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CHRISTMAS TRAP

Cindy has always been upfront with guys about the fact she used to be a man. But every time she tells a guy her secret, she gets the same reaction: a combination of disgust and shock. Her family has started to worry about her failing love life, and she’s starting to think she’s destined to be alone forever.

Until one day she decides to try something different—keeping her reality a secret with the cute guy who owns a little bookstore near her home.


CHAPTER I

Of course I knew there would be challenges—literally everyone told me there would be challenges: my parents, my friends, the doctors, even random strangers in waiting rooms. And I believed them. But I don’t think I fully realized what they meant when they said, “Expect people to call you a girl, but don’t expect people to look at you like a girl.”

Maybe I thought that I would be the exception, that people would see me and say, “Hey, that’s a girl, regardless of whether she’s always been a girl.” That was probably some wishful thinking on my part. But I knew I could look the part. Even before I started taking the hormones, I could look like a damn-convincing girl. With a dress and a bit of makeup, I’d already convinced countless people. Unless I told someone that I was born a man, they would have no idea, and they would look at me like a girl.

But when I told them that I was born with a penis instead of a vagina, that look would change. No matter how convincing I was, no matter how much hotter I was than all the other girls in the room, they looked at me like a man—a transgender at best. I was a transgender, so I suppose I can’t complain. But I wanted to be a girl—hence the transition.

I didn’t let it bother me like it bothered some of the trans-friends I met at the support group they made me go to (if you want to transition, they make you consult with a therapist, and it isn’t until the therapist gives the docs a green light that you can start the hormones. My therapist wanted me to go to the damn support group meetings). Some of my friends would bitch nonstop about it. Some of them said that they’d stopped telling people. As far as they were concerned, they were girls—it was no one else’s business what they were before.

I couldn’t quite bring myself to agree with them. Even if I didn’t have my cock anymore, I still couldn’t agree with them. I tried it once—not telling a guy who asked me out for a whole week. We went on three dates before I told him. It was when he was going in to kiss me that I spilled the beans. The guilt was just too heavy. Long story short, I didn’t get that kiss. It would have been my first kiss ever—I didn’t want my first kiss ever to be under controversial circumstances. We didn’t go on another date. He stopped answering my text messages.

I made a point of telling people from the start. It didn’t work out so well for me. I always got that look—the one that was reserved for male disdain, a look men only give each other when they’re pissed off. It’s hard to explain, but I knew it too well. It’s better than the look I would have gotten had I let them find out on their own.

Sure, I was upset about it, but I knew it wasn’t fair to be upset. Like I said, everyone warned me—literally everyone. The fact of the matter is, you can’t expect to change the way a person thinks. And you can’t criticize a person for thinking a certain way. After all, I couldn’t offer guys the same things that biological women could offer them—a pussy, potential children, and so on. Even if I went through with the full sex reassignment surgery, I still couldn’t give them babies—and biologically speaking, isn’t that the whole point?

So I kept to my morals, telling every guy that chatted me up for more than ten minutes. Occasionally I ran into a guy that was into it—too into it. It was like a fetish for some people—closet homosexuals, maybe, I don’t know. As soon as they found out, they were trying to convince me to go home with them, to mess around. I noticed a trend with these kinds of guys—they were always married. Not the kind of guys for me…

But I didn’t have many other options. Some of my trans friends told me to just go for it, go home with the guys so that I could at least have a bit of fun. But I don’t think what those guys had planned would be any fun for me. I wasn’t interested in being anyone’s kinky experiment.

“Then you really need to go through with the surgery and just not tell the guy you’re with, unless you know for a fact he’ll be okay with it,” one of my friends said to me.

But I wasn’t sure about the surgery. I’d seen photos of the aftermath and I was far from convinced. Not to mention, the whole procedure scared the hell out of me. It didn’t seem natural. Why couldn’t I be a girl with a cock instead of a pussy? What was the big deal, even? It’s just skin. I still had a hole that guys were welcome to plug. Unfortunately, other people didn’t see it the same way. To them, it was simple: a cock means you’re a dude.

I was convinced that I would eventually find a guy who was different, who would love me regardless of what was between my legs—not because I lied to him and not because he wanted to indulge in some freaky fantasy.

That’s what I told myself anyway, but reality had other plans for me.

Two years went by with me telling guys upfront. I never went on another date. And every time a guy came up to chat with me at a bar or at the dog park, I was a tiny bit closer to keeping my mouth shut. I just wanted to feel romanced. Everyone else in the world got to experience romance. Why was I so different? If they liked what they saw, and they liked talking to me, why did the organs matter?

It was a late November evening and I was waiting for some friends at a bus stop when a guy came up to talk to me. He was so handsome—maybe slightly Latino. He had a nice even stubble beard, chiselled features, and thick arms. His eyes were a tremendous blue colour. “I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but I saw you from across the street and you’re absolutely stunning.” My heart throbbed.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Are you single? I hope I’m not being too upfront with you. I would love to take you out on a date—just a coffee.” His smile was heart melting. He looked like a character from some cheesy romance movie. And I wanted so badly to just lie to him, tell him that I was just a normal chick. What was the harm in it? I could just go on a little date with him—maybe two little dates. I could kiss him and leave it at that, just so that I could feel a little bit of romance in my life.

But I couldn’t do it. After talking for a few minutes with the handsome stranger, I forced myself to say it. “Full disclosure, I’m a transgender,” I said. And I watched as his face became pale and his gaze turned inward. It was an obvious deal breaker. I may as well have told him that I was a crazed murderer or something. He told me he had a bus to catch and he walked away without looking back.

So everyone was right—there were challenges, and there would be challenges for the rest of my life. And I was starting to think that being a woman meant being celibate for the rest of me life.


CHAPTER II

A few days after my awkward encounter with the stranger at the bus stop, I found myself at the bar with some friends. I was trying to explain to them how handsome he was. They didn’t seem to believe me as they all forced smiles and nodded their heads. “I wish I would have taken a picture to prove it,” I said.

“You should have just not told him. It’s none of his business,” Carol said to me. Carol didn’t tell guys that she was trans. And she was like me, still with her downstairs intact. She claimed that most guys were into it once they found out about it—as long as they found out about it while they were being intimate. I had a hard time believing it, based on my own experiences with telling guys about my secret. But maybe it takes a bit of making out and some heavy petting to sway them towards the dark side. Maybe she was right about keeping it a secret.

Though she wasn’t in a relationship. She was basically just a booty call for a number of guys. But at least she had that. What did I have? I had a phone full of numbers that were given to me before the guys knew what was between my legs. I’m sure I was blocked by every single one of them by now.

“I don’t know…” I said. Just entertaining the thought of not saying anything filled me with guilt. Did people not have the right to know? Was it really none of their business?

“Just try it,” Carol said, and then she started to look around the bar. Her scanning stopped and her face lit up. She turned to me and smiled. “See that cute guy over there? Try it with him. I guarantee you he’ll be into you.”

“You mean, don’t tell him that I’m trans?” I said.

“Yeah, don’t tell him. Just go up to him and ask him how his night is going. Let him take the lead. He’ll probably buy you a drink or two. Go home with him.”

“But what if I piss him off? What if he sees what I’ve got and he gets angry?” I asked.

“He won’t. Guys never do. They’re all secretly a little bit gay—believe me. At worst, he’ll make you promise not to tell anyone and then he’ll only let you suck his dick.”

My heart throbbed. I didn’t like anything about it. Even before I rose to my feet, I felt deceitful. I felt like I was doing something that should have been illegal, though I don’t know why it should have been illegal. I still couldn’t answer my own question: why was it any of his business? But somehow, I felt like it was his business. I felt like there was no benefit to being secretive and shady, the way Carol wanted me to be.

But I stood up anyway. I was tired of living without men in my life. I was tired of being in my twenties and having never kissed a boy before. I’d never even felt a guy’s muscles before, and I have to admit, I wanted to.

I started walking towards him. My heart was aflutter. A cold buzzing ran up and down my body, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand upright. I tried to control my breathing, but the more I tried, the more sporadic it became. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to try to get with a man without telling him about my cock?

My toe hit the edge of a chair and I jumped to the side, so I wouldn’t fall over the guy sitting there. But I ended up jumping into a waitress, making her throw her tray of beers aside. It all happened so quickly, but in super-slow-motion at the same time. I watched as those beers crashed down on a little table where a guy was sitting. Within a second, he was soaked with four pints of lager.

I felt the colour drain from my face as I looked down at him. He was expressionless, probably not yet sure of what had just happened. He looked down at his lap and raised up his arms. Beer ran off his sleeves as if he was emerging from the ocean. He looked up at me and said, “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

He was a scruffy-looking guy, with shaggy hair and a week’s worth of facial hair. He was kind of cute, and really pissed off. “I’m sorry,” I said, taking a half step back. Everyone in the bar was looking at me now, including the stud that I was on my way to talk to. “I’ll pay for your dry-cleaning.”

“Dry-cleaning? It’s a hoodie drenched in beer, not a suit drenched in wine.” Her took his sleeve and rung it out, making beer splash on the ground. “This is just great.”

“I said I was sorry,” I said.

He looked up at me. “Okay,” he said, and then he looked back down at his lap. He stood up. There was half an inch of beer floating on his seat. “Nice…”

“Is there anything I can do?” I asked.

“You could keep on standing there—that would be tremendously helpful. Just keeping standing there watching. It’s really making everything better.”

“I said I was sorry.”

“You mentioned that.” He looked around and waved over his waitress. “Hey, can I just get my bill, please?”

“Let me pay for your bill,” I said, feeling stupider and stupider.

“Don’t bother.”

I wanted to run to the bathroom and hide until he was gone. Sure, he was being a massive dickhead, but I still felt terrible. I was still responsible for drenching him in ice-cold beer. I went to a nearby table and grabbed all of the napkins. I returned to the man and handed him the napkins.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

“I don’t know—”

“—Just get out of here, already, would you?” I wanted to hate him for being an asshole. But how could I not feel bad as I watched him pick his phone out from a giant puddle of beer? It looked like a brand new phone, and now it wasn’t turning on.

“You should put it in rice,” I said.

“You should walk away already. I don’t know what your deal is.” He wiped the phone off on his chest and he tried turning it on again. It still didn’t work. Next, he picked his wallet out from the puddle. He turned it upside down to let the stream of beer pour out of it.

I wanted to apologize again, but I knew he didn’t want to hear it. I looked back over at the guy I was supposed to try and woo, but I had a feeling that wasn’t happening anymore. I was already the joke of the bar. So I returned to my friends across the room. I looked back at the shaggy-haired guy. He was settling his bill, still dripping with beer.

“Did you get his number?” Carol asked.

“You did see what happened, right?” I asked.

She smiled. “Yeah, it was the perfect chance to get his number. He’s cute in a Wolverine kind of way.”

I stared at her for a moment before looking back at the guy I drenched with beer. He was kind of cute, sure, but he was also an asshole who happened to hate my guts. “He’s all yours,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders and took a long sip from her drink. The beer-soaked man left, dripping the whole way, but as the night carried on, I still felt guilty. Maybe I was just a guilty person.

Carol tried to convince me to go and hit on more guys, but I couldn’t gather up the courage after the whole beer-spilling incident. One big humiliation was enough for the night. But I got to watch as she worked her magic on a handsome black guy. It wasn’t long before she had her hand on his thigh, and he had his arm around her back. It was nearly time for the bar to close when Carol came up to me to let me know she was going home with the guy. “Does he know?” I asked quietly.

“Of course not. I’m telling you, you shouldn’t tell people,” she said. I watched them leave together. I was worried about her—worried the guy would find out and then snap. I kept on texting her throughout the night. It was around three in the morning when she texted me to let me know she’d just had the greatest sex of her entire life. “He was massive,” she said. “He almost couldn’t get it inside of me.”

My heart stuttered at the message. He really went for her? So she wasn’t lying—guys really were into it once they were in the bedroom?

Maybe it was time for me to try it out, to put aside my morals, to live a little bit…


CHAPTER III

It was just a few days before Christmas and I still hadn’t gotten Carol a gift. I wouldn’t have been so worried about it had I not known that she’d gotten me a gift—I saw the order receipt on her phone when I borrowed it to make a call.

I tried going to the mall, but I couldn’t even get into the parking lot. There was a line of cars four blocks long. It didn’t help that we were right in the middle of one of the biggest blizzards of the decade. You couldn’t see more than ten feet ahead of you, and the side of the road was littered with stalled cars.

My car was struggling. Busses weren’t running. The train was down—apparently it was too dangerous to operate in those conditions. And everyone in the city had apparently decided to leave their Christmas shopping until that day, just like me. It was absolute mayhem. But I knew it was only going to get worse. The snow wasn’t supposed to let up until Christmas morning.

There were stores that I had to avoid, strictly for logistical reasons. There was a little owl candle-holder statue that I knew Carol would have loved, but the store that sold it was on top of a large hill, and I knew my car wouldn’t make it up the hill, and hiking in that blizzard was out of the question. There was a little store that sold hard-to-find recipe books—Carol loved cooking—but it was across town, and seeing as it took me nearly an hour to make it ten blocks, I had a feeling I wasn’t going to make it across town.

I made the mistake of trying to make a detour, to get around the stagnant line of traffic. I went down a side street, snuck down a few alleyways, and then I got onto a clear street. It was perfect—until I hit a red light. I made the stop and even before I tried hitting the gas again, my heart trembled. I knew I’d made a big mistake.

The light turned green and I pressed the gas, but my tires just spun in place. I tried gassing hard, I tried rocking my car, I even tried putting the floor mats down to give me some traction, but I was stuck. I was one of the many victims of that terrible blizzard. After thirty minutes of pushing and rocking and turning my wheel in every possible direction, I managed to get my car to the side of the road, so that it was at least out of the way of the big raised pickup trucks that didn’t seem to notice the terrible storm.

It wasn’t the end of the world—I was only about fifteen blocks from my house, which was about an hour of walking in that deep snow. The real issue was that I still didn’t have a gift for Carol, and I was meeting her the very next day—when I assumed she would give me my gift.

I looked up and down the street and then I spotted an open sign. It was a little bookstore with an orange glow from the warm light inside. The rest of the street was desolate. It was my only hope. I crunched my way through the snow, towards the little bookstore. I figured they might have some recipe books for Carol—or anything, seeing as I was desperate.

I didn’t realize how cold I was until I entered the little store and the warmth hit me. I thought they maybe had the heat cranked to a ridiculous temperature, and then I noticed the thermostat on the wall that told me it was actually colder than room temperature. I stomped the snow off of my feet on the welcome mat and I threw off my hood.

The store looked much larger on the inside. It was cramped, with shelves of books not even separated by more than a few feet. Those same shelves extended all the way to the ceiling, and they were all crammed with books with no particular order that I could discern.

I wandered down one of the narrow isles, scanning shelves for anything even remotely recipe related. I saw the word ‘vegetables’ on one of the book spines, near the top of the shelf, so I reached up for it. I had to strain just to get the tips of my fingers on the book.

“Can I help you?” a voice behind me asked. It startled me, making me spin around. My heart throbbed. It was the bookstore employee.

But it wasn’t just any bookstore employee—it was the guy from the bar, the guy I’d knocked those beers onto. His eyes narrowed as he realized who I was. “We don’t have any books on how to spill beer on unsuspecting strangers,” he said.

I could feel the warmth rushing into my cheeks. “Again, I’m so sorry about that—”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, I’m sorry. I was having a bad day and I took it out on you. It wasn’t your fault. I’m actually glad I ran into you—it’s been bugging me.”

“Oh, that’s okay, I understand,” I said. I looked up at what I thought was a recipe book. “Do you have a step ladder or something I could borrow?”

“Which book are you looking at?”

I pointed out the vegetable book. He stepped up next to me. He was surprisingly tall—much taller than he looked at the bar, when he was sitting, drenched in beer. He grabbed the book and handed it to me. It was a book on how to get your kids to eat their vegetables. “Having problems with your kids?” he asked.

I laughed. “No, I thought it was a recipe book,” I said.

“Well, I think we have a few recipe books for picky kids.”

“I don’t have kids.”

He looked at me with a raised brow. “Or picky adults, I suppose.”

I laughed. “I’m just looking for recipe books—for a friend of mine. She cooks.”

“Oh, I see.” He led me over to a shelf full of recipe books. He reached up to the top shelf and pulled down an additional stack. “I think we might have even more in the back as well.” I looked through the options. There were some interesting books in there. They were all used—in fact, I’m pretty sure it was a used bookstore. But the added character almost made them better.

I picked out four different books, feeling a wave of relief as I brought them over to the cash register. I wasn’t going to have to face Carol empty handed. “These are gifts?” he asked.

“Yeah, all for the same person,” I said.

“You want me to wrap them? We do that here.”

“Sure, I guess so.”

I watched as he wrapped them. It wasn’t until he was tying a bow around the neatly wrapped gift that I realized he never scanned the barcodes, or even made note of the price tags. “What do I owe you?” I asked.

“It’s on the house,” he said. “Consider it part of my apology for embarrassing you at the bar.”

But I’d seen the price on the back of one of the books: $18. Assuming they were all roughly the same price, that was quite the giveaway. “I can’t accept that,” I said. “Just let me pay.”

“No, I insist,” he said.

“Let me pay half or something. It’s just too much.”

He smiled, his cheeks turning red. “Well, why don’t you give me your phone number and we’ll call it all even.” I felt my own cheeks turning red. Was he asking me out on a date? Did he think I was cute?

He was kind of cute—I could see what Carol was saying now, now that I didn’t hate his guts. He’d trimmed his beard since our episode at the bar, and his hair was now neatly brushed back. And that shy smile of his was adorable. “My what?” I said awkwardly.

“Your, uh, phone number. Maybe we can get a coffee or something,” he said. “You know, as part of my apology.”

“You want to get a coffee with me?” I asked.

“Only if you want to,” he said. “My name is George, by the way.”

“I’m Cindy,” I said.

And that’s when the urge came to tell him that I was trans. I opened my mouth and started to push those words out, but they didn’t make it past my tongue. I kind of liked him; I didn’t want to blow it. What if Carol was right? What if my chances of a relationship were better if I held off on telling him? Maybe it was better to wait until he was emotionally invested before I took the gamble… But then I might be emotionally invested, too. Was I just setting myself up for heartbreak?

“Well?” he said.

I took a deep breath. “I’d like that,” I said. I reached into my purse and fished out a business card. I handed it to him.

His face was glowing now. He had a big smile, which made me feel good about myself—knowing that I was responsible for that smile. Though I wasn’t sure he would be smiling once he realized he was asking a trans chick out on a date…


CHAPTER IV

I was a trap.

That’s what they called girls like me: transgender girls who trap men into dating them. I hated the word trap, and I hated that I’d become one. But was it not worth a shot? What did I really have to lose?

I went straight from my meet-up with Carol (who loved her new set of recipe books) to my meet-up with George. We met at a small café that was close to my house. My car was still stalled near his bookstore, buried underneath two feet of heavy snow. The café was only a ten-minute walk from my house. When I asked George how close he was, he just smiled and shrugged his shoulders and said, “Don’t worry about it.”

It wasn’t until later in the conversation that he let it slip that he lived on the other side of town. “How the heck did you get here?” I asked.

“I left early,” he said with a rosy-cheeked grin.

“How early?”

“Don’t worry about it.” But it must have taken two or three hours in those conditions. Entire roads were closed. Cars were abandoned everywhere. It was strange waking up that morning to complete silence as the streets were completely desolate, speckled with abandoned vehicles. From my apartment window, the roads looked like solid white streaks covered in white bumps of varying sizes.

I had a feeling George had walked across town, but he wasn’t saying. He probably didn’t want me to feel bad, but I felt bad. Had I known he lived so far away, I would have picked a meeting spot closer to him.

He apologized again for his behaviour at the bar. I laughed and told him to stop apologizing, and then I found myself apologizing again for spilling the beers. He laughed and told me to stop apologizing. And then we decided to migrate over to that very bar for a drink.

We ended up talking all night. And he was surprisingly charming, buying me drinks, pulling out my chair for me, holding doors—little things that made me feel like a real woman. It was the kind of feeling that I’d always wanted, since the day I decided I was going to transition. Even the way he looked at me, into my eyes with that smile on his face—it was everything that I wanted. But I could have done without that lingering guilt, that came up every ten minutes or so, reminding me that he still didn’t know that I was actually a man.

I went to the bathroom later in the evening. I looked at myself in the mirror and I told myself, “You need to tell him.” I couldn’t go on being a trap. I couldn’t keep building him up, only to knock him down later. It just wasn’t who I was. But then I returned to the table and he looked into my eyes like I was actually a woman, like I was actually someone he could see himself being with, and I chickened out. I didn’t say anything. We ended up getting dinner at that bar. It was late when I finally yawned and he asked if he could walk me home.

On our way, he reached down and held my hand. No one had ever held my hand before. And even through two pairs of gloves, it felt nice. It made me wish I were just born a woman, so I wouldn’t have to deal with this constant guilt, this constant secret keeping.

We arrived at my apartment door. I turned and looked at him. He was smiling. His face was red from the cold. He was shivering slightly—we both were. “Do you want to come upstairs and warm up?” I asked. That’s when I realized there was no way I could send him home that night. Transit wasn’t running and it was a three-hour walk in deep snow, in the dark. It was practically suicide.

“Sure,” he said.

But if I didn’t send him home, what was the other option? I couldn’t sleep with him—not without him finding out about the secret between my legs.

He looked around my apartment, admiring the art on my walls. “Nice place,” he said. “I’ve driven by this building one-hundred times before. I’ve never seen inside of it.”

“It’s homey, I guess,” I said.

I put on a pot of tea. As I turned around, he stepped up to me, slipped his arms around me, and he kissed me. I froze, panicking, not sure what to do. I’d never been kissed before. And I couldn’t let my first kiss be under these dishonest circumstances… although it did feel nice, his warm lips pressed against mine, his hard arms around my body. Maybe I could indulge, just for a moment.

I let my body relax and I kissed back. I slipped my arms around him, feeling his muscles through his sweater. He was surprisingly fit. His nose snuggled up against mine and we stumbled back slightly, into the counter. But the kiss continued. And for a brief moment—maybe ten or twenty seconds—I wasn’t burdened with guilt. I didn’t feel like I was doing something heinously wrong. I felt like everything was right, like there was nothing wrong at all about what we were doing.

And then the kiss ended and he leaned back, looking into my eyes. In that very moment, the guilt came rushing back into me, more powerful than ever. I’d just kissed a man who had no idea that I wasn’t born a woman. Did it matter? I don’t know—maybe it would to him, though. “That was nice,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said, my hands still clutching his sides, feeling his dense muscles. My head was spinning. I had no idea what I was supposed to think. I was doing exactly what Carol told me I should do, but that didn’t make it right. “Do you still want tea?” I asked, because it was the only thing I could think to ask.

“Maybe later.” He stepped forward and kissed me again. I didn’t resist. I even kissed back. I even found myself exploring his body with my hands, slipping them under his sweater so I could feel the hard lumps of his abs, the thick ridge of his pecs. His body was warm and I was obsessed with it. He followed my lead, slipping a hand up my top, cupping one of my small breasts and squeezing. His other hand moved around and eventually found itself on my ass. “Where’s your bedroom?” he asked.

“This way,” I said, taking his hand and pulling him towards my bedroom. But what did I think I was going to accomplish in the bedroom? I couldn’t let this go any further—or could I? Could I do what Carol told me to do, and let him find out about my cock on his own?

The couple in the apartment next to me had left for Christmas, and the apartment above me was vacant. What about the apartment below me? I had no idea who was there, if anyone. If George found my cock and decided to beat the hell out of me, would anyone even hear me screaming? Would it even be fair to scream? Or would it be fair punishment for not disclosing my secret?

He threw his arms around me and we continued kissing. My worries vanished for another extended moment while I pulled his sweater over his head, exposing his toned body. Then I started working away at his belt. Why wasn’t I stopping myself? What had happened to my morality?

I pulled out his belt and tossed it onto his sweater. I even let him pull my shirt off and unclip my bra. Before I could get his cock out, he sunk down to suck on my nipples. It felt good. I looked over at the full-length mirror and watched as he squeezed one and sucked the other. My breasts looked bigger that night than they had before. They were getting a tiny bit bigger every day, thanks to my twice-daily hormone pills and bimonthly hormone injections. It was nice to know that they were already apparently convincing.

He started to sink lower, kissing my abdomen. His fingers started to work away at my belt. And then I had the sense to stop him. “Wait,” I said. He looked up at me. My heart was pounding. What had I gotten myself into? I couldn’t reject him—I was stuck with him for the night, unless I wanted to be a real bitch and send him home in the frozen tundra. But I couldn’t go through with it—I just couldn’t. I couldn’t let him see what I had between my legs. Carol was insane if she thought that was a good idea. “Lay on the bed,” I said.

He stood up and jumped onto the bed, a big smile on his face. His pants were still open, and I could see the big bulge of his erection. And I found myself standing there, stiff, wondering what the hell I was going to do. What was my plan?


CHAPTER V

I found myself between his legs, my fingers around the waistband of his jeans. I carefully pulled down, slowly revealing his long, erect cock. Once the waistband passed his tip, his cock sprung out, slapping him in the abdomen. He was big—bigger than me by at least two inches.

He sat up on his elbows and looked down at me with a rosy-cheeked smirk. He gently bit his bottom lip.

I was mesmerized by his rod. It was so big, it looked so warm, and I could see it throbbing. I carefully slipped my fingers around it and started to pull back his foreskin. It was the first cock I’d ever touched. I was knocking a lot of firsts off of the list that night. I leaned forward and licked his tip, drawing circles around his little hole with my tongue while I stroked. There was something very satisfying about his throbbing erection.

I looked up into his eyes. “Do you like that?” I asked nervously.

He let a little laugh slip. “It’s great,” he said, and then he bit his lip again.

I kept pumping, drawing circles on his tip with my tongue. He was so hard—throbbing mercilessly. “Damn, you’re really good at this,” he said. “I mean—not that I’m saying you have a lot of practice, just… it feels really good.” His cheeks became redder.

I laughed. I did have a lot of experience, despite being a virgin—with my own cock. I knew where to rub that would feel good. I knew just how much pressure was enough. I suppose that was one thing about me that was obviously masculine.

I firmed up my grip slightly and I pumped faster. I got my lips around his tip and I started sucking. It was a fantasy come true. My heart was racing. My pants were starting to tighten as my own cock became erect. But that guilt never left my mind.

I wanted to tell him—but that was not the time. But how could I tell him now? How could I say, ‘Oh yeah, by the way, a man just sucked your cock.’ I wasn’t a man, but I was to some people. Some people don’t believe in transgenders—it’s just a mental disorder to them. Maybe George was one of them. But how could I know? How could I bring up the topic casually? And even if I could bring it up, and he did say that he was fine with the whole transgender issue, would he really be fine with the idea that he’d been with one?

Even Carol would have told me I was nuts. She didn’t even get this far with her men before ensuring that they knew what they were getting into. I’d crossed her line, and her line was already football fields away from mine.

Yet there I was, sucking a handsome man’s cock.

“If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come,” he said.

I smiled. “That’s the idea,” I said.

“Don’t you want to save a bit for your pussy?” The statement made my heart jump. It was a harsh reminder that he really was oblivious. He really had no idea that I had a cock between my legs.

“Another time,” I said.

“You sure?” he asked.

I nodded and then sunk back down, slipping his big, hard dick back into my mouth. I sucked and pumped while he moaned and squirmed. He was close—I could feel his cock beginning to pulse, pulsing powerfully, getting ready to—

He came, in my mouth. Hot blast after hot blast coated the insides of my cheeks. I made sure to suck the very last drop out from his raging erection before swallowing all of it. Then, I jumped up next to him and gave him a kiss on the lips. He flipped me over and threw his arms around me. “I think I like you,” he said with a grin in his voice.

“I like you, too,” I said. And that was the worst part about it… I now had both him and myself set up for humiliation and heartbreak. I’d deceived possibly the first man that I’d really liked in my life. I’d lost my oral virginity to someone who thought I was a biological woman. I was the worst kind of person—a real trap in the truest sense of the word.

Oh God, I was a trap. I was the thing I hated the most.

He looked over at the clock, which read 12:12 AM. “It’s officially Christmas Eve,” he said.

“Merry Christmas,” I said.

“You really don’t mind if I sleep here with you tonight?”

“It’s all I want,” I said, snuggling back into him. He pulled the blanket over us and then he threw his big, muscular arm over my body. I felt so safe, so comfortable, and so deceptive.


CHAPTER VI

I woke up in his arms, cuddled against his body. I could feel his hard muscles against my bare skin, and I could feel his big dick against my bum. He was still asleep. One of his hands was on my pelvis, just inches from my cock. I took his hand and moved it up.

Looking out the window, I could see that it was still snowing. When was it going to end? I don’t think I’d seen so much snow in my life.

I lay for a while he slept peacefully, and then I decided to get up and fix some breakfast for the two of us. I made bacon, eggs, and toast, and a hot pot of fresh coffee. As I was prepping the plates, he came up behind me. “Look at you go,” he said, slipping his arms around me. He was wearing nothing but his underwear.

I was living in my fantasy. I’d dreamed every second of this moment before—except for the part where he didn’t realize he was hugging a biological man. And that slight detail was enough to ruin the whole experience. My heart sunk into my gut. I thought about telling him right then and there—maybe after breakfast.

I brought the food to the table and we sat down to eat. “I love watching the snow,” he said, looking out the window. “And you’ve got a great view of it. I live in a basement suite. I just see a wall of white from all of my windows.”

He looked into my eyes and smiled. That smile nestled its way into my heart, making my whole situation so much more complicated. No matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t spit out those words. I would open my mouth and try to speak, but I could only produce air. Every ounce of my being was stopping me from telling him about my secret. And every time he smiled, the guilt weighed down on me. I knew it was going to be bad. I had a feeling I knew exactly how this was going to go down: he was going to leave, I was going to be too afraid to answer any of his text messages for the next three days, and then I would text him that I was actually born a man, and then I would never hear from him again.

And I knew that I should have been enjoying that moment while it lasted—sitting across from him after our night together, a night spent in his arms. But I wasn’t enjoying it. How could anyone enjoy anything under those conditions, with that kind of stress?

“Are you feeling okay?” he asked.

“A bit of a headache. Maybe too much to drink last night,” I said, forcing a smile.

I was living in my fantasy and I couldn’t bring myself to make a genuine smile. I should have listened to everyone when they told me there would challenges with transitioning. I should have believed them when they said, “It’s really not going to be easy. There will be a lot of sacrifices that you aren’t expecting.” There were so many sacrifices. Sometimes I wondered if it was worth it—that morning was one of those times.

“Well, I should start my hike back to my house if I’m going to make it home in time to get ready for dinner with my family,” he said. “Hopefully they get the ploughs out soon.” He stood up and started towards the door.

I walked down to the lobby entrance with him. Before he left, he turned around and planted a kiss on my lips. “After Christmas, let’s meet up again,” he said.

I took a deep breath. Now was my chance to tell him—tell him face-to-face, so I could see his reaction, so I wouldn’t have to assume his reaction, so I wouldn’t be stuck living with that shard of hope that he might still be interested. I just had to do it—I had to say it…

“Let’s do that,” I said, my heart sizzling in my stomach. I wasn’t strong enough to do it. I was stuck with my secret, stuck with my guilt and my anxiety and that reminder that I was a horrible, horrible person.

I went back up to my apartment. I picked up my phone and I called Carol. I needed to tell her what I’d done. I needed someone to give me advice on how to get out of this endless hole I’d dug myself into. But I couldn’t even bring myself to tell her—the guilt was just too overwhelming. “What’s up, babe?” she said.

“I just wanted to see how you were doing,” I said.

“I’m good. Just getting ready for Christmas Eve dinner with the family. Is everything alright?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, everything is fine. Just… doing the same. Getting ready for dinner with my family.”

“Alright. Well, I should get going—unless there’s anything else.”

I really did have to get ready for dinner with my family, which I wasn’t terribly excited about. My parents were understanding people. They weren’t like some parents who disown their kids after they transition. Those as understanding as my family was, they looked at me the same way guys looked at me after I told them that I was transgender. It was almost an inquisitive look, like they were examining my face and deciding whether I really looked the part, like they were constantly trying to figure out their stance on the matter.

My dad was the worst. He never said anything about it—he hated talking about it. But he was always looking at me when I wasn’t looking. He always looked torn, not entirely sure whether or not he would have preferred that I was still his son. And my mom was too supportive—more supportive than she really felt on the inside. She was all forced smiles, always saying things like “You go for it, girl!” After I told her that I wanted to transition, she started talking to me like I was one of the girls—but she always overdid it. We would be watching a TV show and she would say something like, “Isn’t that actor just so dreamy?” or, “One of these days, we need to have a girls day—maybe we can go to the spa, get our legs waxed.” I wished she would have just treated me the way she’d always treated me before—like a human, and not like her ‘new daughter’.

But at least they put in the effort, and at least they were more-or-less understanding of the whole thing.

The real issue was my mother asking, “How are things with your love life? Is there a man in your life?” Whenever I said no, I felt like I could see the ‘I told you so’ on their faces. I’ll never forget the day my dad told me, “You might see yourself as a woman, and you may well be a woman, but don’t expect other people to see you as a woman.” I was pretty sure he hadn’t forgotten that day either. Sometimes I just wanted to lie and tell them that there was a man in my life and he was perfect and totally fine with the whole transgender thing.

But I wasn’t a good liar. Though what would I tell them tonight, at the Christmas Eve dinner? Would I tell them about George? No, no, I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t tell anyone about George until George knew about my secret. And by then, he wouldn’t be in my life anymore, so he was irrelevant as far as my family was concerned.

It was three o’clock when I put on my coat and boots and started towards my parents’ house.


CHAPTER VII

That question inevitably came up, and it came up sooner than expected. Dinner was just being served, and we were all just sitting down at the table when my mom asked, “So how are things with the boys?” Everyone looked at me—my mom, my dad, my brother, and my sister. They all stared at me with that expectant look on their faces, all waiting for me to tell that there still was no guy, that they were all right when they warned me things wouldn’t be so simple.

I hated that look—I’d hated it since the day I started transitioning, and I hated it more than ever now. I just wished that I could tell them that everything was great and that they were all wrong about how hard it was going to be to find a romantic partner. And for some reason, that’s what I did.

“I’m seeing a guy now,” I said. They all perked up. The room became a special kind of silent. Even the gentle background music seemed to dim itself after my response.

“You are? What’s his name? Who is he? What’s he like?” my mom said, and they all kept on staring at me, their eyes wider than ever.

I panicked. My heart started racing and I did something terribly stupid—I told them about George. “He’s really nice. He owns a little bookstore just down the street from my place,” I said.

“And it’s serious?” my sister asked.

“Yeah, going steady now,” I said. But I don’t know why I said it. I don’t know why I said any of it. Now I was going to have to tell my family that I’d gone through a big breakup, after I got around to telling George that I was transgender. And when they asked me why we broke up, what would I say? Would they just assume it would have something to do with the whole transgender thing? No matter what I told them, I’m sure they would assume it, and I would be right back in the same place, hearing ‘We told you so,’ five times a day.

“We have to meet him. You have to have him over for dinner. Invite him over—this coming weekend. I’ll make a roast,” my mother said. She was still perked up with a big smile on her face. Everyone was strangely happy for me—happier than they should have been, as if I’d told them that I’d been cured of some terminal cancer, and not just that I was dating a guy. They were relieved, which meant that they were worried about my dating life and me.

To be fair, I was worried about it, too. But seeing the relief on their faces now made me really worried. Were my chances at love terminal?

Throughout the evening, I kept on checking my phone for messages from George. I wanted to hear from him. I thought about texting him, but I was afraid of coming off as desperate. I checked my phone so much that it died on me. I’d left my phone charger at home. “Is there a charger I can use?” I asked. My mom took my phone and plugged it into one of the kitchen outlets.

Following tradition, I stayed at my parents’ house that night, in the guest room in the basement. There was an empty bed in my old bedroom, but I never slept there anymore, since I started my transition. Growing up, I shared a room with my younger brother. Since transitioning, my mom insisted that I sleep in a separate room, but she never said why. I guess she just thought that I wouldn’t be comfortable sharing a room with a boy—I don’t know.

I was lying in bed and I was beginning to doze off. I figured it would be a good idea to set an alarm for the morning, so I wouldn’t keep everyone waiting to open gifts. I reached for my phone but it wasn’t there. I remembered my mom taking it and plugging it into an outlet in the kitchen. I figured it was probably charged by now, so I got up and went to grab it.

And that’s when I saw my mom in the kitchen, holding my phone. “What are you doing with my phone?” I asked.

“Hey, you’re still awake. Your phone was buzzing and I just wanted to make sure it wasn’t anything important, or if I should wake you up,” she said. She passed me my phone. She had a big smile on her face. “I hope you don’t mind, but I invited your boyfriend over for Christmas dinner.”

I felt my heart sink into my stomach. As I reached out for my phone, I noticed my hand was trembling. “You what?” I said.

“Well, like I said, your phone was buzzing. It was a message from your boyfriend, George. He said that his Christmas plans fell through and he asked what you were doing—so I sent him a message saying to come over tomorrow to meet the family. Don’t worry—I told him the message was from me. I told him you were asleep. He said he’s very excited.”

I looked at the message stream on my phone. She wasn’t lying. She’d messaged George, inviting him over for Christmas dinner. And George had accepted the invite. I wanted to die. This was so, so horrible. There were pictures of me as a boy on the walls of the house. My parents couldn’t go ten minutes without bringing up my transition. And I couldn’t even begin to imagine what kinds of questions they would have for George.

“You’re not mad, are you?” my mom asked.

“Mad?” I said, forcing a smile. “Not at all. I can’t wait for you to meet him.”

Once I was back in the basement guest room, I phoned George. It rang a few times before he picked up. “Hey Cindy. What’s up?” he said.

“You don’t have to come over tomorrow,” I said. “I mean, my mom’s kind of crazy. I know she probably made you feel pressured, but you really don’t have to come if you don’t want to.”

“I want to come. I can’t wait. I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said. My heart throbbed.

“Yeah, well my mom can be really overbearing. It’s maybe not going to be the most fun Christmas dinner you’ve ever been to.”

He laughed. “I’m looking forward to it. I can’t wait to see you again. What are you doing now?” he asked.

“Now?” I said. “Just laying in bed. I can’t sleep. I’m too stressed out.”

“About tomorrow?”

“Basically,” I said. I bit my tongue. I needed to tell him my secret before he came over. I couldn’t handle the embarrassment of him finding out about me in front of my whole family. I couldn’t have my family know that I’d been reduced to being a trap—having to trick men into being with me romantically. I took a deep breath and tried to say it—but again, I just couldn’t produce those words.

“Don’t be stressed out. It’ll be fine. I’ve got a crazy mom of my own.”

I fell back on my bed and stared up at the ceiling, my cellphone still pressed against my ear. “You have no idea,” I said with a sigh.

“So is your mom the kind of mom that would flip out if you had guys stay over?” he asked.

“No, she’s not like that. In fact, she’s the kind of mom who would come tuck both of us in and make sure we had enough condoms and lubricant.”

He laughed. “Okay, that is weird. But in that case, come let me in. I’m outside.”

My heart skipped a beat. “What?” I said.

“I’m outside—come let me in.” I stood up and walked to the little window. I opened the blinds and looked out. There was a car idling on the street, and I could just make out the figure of a man on a phone in the driver’s seat.

My heart plunged deeper into my gut. What the hell was I supposed to do now?


CHAPTER VIII

I whisked him quietly down to the basement guestroom, shushing him before we entered the house. My heart was pounding mercilessly. I still had no idea what I was going to tell him, or how I was going to tell him. But I needed to tell him. I had to tell him before my mom got within twenty feet of him.

On our way down to the basement, we passed a family photo from when I was sixteen, and still a boy. George knew I had a brother and a sister. All he had to do was look at that photo and see one girl and two boys. Thankfully, he didn’t look at the picture.

Once we were in the guestroom, I closed the door. “Are you crazy?” I said.

“I don’t know, maybe,” he said with a smile. He stepped up to my, brushing a strand of hair off of my face. He leaned forward and kissed me, sending my heart aflutter. “I missed you.”

“I missed you, too,” I said. My mind was suddenly cluttered with speeding thoughts. I had to strain to remember what I needed to say.

“Look, George, I have to tell you something,” I said. “Maybe you should sit down.”

He looked at me with narrowed eyes, an apprehensive smile on his face. He was slow to take a seat on the edge of the bed. “What’s up?” he said.

I looked into his eyes. I liked him—I liked him too much. I liked him so much that it was impossible to muster up the words, muster up the heartbreak. I wasn’t afraid of him beating me up. I wasn’t afraid of him verbally abusing me. I wasn’t afraid of him going and telling my parents what a shitty person I was. I was just afraid of hurting him.

“Is everything okay?” he said. “Are you okay?” His smile was beginning to fade. He could probably see the severity of what I wanted to tell him on my face.

“I just wanted to say…” I said. But I couldn’t do it. “That I really like you.” I felt so stupid saying it. He sat there with that apprehensive smile on his face, waiting for the actual bomb to drop, but I just couldn’t drop it.

“I like you too,” he said. He patted the seat next to him. I went and sat down. He put a hand on my thigh. “I know you’re stressed out about tomorrow. Don’t worry about it. I know how parents can be. Just relax.” He put one hand on my cheek, turning my face towards his. He kissed me. I kissed back. I didn’t want to lose this. For the first time in my life, I had something that felt special, that was exactly what I’d always wanted. Why did it have to be so complicated?

He lowered me onto the bed and rolled on top of me. He brushed my hair off of my face and then we kept on kissing. I pulled off his shirt, ran my fingers over his muscles. When we were kissing, I didn’t feel any stress—like it vanished in an instant. His stubble tickled my chin, but I liked it.

He got my shirt off and then he started to fondle my bare tits. He squeezed hard, breathing deeply. He was consumed with passion and so was I. I reached down, under the waistband of his pants, and I grabbed his big, meaty cock. I got my fingers around it. I squeezed and massaged and tugged until it was as hard as a steel beam in my hand. He reached down and began to slip his fingers under the waistband of my pyjama pants. And then my brain clicked, reminding me that those fingers could, under no circumstances, go any further. I grabbed his wrist and stopped him. “Wait,” I said, my heart pounding.

“What is it?” he said.

I looked around the room. There was a satin scarf on a nearby dresser. I jumped up to grab it. While my back was turned to him, I adjusted my little cock in my pants. I was erect and the bulge was obvious. I needed to be careful. I returned with the scarf.

I had no plan. I was just running off of instinct, and my instinct was to blindfold him. I wrapped the light scarf around his head, covering his eyes. He laughed. “What’s this?” he asked.

“I thought it would be fun,” I said.

“But I want to see you. You’re so beautiful. This seems like such a shame.”

I put my index finger to his lips. “Just relax,” I said before sinking down, tugging down his pants, and sucking his cock.

My own erection was throbbing. I wished I were wearing panties, not just my pyjama pants—anything to hold my cock in place. I kept having to reach down to adjust it, so it wasn’t poking him or bulging out obviously.

I got his throbbing cock nice and wet. And then, I slipped off my pants. “Keep that blindfold on,” I said.

“Okay,” he said. His cheeks were red. He had a cute smile on. I turned around, facing away from him, and I lowered myself down slowly. I held his cock upright, aimed directly at my asshole. And slowly, I stuck him inside of me. “Oh shit,” he said with an elated breath. “Is that your asshole?”

I was puckering, clenching and releasing, moving slowly. He was big, and I’d never been stuffed by a cock before. I had to take it slow so I didn’t hurt myself. “Just relax,” I said through clenched teeth. I looked over my shoulder to make sure his blindfold was still on. It was.

I managed to take his whole cock inside of me, pressing my bum against his pelvis. Once I was stuffed, I started to bounce—slowly at first, picking up speed with each penetration. It felt good. His cock was slightly curved, making it press up against the perfect sweet spot. I could feel each of his thick veins and the ridge of his bulbous tip along every inch of my backdoor. I especially loved the feeling of his tip when it was teasing my tight rim, before I came down to press my ass into his pubic area. “That feels fucking amazing,” he said.

I looked down to watch his cock sliding in and out of me. It was an amazing sight, his thick girth stretching my hole wide. My own erection was bouncing up and down, throbbing visibly. I wanted to reach down to jerk myself off, but I resisted the urge—it wasn’t a very ladylike thing to do, after all.

His hands grabbed my hips and he started to pull me down with each penetration. Once he had me in a rhythm that he liked, those same hands moved up to my chest, cupping my breasts. He pulled me down so my back was against his chest, his cock still deep in my tush. Now, he was holding me down, doing all the work as he thrusted upwards. It felt amazing. So amazing that I started to feel a warm buzzing in my own cock. I looked down. My cock was pulsing, twitching, swelling slightly. Was I about to—

I came. My cock unloaded onto my chest and abdomen. One blast nearly got his hand as it cupped my breast. My heart stuttered. But it felt so good; I couldn’t do anything to cover myself. I was a limp sex toy on top of him—his to do whatever he wanted with.

“I’m going to come,” he said through clenched teeth. I turned my head and we kissed while he pounded harder and harder, faster and faster. I could feel him swelling and pulsing in my asshole. I could feel it coming.

He unloaded. I could feel every hot burst inside of me. I bit down on my tongue and took a sharp breath in. God, it felt so good. I wished that feeling would never end. I swayed my bum, pressing it hard against his pelvis, making sure to get every last drop of his load as deep as possible inside of my body.

And as I turned my head to kiss him again, I noticed his blindfold was pushed up to his forehead and he was looking down at my erection, which was dripping cum onto my pelvis. His eyes were wide, his lips parted. “I—I can explain,” I said.

“What the hell is that?” he said.

“I can explain,” I said again. But I really couldn’t explain.


CHAPTER IX

He got up and started to get dressed. He wasn’t saying anything. I just sat at the head of the bed, covers over my body, watching, trying to think of some sort of explanation. I brought my knees up to my chest.

“I, uh, should get going,” he said.

“I wanted to tell you,” I said. “But I just liked you so much, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.” It got me nowhere, but at least it was honest.

Once he was dressed, he started towards the door. “I should get going,” he said again, almost in a trance. It was probably one of the better reactions I could have anticipated. He could have beaten me up or screamed in my face. I was lucky that he was just getting up and leaving without making any sort of scene at all.

“Please don’t go,” I said.

“Sorry,” he said. He stopped in the doorway but he didn’t look back. It looked like he wanted to look back, like he wanted to say something—probably something along the lines of, ‘You’re a fucking piece of shit trap.’ But he said nothing. He just left. He let himself out and I listened as his engine revved up and he drove away.

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. I’m not even sure if I got any at all. I was just beginning to doze off when I heard my family gathering in the kitchen upstairs, starting breakfast, getting ready to open gifts. I decided to drag my ass upstairs and join in the festivities.

And of course, the first thing my mom said to me was, “I’m so excited to meet this boyfriend of yours.” It was salt being rubbed directly into my wounds.

I forced a smile. “I don’t think he’s going to come, mom,” I said. I wanted that day to be over so badly. I wanted those presents to be opened so my mom could go and start dinner so we could eat and just be done with all of it. I wanted to be back at my lonely apartment where I could be alone with my problems, without the humiliation of my family buzzing around me.

For some reason, I found myself checking my phone constantly, half-expecting a text message from him. I don’t know what I was expecting though—maybe a death threat, maybe a restraining order. He didn’t message me though. I was pretty sure he was just going to be like the rest of them—no longer existent in my life now that he knew my secret.

So it’s true—there are challenges to expect when you decide to transition. It doesn’t matter if society tells you that it’s okay to transition—it doesn’t even matter if they encourage it. You can’t expect people to accept it on a personal level. If a man wants to be with a biological woman, that’s his decision as an individual. It’s not discrimination—it’s just a reality. People want what they are biologically designed to want.

Maybe this whole transitioning thing was a mistake. Maybe I would have been better off suffering through life as a man, in a body that felt alien to me. At least I would have been looked at like a human, and not like some failing social experiment.

After gifts, my mom insisted I join her and my sister in the kitchen to help with dinner. She had us peeling potatoes while she ran out to the store. I figured she forgot to buy carrots or something. I wasn’t expecting her to return with a giant turkey. “We already have a turkey, mom,” I said.

“But that little turkey isn’t enough if we’re having guests over,” she said. And my heart just sunk deeper into my gut.

“George really isn’t coming tonight, mom,” I said.

“He told me that he was,” she said. “He said he couldn’t wait.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t think that’s going to happen,” I said. But she just kept on chugging along, sticking that enormous turkey into the oven, making us peel extra potatoes, starting work on an extra pie. She always went all out when we had guests over. I think her rule of thumb was to make ten extra servings of food for every one guest.

I excused myself from the kitchen to join my dad in the living room. He was sitting and watching TV. I figured I was safe from the humiliating reminders in there, but I was wrong. Even my dad said, “I’m looking forward to meeting this man of yours.” I thought about putting on my coat and books when no one was looking and running home. At least then I wouldn’t have to see the disappointed looks on their faces when we all sat down at the table and there was an empty place setting right next to me. Oh God, I couldn’t even imagine the humiliation.

But I couldn’t bring myself to leave. I couldn’t endure the thought of disappointing my family like that, even if they were inevitably going to be disappointed when George didn’t show up.

It was six o’clock, half an hour before dinner, when my mom asked, “What time did George say he was coming?”

I planted my face into the palms of my hands. “Mom, I told you, he’s not coming.” And as I said it, the doorbell rang. My heart skipped a beat. Were we expecting other guests? Did my sister have a boyfriend coming over? Or maybe my brother had a girl coming over? An aunt or uncle? Did grandma crawl out from her grave to attend one last Christmas dinner?

My mom went towards the door. “That must be him,” she said with a big smile on her face. But surely it wasn’t. Surely it was just some Mormon spreading the good word.

She opened the door, and sure enough, it was George. He was dressed in a nice suit, wearing a handsome smile, holding a bouquet of flowers. “Are you Cindy’s mother?” he said.

“I am,” she said. “And you must be George.”

“These are for you,” he said, handing her the flowers. My mom’s face turned red. She looked at George and then she looked back at me. I’d never seen so much pride on her face before. “Honey, George is here.”

“I can see that, mom,” I said. My heart was pounding powerfully into my ribcage. It couldn’t be. There must be some kind of mistake. Did he not see my cock the night before? Did he think it was a dream? What was happening?

George walked up to me, put his hands on my hips, and he planted a kiss on my lips. “I’m sorry about last night,” he whispered. “I overreacted. You look nice.” He kissed me again before turning to my mom and saying, “It smells delicious in here.”

My mom blushed and ran up to grab George’s coat. “Make yourself comfortable. Dinner will be served in twenty minutes.”

I didn’t know what to say. My head was spinning. But I was so happy—I’d never been so happy in my life. It was real—for once in my life, I was in a real relationship, with a guy that really didn’t care about who I used to be.

I wasn’t a trap anymore. Now, I was just a girl—a girl with the best guy in the world.

THE END
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