe I should have fought harder to take away Lee’s completely unfair advantage.

“When?” Josh asked.

“Wednesday,” Lee said, which was a bit of a relief; he wasn’t going to bash out every date before I even had a chance to play the game… but still, I was already a date behind. “She’s a pretty busy girl. Good luck even finding time to see her.”

It was Tuesday at 8:00 AM when I lifted my phone and punched that number in. The time had finally come for me to get into this game. I was playing from behind. I felt like a hockey team down 0-3 going into the second period… that’s a big deficit, but there was still a lot of hockey to play.

My thumb hovered over that green dial-button. I took a deep breath, and then a memory overcame me: the moment in the club that we were dancing together, and she moved in close, brushed against me, and I felt that… bulge. It just brushed me for a second, but in that second, I swear I could feel every inch of it, every little detail. I could even feel the contour of her bulbous tip, foreskin stretched back, maybe even slightly aroused from grinding with me.

I tried to push that thought away. I didn’t have to think about… that. Her penis wasn’t going to be relevant in these three dates. I was going to take her out for coffee. I was going to ask if she wanted to see a movie sometime. Then, we could get some drinks at a bar—maybe go dancing—and then this bet would be over and done with.

Still, I hesitated. I kept thinking about that… bulge. I kept thinking about the feeling of that lump against my body. That lump didn’t belong there. When I was dancing with her, she was so feminine: her moves, her smell, even her facial features. But that bulge…

I pressed dial. I was wasting time. I was behind in the game and I needed every hour I could get.

My palm was unusually sweaty. I’d asked many girls out before, but this was different. Maybe it was the guilt, that we were wasting this girl’s time for Josh’s entertainment… or maybe it was the thought of being out with a biological male.

I shuddered, the memory of that bulge brushing me returning once more.

She picked up the phone. “Hello?” she said.

I stammered. My face turned hot. I thought about hanging up the phone and conceding defeat to save my ego. But somehow, I managed to sputter out a word—just one: “C—Coffee?”

“Who is this?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “Uh, Ian,” I said. I cleared my throat. “Josh’s friend, from—uh—the other night.”

“We danced,” she said, a smile in her voice.

“T—That’s right.” I couldn’t stop stammering and stuttering, like a young boy talking to a girl with boobs for the first time. My God, my confidence was left in ruins! I was normally a perfectly put-together guy. But now… What was happening to me?

“You want to get coffee?” she asked with a giggle, and that giggle was obviously directed at me: an acknowledgement of my self-humiliation, of my stuttering idiocy.

“Yes,” I said. “That would be cool.”

“I’m pretty busy this week. What about… Sunday?”

I tensed up. I knew that Lee already had his second date planned long, long before Sunday. By Sunday, there was a chance the game would already be over. “I was hoping… today.”

“I’ve got a busy day at work,” she said with that smile in her voice.

“We should make it work—no pressure. But, uh… I can just meet you where you work. We can just… get coffee nearby.”

She giggled again. “You’re eager,” she said.

“I’ve never been a very patient person,” I said, forcing out a laugh.

“Well,” she said, and then there was a silence. “Sure. Meet me after work and we can get a coffee—I can probably give you twenty minutes, and then I have to get ready for a function.”

“Sure,” I said, but my body remained tense. Fifteen minutes wouldn’t cut it; it wouldn’t count towards a proper ‘date’, as defined in our rule-making session. I would have to find a way to stretch that coffee out, even if it meant making her miss this function of hers. That was a problem for later…

“Gotta go,” she said. “I’ll text you my office address. I get off work at six.”

“Six. Got it,” I said. “I’ll be there. See you later, Brie.”

I hung up and then threw my phone onto the bed. I pumped my fist; I was a step closer to winning that cash.


CHAPTER 5
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Ihad a rough planned worked out in my head. I did a bit of sleuthing and found her work online: she was a marketing assistant at a marketing firm called Nova Promoting. I found their Facebook page, which had the function of the night listed: an open party at a hotel ballroom, for various promoters to meet and discuss ideas. The party was set to start at nine, according to that Facebook page, which meant she had three full hours between finishing up work and needing to be at the party. Assuming she needed an hour to doll herself up, that gave me two proper hours to court her…

Well, there was also the issue of transit; I didn’t know how close she lived to this venue, or to her office… but I just needed to convince her to let me tag along to her place after coffee. As far as I was concerned, hanging out in her pad while she put on makeup counted as a date.

And there was also the hope that she could get off work early, so I showed up at her building around 5:00 PM. I sent her a message to apply a bit of pressure. “I got through my chores super early, so I’m in the area early. No pressure—but if you get off early, I’m here!” I knew that I was probably risking sounding desperate… but I didn’t really care. I didn’t care if I came across as weird, neurotic, desperate—as long as I wasn’t insufferable enough to make her turn down date-two.

She messaged at 5:15 PM. “I can sneak out in a minute!”

I pumped my fist again. Stars were aligning for me. Within the next couple of hours, Lee’s big advantage would be evaporated, and now it was just a matter of wooing her enough to make her prioritize me over Lee.

I was on a bench when she came out from the office. Her gaze immediately found me, and I sprung to my feet. I smiled. She was wearing a cute white blouse-ish top that flared out like a skirt, but above her pelvis. The off-the-shoulder top framed her feminine body in a cute and eye-catching way—and it was almost enough to make me miss the bulge.

She was wearing leggings: black, skintight, and thin, almost translucent in places. And there, in her leggings, was a sausage.

I can only describe it as a sausage, and I apologize if that sounds vulgar, but that’s exactly how it looked: like a large kolbassa curved and stretched against her thigh. The pants were so tight around it that the details of the member were clear—the tip, and maybe even the veins (though that could have been an illusion of the mind); how could she be so unaware of such a sight! Did that flared blouse block her view of her own bulging appendage?

“Hi Ian,” she said with a blushing smile. “You look so nice! I like your shirt.”

“T—Thanks,” I said. She came up and opened her arms as if to initiate a hug. I reluctantly opened myself, and then she pressed herself against me, just for a few seconds, but it was long enough for me to feel the warm ‘squish’ of that bulge.

It was enough to leave me speechless. “Is there a coffee house around here that you like?” she asked.

And I just stood there, quiet—probably looking like a complete fool. I gaze struggled to stay up, but even through my peripheral vision, I could see that… thing. It was all I could see! And it was only a moment later that I noticed a passerby taking a glance down, proving that it’s obviousness wasn’t just my own affliction.

She giggled. “Are you okay?”

“J—Just a bit shy,” I said. And now, I was wondering if this was the exact entertainment that Josh was looking for. Maybe my discomfort was exactly what he wanted. Maybe he knew Brie better than he let on; maybe he knew that she liked to flaunt her past-masculinity, and he knew that an outing with Brie would be a complete assault on my masculinity. He was probably at home laughing his ass off, knowing exactly how this was going without seeing anything.

“Shy is cute,” she said. “I had fun dancing with you the other night. You’re a good dancer.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I—I don’t really know the area, but if you know a good cafe, let’s go and grab a coffee or tea or something.”

She smiled and off we went. I was next to her now, unable to see that bulge thanks to her flared blouse, but others saw it; I saw the odd glance—and it wasn’t just the bulge between her legs; the bulge of her Adam’s apple had suddenly become obvious. The more I saw her in the clarity of daylight, the more I saw the ‘flaws’ of her femininity, so to speak. It was now very evident that I was on a date with a trans woman, and not just a woman who used to be a man. Before that moment, such a distinction would have seemed so silly and pointless, but now it was a major difference.

I was rushed with relief when we got to the cafe, got our drinks, and sat at a table where I could no longer see the bulge—and it was also hidden from the view of strangers, though the ones who had already seen it were now throwing the odd glance our way, and whispering together, presumably talking about what sort of man might be interested in dating such a woman.

“Tell me about yourself, Ian,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“Myself?” I said, trying to contact my own conscious. “Well, uh… I…” I couldn’t remember a damned detail about myself. “I’m twenty-five,” I said, and after I said it, I began to wonder if it was even true. My God! I couldn’t remember a damned thing. I just kept thinking about that bulge.

And how could I not? It wasn’t an average bulge by any means; it was long, and thick. It was defined and her tip was bulbous, even when she was flaccid. She had what some might call a ‘porn star’s cock’, but I would hate to be so vulgar… though it was true. I didn’t watch a lot of porn, but shafts like that only existed in the realm of pornography.

She giggled. “Do you like music?”

“Music?” I said. “Uh, yeah, sure.”

And now, I was realizing that Josh’s cash was slipping out from my fingertips. I was losing this bet. Lee wooed her; Lee turned a two-hour date into four hours, which left him feeling excited and optimistic. Now, Brie was eyeing the time on her phone, as if she was already planning to leave. There would be no second date at this rate; and this first date wouldn’t count if I couldn’t stretch it to last another ninety minutes. “Do, uh, you like music?” I asked.

She giggled again. “Yeah,” she said. “Anything I can dance too. I don’t have a favourite genre. As long as it’s not too weird. Do you play music?”

“Play it? No,” I said. “I’m not coordinated enough for that.”

“What bands do you like?” she asked.

“Bands?” I thought for a moment. Then, I rattled a few bands off. She smiled and nodded and told me that she liked the same bands, among others. And soon enough, she was steering the conversation into a new realm: movies—the usual stuff. It occurred to me quickly that she was dominating the conversation, which wasn’t something that I was used to. She was completely in control, and I was quickly finding myself submissive, like the woman in a dance, being led this way and that. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t snap myself back into the leading position.

“You know what would be fun?” she asked.

“What’s that?”

“Going dancing again,” she said with beaming eyes.

I nodded my head slowly, processing the opportunity to turn this into a second date. “Are you free tomorrow night?”

“I meant now,” she smiled.

I eyed the time. It was only 5:45 PM. “I don’t think the clubs will open for a few more hours. But, uh, maybe we can just chat for another hour… and fifteen minutes—and then after your function, we can meet up and go dancing? We’ll just call it… a second date.” I smiled.

She shook her head. “Let’s go now,” she said. “I know a place we can go.”

My heart fluttered. “W—What about your function?”

She waved her hand. “Never mind that—I wasn’t really wanting to go anyway. This is a perfect excuse out of it.” She hopped to her feet. Now, we were on our way to her ‘spot’—a place where you could dance, apparently, at 6:00 PM on a Tuesday.

It wasn’t far. It was a pub, two blocks away. There was an area where the tables were cleared. Now, some older couples were filtering in to eat dinner. “Here?” I asked.

“I’ll just ask them to turn the music up a bit,” she said.

I eyed the bar after catching another glimpse of her sausage, packed tightly in her pants, unabashedly exposed as if it was just hanging out in the open. The hostess noticed it instantly and paused, turning dark red. “We want a table by the dance floor,” Brie said with a warm smile.

“O—Okay,” said the hostess, and she got a couple of menus.

On the bright side, I was going to complete the first date. I could easily stretch this dance idea into an hour. I would be ‘tied’ with Lee. But that’s where the good news ended. Now, as I went to the bar to order a couple of drinks, Brie was asking the manager to turn up the music. It was a minute before the music was cranked up 25%.

I placed the drinks on our table and then she grabbed my wrist and took me to the dance floor. She giggled. She spun me, as if I was the woman. She was leading, without question, without hesitation. I gasped when she pulled me in. The music was fast, and her moves were good; she did this a lot. And it wasn’t long until we were pressed hard together, her arms up in the air, smile on her face. She wasn’t ashamed of any part of her, and that much was obvious, because her cock was rubbing against me; she surely knew it. She could surely feel it. Hell, I bet she thought it felt good, because it almost seemed like she was making a point of grinding it against me, and I was sure that I could feel it throbbing, and maybe even hardening slightly.

My God, she was humping me like a filthy dog! And I was just taking it. I was accepting it, pretending like this was just normal dancing.

I could feel the gazes of the bar regulars watching, curious, and maybe even mocking slightly. I tried to keep Brie close to me, so they wouldn’t see what she was pushing against me.

Two songs, three songs, four songs. We were starting to sweat. Her skin was getting slippery.

I was out of breath. I took a step back from her, and saw that her bulge was indeed enlarged. It had shifted in her tights. Now, it was more obvious than ever, even in that dim light. And a thought occurred to me: she was probably ensuring that I was aware of it. She was probably doing her best to make sure I knew it was there, so she could skip a topic that was probably very awkward on first dates: ‘By the way, I need to tell you that I’m trans’; I could only assume that trans girls were tasked with that topic.

Now, we were at a table: another relief, as I couldn’t see the bulge, but I knew it was there. I couldn’t stop seeing in my mind—and I swear that there was a spot of warmth left where it had touched against my thigh so much while we danced.

She was beaming, smiling, tickled with beads of sweat that make her skin glow. “That was so much fun,” she said. “You’re really fun to dance with.”

“Thanks,” I said. “You, uh, are too.” I tried to force a smile. Under any other circumstance, she would have been good to dance with… but there wasn’t a moment that her cock wasn’t touching me, and it was hard to focus on anything else. “We should do it again sometime… Maybe even tomorrow.” I perked up, trying hard to persuade her to give me that second date—and to bump Lee from her roster.”

“Tomorrow?” she asked with a giggle. “I’m a bit busy tomorrow. Maybe… Friday?”

“Oh, come on. Whatever you have tomorrow can be moved, no?”

She paused, staring into my eyes. She had a smile that seemed… guilty. She was considering, but didn’t want to crush Lee’s heart. “We’ll go dancing. We’ll get drinks. Oh—and there’s this band playing at the Vogue; they’re really cool. Blastronaught. Have you heard of them? I’ll get us tickets.”

She squirmed. She bit her lip. I had her on the hook; now, I just had to reel her in.

“I really can’t,” she said. “I made a promise. What about… Thursday? After work again.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I thought about pushing harder, to push Lee out of the equation entirely. But I had to play fair—and I didn’t want to seem to aggressive.

“Thursday is fine,” I said.

“Let’s dance again,” she said, and she took my hand again. Now, the pub was busy, and getting busier by the minute. She led me to the dance floor and we got right back to it. I tried to ignore the bulge rubbing against me. I tried to ignore that throbbing warmth, but it was impossible to ignore.

During one song, which was a slower song, I swear to you that she was hard: erect against my thigh and abdomen, grinding up and down. And I worried at times that she was going to burst in those tight leggings.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


The date went for four hours, just as it supposedly had with Lee. I felt good about my chances. I smiled at her as we left the bar. I’d had a few drinks, but the liquor wasn’t enough to blur the bulge. It was still on my mind, still clouding my thoughts in my head.

And behind the mental ‘bulge’ was the image of that money. The combination of the two made natural conversation a near-impossibility.

We arrived at the front of her apartment. She smiled at me, grasping her hands together behind her back, as if she was waiting for something. I knew what it was, but I wasn’t planning to give it. I could stretch three dates without a kiss. I could deny that kiss, and maybe even use that denial to tease her and make her crave me even more.

But she had other plans…

“I can’t wait until Thursday,” I said. “Tonight was fun.”

She blinked a few times, still waiting.

“Goodnight, Brie.” I nodded, smiled, awkwardly gave her a hug, and then turned to head in the other direction.

“Ian…” she said.

I turned to face her. “What is it?”

“I, uh… I don’t want to sound, like, rude, or… awkward. But I don’t know about Thursday.”

I froze up. What happened? What did I miss? Was she seriously backing out?

“What’s wrong?”

“I just think that maybe… Maybe it’s not a great idea.”

“Yes it is,” I said, tensed, heart-racing.

She blinked a few times. “Honestly… I have a sort of… rule.”

“Rule?”

She nodded her head. “I don’t really go on second dates with guys who… don’t kiss at the end of the first date.”

Fuck. Fucking fuck. I felt my heart plunge into my stomach.

Alright, I could feel the pressure building up, the city’s noise looming around us, punctuating this standoff of desires and rules. I was in a jam, torn between the ludicrous bet and my own dread towards being with this girl. Giving her a kiss was a full-blown assault on my masculinity, and its damages would be lasting.

“Rules, huh?” I managed to spit out, my brain in overdrive. “We all got them, I guess.” Everything was in overdrive, the lights glaring too much, the city sounds too abrasive.

She’s there, looking at me with eyes full of some silent demand, her hair moving slightly with the night wind. We were in a silent battle, her expectations versus my planned restraint.

“I—” The words stuck in my throat. The gamble was a tough one, a bet against my own emotions, which seemed even more confusing.

I went in. I planted my lips against hers: betraying myself entirely for that short moment… but it wasn’t such a short moment.

She slipped her hand behind my head and gently took the lead away from me. Her lips parted. Her tongue teased my lips, asking me to open, to embrace her tongue… which I did, worried an unsatisfactory kiss would eliminate me from the game.

Our tongue swirled together, and I tried not to wince as she snuggled up tight, her body against mine—her cock pushing right against my own cock. Her fingers explored my hair. The kiss continued, seemingly never-ending. She gently bit my bottom lip an pulled back before moving in again. I tried to match her energy, desperately trying to maintain the same enthusiasm.

Finally, it ended with her gently leaning back. She was biting her lip, red in the cheeks. She had a sultry look in her eyes. She looked into my eyes for a short moment before saying, “Thursday… I can’t wait.” She let out a blushing smile. I nodded my head, and then said nothing as I slipped away.

The date was over. The game was tied, 1-1. But Lee still had the slight advantage of having the ball, so to speak.
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Let’s talk about the kiss—because it plagued me ruthlessly for the next twenty-four hours. First, I kept replaying it in my mind. The taste of her lips refused to leave my mouth—but it wasn’t a bad taste. What really threw my brain into a loop of confusion was how soft her lips were; it seemed so unnatural that lips could be that soft when belonging to a biological male. I tried to rationalize the dread looming inside of me by saying, ‘Maybe the lips of men and women aren’t really that different’, but I wasn’t so sure that gave me any peace of mind.

Her tongue had been in my mouth—and it wasn’t long before I began to wrestle with that particular dread: to think that the tongue of a biological man had been inside of my mouth. No part of any man had ever been inside of me, unless you count the gloved dentist’s fingers inspecting my molars—and even that sometimes feels like harassment. I kept reassuring myself that she was a woman; she took feminine hormones, wore feminine clothes, used feminine products… Her tongue was probably just as feminine as any other girl’s tongue that had been in my mouth. I mean—what’s really the difference?

Maybe there was no difference, but the dread wouldn’t go away. I couldn’t sleep.

Then came another issue that was possibly worse than the aforementioned: I kept revisiting the kiss with rose-tinted glasses, so to speak. I enjoyed the kiss more than I would like to admit. She was a great kisser. If a biological woman kissed me like that, I would probably have proposed to her on the spot!

But Brie was not a biological woman. In fact, Josh told me that Brie had only been ‘Brie’ for a matter of a few years. Her schooling experience was as a male—and even the first part of her adulthood was male. So just how ‘female’ was she really? It wasn’t such a simple concept to reconcile.

Oh—and there came another issue that hit me like a wall of bricks. Brie had a rule: no second dates unless the first date ended with a kiss. Lee had booked his second date long before I went on my first… so did Lee kiss Brie? Did they share the same passion that exuded our kiss? Did Lee put his tongue into Brie’s mouth? Did the tongue that explored my mouth previously explore Lee’s mouth? Sure, the kisses would have been many days apart… but still, it seemed like an assault. I felt strangely violated. Was that fair?

I had no idea if any of my thoughts or hesitations were fair; but does it really matter if they’re fair? Do feelings need to be ‘fair’ in order to be valid? I couldn’t change how I felt.

I had to keep my mind on the money. I had two dates to go, and then this was all over with.


CHAPTER 7
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Iwas not a ‘smoker’, but I did smoke the occasional cigarette when I needed to calm down. The other option was to take prescription anxiety pills; I hated that idea. Anyway—Lee knew that I smoked from time to time, and he had a hunch that I would go out for a smoke the morning after my date with Brie, because he was there, outside of my building, hands in his pockets. “Finally,” he said. “I thought you were never coming out.”

“Were you just waiting for me?” I asked, keeping my distance, sensing danger in a strange way. There was a tension in the way that he held himself, like a crook about to pull out a weapon.

“I haven’t been here long,” he said. “I wanted to talk to you, and I figured it would be better to talk in person, and not through the group chat.”

“You could have called me, or messaged me outside of the group chat.”

“In-person is better,” he said. “You going on a second date?”

I nodded.

“When?”

“Thursday,” I said. I considered not telling him, but I didn’t want to send him into a panic. I didn’t want him to put in any more effort than he was already expending.

He smirked. “So you kissed her then?”

“I did what I had to do.”

“I talked to her this morning,” he said. “We spoke on the phone for about thirty minutes.” He had a big smirk now, as if he was rubbing this detail in my face.

“That’s cool,” I said.

He had a pale look on his face, as if he hadn’t slept. His eyes were dark. He looked… angry, though I wasn’t sure why.

“I have a proposal,” he said after a long moment of brooding.

“What is it?” I asked, still keeping my distance.

“We finish our dates—in whatever order, it’s irrelevant. Then, we just share the money. We put an end to this… battle.” His eyes were intense now.

And now I was the one grinning. Why would he propose such a deal if he thought that he had such an advantage?

“I like the bet,” I said. “I’m having fun. Aren’t you?”

Somehow, his body became even more tense. He pressed his lips then, and then he forced a smile. “I was trying to be nice. I was just trying to share a bit of money with you. I should have mentioned first that I already have our third date lined up; breakfast tomorrow morning. And, if I’m not mistaken, that’s… before your second date.” His grin grew large.

“Breakfast, huh?”

He smiled. “A breakfast date,” he said. “Who doesn’t love a breakfast date?”

“Well if that’s true, I guess you’re going to win,” I said. “So why would you even want to share the cash?”

“I was trying to be kind,” he said—but I wasn’t buying it. I think the breakfast date was a lie. I think he was scrambling for an advantage, and now, he’d shown his cards. And on top of that, he’d given me an idea. I could ask her to go for breakfast with me in the morning after our second date. This whole thing would be over in the next forty-eight hours.

I puffed my smoke and then tossed it. “It was nice seeing you this morning, Lee,” I smiled.

He stared at me, eyes still dark. He watched me go, but his dark, brooding eyes left me with a discomfort that I can’t quite explain. I can only describe those eyes as eyes that knew the end was near, like a man who had seen some angel bringing terrible news of future catastrophe. A part of me was even worried that Lee was considering horrible things. No—I wasn’t expecting him to attempt to kill me… but playing dirty was likely his next move.

And it didn’t take much thinking before I came to the conclusion that he was possibly going to make a big risk, outing me to my family and friends, telling the world that I’d kissed a trans woman, that I’d wrapped my tongue around the tongue of a biological man, and I was going on a second date with that same questionable character.

I had another fear; that Lee had been there. Now, I couldn’t help but feel that his eyes had been watching me last night… maybe even filming me. Maybe he had a spy there to make sure that I was playing by the rules. Maybe his spy heard me trying to convince her to skip her date with Lee to go out with me. I didn’t break any rules; I didn’t disparage Lee… but Lee was clearly furious about something. He was nervous about something.

I knew that, now, I had to play it safe moving forward. I had to watch my every move.

And I had to consider the possibility that Lee was telling me the truth: that my second date was totally pointless; maybe he really did have a breakfast date after his dinner date, and I was embarrassing myself for nothing.

Maybe I should have taken his offer to split the cash. I had another opportunity too, when he called a couple of hours later. “Let’s talk this out again,” he said. “I don’t think we came to a good agreement. I don’t mind splitting the cash.”

“I don’t want to split the cash,” I told him, and maybe it was a stubborn response, because I would have happily split the cash—especially if I properly had considered the offer he was now making. “I talked to Brie for a while earlier… If I told her to just lie to Josh about seeing us, she would do it.”

“You asked her?” I said, thinking that he’d broken the rules.

“No,” he said. “I just get that vibe from her. Maybe I would even give her a small piece of the cash.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea. As far as we know, she’s already in on this with Josh.” I didn’t think that it was true, but I figured it was worth giving him a scare. He was silent for a moment.

“I’m just trying to help you,” he said to me, though I could hear him pushing those words past clenched teeth.

“Alright, Lee,” I said. “I have to get to work.” And I hung up on him.


CHAPTER 8
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The plan was to meet at a newer club in town. I chose the place based on one detail: the place was notoriously dimly lit. It wouldn’t matter what she was wearing; it would be too dim in the club for anyone to see her package—and that small detail would get me through the night.

I went into that date with a great deal of anxiety for two reasons: one, because this ‘bet’ was still ongoing and I still had to make a good enough impression to woo her into a third date—and that date needed to be sooner than Lee’s date. But the big looming uncertainty was that we hadn’t received any update from Lee regarding his second date, which had supposedly taken place the night before.

Josh had asked in the group chat: “How was the night?”

But Lee didn’t respond—which could have meant many things. Maybe the date didn’t happen; maybe Brie cancelled on Lee and the date had been postponed. Maybe she outright cancelled and told him that she wasn’t into him. Or maybe the date had gone so well, Lee and Brie were indisposed all night and into the morning. Maybe that third date had already happened, and now, Lee was just teasing me by allowing me to go on that date with Brie, even though the bet was technically over.

My plan, of course, was to get some clues from Brie, so shortly after we met up and got into line, I posed the question: “How was your night?”

“Fine,” she smiled.

“Get up to anything?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing much.” But I couldn’t help but notice that her cheeks were now a shade of pink. I started reading into the blushing reaction, now terrified that she was insinuating the worst: that she’d had such a grand time with Lee that she took him home, slept with him, and then subsequently gone on that dreaded breakfast date.

“Do anything this morning?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Breakfast, and then work,” she said.

“Get anything good for breakfast?” I asked.

She giggled, and then her cheeks flushed red again. Why was she blushing? Had Lee already won?

“Why are you so interested in what I ate for breakfast?” she asked, looking away swiftly, just as the bouncer waved us forward. Before we slipped into the nightclub, I noticed the bulge in her minidress: that unmissable bulge, which was curved like a banana against her thigh. The tip of that long snake was awfully close to the edge of that short minidress; if she would have so much as raised her arms into the air, it would have been enough to let that heavy piece of meat fall out into the open.

But the dimness of the club brought the relief I wanted; once the lights were dimmed, I couldn’t see it… but knew it was there, especially once we started dancing: that thick sausage rubbing against me. I swear I could even feel her foreskin peeling back when we really got into it.

“I’m having fun,” she told me after a couple of dances. We were starting to get sweaty.

“Same,” I smiled. And honestly, it was fun, once I managed to get over the cock that kept pushing against me. Maybe, in a weird way, I was starting to get used to it; it no longer took me by surprise. I went into each dance anticipating it, and with each dance, it lost a little bit more of that ‘shockingness’.

We had a few drinks. I found myself loosening up, and conversing with her the way I wanted to on our first date. I opened up with her about personal details—family stuff, school stuff. We talked about our childhoods. She opened up for the first time about being male as a child; we talked a bit about it. “I never felt like a boy,” she said. “I was like a girl in boy clothes.” She showed me some pictures on her phone, and those pictures were totally strange; I almost wished I hadn’t seen them. The image of her as a sixteen-year-old boy with a bit of dark facial fuzz stuck in my head. And when I looked at her at the right angle, I could almost see that boyish face.

She’d had a bit of work done; her nose was different: slimmer, softer. Her jawline had been modified slightly; was that hormones or an operation? There was something else about her face that had changed, though I couldn’t quite put my finger on it—maybe it was her cheekbones, or her forehead…

She asked me, “What do you think of dating a trans girl?”

I froze up. It was a question I was hoping to avoid. “It’s fine.”

She laughed. “Fine?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I—I haven’t really thought much about it, to be honest.”

“But you know that I’m trans, right?” she asked.

I stuttered, worried about saying the wrong thing. Then, she started laughing. “I know you know,” she said. “I’m just toying with you.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a wave of relief as well as an awkward jolt.

“What would your parents think?” she asked, now leaning closer.

The conversation was getting deeper. But to be fair, these are the questions that need to be asked before going any further. She would use these answers to determine compatibility—and to determine whether it was worth a third date. So I answered carefully. “My parents are a bit old-school, but they aren’t crazy. I don’t think they would necessarily feel one way or another about it.”

She smiled.

“And what about kids? Obviously, I can’t have kids…”

“There are alternatives,” I said.

“So you want kids?”

I saw her eyes gleam, and I had to think hard: what answer was she looking for? I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath in. What would a politician say?

I thought for a moment, but ultimately decided to just tell her the truth; my truth had just as much chance at being her desired answer as any lie—and I didn’t want to sound uncertain with an answer like, ‘I don’t know yet’. “I want kids one day,” I said.

“Me too,” she said with a soft smile.

My heart skipped a beat. It was another point in my column.

“How many?” she asked.

Again—I thought about lying to sound as universally appealing as possible… but ultimately chose to just tell her the truth. “I’ve always wanted a big family. Like, at least four kids.”

“Me too,” she said with flashing eyes.

I asked her what her parents thought of her transition. “They aren’t happy about it, so they don’t really talk to me anymore,” she said. “But I think they’ll come around one day, when they see that I’m happier.”

“I hope so,” I said. “You do seem very happy.”

She giggled. “Thanks.”

We danced more. We had another drink. Then, we made more ‘compatibility’ discussion. “Where would you live, if you could live anywhere?”

“A small farm house,” I said truthfully. “Outside of the city.”

“That would be so cute,” she said. Again, her eyes flashed.

We went back to the dance floor, we talked more, we drank more, we danced more. It was getting later and later. Then, in the middle of a dance, I looked into her eyes, knew there would be no third date without a good kiss—so I saw my opportunity and took it. I leaned in and our lips locked. This time, I knew more-or-less what to expect. Our tongues played together. She playfully bit my lip. She grinded up against me, almost as if to show me that she was erect, aroused. “We should get out of here,” she said with batting lashes, and I knew she meant sex.

I paused for a moment. “What do you think, uh, about taking it slow?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked, turning slightly pale.

“You know… With sex. Let’s not rush into it.”

“We can just go back to my place and see where things go,” she said. She bit her lip; she wanted to fuck. And that was a line I wasn’t willing to cross. I’d been on the dance floor with her, and she liked to lead. In conversation, she liked to lead. I could only assume that in the bedroom, she was going to ‘lead’.

“I’m just…” I stuttered. “I don’t believe in sex until the fifth date. I’ve moved too quickly in the past, and I don’t want to make the same mistakes.”

She batted those long lashes. “You can make a little exception for me, no?”

“We all have our rules,” I blushed, looking down in that dim room and seeing her erection stretching through her minidress.

“My rule is that I don’t do third dates unless there was sex on the second,” she said, staring right into my eyes with a dead-seriousness; she wasn’t kidding about the rule. Would she really discard me if I didn’t put out? Was it worth taking the risk? I’d come this far…

Was the bet even still on? I hadn’t forgotten about Lee and his silence in the group-chat. There was a chance this was all for nothing.

“Come on,” she said, taking me by the hand. “Let’s get out of here.”

She had a cute look on her face. She batted those lashes again, and I knew that I had to do it if I wanted to have any chances.

Leaving the club, I was sure that I could think of some out. I could put a plug in it before it got too far—and then I could delay—just for one more date. The third date didn’t need to end with a kiss or with fucking; it just had to last two hours. I was so close to the finish line. I just had to secure another date as soon as possible.

But there was a chance she wouldn’t let that happen without fucking first. “Are you busy tomorrow morning?” I asked as we flagged down a cab.

“A bit,” she said. “Why?”

“Maybe we could get an early breakfast before you have to go to work, or whatever.” I blushed and smiled.

“Stay the night and it’s a date,” she said with a wink.

How badly did I want that cash? Would I go through with a night with Brie? What would I tell Lee and Josh? Would I lie if they asked? I couldn’t possibly admit that I slept with a trans girl. They would come up with assumptions that would never leave their minds, no matter what I told them. They would assume that I took it from her—and they all knew how big she was; she didn’t hide her size.

“It’s right here,” Brie said to the cabbie, and a moment later, we were getting out of the cab. I was running out of time. I needed to come up with some sort of excuse. How could I stay the night and win that breakfast date, without putting out?

We got into the elevator and she turned to me, throwing herself at me. There was no avoiding the kiss. Our lips locked. She pushed her lips against my neck and began to suck, making me whimper. Her hands were under my shirt, feeling my torso.

Suddenly, I had my hands on her chest, possibly just to satisfy a curiosity, to see how those breasts felt, as if it would make some sort of difference in my decision. They were a bit firm; I wouldn’t say ‘obviously’ fake, but they were fake. The size suited her. Her nipples were hard against the palms of my hands.

I let out a soft breath as she grabbed the bottom of her dress and pulled it up, so that I could see everything. She wasn’t wearing panties. Her cock was erect and her breasts were perky, nipples erect.

The elevator door opened and an old lady gasped at the sight of us. Brie just blushed, giggled, and took my hand, pulling me away from the shocked old woman.

We rushed to Brie’s apartment door. A quick key-entry got us inside. We both started laughing, and then we kept kissing. I have to admit that I enjoyed her carefree spirit. And I still had to admit that she was a great kisser. We must have kissed in her entryway for ten minutes, clothes falling to the floor. And at the end of that entryway session, she took my hand and brought it down to her shaft, curling my fingers around its warmth.

I paused. I stuttered. I looked down and saw her veiny, throbbing penis in my grip. It wasn’t nearly as shocking as I would have expected; maybe she’d just desensitized me to the thought of it over the past few days, rubbing it against me constantly, showing it off like some prized buck kill.

“Bedroom?” she asked with a whisper.

“Bedroom?” I asked, stunned, still holding her cock.

She giggled. She grabbed my hand. Now, we were heading to the bedroom. I was really running out of time now. I had to say something. I had to get out of this before I did something irreversible.

We entered her very-pink bedroom and she playfully pushed me onto her bed. Then, as I lay on my back, staring at her, she began to dance: sensually, slowly, to no music. She looked like a mysterious stripped in some Mexican dive bar. She moved her hips in an Arabic bellydancer sort of way. She remained erect the whole time. Part of her dance involved her gripping her cock and gently stroking it up and down, proving it was real by making it twitch and throb, pulling her foreskin back.

Then, she got onto the bed, standing on the mattress, looking down at me. She looked so intimidating from this angle. She winked, giggled, and then dropped to her knees, straddling my chest. She pushed her shaft down, tip against my lips, and a moment later, I was sucking. I didn’t want to do it, but I hadn’t thought of an out, and now, there was no time to think. I just closed my eyes.

It wasn’t as bad as I would have expected. It wasn’t gross in any way, other than mentally. The longer my eyes were closed, the more I began to conjure the dreadful image of a man in my mind, pushing his hairy cock into my mouth. So I opened my eyes and relaxed when I saw a beautiful young woman: perky tits, long blonde hair, adorable freckles. Now, I was watching her as she gently thrusted her cock in and out of my mouth.

Saliva ran down my chin. I felt her fat tip pushing against the roof of my mouth. The smell of her perfume made everything better; it erased all of the terrible ideas in my head that were trying to erase my masculinity. The sight of her feminine body and the smell of that perfume made me realize that I was indeed with a woman.

Though questions came into my head again a moment later when she slid down and fell upon me, kissing me while gently grinding her cock against mine. I was erect, which took me by surprise.

She spat on her hand and reached down, massaging my cock with her slicked hand for a minute before guiding my tip to her anus. She sat and moaned, letting me penetrate her. We kissed more. She threw her head back and then took my hand, making me jerk her off; I didn’t mind, though I must admit it was a bit strange.

I thought that would be it; I thought I would make it through the next few minutes and then that would be that—but this, to her, was still foreplay.

“Are you ready?” she asked, which I thought was a strange question to ask once I’d already penetrated her.

“Yeah,” I said.

She smiled. She rose up, letting my shaft slip out from her anus. Then, she spat on her hand and performed a familiar ritual, this time on her own cock. Slicked, she pushed it between my butt cheeks. She commanded me to spread my legs out—and for some reason, I did it.

I must have been pale. I must have looked absolutely stunned. I was frozen as she pushed into me. I closed my eyes and gasped, but opened my eyes quickly for the same reason as before.

I looked at her pretty titties. I looked at her cute freckles. I took a deep breath of her intoxicating perfume, because I needed those feminine reminders in that moment—more than I ever needed them before.

“You’re so tight,” she moaned.

“You’re so hot,” I whispered.

She smiled and then she giggled, and then she was thrusting into me—soft at first, but her cock was so big that it wasn’t easy to take. I clenched and strained and moaned. She pumped me a bit harder after a moment—and then harder, and then harder. She reached my arms out and pinned them to the mattress. “I want to make you cum,” she told me.

“It’s so tight,” I groaned, throwing my head left and right.

“Stop clenching,” she said. “Just enjoy it.”

It took a lot of focus, but I managed to take her advice. I relaxed my anus, and suddenly it didn’t feel so bad. I took a deep breath. Now, she was thrusting hard and fast. “Fuck!” I cried out.

A drop of her sweat fell onto my chin. I moaned louder. She was moaning.

She fucked me for twenty straight minutes without slowing down for a moment. By the end, we were both drenched in sweat, blankets scrunched up in piles around our damp bodies. The nearby window was literally steamed up. Then, she came—and when I looked down to see the sight of her deep inside of me, I saw that my stomach was already spewed with cum. Her thrusting had made me cum, and now I was just stunned as my asshole filled with gushes of her warm ejaculation.

She fell on me and we both remained limp for another ten minutes until we had the energy to kiss again.

More sex, more panting, more sweat, more cum. It was 4:00 AM when we finally agreed a shower was a good idea. We showered together. We kissed in the shower.

Then, I remembered how we defined a date with Lee and Josh. Spending four hours together did not count as a a pair of two-hour dates. We had agreed that a date needed to have at least eight hours of rest before the next, otherwise it was just one date.

A panic crept in. It was late now. Breakfast was about eight hours away. I needed to leave and come back so that I wouldn’t get dinged by a detail in the rules that I’d stupidly overlooked while planning my scheme.

“Brie?” I called out from the bedroom. She was still finishing up in the shower.

“Yeah?”

“I just remembered that I need to get home,” I said, biting my tongue.

“Oh,” she said, poking her head out. “Is, uh, everything okay?”

“I was supposed to send these files to my boss. I totally forgot. They’re on a hard drive next to my computer. I’ll just fire them off tonight, and then I’ll come back here tomorrow and pick you up for breakfast. Or, let’s say brunch—12:00 PM?”

“Um, okay,” she said. “I guess that’s fine.” She looked upset. She wanted to spend the night with me, but I couldn’t lose the bet over some small detail.

I slipped my pants on. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”


CHAPTER 9
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The night air was chilly, almost frigid. I was a block away when I stopped to look back at her building.

I hated that I was leaving her alone. A weird nagging inside of me was telling me to go back—screw the bet, screw the details… But I couldn’t just give up eight-thousand dollars.

I kept staring at the building. Maybe I could tell her to just tell Josh, if he asked, that I left that night; but I didn’t want to tell her that we were just using her for our own entertainment

Though now, I was starting to wonder if that was what I was doing. Was I just using her? Was this really just about that money? I was fairly sure that Lee had already beat me to that third date, yet I was still going back to her, and I was still planning to get brunch with her at noon the next day.

There were thoughts in my head that were new: images of her in a different light. I started brewing up fantasies that hadn’t existed before. Why did I want to go back to her so badly? Did I really enjoy the sex that much?

It was more than sex. I liked Brie beyond the bedroom. The only reason I went into her bedroom was because I found myself fancying her. She was fun to hang out with. The night at the club was one of the more fun nights I could remember.

I kept staring at that building.

There was a nagging inside of me. If Lee had already crossed the finish line before me, did that mean… that he already had a night like this with Brie? Was I getting Lee’s sloppy seconds? Was my passionate night with Brie not as personal as I’d assumed?

A sick feeling crept into my stomach. Did Brie just do this with all of the guys who took her out? I mean—she did say that she didn’t see a guy for a third date unless they were intimate on the second, so maybe this wasn’t as special as I originally thought.

No—I couldn’t believe it; I saw that look in her eyes. I saw the way her face beamed in that elevator. This was special. This meant something.

I decided to go back to her—and I had no plans of getting her to lie to Josh. Brunch just wouldn’t be our third date; maybe we would meet again to go dancing, or to see a show. And if Lee beat me to the finish line—so be it, but I was sure that if I went back to her and spent the night with her, she wouldn’t want to spend time with any other man.

Maybe Lee had already beaten me for the money, but I was going to win the real prize.

I made my way back into her building; I didn’t even have to buzz up, because the door had been left propped open with a small piece of wood—it must have been there when I left, and I hadn’t noticed it.

I got into the elevator, now with Brie in my mind in a new light: a rose-colored haze, beautiful, inviting, fun, carefree. I wanted to be with her, even if it meant losing out on the cash.

Down the hall, her door was slightly ajar. Had I left it that way? My heart skipped a beat. Suddenly, I considered a horrible idea: that she invited some neighbour to fool around with her in my absence. Maybe I hadn’t left her fully satisfied…

I gently pushed the door open, and I was about to call out for her, but I suddenly sensed a terrible tension: a silent distress that made my skin turn cold.

I couldn’t even muster up a sound. I instantly considered calling the police—but what could I say? ‘I have a bad feeling here!’ They would laugh me off.

So I crept forward. I saw her opened bedroom door, and a shifting shadow inside. I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I detoured to a closet that had a curtain for a door. Carefully, I slipped in and found something I could use in an emergency battle: a baseball bat, signed by a couple of the Toronto Blue Jays. I clenched it firmly and continued towards the bedroom.

Then, I saw a figure, looming over Brie’s bed. It wasn’t Brie. It was a dark figure, in a menacing pose, holding what appeared to be a large knife.

I didn’t hesitate; I took my opportunity before I was spotted. Brie was within slashing distance, and I couldn’t let her get slashed or stabbed. The bat struck the side of the man’s head, and he went down, dropping the knife. I kicked that knife away as the man squirmed, not quite able to regain himself. He was half knocked-out, probably with a decent concussion. “Call the cops!” I said to Brie, and I tossed her my phone.

Then, I looked down, prepared to hold the man captive until the police arrive—and that’s when I saw that I was looking at Lee. He had blood on the corner of hip lip. He coughed and stuttered before saying, “It’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair? What are you doing here? Why are you holding a knife to Brie’s throat!?”

“I love her and you don’t!” he snapped. “And she… she doesn’t give two fucks about me!”

He coughed more blood, making me realize that I’d hit him a lot harder than I realized. He tried to reach for the knife, but his hand was trembling. He couldn’t have wielded a knife now if he wanted to; he needed a doctor.

“So what were you going to do, Lee?” I said.

“I—I was going to kill her,” he admitted, though I think it was an admission made half-unconsciously. I don’t think he knew what he was saying, and I don’t think that admission could be used in a court of law under the circumstances. “I can’t live in a world that isn’t fair. I—I was going to kill her, and I was going to kill myself!”

Maybe it was the truth; maybe I returned at the right moment. I could smell a tinge of booze: whiskey, which Brie and I hadn’t consumed that night.

“Wait… Lee?” Brie said, after putting the phone down (the police already on their way).

“You led me on,” Lee growled.

“We met for twenty minutes!” Brie said. “You hardly said a word, and then we parted ways. What on earth are you talking about!?”

“The way you looked at me,” he growled, squirming. “You made me think you loved me.”

“That was in your head. There’s a reason I told you no to a second date, Lee!”

I looked at Lee, watching his face redden as his lies were exposed. He said nothing more, blacking out—maybe from booze, maybe from blood loss. We scrambled to put pressure on the wound on his head, which I’d created with the bat. I felt bad about it, but it was necessary.

The police arrived and paramedics came shortly after. It was a long night of giving statements. Police even reached out to Josh after I gave them the whole story.

Brie heard the whole story, and turned pale when I revealed that it started as a bet. Then, police took her away from me, to speak with her in private, to ensure that the stories matched up. I didn’t see Brie again that night, but I assumed the worst: I assumed the revelation meant the end of our relationship.


CHAPTER 10
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Iwon’t bog you down with the details of the rest of that night. I didn’t see Brie again. Once the police released me, satisfied with my statement, Brie had already been taken home. The police didn’t offer me the same gratuity, making me walk. I needed the walk. I needed the time to process everything.

It was 7:00 AM and sunny by the time I got home. I was tired, but couldn’t sleep. I put my head on the pillow and tossed. I couldn’t sleep, but I knew I had to.

Finally, I dozed, until my phone buzzed. I blinked a few times, half-expecting to see a message from Josh… but it was Brie.

Before reading the message, I saw the time. It was noon.

“What happened to our brunch date?” she asked.

“Are we still doing that?” I said.

“Not if you don’t want to.”

“I do. I’m on my way now.”

I jumped out of bed. I was stunned, half-expecting to walk into a trap, expecting her to rip into me for using her for our bet. But when I pulled up to her building, she was smiling, looking cute in a small dress, with skin-toned leggings. She got into my car and said, “Nice to see you. Sorry last night was such a rough ride.”

“No, I’m sorry,” I said. “I want to clear this whole thing up. It started out as a bet—but that’s not how I feel about you.”

“I know,” she said.

“You do?”

She smiled and nodded. “Of course. I can tell that you like me, Ian. You don’t exactly hide your emotions.” She giggled.

“You’re not upset?”

“Maybe a little… but bets like that… it’s stuff I’m used to. People sometimes use me as a joke. I just take it in stride. You have to.”

“Well, I want to say sorry regardless.”

She smiled. “Thanks, Ian. Now let’s get some brunch.”

“Deal.”

“We’re meeting with some friends of mine. Is that okay? You don’t mind meeting my friends, do you?”

“Not at all,” I smiled, though I was a bit nervous, blushing as I looked towards the road.

The diner was five minutes up the road. We parked and walked in holding hands. Then, there at the table, Brie’s friends waved to us. I knew one of them well: Josh.

He was holding a girl’s hand—a ring on her finger: Josh’s fiancee. And I could see that she was trans—not to say that it was obvious, but there were some telltale signs: her Adam’s apple, for one, and her brow-line. When she introduced herself, the voice was also a giveaway, but that’s not to say that she wasn’t beautiful. She was quite pretty.

Josh was blushing, still getting used to the fact that he was now engaged to a trans woman. As I sat down, I realized that his intent with this whole bet wasn’t just for his own entertainment; it was his way of warming me up to the idea of being comfortable with a trans woman. Maybe, deep down, he knew that I would connect with Brie.

I can only speculate the intent, but I can assure you that the intent was good. Josh’s cheeky grin suggested that he possibly got kick out of the whole thing—but he did it for me, and he did it for Brie, and maybe he did it so that he would have some support in this whole thing.

I couldn’t blame him.

And Brie had a cheeky sort of smile as well; maybe she was complicit in some of this as well—or maybe Josh had just been giving her updates. Oh well—I wasn’t mad at them; I was just thrilled that it turned into what it had turned into: a bright future with a beautiful young woman, who liked me just as much as I liked her.

THE END
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