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COME SWAP

Bobby is looking forward to a summer filled with video games and partying—until his dad gives him an ultimatum: he can either get a job or get a full-time head start on his college studies. Not wanting to spend his last free summer flipping burgers, Bobby decides to start learning Russian, seeing as Russian 101 is one of the random electives he chose for his first year of school.

His adventure into the Russian language doesn’t turn out to be so bad. He finds a website where English natives and Russian natives can assist one another in their studies. And the site is mostly filled with beautiful Russian women who want to meet American men. He starts chatting with Olya, a beautiful blonde vixen who wants to come to America to meet Bobby. But there’s a catch: it’s long and thick and dangling between her legs.


CHAPTER I

I hated the way my dad was looking at me. He’d been giving me that glare every time he looked over at me, ever since I told him that I had no plans to get a summer job before the start of college. “I had my first job when I was thirteen,” he told me, puffing his chest out as if he was proud of being the victim of absent child labour laws.

He wasn’t so charmed when I rolled my eyes and told him that I didn’t want to be a wage slave. “How are you going to pay for college? How are you going to buy your first house? You know I bought my first house when I was eighteen. Sure, it needed some elbow grease—but it was mine. You’ve been eighteen for ten months now, and you’re still going to your mom for allowance.”

I forced a smile and nodded my head. I wasn’t impressed by my father’s teenaged accomplishment. Back then, a down payment on a house was probably six hundred bucks and a tank of gas was fifteen cents. Now, working a full-time summer job wouldn’t even cover the cost of the books I needed for my first year of college. So what was the point? I was better off just spending the summer relaxing and worrying about all those bills later, once I was making a decent amount of money with a real job. I’d already been approved for a fairly hefty student loan, after all.

But it was hard to relax with my father giving me that glare every time he walked through the front door. If it were up to him, he would have sent me to work in the coalmines. Thankfully, my mother had no problem with me staying home. “Focus on studying,” she would say. “That’s more important.” I don’t think she realized that I had nothing to study, seeing as school hadn’t even started yet. Maybe she thought that I was doing some sort of online class on my laptop, when I was really just playing Fortnite. That’s okay—she was better off in her state of ignorant bliss.

Even though I didn’t think that my dad was right about me needing to go out to get some minimum wage job, just to prove some sort of point, I wasn’t sure how much longer I could take that disappointment. He wouldn’t even talk to me during dinnertime. He was convinced that his son was a complete waste of human life. It didn’t help that my twin sister was interning at some big magazine company in New York City. It’s not like she was making any money—so why wasn’t he jumping down her throat? Well, I decided to ask one night when my father pulled a McDonald’s employment pamphlet out from his breast pocket during dinner. “You never get mad at Maddy!” I said. “She’s not making any money. You’re even paying for her apartment. How is that fair?”

“She’s furthering her career. You’re just sitting on your ass doing nothing,” my dad said.

“He’s focussing on his studies,” my mother said.

My dad groaned. “Oh, don’t give me that shit. He’s not studying anything. He’s a bum.”

“I just don’t understand why Maddy gets to go party in New York City all summer but I’m stuck here being yelled at,” I said, looking down at my plate of food, which suddenly didn’t seem so appetizing.

“She’s interning,” my father said.

“Well maybe I’ll go intern for Jacob’s company,” I said. Jacob was my cousin. He had a small ‘Beer and Bicycle’ company, where they did bike tours around town, stopping at bars to sample locals beers. I knew my dad thought it was a stupid company idea, so I was excited to see his reaction to my suggestion. And his reaction was exactly what I was expecting.

He pressed his lips thin and groaned before shaking his head with a huff. “You’re not working for your degenerate cousin. You’re going to get a real job, so you can make some money. No more allowance. Barbara, quit giving your son money. From now on, if he wants money, he will earn it like the rest of us.”

I was expecting my mother to defend me, like she usually did. So I was shocked when she nodded her head and said, “Okay—no more allowance. Sorry, Bobby.”

“Mom!” I said, perking up. I was shocked. Why was she taking his side? Did she really want me getting some soul-sucking minimum wage job? Did she really want me to throw away one of the last summers of my youth? “Are you serious?”

“Sorry, sweetie,” she said.

“And quit calling him ‘sweetie’. He’s an adult now. It’s embarrassing enough that he’s still living under our roof rent-free,” my dad continued. He shook his head again. “In fact—maybe we’ll start charging you rent.”

I scoffed at the idea. Surely that was again the law: charging your child rent. “Sure you will, dad,” I said.

I probably shouldn’t have pressed his buttons so hard. He leaned forward, his face turning a shade of red. “Three hundred bucks a month. I think that’s a pretty good dead for a room, unlimited utilities, and unlimited food,” he said.

I looked at my mom. “Mom—can you control your husband, please?” I said.

She stared at me with a blank look. “You’re eighteen now, Bobby,” she said. “Maybe it’s not such a bad idea.”

“What? Are you nuts? I should call CPS on you right now. You can’t charge me rent!”

“You’re an adult, idiot,” my dad said, shaking his head. “Why don’t you try calling APS?” He laughed.

My head was spinning. I suddenly felt sick. My parents weren’t just kidding around—they were serious. They were really going to start charging rent. They really weren’t going to be giving me any allowance. How was I going to afford going out with my friends? How could I ever take a girl on a date without any money? “You two are sick,” I said. I stared at my food again. Now there was no chance I would be able to eat anything. I pushed the plate away and then I looked up at my parents, to see if they were bluffing. Maybe I could catch a smirk or even a tiny sign of weakness. But they were just eating their dinner as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

“Can you pass the peas, please,” my dad said. My mom passed the peas. “Thank you.”

“Well what if I was studying?” I said. “What if I was getting a head start on my college. Would you charge me rent then? Would that not be the same as Maddy? You guys are paying for her apartment, and you’re sending her money for food. She posted an Instagram story of her at a movie theatre. Seeing as she doesn’t make any money, I’m assuming you paid for her tickets too—and her popcorn.”

“If you were actually studying, then we would cover your rent while you stay here,” my dad said, as if he was actually being generous. “But your allowance is over. We’re sending your sister enough money for rent and food. If she went to the movies, then that came out of her food budget.”

“Well then tomorrow, I’m going to start studying,” I said.

“Okay. Great,” my father said.

So the next day, I set my laptop up on the desk in my bedroom. I made sure to move the desk so that I would be sitting with my back to the wall, in case anyone walked into my room to see that I was actually playing Fortnite. I grabbed a few spare binders and some old notes from my high school classes. I scattered the schoolwork all over my desk, and then I even grabbed a calculator, which I powered up and drew a graph in. I stood in my doorway and looked at the scene, to make sure it really looked like a study space.

Then I fished some old headphones out from a bottom drawer, so that my parents wouldn’t hear my game, and I got to playing. Sure, playing on the couch would have been more comfortable, but at least I wasn’t standing behind the counter of a McDonalds, arguing with customers over how many pickles ended up on their buns. I didn’t have to sell my soul yet.

It was around noon when my mom knocked on my door. “Come in,” I said. I couldn’t pause my game, because it was live online. But I did turn down the volume, just in case any noise was bleeding out from my headphones.

“Still studying hard?” my mom asked in the doorway.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “I’m getting a great head start on this year.”

She looked down at my desk. “Are you taking math? I thought you were going into communications,” she said.

I looked down at the calculator. Maybe I should have thought my set decoration out better. “Um—it’s one of my electives,” I said. And then my stomach growled as I remembered my mother going over my class list with me just a couple of weeks before.

She stared at me from the doorway for a moment, and then she started walking into the room. I quickly minimized my game. It took a few seconds before it disappeared. The timing was terrible: I was being attacked in the fort I’d built—and I was nearly at the end of the game. I’d come so far, and now that progress was going to be lost. But maybe if my mom was quick, I could get back into the game before I was dead. Maybe it wasn’t all over.

My mom looked at my screen. I had an old book report open in Microsoft Word. She stared at it for a moment. “You’re doing math and English at the same time?” she said. My stomach groaned again. Why was she suddenly an investigator? Why did she suddenly care so much? Did my dad put her up to this?

I looked up at her and smile. “I’m just trying to stay sharp,” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment, and then she reached down and tugged my headphones out from my laptop’s headphone jack. The sounds of Fortnite started playing through my laptop speakers. I was caught. I looked up at my mom with an awkward smile. “What is that noise?” I said, trying to play dumb. But I knew I was caught.

“I’m telling your father,” she said.

“Please don’t,” I said.

“I have to tell him. You can’t just sneak around behind our backs like this. Maybe he’s right. Maybe it is time for you to get a job and learn a little bit about the real world,” she said.

“Mom,” I said. I couldn’t believe I was hearing this from my mother. “Are you for real right now? I’ll stop. I’ll turn off the game. Hell—I’ll uninstall the game. I’ll study for real. I’ll really get a head start on my college classes. Just give me another chance. Please don’t tell dad about this.” I knew that I was doomed if my dad found out I’d spend the first half of my day playing games.

My mom stared at me for a moment. “Okay,” she said. “But you stay where I can see you—and where I can see your screen.”

“Fine. Whatever,” I said. So I wasn’t allowed in my room. I had to sit downstairs, in the main area of the house, where my mom spent most of her day knitting and cooking. And for the next three hours, I just stared blankly at my college class list, trying to figure out what I could do to ‘advance myself’.


CHAPTER II

School didn’t start for another seven weeks, but I already had my classes picked out. I had English, film studies, political sciences, French, and Russian. The English class was a degree requirement—the rest were classes I picked because according to a local forum I found online, they were the easiest classes with the least amount of homework. I wanted to wean myself into college. I wanted my first year to be easy. I’d heard so many stories about people dropping out after their first year—but if I had an easy course load, then I would be fine. I could start my college career off on the right foot.

But how could I prepare for any of my chosen classes? For English class, I could only assume that the teacher would assign some books and plays and poems for us all to read and evaluate—but I had no way of knowing which books or plays or poems. And I wasn’t just about to pick up a dictionary to memorize random words. And then with film studies: I couldn’t just sit around watching movies and expect my parents to believe that I was preparing myself for my film studies class.

What about political science? Could I research politics? Could I learn about the senate and the house and the Electoral College? I cringed at the thought. That wasn’t how I wanted to spend my summer.

I already knew some French, but I figured I could learn a bit more so that the material would be easier to wrap my head around. I went online and looked up websites to quickly learn French. And that’s when an ad popped up on my screen.

It was a photo of a beautiful blonde woman, surrounded by blue, red, and white balloons. ‘Learning a new language doesn’t have to be boring,’ the ad said. ‘Learn a new language by chatting with sexy singles!’ I found myself staring at the woman in the picture. I knew that she wasn’t actually one of the users of the website—she was just a model hired by the company—but the idea was certainly intriguing—especially to an eighteen-year-old boy. She as so hot. She had big, plump lips, and she was wearing a tight pink dress—and then, of course, she had perky, full tits.

My mom walked into the room from the bathroom. I quickly closed the ad. I could feel that my face was red, as if I was nearly caught watching porn, even though I was just staring at an ad for a language learning service.

“What are you working on?” my mom asked.

“Um…” I thought for a moment. “I was going to start learning Russian,” I said. “I figure I can probably learn enough in the next two months that I’ll be able to breeze through Russian 101—and maybe some more advanced classes as well—get my GPA up and get some easy credits.” I smiled.

My mom returned the smile. “That’s a great idea,” she said.

So I went to that website and signed up. I spent the next hour creating my profile: coming up with a clever name and picking out the best photo of myself to show off to the Russian beauties who were obviously desperate to talk to a handsome Westerner like myself.

Then, once my profile was completed, the site brought me to a long list of online users. I saw their profiles and was shocked to see that the user base was overwhelmingly female—and overwhelmingly Russians trying to learn English. They needed me and I wanted them. Maybe I wouldn’t miss Fortnite so much. Maybe spending the summer flirting with girls online was a better use of my time.

It was hard to make a pick. There were so many cuties. But my eye was drawn to a brunette who looked to be about my age. In her picture she was wearing dark eye makeup and she had a piercing in the middle of her top lip. I had no idea what her name was, seeing as I didn’t know anything about the Cyrillic alphabet. But I invited her to chat with me regardless.

I was expecting some broken English, but I was excited to help her improve. And then maybe I would wriggle my way into her heart. Maybe I could even get her to send nudes. How do you say ‘please send nudes’ in Russian?

She sent me a message. I had no idea what kind of gibberish I was staring at. The letters were unfamiliar. ‘Npnbet’? What could that possibly mean? Why were some of the letters backwards? I strained, trying my best to decode the language. I was smart—surely I could figure this out.

I came up with nothing. She had already sent more gibberish my way. By the time I ran the first line through a free translator online, she’d sent three more messages. I tried writing out an English message, which I translated into Russian and sent to her. She just sent a question mark back. At least I knew what that meant: it meant that I couldn’t rely on a translator to have a conversation with this hottie.

I was quickly realizing I was in over my head. I was just wasting this girl’s time. I needed to find someone who was further along with their English, who I could actually chat with. So I tried my best to say goodbye and I opened a window with another eager learner. But I encountered the same problem. After going through six girls, I only found one who was able to say ‘Hello, how are you?’ The conversation ended shortly after, and she went back to sending Russian gibberish. If I was going to talk to these beautiful girls, I was going to need to learn their language.

So I left that website. I had a feeling it would be a while before I was back. I signed up for a Duolingo account and started doing the beginner lessons one at a time. It was tedious, especially because I had to stare at a Cyrillic alphabet every five seconds, trying to figure out how to pronounce every letter of every word. But I was determined. I wanted to talk to girls. I’d heard that Russian women love Western men and I wanted to see if it was true.

So I buckled down and spent the next week focussed. It was a few days before I didn’t have to refer to the alphabet translation I’d printed out. It was another couple of days before I knew how to pronounce the ‘bI’ letter. It isn’t like any English sound. It wasn’t until the end of that first week before I figured out how to say ‘Hi, how are you?’ And it was a couple more days before I knew how to respond to the same question.

I was actually learning something that would be useful for my upcoming college class and I was getting closer to being able to chat with Russian women. But maybe best of all, I had my parents off of my back. After that first week, my mom told me, “You can go do that in your room if you want.” I think she was sick of me trying to say the guttural Russian words aloud while she was knitting. As soon as I was back in my room, I thought about launching Fortnite again. But I resisted the temptation. I knew that an hour away from my Russian studies was just me delaying the ability to chat with sexy Russians. I wanted to be able to use that chatting service before the end of the month.

So I kept studying—all day long. I was speaking more Russian than English. I was learning quickly. It was just three weeks before I finished the Duolingo program: a program designed to last ten months. I found a new website called Memrise, which was designed to increase vocabulary. I used that for the next week, while trying to read basic texts I found on the Internet. I found one website with a Russian fluency test. I took the test and the website told me that I had reached ‘Basic conversational’. My heart stuttered. It was a lot of work, but I had a feeling it was about to pay off.

For the first time in a month, I logged onto that chat room website. I saw the list of online users. And now I could read their names: Vanya, Tanya, Irina, Svetlana, Olga, Lyubov, Yulia… I could understand their profiles for the most part. Olga really wanted to one day move to America. Vanya loved romance novels. Tanya had a soft spot for action movies.

I was nervous to click on one of them, to start a chat. Was I really ready? Would my sloppy unused Russian be embarrassing? Would I really be able to hold a conversation beyond, ‘Hi, how are you doing today?’ I had to give it a try.

The girl with the dark eye makeup and the lip piercing was online. I opened up a chat window with her. It was only a few seconds later when I saw that she was typing a message. My heart stuttered again. I took a deep breath. Then her message appeared. And I could actually understand it. “Hi. Have you gotten better yet?” she asked in Russian.

“Yes. At least I think so. Maybe you can tell me,” I replied in Russian.

“Very good,” she said, including a little smiley face. “I like your picture. You’re cute.”

I felt my face turning red. Maybe it’s true: maybe hard work really does pay off. No woman had ever called me cute before. I couldn’t even think of a single complement I’d ever received from a woman who wasn’t my mother. “Have you learned more English in the last month?” I asked.

“Not much. To be honest, I haven’t been trying very hard. I’m only on this site for a class.”

“Are you taking English in college?” I asked. Our conversation was still in Russian.

“It’s a high school class,” she said. I still couldn’t believe that I could understand her—even though it shouldn’t have been so hard to believe. I understood all the lessons on Duolingo. I’d read and reread the grammar tutorials. I’d watched countless videos. I’d logged dozens of hours on Memrise. So it was only natural that I could hold a decent conversation.

We chatted for a while, and then I heard a beeping. I looked at the bottom of my screen and saw that another girl had opened a chat window with me. I clicked on her profile. She was a petite blonde with large breasts, which she had done her best to hide in a tight white t-shirt, which said Russia on it, in Russian of course. “Would you help me with my English?” she asked. Apparently I was one of few English natives online. After a couple of hours, I had four chat windows open. I was helping two girls with their English, I had one girl helping me with my Russian, and then there was the high school girl with the eye makeup—we were just flirting. Her name was Mila, and she wasn’t bothering to correct my little grammar mistakes.

“So how old are you, Mila?” I asked in Russian.

“I probably shouldn’t say,” she said in Russian.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Why do you want to know?”

“I’m just wondering,” I wrote.

“Have you ever been to New York City?” she asked.

“No. But my sister is living there now,” I said.

“I really want to visit New York City,” she said.

“Well if you ever make it out, let me know. I’m just a three hour drive away.”

“You would visit me?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said.

There was a silence. Then she asked, “Can I send you a picture?”

“Sure,” I said. I waited a few minutes. I continued my learning conversations with the other girls. And then I heard the ding. Mila had sent a photo. I clicked over to our chat window and then I felt my face turning white. It was a picture of her wearing nothing but a tiny pair of white panties. She had her arm over her tits. Her cheeks were red—almost as red as the worn nail polish on her fingernails and toenails.

“Promise you won’t send this picture to anyone?” she asked.

“Promise,” I said after a moment. No woman had ever sent me a nude photo before. Hell—no woman had ever flirted with me before. My head was spinning and my cock was growing in my pants. I took a deep breath. “

“Do you want more pictures?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

So she sent another picture. Now my other conversations were being left ignored. I heard the dinging of their new messages, but I couldn’t be bothered to click over to see what they were saying. Mila was sending me amazing nude photos that I didn’t even have to ask for.

In her next photo, her tits were exposed. They were small and perky. “You don’t think they’re too small?” she asked.

“They’re perfect,” I said. Learning Russian was the best thing I’d ever done in my life. Maybe devoting time to learning wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

“What do you want me to do in my next picture?” she asked.

“Why don’t you take your panties off?” I said.

So I got a photo with her panties down around her ankles. Her knees were closed together, hiding her pussy from the camera. “Spread your legs,” I said. So I got a photo of her clean-shaved slit.

“Now you send one. Show me how I’m doing.” I figured she meant a photo of my cock, erect to prove that I was aroused. I felt awkward stripping down—especially knowing that my parents were downstairs and could come into my room at any moment to make sure I wasn’t playing video games. I was still technically practising my Russian—though I’m not sure they would believe me if they saw me pointing a camera at my erection. Flustered and red-cheeked, I sent a photo to Mila.

“What do I have to do to make you come?” she asked.

I bit down hard on my tongue. “Finger yourself,” I said. A minute later, I got a photo of her pussy agape, with two of her fingers burrowed inside, down to her knuckles. There was a glisten down her bum cheeks as if she’d expelled some fluid. I sent her another photo of my erection, this time with my clenched fist around my girth.

She sent a photo of her pussy, being held open by both of her hands. I could see right inside, where the cock was supposed to go. She was wet and tight. “Shit,” I muttered aloud. I was stroking myself, and I knew I wouldn’t last long.

Behind her in the photo, I could see a marker on her desk. “Stick the marker into your cunt,” I wrote. And a minute later, she sent a photo of her cunt, with the very tip of that marker poking out. And that was enough for me. I came. Cum rolled down my knuckles and I groaned. I sent her a photo, and she replied with a smiley face emoji.

“I should be getting to bed,” I wrote.

“Maybe we can chat again one night,” she said.

“Of course,” I said. “Maybe tomorrow night.”

Mila was great. She blessed my dreams that night, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her and looking at her lewd photos the next day. And then she logged on and I chatted her up. Then my little Mila fantasy was ruined. After just a few minutes, she told me that her grandma was sick and she needed money to pay for the medical bills. “How much?” I asked.

“A thousand dollars,” she said. “Could you please send it to me soon. Here is my bank wire information.” Mila was trying to scam me. I should have seen it coming. I don’t think that I was being catfished—just scammed by a young girl who thought Americans were stupid.

I was disappointed. I closed the chat window with her and I blocked her so that she couldn’t see or chat with me any more. And then I found myself looking at the list of girls on the website. Were they all just looking for an ignorant man to send them money? Was the website just a hub for scammers? No—surely some of these girls were truly interested in learning a new language. What about the girls I’d been chatting with the night before? Were they just pretending to have bad English? Were they just putting up with my ‘basic conversational’ Russian so they could butter me up?

A woman opened up a chat window with me. “Hello. Could you help me with my English?” she asked.

I looked at her profile, and my newfound pessimism assumed that she wasn’t actually a woman who needed help with her English. She was too beautiful. She had long blonde hair and stunning blue eyes. She looked a bit like the model from the ad I saw a month ago, that got me started with the Russian language. Her busty body was squeezed into a tight pink dress. She had plump lips and a thin waist.

I considered not replying. I considered clicking away from that website and removing it from my bookmarks folder. “Are you there?” she asked.

I sighed. Maybe I could give it one more try—just in case she was the real deal (though it seemed unlikely). “Hi,” I wrote. “I can help.”

“Thank you so much. I’m trying to understand how to pronounce ‘read’,” she said. “It’s like ‘red’ or like ‘reed’?”

“It depends on the tense,” I said. And then I went on to help her understand a few English words that lots of Russian women seemed to struggle with, at least on that website. “Your language is so complicated,” she said in Russian.

“You should try learning your language,” I wrote. “Your grammar is like advanced rocket science.”

“Maybe I can help you,” she said. “What are you struggling with?”

So I asked a few questions that had been stalling me—the same questions I’d asked other girls. But this girl gave me a surprisingly good explanation. I suddenly understood when to use certain word-endings. “That makes so much sense!” I said.

“I am glad I could help.”

I asked her a few more questions, then she had me practise the new information with a little conversation. I asked her about her work. She was a student in Moscow. She wanted to work with dogs, even if that just meant walking them for a living. I told her about my upcoming college. She was strangely impressed. Apparently it’s not so common for Russians to go to college, unless they’re particularly bright. “I’m not particularly bright,” I said. “I’m probably better off staying away from college.”

“Maybe you could become a Russian translator. You’re very good—especially if it’s true that it’s only been a month.”

“It’s been a full-time month,” I said.

And we kept talking about the future. She told me that she wanted a child one day, but she wanted to adopt. “There are so many kids in orphanages here,” she explained. Then she told me how she used to volunteer at an orphanage. We talked a bit about kids, and then we started talking about hobbies. I found myself looking at her profile again, flicking through her pictures, trying to decide whether she was real or not. The woman in her photos was too beautiful to be real. But if she was a scammer putting on a front, then the scammer was doing a lot of work.

I decided to be blunt. “The girl in the pictures on your profile—is that really you?” I asked.

“Of course it’s me,” she said. “Who else would it be?”

“I don’t know that I believe you,” I said.

“Why wouldn’t you believe me?”

“It’s just hard to believe,” I said. “A girl who looks like that should be out modelling for a magazine or something. Why would she be learning English and volunteering at orphanages?”

For the next three minutes, the chat was silent. Maybe I’d called her out on her scam and she’d run away. Maybe I’d offended her and she decided I wasn’t worth her time. That disappointment started setting back in, realizing the past month of hard studying was probably for nothing. The only girls I could talk to just wanted my money—money I didn’t even have. At least I would breeze through one of my university courses. And maybe the girl was right—maybe I could get a job as a translator. Maybe it wasn’t a complete waste.

Suddenly, my messenger dinged. The girl had sent a photo. I clicked on it. It loaded slowly.

It wasn’t a nude. But it was a photo of the girl on her profile: a selfie. She was holding up a piece of paper with the date written on it, along with the message, ‘Hi Bobby!’ I looked closely at the photo, trying to see if it was Photoshopped. Maybe the scammer was sophisticated. Maybe he had thousands of pictures of this girl and he was ready to quickly replace words on a page. But I couldn’t spot any signs of forgery.

“Wow,” I replied.

“Why wow?” she said.

“I don’t know. I guess I was wrong,” I said.

“It’s okay. I’m very flattered. Do you really think I could be in a magazine?”

I felt my face turning red. “You could be on the cover of a magazine,” I said.

“Are Americans known for being romantic?”

“Am I being romantic?” I asked.

“Boys don’t compliment me often. I think any compliment is romantic.”

“It wasn’t a compliment—I was just saying that you’re beautiful. Is it a compliment if it’s just a fact?”

“You’re sweet. Did you learn Russian just to flirt with Russian girls?” she asked.

Now I felt my face turning dark red. I’d been caught. “It wasn’t a deterrent,” I said. We kept talking. Finally, I caught myself yawning. I looked over at the clock on my wall and was shocked to see that it was 3:30 AM. “I should really be getting to sleep,” I said.

“Okay. It was nice talking to you,” she said. Then she sent another picture. She was holding up a piece of paper with the note, ‘Goodnight, Bobby,’ written in Russian.

“Goodnight,” I said—and then I realized I didn’t know her real name. I just knew her screen name, ‘Russian Blondie’. “Before I go to bed, what’s your name?”

“It’s Olya,” she said.

“Goodnight, Olya.” I closed down my laptop and I went to bed. As I fell asleep, I realized that my brain was thinking in Russian—and it was thinking of Russian girls—particularly of Olya.


CHAPTER III

We spent the better half of the next day chatting—as soon as she was awake in Moscow. She told me about her city and then she told me about the small town up north where she grew up. I was learning lots of new words, and I hardly even noticed because I was so swept up in the conversation. She told me a little bit about the high school she was going to. “I bet you’re very popular at school.”

She was slow to respond, as if I’d said something I shouldn’t have. For hours, she’d been immediate to respond. But now there was silence. “Did I say that wrong?” I asked. I reread what I wrote. Maybe I had the word for ‘popular’ wrong. Maybe I just insulted her. I didn’t mean to insult her. I had to search it in the dictionary. But the word was right. I said what I meant to say.

“I wasn’t popular,” she said. “School hasn’t been great for me. I’m excited for it to be over.”

“Isn’t Russian like America? Aren’t the pretty girls the popular ones?” I asked.

“Girls like me aren’t popular here,” she said.

“Why not?”

There was another silence. “Do you want to try the video chat?” she asked.

“Sure,” I wrote. I was nervous. The only Russian speaking I’d done was with the Duolingo programmed voice. I had no idea if I was really pronouncing my words correctly—or if anyone would be able to understand me through my American accent. But it was worth a try. I had to dive in at some point—so it may as well have been with a beautiful woman.

My computer started to ring. A popup window appeared. “Russian Blondie would like to video chat,” it said. My body became tense and blood rushed into my cheeks. What if she saw me and realized I was actually a skinny geek? What if my profile picture was more flattering than my actual self? What if she saw me and then hung up and never wanted to talk to me again?

I hesitantly clicked the ‘answer call’ button. A spinning wheel appeared on the screen as the feed loaded. I sat up straight and forced a smile. In high school, I never talked to girls, unless I had to for an assignment. I was always terrified stiff whenever one of my crushes walked past me in the hall. A few girls added me on Facebook messenger, but they hardly talked to me. In fact, as I thought about it while that wheel was spinning on my screen, I’d probably talked to Olya more than any woman in my life, who wasn’t related to me. Olya was the furthest I’d ever gotten with a girl, unless you count Mila, who was trying to scam me for money.

The wheel disappeared and she was suddenly on my screen: in all her blonde beauty. She was wearing a cute low cut dress. It was red with traditional Russian floral print along the trim. She had her makeup done up nicely and the cutest smile on her pretty face. “Hi, Bobby. Nice to see you,” she said in Russian.

I could hear my mom walking around downstairs. I knew that she wouldn’t be able to understand a word I was saying, and I had headphones in, so as far as she knew, I was talking to the Duolingo robot again—but I was still terrified of her hearing me chatting with a girl. I cleared my throat and forced myself to respond. “Hi. Nice to see you as well. You, uh, look nice.”

“Thank you,” she said, taking a step back from her desk to show me the full picture. She had a slender body with curves in all the right places. I couldn’t believe how perky her tits were. Her dress showed just enough of them off. Between her tits, a little green stone was hanging from a necklace. “Uh, nice necklace,” I said. “What kind of rock is that?”

“It’s an emerald,” she said. “My grandmother gave it to me. You really like it?”

I nodded my head. I was still in a state of shock, still struggling to believe a gorgeous woman had any intention of chatting with me. But I’d made sure to tell her that I had no money—that I was living with my parents and planning to live off of a student loan. She didn’t seem to care, as if she really did just want to talk to me. “It’s really nice,” I said. “How has your day been?”

She laughed. “It’s been good. I’ve been talking to you since I woke up.” She had a cute laugh. And her eyes looked even more stunning on video. She had gorgeous, long eyelashes that fluttered every time she blinked. It was hard to look away from her—and hard not to assume that she was up to some sort of scam.

“So, uh, what should we talk about?” I said. I hated how nervous I suddenly was. Why couldn’t I be as confident in person as I was through text?

“Whatever you want to talk about,” she said.

I thought for a moment. “Why don’t you tell me something about yourself?” I said.

“Well—there’s one thing I can tell you, but I don’t really want you to think any less of me,” she said. “Here in Russian, it’s very taboo. But I understand that it’s not so taboo in America. But maybe I’m wrong.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“I’m a—” she said. But I didn’t understand the last word. It wasn’t a word I’d learned. It was a long word with lots of vowels.

I leaned closer to my screen. “Sorry—say that again,” I said, hoping that I could figure it out with a second attempt. She said the word again but I couldn’t figure it out.

“What is that?” I asked.

“I was a boy, and now I’m a girl,” she said. She was smiling, maybe pulling a prank on me. I laughed, thinking that it was just some weird Russian sense of humour that I hadn’t encountered yet. But she wasn’t laughing, so I stopped. I stared at her for a moment.

“Wait—what do you mean?” I said.

“I don’t know what you call it in English,” she said. “I take special pills each day. They make me more of a girl.” Her face was red. That smirk was gone.

“It’s a joke?” I asked.

“No joke,” she said.

“Oh,” I said, looking down again at her perky tits, which were partially visible through her dress. They looked real. Were they implants? Were they the result of hormone therapy? Or was she just fucking with me? “That’s, uh, that’s cool.”

“So it’s okay? You don’t think less of me?” she said.

“Me?” I laughed awkwardly. “No—of course not. I, uh, I don’t care about that.” My heart stuttered. Had I spent the past two days fawning over a transgender? Had I been staring over and over at photos of a biological male? Was that really such a bad thing? I mean—she did look convincing. She sounded convincing, too—at least as far as I could tell. Maybe she didn’t sound quite so convincing to native Russian speakers.

“Okay. Good,” she said. “I was worried you wouldn’t want to talk to me anymore.”

“I don’t care about that,” I said again, still laughing awkwardly and nervously. A part of me was still convinced that she was messing with me.

“Cool,” she said. And then there was a silence. I had no idea what to say next. Was I just supposed to ignore the bomb she just dropped? Was I supposed to politely end the conversation and start a new one with another girl—and hope that she wasn’t a scammer or a transgender? Or could I just keep talking to Olya? Was it really such a big deal? Like she said: it’s more or less acceptable in America now. At least in the northern states, no one’s getting beaten up for being a transgender or dating a transgender—and even if they were, I was just talking to one on a website. It’s not like we were getting married or anything. “So tell me more about you. Do you have any secrets you want to get off of your chest?” she asked with her cute giggle. But now that giggle made me nervous. How could it be so cute? Was that something she’d practised, or was that her natural giggle? Did the hormones help, or was she giggling like that when she was a boy as well?

“Well…” I said, trying to think. But I could only think about the fact that she wasn’t completely female. “I, uh… I’m starting school in a month.”

She laughed. “I know. You’re taking English, French, Russian, politics—and what was the other class?” She’d actually been paying attention—I was somewhat surprised. I don’t know why, but it was hard to believe that a girl could actually be interested in me.

I had to think. “Film studies,” I said after a moment.

“Right—film studies. You know there are some very good Russian films if you like films.”

“You’ll have to send me a list,” I said. “I’d be interested in watching them.”

“I’ll do that,” she said. “There’s one called Stalker. It’s very good. I think it’s quite popular all over the world. The director is very famous.”

“I think I’ve heard about it,” I said. And just like that, we were right back to talking—as if she hadn’t shattered my mind with her bombshell. Had she not said anything, I would have never known. I found myself looking down her body on my screen, trying to find evidence that she was telling the truth. There was a bit of an Adam’s apple, but nothing obvious. Her shoulders were maybe a little bit broad—but they weren’t crazy. Though no one was looking at her shoulders. It was impossible to look down from her face without looking straight at her magnificent tits.

“I’m going out tonight,” she said to me. “I should probably start getting ready.”

“Okay. Have fun,” I said, looking over at the clock and realizing it was late. I’d been talking to Olya all day.

“Wait. I thought you could maybe help me pick out an outfit,” she said, springing up to her feet. She ran back to her closet. “Can you still see me?” she asked.

“I can see you,” I said.

She opened her closet and pulled out a number of dresses. “Do you mind if I try them on for you?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Sure.”

“I’ll try this one first,” she said, holding up a small red dress. It was hard to believe the dress could fit over her body.

“Okay. Just hold on for one minute,” she said. She stepped aside, away from the view of the camera. Now I was just looking at her empty Moscow bedroom. It was clean and stark. Her walls were grey and so were her bed sheets. There was a mirror on her wall, just to the left of the frame. I noticed something moving in that mirror. I looked closer and realized it was her.

She probably had no idea that I could still see her. She was slipping out from her red day dress, carefully pulling the straps over her shoulders and squirming it down her body. Her perky tits popped out. She had big nipples, which were erect. She kept pulling that dress down, past her flat stomach and over her smooth pelvis. I took a deep breath, suddenly overwhelmed with tension. Was I supposed to say something? Should I look away?

She pulled that dress over the bust of her ass, revealing her tight thong. I bit down on my tongue. She had a great bum—but it wasn’t the bum that stole my attention; it was the bulge in her panties that made me gasp. I covered my mouth so she wouldn’t hear me.

The thong was tiny—it had enough fabric to hold her package from hanging out, but it wasn’t enough to hide everything. I could see her testicles and most of her long shaft, all squashed together and pressed between her thighs. She really wasn’t fucking with me. She really was a transgender.

I wiped the cold beads of sweat off of my forehead. I couldn’t look away. I watched her step into her new red dress. She stretched it up her body. It was skin-tight and it hardly covered her perfect titties. She looked down at her cock bulge. Then she reached up the skirt of her dress and fondled herself until that bulge was gone. I’m not sure what she did with it.

Then she stepped away from the mirror and back in front of the camera. “Are you still there?” she asked.

My face must have been dark red. I nodded my head quickly and forced a big smile. “I’m right here,” I said. “That dress looks nice.”

“You think so? It’s not too revealing?”

I shook my head. “No—it’s nice,” I said.

“Can I show you the blue one?” she asked.

“Sure. Show me the blue one.”

She did the same thing: walking to her closet to grab the new dress and then stepping aside where she thought she was invisible. I watched as she stripped down, exposing her tits and that big, meaty package between her thighs. I stared at it until it was gone, until a frilly blue skirt.

The new dress had a corset top and no straps. Her big tits floated and jiggled when she stepped, but somehow they didn’t bounce right out. “I really like this dress,” she said.

“Yeah. That one is good too,” I said. I had to keep my camera pointed up so that she wouldn’t see my tall, throbbing erection pulsing between my legs, begging to be released from my tight denim pants. I reached down when she went to get the third dress, to stuff my erection to the side, so that it wasn’t mashing directly up into my fly. Why was I so aroused?

I took a deep breath. And I didn’t look away from the next changing. I watched her wriggle her amazing body into a tight pink dress. I watched as she handled her breasts, stuffing them into the tight top. Then she stepped back in front of the camera. “I love this dress,” she said. Then she laughed, looking down. “Maybe I love it too much.”

“That one is nice too,” I said.

“You don’t seem sold on any of them,” she said.

“I like all of them.”

“Well I’ve got one more,” she said.

She grabbed a black dress and then she stepped aside, back where she assumed she was invisible. She slipped out from her pink dress, and that’s when I saw that she was aroused. Her cock had fought its way out from her thong and was now pointing straight out. It was long and hard and twitching with each pulse of her heart. She pulled the black dress over her body, but now her cock was bulging out, no matter how hard she tried to stuff it back. The stretchy black dress didn’t help to hide the erection. “Just a minute,” she called out as she continued to fight with her shaft. Apparently she really did like the pink dress ‘too much’, as she said.

She finally lifted her skirt up, exposing that big shaft. She pushed it down between her thighs, and then she closed her legs together to hold it awkwardly in place. Then she dropped her skirt and walked carefully in front of the camera. “What about this one?” she said.

“I love that one,” I said. “I think you should wear that one.”

“Okay,” she said, looking down—probably to make sure that her cock wasn’t springing free. “I should probably start getting ready. Maybe we can talk tomorrow again.”

“We should do that,” I said.

“Bye, Bobby!” She leaned forward carefully and then hung up the call. I remained still for a minute, processing the show I’d just witnessed. I let my lips part and I took a deep breath of fresh air into my lungs. Then I looked down at the bulge in my own pants. I’d never felt the need to jerk off more in my entire life.

So that’s what I did. I opened up Olya’s profile and then I jerked myself off to her photos. It wasn’t even thirty seconds later when I had a tissue full of cum in my hand.


CHAPTER IV

We chatted again the next day. Olya rang me up as soon as she was awake, and our chat remained open well into the day, until she had to leave for a school project. My Russian was improving a little bit every day—faster now that I was chatting with real Russians and immersing myself in their native language. I was starting to be able to hear that masculine twang to Olya’s voice.

I’d also done a bit of digging through her Facebook profile. On some old pictures, I found some of her friends calling her Dima. I managed to search for her old masculine name, and I found some photos on an old school website of her before her transition. It was a strange and unnatural sight. She really looked like a boy in the old photos, but she really looked like a girl now—and the difference between the photos was only a few years. How could a person change so drastically in such a short period of time? Was it just the makeup? Under that makeup, was she just that boy I was seeing in those old photos?

It was the next day, Friday, when she called me later in the day. When I picked up the video call, she wasn’t even sitting in front of her computer; she was zipping back and forth from her closet to her mirror, getting ready for a night out. She had her makeup done in a fancy way, with big flicks of eyeliner—a very Russian makeup style. She was wearing a gold, sparkly dress, which cut off less than an inch below her bum. Her wrists were dangling with costume jewellery, and she had big hoops for earrings.

“How do I look?” was the first question she asked me.

“You look very good,” I said, watching her dart back and forth. She had a whole pile of shoes that she was trying on. Each pair looked worn, as if they’d all been taken out many, many times. She asked for my advice on shoes, but she ended up just going with the golden pair that matched her dress, even though I told her I liked the black pair the most. That’s another thing with Russians: they like matching from head to toe.

“I wish we could talk more,” she said. “But I have this big gala tonight. Half of my school will be there. There will be music—traditional Russian music. If you could come, you would probably learn a lot about Russia.”

“I think it’s a bit far for me,” I said.

She checked the time and then she came up to the camera for the first time that day. “Sorry, I have to go,” she said, batting her big, pretty eyelashes inches from her laptop camera.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” She blew a kiss at the camera and then she logged off. My heart stuttered and my face turned red. Was that a Russian thing? Do Russians blow kisses at one another, or was that her being romantic? Why was I so flustered? Why couldn’t I get the image of her gold-clad body out from my mind?

I spent more time than usual practising my Russian that day, trying to get beyond my basic conversation level. I could tell that I’d come a long way. Texts that would take me fifteen minutes to read just a week before now only took me five minutes. I had to spend much less time looking through the dictionary for words that were alien to me. I went to take the Duolingo refresher test and I got nearly every single question correct. I wanted to impress Olya.

And then it was 6:30 PM when my computer started to ring. I was getting a video call from Olya. I had to check the time again, knowing that it was 3:30 AM in Moscow. Of course I answered. And then I was excited to see her pretty face staring at me. She had a big smirk on, and her cheeks were dark red as if she’d been drinking. “Bobby—you picked up!” she said. She had the slightest slur to her voice.

“I’m here. What are you still doing up?”

“I just got home,” she said with a strange amount of enthusiasm. “I kept thinking of you all night. I missed your cute accent and your patchy Russian.” I wasn’t sure if I should take it as an insult or a compliment.

“I’ve been practising,” I said in my defence.

She started laughing. “It’s okay. I understand you. And isn’t that all that matters?”

“Did you have fun tonight at the gala?” I asked. “Did everyone like your dress?”

She shook her head. “I was shunned—but I’m used to it. They don’t like that I’m a transgender here. Did I tell you that already?” She swayed slightly, apparently overwhelmed with alcohol. “So me and a few friends went out back and we shared a big bottle of vodka.”

“Well I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“Why are you sorry?”

“That must be hard,” I said.

“But why are you sorry?”

It took me a moment to realize that she really didn’t understand why I was sorry. Maybe that wasn’t something Russians said to one another. “I feel sympathetic,” I said. “That’s how we say it in English.”

“Bobby?” she said.

“Yes?”

“If you were here with me right now, what would you do?”

My body tingled. I inhaled a deep breath and I made a big smile. “I don’t know. It’s 3:30 AM, so I would probably be sleeping.” I laughed.

She shook her head. “No. With me. What would you do with me?” She was staring quietly at her screen, waiting eagerly for an honest answer. But I hadn’t thought about it. What would I do? It would be hard not to make a move—especially now that one of the straps of her tight dress was dangling on her arm. It would be so easy to just tug that golden dress down, revealing her braless tits. But then what would I do? Would I be able to make love to her, knowing that she used to be a boy? I’d seen the pictures—would those images be in my mind while our bodies were pressed together? Would I be able to get an erection if her cock was rubbing against my pelvis?

“Well, Bobby?” she asked.

I laughed nervously. “I don’t know,” I said. “I would probably make a move on you—so I guess it’s a good thing I’m not there.” My face was red-hot. I had to bite down on the edge of my tongue to stock my jaw from clenching.

She was silent for a moment. “So why is it a good thing you aren’t here?” She continued to stare at the screen—staring at me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. My heart fluttered and skipped multiple beats. “I guess I kind of wish that I was there.”

There was suddenly a long silence. Then, she nudged her chair back, so I could see her whole torso as well as her face. She reached carefully for her shoulder and removed the remaining strap of her dress. Then, using both hands, she gently tugged that dress down her torso, revealing her collarbone, then her breasts, and then her abdomen. Her eyes were wide and glowing, and her whole face was now dark red—though probably not quite as red as mine.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. Then she stood up and pulled that dress down over her hips. Once past her hips, it easily fell down to the floor, leaving her in just a gold thong, which didn’t even cover her whole package. I could see one of her testicles hanging down, and I could make out a whole edge of her long shaft, which was scrunched into that small piece of elastic fabric. “Do I look good to you?” she asked, spinning around in a slow circle.

My heart was pounding. I kept looking over my shoulder to make sure that my door was properly closed. I hated that my parents made me turn my desk so my screen would face the door. I could hear them downstairs, shuffling around between the kitchen and the living room. If I stopped paying attention, I knew it would only take a few seconds for them to reach my door.

“Well?” she asked, looking shy. She staggered slightly, still intoxicated.

“You look beautiful,” I said.

She smiled. Then she reached down and grabbed the thong with both hands. She slipped it down and let it fall on top of her dress. Her large package fell out and dangled in the open. My lips parted and I couldn’t close them. I fought to bring air into my lungs. I couldn’t look away from her. I couldn’t stop staring at that amazing cock. Did I like cocks? Was I actually gay? Why was her smooth, shaved package so mesmerizing?

She reached down and grabbed her shaft and ball sack. She pulled the whole deal upwards, stretching it towards her abdomen. Then she let her ball sack fall down so that she was only holding her shaft. “I’m drunk, Bobby,” she said.

I nodded my head slowly, not sure how to respond. Should I have been talking her out of this? Should I have been telling her to put her dress back on? My eyes were probably telling her to go on, to keep stroking herself while I watched—because that’s what she did. She grabbed her shaft firmly and stroked it up and down, making it harder and harder—and bigger and bigger.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

I just nodded my head. I didn’t know why I liked it—and I didn’t like that I liked it—but I liked it. I kept watching. My own cock had already become solid and large in my pants. I had to reach down to unzip my fly, just to get a bit of relief.

“Take out your cock, Bobby,” she said.

My heart stuttered. I looked down and then I looked back at my bedroom door. It was a risky move, but I couldn’t possibly turn Olya down. I pushed myself back from my computer and I tilted my screen down, so that she could see enough of my body. Then I tugged my pants down, revealing my erect cock to Olya—the first girl to ever see my erect cock.

Her eyes lit up and she let a little gasp slip. “I like your cock,” she said.

“I, uh, like yours too,” I said. I was so glad that my parents couldn’t understand Russian, just in case they were walking past my bedroom door.

“Go ahead and stroke it,” she said. “We can stroke together. Tell me if you’re going to come—don’t come without me. And take off your shirt.”

So I took off my shirt and I started to pump my shaft while watching her pump hers. I felt so naughty. My heart was racing with terror. I knew that I was doing something I absolutely should not have been doing, but I couldn’t stop. It felt so good. It was so much better than any masturbation session I’d ever had before, knowing that Olya on my screen was real and that she was really looking at me.

She let a little moan slip. That adorable moan sent a warm shockwave through my body. I shuddered and took a sharp breath in. I felt a warm fluid trickling down my fingers. I looked down to see clear pre-cum. I was closing in on my climax.

And she was closing in on her climax. She stumbled slightly and then caught herself using the edge of her desk. She remained slightly bent over while she beat her cock, stroking it up and down. Her cock was magnificently huge, towering up above her belly button with a perfect curve from the base to the tip. There was a thick vein running up the bottom of her cock, and I could almost see it throbbing through my computer screen.

“Are you close yet?” she asked between heavy breaths.

“Very close,” I said. I squeezed my cock harder. I could feel the euphoria growing in my shaft, taking feeling away from the rest of my body. I groaned and squirmed. “It’s coming—I’m going to come.”

“I want you to come on your own chest and imagine that I’m coming on you,” she said. She held her cock out, pointing it at the camera as if she was going to come on me. Then she stumbled forward so that her cock was filling up my screen. I could no longer see her face of her perky tits: just her throbbing shaft and the fist that was clenched around it.

I groaned loudly and I pulled my shaft up, aiming it at my chest. And just as I was about to come, she unloaded. The first couple of shots went over the screen. Then a blast hit the camera dead-on. I felt the hot blasts splashing against my chest. I was coming on myself. But it really felt like she was coming on me—and it felt so amazing. I groaned and squirmed and moaned as the warm globs dribbled down my torso and into my pubic hair.

I looked down at the mess I’d made. I don’t think I’d ever produced so much come in my life.

I looked back up at the screen as she wiped the gooey white cum off of her camera. Now she was smiling at me. “That was fun,” she said.

I nodded my head.

“I should probably get some sleep. Maybe we can talk tomorrow,” she said.

“Definitely,” I said.

She blew a kiss at the camera and then she logged off, leaving me with a pounding heart and a lot of cum to clean up.


CHAPTER V

Olya didn’t come online the next day, making me feel nervous that she’d woken up with a head full of regrets. I remained close to my computer, watching as people went online and offline. I tried practising some difficult Russian grammar, but it was hard to focus not knowing how Olya felt about our little online romp, now that she was sober.

I tried talking to a few others, helping them with their English, getting some help with my Russian, but my focus was on that list of users. I had her profile open in a separate tab, and I kept staring at the red circle, waiting for it to turn green.

When midnight rolled around, I knew it was time to give up on waiting for her to appear online. I closed my laptop and I went to bed with a sadness swelling in my heart. But why did I care? It’s not like I knew Olya in real life. She was just a character on a website. She may as well have been a character in a video game. Sure, I knew what she looked and sounded like, but I didn’t know what she felt like and I didn’t know what she smelled like, or what her lips tasted like. Hell—as far as I knew, she was just working for a scammer. Maybe they took pictures of me coming all over myself and they were going to use them to blackmail me into sending money over to Russia. Maybe Olya was the same scammer as Mila.

When I woke up late the next morning, I had a message on my computer. It was from Olya. “Sorry we didn’t talk yesterday. The Internet was down on my whole block and my hangover was too bad to go out.”

I perked up and replied quickly. Hope and excitement surged back into my body, as if I’d waited years to hear back from her. “It’s okay,” I said. “I thought maybe I’d scared you away.”

“Can I call you? I have something to tell you.”

I didn’t wait for her to call me. I went ahead and called her. The image of her long, smooth shaft was in my mind. I knew that she was sober now, but that didn’t stop me from trying to think of a way to get her naked again, so I could see her stroking herself one more time.

Her face appeared on my screen. She was wearing an oversized white sweater and she had her long hair tied in a bun on the top of her head. She was only wearing a touch of makeup—just enough to make her eyes look big and stunning. “Feeling better?” I asked.

“I’m feeling great,” she said. “Do you want to know why?”

“Why?”

“I’m coming to visit you!” she said with excitement. There was excitement bursting inside of me, but only for a few seconds before reality dawned on me.

I couldn’t have her visit me! I couldn’t let my parents meet her—they would disown me. And my friends would mock the hell out of me. Why did I let her think that being transgender was widely accepted in America? It wasn’t. If my friends thought that I was involved with a transgender girl, I’m sure they would make fun of me behind my back—or just to my face. Everyone would accuse me of secretly being gay. I wasn’t gay—at least I didn’t think I was gay. I certainly didn’t want other people thinking I was gay until I knew for certain one way or the other.

And what if I wasn’t the guy she thought I was? What if she came and realized I was a loser with only a few friends? What was she expecting from me? Where was she going to stay?

“You’re coming here?” I said. “To Buffalo?”

“Yes. My school is paying for the flight, but I’m supposed to find my own place to stay. And that sort of brings me to you. I have a very big favour to ask.” She pressed her hands together and made a big smile. I knew exactly what she was going to ask. She was going to ask to stay with me. Sure, my parents had a guest room, but would they go for it? Would they allow a complete stranger from the other side of the world to stay in our house? And no offense to Russians, but they had a scammy reputation, at least in America. My parents grew up during the Cold War. They were taught to believe that Russians were the evil people of the world. “Could I maybe stay with you? I promise I would be quiet and your family wouldn’t even notice me there. I know it’s asking a lot—but it would mean so much to me,” she said.

And even if my parents were fine with having a Russian woman come to stay with us, they would probably change their tune the moment they realized that she was trans. Or maybe they wouldn’t notice. It wasn’t obvious in her voice to me until my Russian was at a certain level. So maybe it wouldn’t be at all obvious to them. And it’s not like Olya wasn’t convincing. Sure, her shoulders were maybe a tiny bit wider than the average girl, and she had a bit of a lump on her throat—but I’d seen lots of girls with lumps on their throats.

“Bobby?” she said.

I snapped back into our conversation. My heart was pounding—maybe even harder than when we were beating off together. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d forgotten about our mutual masturbation session. Did the alcohol erase that from her memory? Did she know that we’d been intimate online together? If she really came to America, would she expect me to be intimate with her in real life? Could I do it? Could I fuck a girl with a cock? Would she want to fuck me? “Um,” I said. “I would have to ask my parents.”

“Could you? It would mean so much to me.”

My parents were home. If I was really going to ask them, then now was the time—rip off the Band-Aid and get it over with. I had a feeling my dad was going to scream at me. He would probably assume I was bringing a mail-order-bride to the house. Or maybe he would assume that I’d been scammed. “I’ll go ask now,” I said. “When would you be coming?”

“They got me a flight on Friday. I would be staying for a week. Thank you so much for asking. It really means so much to me.”

I nodded my head and forced a smile. I felt sick. I stood up slowly and my stomach groaned. I’d gone nearly an entire month without my father looking at me like I was some sort of useless moron. It was nice to feel accepted for once. I didn’t want to ruin that. Maybe I could just go downstairs and get a drink of water. I could wait a couple of minutes and then return and tell Olya that I asked even though I didn’t. I could use my parents as scapegoats. ‘They said no—sorry.’ It would be so easy to say…

But instead, I found myself standing in front of my parents in the living room. “What is it?” my dad asked, staring up at me.

“I, uh, have a question to ask,” I said.

“Okay. Ask it already,” my dad said.

“There’s this girl from Moscow who’s been helping me learn Russian. She’s coming to America for a week, and, uh…”

“Does she need a place to stay? Does she want to stay here?” my dad asked.

I was suddenly silent and frozen. Was my dad offering or was he trying to predict the stupidity that was about to come out from my mouth. I stared at him with fear swelling in my gut. I wasn’t able to produce any words.

Then he said, “If she wants to come to Buffalo, tell her to stay here. We have that guest room that no one ever uses. Maybe you can even take her to visit your sister in New York City.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Really?” I said.

“Yeah. Sure.”

I looked to my mom. She was smiling in agreement. There was no argument. They were fine with Olya coming to stay for a week. There wasn’t even any hesitation. Why were they suddenly acting so cool? Why weren’t they jumping down my throat like I was used to? “O—Okay,” I said. “I’ll tell her she can stay here.”

I cautiously backed away and made my way back to my room. I told Olya the good news. She was thrilled. The smile on her face was adorable, erasing some of the anxiety from my gut for just a short moment. We got right to planning her trip, even planning to visit my sister in New York City. “I can’t wait,” Olya said with red excitement in her cheeks.

“It’s going to be a lot of fun,” I said. But I was still terrified of her secret—and mine—getting out to my family and friends.


CHAPTER VI

My anxiety reached its climax when I was standing in the airport, as the passengers off the flight from Moscow started to pour into the baggage claim area. A few of the people around me were holding signs with Russian names on them. I didn’t have a sign. Should I have brought a sign?

The man directly next to me was holding a bouquet of flowers. The man next to him was holding a giant teddy bear. Should I have brought some sort of romantic gesture? Were Olya and I a romantic couple or did she even remember our moment of intimacy?

I closed my eyes and attempted to control my breathing and my heart rate. I could feel my hands shaking. I felt cold and foolish. I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t falling for some sort of scam. I’d read online that there are some seriously intricate Russian scammers in the world. Was it possible Olya was one of them? Or maybe she just worked for one of them?

Or maybe I was just being paranoid. I opened my eyes and there she was, coming down the long escalator from the arrivals wing. She was wearing a tiny white dress and white shoes. She had her hair tied up in a complicated braid-bun. She scanned the faces in the awaiting crowd and then her gaze landed on me. She smiled and her face lit up, and I just remained frozen, shocked to see that she was just as beautiful in real life as she was on the computer screen. I don’t know why, but a part of me was expecting a completely different girl. A part of me was expecting a sort of drag queen, with broad shoulders and a five o’clock shadow. A part of me assumed that she had been pulling little camera tricks to make herself look more convincing. But that wasn’t the case. She was beautiful and convincing and now she was here to see me.

Once she reached the bottom of the escalator she jogged up to me and threw her arms around my body. “Bobby! It’s so great to see you!” she said in Russian. Then she cleared her throat and repeated herself in English. “While I’m here, I’m supposed to speak English.” Her English was good, but it wasn’t great. She had the words and the grammar more or less figured out, but her pronunciation was rough.

“It’s so crazy to see you in person,” I said.

She grabbed my hands and held them gently while looking into my eyes. For the first time, I smelled her perfume. It was a heavy scent, like standing in the middle of a rose garden. I looked into her eyes. Now her clarity wasn’t limited to the pixels of my computer screen and the resolution of her camera. I could see every little detail of her face—even the tiny freckles that had almost completely faded from her childhood.

I had the urge to kiss her, even though I was just technically meeting her for the first time. I resisted the urge, turning away and walking towards the baggage carousel. “We should see if your bag has come down yet,” I said nervously.

I wasn’t used to being around women in person. I was never around them in high school, hardly even talking to them online. Olya was the first girl who ever held my hands like that. She was the first girl to look into my eyes like that. She was the first girl who had ever been remotely intimate with me. But she wasn’t the first girl to make me completely frozen and flustered.

She followed me closely, looking around with wonder glowing in her eyes. “So this is America,” she said.

“Well this is just an airport,” I said with a laugh. “Buffalo isn’t much more interesting, but tomorrow we’ll drive to visit my sister in New York City. I think you’ll like it there.”

“I can’t wait,” she said. She reached down and grabbed my hand, squeezing it tightly. And she didn’t let go, making my heart stutter yet again. Was she here thinking that she was my girlfriend? Were we in a long-distance relationship? I looked over into her eyes and she smiled. I looked away quickly, frozen with terror.

She was by far the most beautiful girl in that airport. It made no sense in my brain that the most beautiful girl in a crowd of hundreds could be standing with me, holding my hand, looking forward to spending a whole week with me. Yet there she was.

I squeezed her hand back. But now I was terrified that she would be openly romantic with me in front of my parents. I didn’t want my parents thinking that she was my girlfriend—and not just because she was trans. I didn’t want them thinking that I was being scammed or that I was falling head over heels for a completely stranger… even though I suppose I was.

“There’s my bag,” she said, pointing to a bright pink suitcase. I grabbed it for her. It was surprisingly light. “That’s it. Now we can go.”

“Okay,” I said, nodding my head. “Let’s go.”

My parents weren’t home when we got to the house, so we had the place all to ourselves for Olya’s tour. She gasped at the sight of my bedroom. “It’s your room!” she said before I had a chance to say it myself. She went inside and spun around. “There’s the side I haven’t seen before. I never thought I would see the inside of this room.” Her excitement was cute.

She hopped onto my bed and bounced. “The mattress is so soft. We don’t have soft mattresses like this in Russia.”

“No?” I said.

“No.” She hopped off the bed and started exploring my room. I watched her closely, still admiring her body, trying to decide whether my parents would be able to tell that she was trans. I wasn’t so worried that they would catch on—I was more worried that she would just tell them, thinking that they wouldn’t care. She seemed to think that transgenderism was completely normal in America. I didn’t have the heart to tell her that wasn’t entirely the case, and I didn’t have the heart to ask her not to mention it around my family or friends.

I still wasn’t sure whether or not she wanted to meet my friends. Would I lie and say that they were all busy? Or would I risk having my friends find out that I was getting involved with a girl who had a bigger cock than me?

“When do your parents get home?” she asked.

“Probably in a couple of hours,” I said.

She smiled. “What do you want to do for a couple of hours then?” She stepped towards me. Was she suggesting we fuck while we had the house to ourselves? My heart stammered.

“Uh, whatever you want,” I said. My arms tingled.

She stared into my eyes. She looked younger in person. I had no idea how old she was. I knew she was in high school. What if she was a minor? What age did high school even start for Russians? What if she was much, much younger than she looked? I was too afraid to ask, even though I’d learned that it’s not considered rude in Russia to ask a woman for her age.

She had the youthful energy of a thirteen-year-old girl. She bounced around the house, exploring with wonder in her eyes. She bent over to admire photos on a table in our hallway. As she bent over, the skirt of her dress rode up, exposing the cusp of her bum. I only had to lower myself down a touch to see the bulge in her panties. I could make out the contour of her shaft and the bulge of her testicles. Was I supposed to ask her to wear something more conservative for my parents?

She stood back up and spun around. I darted my gaze up and put on a big smile. “Let’s go get ice cream,” she said. “You said there’s a good ice cream place near your house. Let’s go!”

So that’s where we went. As soon as we were outside, she grabbed my hand and held it tightly. My body trembled with warm excitement, and then beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. What if the neighbours saw us together? What if they could tell that she was trans?

I bought her an ice cream cone. She wanted to try mint chocolate chip—they apparently didn’t have that flavour in Russia. She loved it. While she was licking, she got a bit on her nose. She giggled and then snuggled up to me on the park bench where we sat to chat. “I like America. It’s so colourful here.”

“Wait until you see New York,” I said.

“I can’t wait,” she said. She licked her ice cream again. Then she turned to look at me. “Are you happy that I’m here?”

“I’m thrilled,” I said.

“Would your parents be okay if we slept in your room together?” she asked.

I bit down on my tongue. “I, uh—I don’t think they would like that.”

“But you’re an adult, no? Can’t you do what you want?”

“Not if I want to keep living at home rent-free.”

She looked disappointed. And I suddenly felt disappointed. I hadn’t even thought about the possibility of sharing a bed with her: cuddling up to her, feeling her warm, naked body against mine. It wasn’t even a remote possibility in my mind until now.

When we returned to the house, my parents were home. They were happy to meet Olya. My dad was on his best behaviour. Apparently he’d even made a point of learning how to say ‘Hello, nice to meet you.’ Though he didn’t have any idea of what Olya was saying when she said, “Thank you so much for letting me stay with you,” in Russian. He just nodded his head and said. “That’s great.”

My mom made an elaborate dinner. She even tried to make perogies from scratch, which turned out doughy and bland—but the effort didn’t go unnoticed. Olya thought my parents were cute. I was shocked by how welcoming they were acting. It was uncharacteristic. I wanted to ask them what they were up to, but I didn’t want Olya to think that they were acting strange because of her.

We all spent the evening in the living room together. My parents asked Olya about Russia. She got to practise her English with people who knew absolutely no Russian. It was good for her—though I had to act as a translator a few times. Then, I was shocked when my father said, “I’m so happy Bobby found this Russian thing. It’s been so great for him.” I couldn’t remember the last time my dad complimented me—and I wasn’t sure if it was a real compliment or just him putting on a show for Olya.

It was 11:00 PM when Olya stretched out her arms and yawned. It was late in America, never mind in Moscow. “I should be getting to sleep,” she said. “Thank you so much again for letting me stay with you.” She nodded her head with a smile and then she went off to the guest room.

Then my parents looked at me. They were glowing—obsessed with Olya. They wouldn’t stop telling me how great she was. “I wish she could stay longer than a week,” my father said. “She’s just so sweet,” said my mother. “You did so well.” Did they think that we were a couple? I kept telling them that Olya was there as a part of a foreign exchange program, but they continued to insinuate that she was more than just a foreign exchange student. “I think the two of you are just so cute together,” my mother said when I got up to go to sleep.

“Well she’s just here to study,” I kept saying. I didn’t want them to think that we were together, even if that’s what they wanted—just in case her secret came out. If they just thought that we were casual online acquaintances, then they wouldn’t think any less of me when they found out that she had a cock.


CHAPTER VII

It was pitch black in my bedroom when I woke up to the sound of the old floorboard groaning. I turned over and saw a figure moving through my room. Then I sat up quickly with a pounding heart, thinking someone was breaking in. A hand came down on my lips and Olya shushed me. I’d forgotten that she was staying with us. In fact, I had myself convinced that her arrival in America was just a dream.

But now she was sitting on the edge of my bed, looking down in my eyes. “Sorry for waking you,” she said with her thick Russian accent. “I tried to be quiet coming up the stairs.”

“What are you doing?” I whispered as quietly as I could, worried my parents would be able to hear from down the hall.

“I wanted to see you,” she said. “Can you believe that I’m here in America?”

I shook my head. Then I looked over at the clock. It was almost 4:00 AM. “It’s morning in a few hours. Shouldn’t we just wait until then?”

“I want to see you now,” she said. Then she pulled up the covers and slipped underneath. She snuggled her warm body up against mine, and then she took my hand. “Relax your arm,” she said in Russian, probably because she didn’t know how to say it in English. I relaxed my arm, so she brought my hand down between her legs. Then I felt her hard erection with my fingers. I froze and she giggled. “Don’t be shy,” she said. “I was thinking about you.”

Her cock was so warm, and I could feel it pulsing. It was being pressed hard against her abdomen by her little pair of lace panties—the tiny undergarment wasn’t enough to contain her magnificent size. “Go ahead,” she said. “You can feel it.”

My hand was trembling as I curled my fingers around her girth. Why was I playing along? Why wasn’t I telling her to go back to her bedroom?

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. That was my first ever kiss. Her lips were soft. She pushed her tongue through my lips and touched it against the tip of my tongue. Then her hand slipped onto my back and she began to rub. And without even noticing, I was now stroking her shaft, feeling her foreskin pulling back and forth her solid member. “We probably shouldn’t be doing this,” I whispered.

“Why not?” she asked.

I didn’t want to tell her that I was afraid of being caught. I was an adult, and in Russia, adults who take orders from their parents are considered weak and embarrassing. I didn’t want to be weak and embarrassing in her eyes. I wanted her to think that I was cool and manly. So I pretended like I wasn’t worried. I kept kissing her and I kept stroking her thick cock. I couldn’t believe how big it was. I was so used to stroking my own cock—but hers was nearly twice as big! I could hardly wrap my fingers all the way around it.

Suddenly I felt her fingers pushing down the front of my boxers. She grabbed my cock and started massaging it. She let a little giggle slip—maybe because my dick was so much smaller than hers. But she didn’t say anything. We continued to kiss, still fondling each other. My mind was spinning. I was about to lose my virginity—and to the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen! I kept thinking: I’m so glad I learned Russian. I’m so glad that ad popped up on my computer. I’m so glad she came to America to visit me.

Once I was erect, she repositioned herself, pushing her cock against my abdomen and then sinking down, until the tip of my cock was pressed between her butt cheeks. She held my shaft while she tried to locate her asshole in the dark. Then she released me for a moment—just long enough to spit into her hand. She reached back down, coated my shaft, and then she started pushing me into her body. I tried not to groan. I tried not to make any sounds at all. But it felt so good. I wanted to cry out so badly.

She pushed me deep into her body. I could feel her warm anal walls throbbing and clenching my shaft. She let out a long, deep sigh. Then she looked into my eyes. “That feels nice,” she said in Russian. Her voice was so soothing and sexy. Butterflies took flight in my chest.

“You’re so tight,” I whispered.

“Fuck me,” she said in English.

I held her hips firmly and then I started to thrust. It was impossibly tight in her back door—but it felt so, so amazing. As I thrust into her, she grinded her cock against my stomach. I could feel her shaft throbbing against my bellybutton. I couldn’t wait for her to come between our chests. I couldn’t wait to mash her load between our bodies, coating our chests with her warm seed. But I had to stop thinking about it—the more I thought about it, the closer I came to my orgasm.

I closed my eyes and tried to will that euphoria away. I wanted to last more than a minute on my first time. I didn’t want to embarrass myself by only lasting thirty seconds. What would she think of me? What would she say?

Suddenly, she groaned. “I’m so sorry,” she said in Russian. Then I felt the warm blasts hitting my body. She was coming. She ended up lasting only thirty seconds. Even in that dark room I could see that her cheeks were dark red. She squirmed and groaned until her cock was empty and our torsos were covered in jizz. I didn’t last much longer. I managed to get another ten fast, hard thrusts into her butthole before I was draining my snake inside of her body.

We kissed again, and then she reached back and pulled me out. After kissing for a couple of minutes, she rolled over and pressed her back and bum against my body. She snuggled in tight and said, “Goodnight.” She dozed off and I began to do the same, even though I was terrified that we would sleep in and my parents would find us together like that.

As I started to drift away, I could feel my own warm cum oozing out from her bum, dribbling into my pubic hair and down my now-limp shaft. It felt nice in a weird way.


CHAPTER VIII

I’d never been to New York City, so I was just as amazed by all of the sights and sounds as Olya was. We held hands as we walked down the busy streets. We got ice cream cones in Central Park and then we stood in awe with the rest of the tourists at Times Square. And while the city was very amazing, I couldn’t stop thinking about Olya. I couldn’t wait for the night, so that we could sneak back together and pick up where we left off the night before.

The smell of her perfume was driving me wild. It just made me think about sex: about her big hard cock and her tight butthole and her perky tits. But I had to be careful where I let my mind wander. We were walking down Broadway when I remembered the feeling of her tight butthole and my cock started getting hard. I had to push that thought out from my head.

“Maybe we can see a play,” Olya said.

“Sure—that could be fun. I bet we can find some cheap tickets somewhere.” A local overheard us talking and he directed us towards the street where the scalpers hung out. We ended up scoring a pair of somewhat lousy tickets for a show that started fifteen minutes later. We were in the back corner. Olya had to whisper to me constantly, asking me to translate chunks of dialogue for her. I don’t think the people in front of us cared too much for our constant whispering.

She stopped asking for translations after the intermission. Instead, she carefully reached over and put her hand on my crotch. She rubbed me gently, getting me hard. She looked over into my eyes with a big smirk on her face. I just remained frozen, worried the couple sitting next to her would look over and notice what was happening.

Thankfully she didn’t get me off in that theatre, so I didn’t have to spend the next few hours with cum sloshing around in my underwear. It was the evening when we finally arrived at my sister’s apartment building. Olya was holding my hand as we walked up to the buzzer. I looked down at her hand and tried to think of a good way to make her let go, without offending her, so that my sister wouldn’t think that we were an item.

Thankfully, she let go of my hand when it was time to reach for the door, as she wanted to go over and appreciate an old stained glass window. I put my hands into my pockets before she had a chance to grab back onto them.

As we reached my sister’s apartment door, Olya turned to me and said, “I’m so glad you are here with me. This really wouldn’t be the same without you.”

My heart skipped a beat and I found myself having to force a smile. Suddenly, I felt guilty. She was so happy to be with me and I was so terrified to be with her, even though she was way out of my league. I should have been thrilled. I should have been jumping on the opportunity to call her my girlfriend—even if everyone knew that she was a trap. How could anyone possibly mock me about her? It’s not like they could tell either—we’d spent the whole day walking around downtown New York City and the only looks we got were from jealous, horny men.

I wasn’t morally opposed to making Olya my girlfriend—but the moment I was presented again with the opportunity to label us as more than friends, I caved. “Is Olya a friend of yours?” my sister asked shortly after letting us into her apartment.

“Just a friend—yeah,” I said. My stomach growled and I hoped that Olya didn’t know what ‘just a friend’ meant in America. I was too afraid to look over and see her reaction.

But it’s not like I could have my sister find out that I was in a relationship with Olya, just in case she found out that Olya was transgender. Because if my sister found out, then my parents would inevitably find out. Then my father would go from proud to disappointed all over again.

“I’m glad you came to visit,” my sister said. “Will you still be here tomorrow? I’ve got this event to go to tonight and I won’t be home until late. I want to spend some time with you though while you’re here. There’s this great restaurant on the corner we could all go to for lunch tomorrow—if you’re still here.”

I looked to Olya. “How long are we staying here?” I asked her.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Until we’ve seen everything,” she said with a cute smile.

My sister laughed. “Well then you’ll be here until the end of the year,” she said. “I should get going. Help yourself to anything in the fridge. Sorry there isn’t much. There’s a good pizza place just downstairs.”

Two minutes later, my sister was gone and we had the apartment all to ourselves. Olya went over to the window to look out at the view. It wasn’t the greatest view: mostly just of the building next to us. But the sliver of downtown New York City that was visible made her gasp in awe. “It’s so amazing,” she said in Russian. “Everything is so… big!”

“I can’t believe I’ve never been here,” I said, stepping up next to her. Now that my sister was gone, I felt comfortable again. I could be close and romantic with her. I didn’t have to worry about what anyone else thought of the two of us together. But that guilt was still there. I hated that she was my secret. Who was I to keep her as a secret? What had she done to deserve that kind of treatment? Did she not get enough emotional abuse back in Russia?

We went to the pizza place my sister recommended. Then we found a comedy club just a few blocks away, where we spent a couple of hours. The waitress didn’t ask for our IDs, so we ordered a few drinks and cut loose. It was almost midnight when we ended up at another pizza place, getting another slice. “I want to stay here forever,” she said to me.

“Here in New York City?” I asked.

“No—in America. With you.” She looked into my eyes. “I don’t get to have fun like this back home. I have to be careful where I go. People don’t like who I am in Russia.”

It was hard to believe that anyone could tell that she was transgender—though her voice gave her away once you could hear through her thick accent. In America, she could probably remain undercover for as long as she wanted. But back in Russia, she probably couldn’t do much speaking at all with people she didn’t know.

“Well maybe you should move here,” I said.

“It’s not that simple. I would need a job and a sponsor and then there’s the cost—something like ten thousand US dollars just for the lawyers and the papers.”

“You could just take it one step at a time. Find a job and then work on the sponsor. I bet it’s hard, but people do it all the time. There was a girl from Iran in my high school. Her family was poor but they made it over. Maybe I could ask her how she did it.”

Olya smiled. “You’re sweet, Bobby. And if I did come to America—I would know no one. You would have to introduce me to your friends so that I could have some friends.”

My spine tingled and I had to force a smile. “Sure,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure that I could do it. My friends once mocked a kid for a month because of a bad haircut. How would they react to learning that I was involved with a trans girl? “Just take it one step at a time. Maybe I could even help with the money. I’ve got this student loan, but they don’t actually care where you spend it. And I was looking online at translator jobs the other day. I’ve got a lot of studying left to do before I could pass as a translator—but I could get there. If I keep spending a few hours learning each day, I could maybe get there by the end of the year. The pay is really good.”

Olya smiled. “Can we kiss?” she asked.

We were still out on the street. It was midnight, but there were still people all around us. But surely none of them could tell that she wasn’t fully female. So I leaned forward and kissed her. She gently put her hands on my sides and held me, so I did the same thing. Her tongue pierced through my lips and my heart began to flutter in my warm chest. And once again, I found myself wondering why I was trying so hard to keep her a secret.

We went back up to my sister’s apartment. My sister still wasn’t home. But we knew she would be home in an hour or two, so we had to move fast. I pulled Olya’s dress down to the floor and then I tugged down her panties so that her cock was out in the open. Then I dropped to my knees and I plunged her shaft into my mouth. She nestled her fingers into my hair while I sucked her off. Once she was hard, she reached down and grabbed her whole package—shaft and testicles—and lifted the whole thing up. She spread her legs wide and leaned back. “Eat me out,” she said in Russian. So I stuck my face in deeper and pressed my tongue up into her asshole. I pushed it in and pulled it out, over and over. She moaned and squirmed slightly. Then she carefully sat down on the air mattress and pressed her back flat, so that I had better access to her tight fuckhole.

She kept those finger in my hair, gently massaging and playfully pulling. I loved the sound of her groans, even though they were a touch deeper than a girl groan should be. I loved the feeling of her swollen ball sack on my forehead. I reached up and gently stroked her shaft while I ate out her back door. Then I had to reach down and pull down my pants, so that my erection could flip loose from its tight denim prison.

Her asshole puckered as my tongue pushed in deeper. It felt nice: her squeezing my tongue tight. My cock was harder than ever before. I knew I wasn’t going to last long once I was inside of her. But I couldn’t wait. I was trembling with horny excitement.

I sat up and spread her legs wide. Then I shimmied in and mashed my cock into her asshole. She groaned as I sunk in deep—so deep that my ball sack was smashed into her soft bum cheeks. “You’re so hard,” she said in Russian.

I nodded my head. I slipped my fingers around her erection and then I started to thrust in and out of her. I watched as her soft breasts bounced up and down. Her nipples were erect and begging to be sucked—so I leaned forward to suck them. Her body was warm. She was squirming and moaning. I could feel her cock pulsing in my tight fist.

“I want to watch you come on yourself,” I said.

“Then keep stroking,” she said. “You aren’t far.” I pumped faster, squeezing tighter. I watched her tip turn redder and redder and then I watched as her face became redder and redder. She never took her eyes off of me. She really liked me. She really was willing to sacrifice so much just to be with me. And was I willing to do the same? Could I allow myself to be with her publically—even if everyone knew her secret?

“Oh God!” she groaned. I looked down just in time to see her long cock spewing hot cum all over her soft tits. She strained to look down at her chest so she could watch the fireworks as well. “Oh my God—I’m coming so much!” And she really was. Her cumshot was seemingly endless—blast after blast, coating her chest with her warm load.

The sight was mesmerizing—and amazing arousing. I suddenly felt an intense tingle between my legs and I realized I was about to come as well. But instead of filling her tight hole, I decided to pull out and add to the collection. I sprayed her chest, coating the few spots that weren’t already coated. Then I wiped the last drop on her throbbing shaft before laying down on top of her, feeling our cum rubbing between our bodies. We kissed and rubbed one another for the next fifteen minutes. Then she rolled over and cuddled her bum into my crotch and her back into my chest. I put my arm around her. We had a nice view out that window, at that glowing sliver of New York City.

“This trip has been so magical,” she said.

“I’m glad,” I said. “It’s only just started.”

She snuggled back even more. I held her tighter. There was a long silence while we both revelled in the moment that we would never forget. Then Olya said, “You’d better get to the couch before your sister gets home.”

That familiar shiver ran up my spine. “Should I?” I said.

“If she sees us like this, she’ll think we’re together,” Olya said.

“Aren’t we?”

She looked back at me. “Are we?” Her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted slightly.

My heart was pounding. I had to make a choice: stay with Olya or save myself from the risk of being outed as a ‘tranny lover’. I bit down on my tongue. “I want to stay here with you. Who cares what she thinks?” I said.

Olya smiled. We cuddled together and then we fell asleep together. I woke up an hour later to the sound of my sister creeping towards her bedroom. I opened my eyes just enough to see that she was looking at us together. Then I closed my eyes again. There was officially no turning back; unless I wanted to beg my sister to keep what she saw a secret. But I didn’t want to do that. I wanted to see what the universe had planned for me. I wanted to see where this could go.

Olya woke me up another hour later. She looked into my eyes with a smile and said in Russian, “Want to fool around?”

I nodded my head. “Always.”

She sat up quietly and pulled down the blanket. She had her cock out and she was erect. “When I say ‘ready’, get ready to catch my cum with your mouth. But don’t swallow.” She started beating her long cock off. I watched as her hand slid up and down. I loved her long, smooth cock with its single throbbing vein. It almost didn’t look real—it was too perfect to be real.

She stared into my eyes and smiled while her cock bloated and hardened. She groaned through clenched teeth and then she nodded her head. “Okay—ready,” she said.

I bent over and pressed my lips around her shaft while she continued to beat. Then she began to unload in my mouth. She let out a loud groan as her sweet semen pooled on my tongue. “Shit,” she muttered in Russian. “Don’t swallow. Suck out the last drop.”

I sucked until nothing more came out. Then she motioned me to sit up. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. She gently sucked her own cum into her mouth. She leaned back and opened her mouth to show me. I still had a bit of her sweet jizz on my lips. Then she waved me forward again. We kissed and she gently spat the cum back into my mouth. “Now swallow,” she said. So I swallowed without hesitation. I’d never tasted cum before—and I can’t speak for all cum, but hers was quite pleasant.

She smiled and gave me a little kiss on the lips. “I’ve always wanted to do that,” she said, licking her own cum off of her lips.

The next five days were amazing. We both had sore cocks and sore asses by the end of our time together. It was sad watching her leave at the airport. I would be lying if I said that I didn’t cry. But it wasn’t even a week later when I decided to make a trip out to Russia. I still had a couple of weeks before class started, after all.

So I spent another week with Olya in Moscow, then we made our sad goodbyes again. The moment I was home, I started looking into immigration rules between practising my Russian. I was determined to bring her over to America so that she could meet all of my friends and family members. I’d already gone ahead and added her on Facebook, and listed her as my girlfriend. When my friends asked about her, I told them straight up: “She’s actually trans, but you wouldn’t know it.” Sure, I got a few weird looks, and I suspected they did a bit of talking behind my back. But they continued to be my friends, and they were all excited to meet her.

Before the end of the year, I got an interning position at a major Russian translation firm. I got to work under one of the country’s top translators. He gave me a whole stack of books, which I read in just two weeks. I told him about Olya and how I was desperate to bring her back to America. “We can sponsor her if she’s at all interested in working as a translator,” he told me. I told Olya that same night.

“I’ll start practising my English right now. From now on, only talk to me in English!” She was excited. Her English was already very good. But by the end of the year, it was sharp. I got her a Skype interview with my boss, and a few weeks later, she was on a plane, headed back to America to start her new job and her new life with me.

THE END
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