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COMMISSIONED

Will is a struggling artist, making ends meet by washing dishes at the Chinese food restaurant on the street corner. But after a few months of scrubbing plates for minimum wage he decides it’s time to start taking his artwork more seriously. He starts a website, accepting commissions from anyone who wants them. And the first commission he gets is for a dirty drawing. 

He does the piece, and it isn’t long before that image circulates the web and brings a special kind  of  traffic  to  his  site.  So  he  creates  a  fake  name  and  opens  up  shop.  Now,  all  of  his commission requests are on the taboo side of things. But business is business. 

One  afternoon,  he  gets  a  request  from  a  familiar  face:  a  beautiful  girl  who  lives  in  his apartment building. She wants a drawing of herself without clothes on. And the reference photo she includes in her request shows an extra appendage that needs to be drawn. 

CHAPTER I

I liked drawing cute cartoon pictures. I wanted to draw cute cartoon pictures for a living, but sadly there wasn’t a lot of money in the cute cartoon pictures business—especially not when it came to original content. 

But  I  tried  anyway,  spending  weeks  making  a  professional  website,  signing  up  for  an  ad service, hoping I would get enough web traffic to pay my bills. But after four months with my website up and running, I’d only made $16, and I had to make over $20 for the ad service to send me my first cheque. It turns out, making a living off of cute cartoon picture website isn’t quite so easy. 

I needed money, so I got a job washing dishes at a Chinese food restaurant on the same block as my apartment. The first day on the job wasn’t so bad; my boss told me I could bring an iPod and headphones in to work, and I would get a free meal four hours into my shift. My second day on the job wasn’t quite so relaxing. My boss got fired and the new boss had new rules: no iPods, no free meals. I lost five bucks off of my paycheque for every smoke break I took, so my new adjusted hourly wage was something like six bucks an hour—not worth standing on my feet for eight hours while being yelled at by grouchy chefs. But I needed the money, so I stuck it out for the next three months. 

And then I found myself with a sort of PTSD, afraid to leave my apartment for work every afternoon. As I would walk towards my front door, my hands would start to tremble and a nausea would  fill  my  gut.  I  was  constantly  dreading  spending  eight  hours  in  that  dimly  lit  kitchen, surrounded  by  all  of  that  horrible  negative  energy.  I  didn’t  want  to  scrub  dishes—I  wanted  to draw cute cartoon pictures. 

So I started looking into artist jobs. I figured drawing for someone else wouldn’t be so bad. 

Sure,  it  wasn’t  my  dream  job  of  drawing  original  content,  but  it  would  beat  the  hell  out  of washing dishes. Though no one was hiring. I even went to the animation studio downtown and dropped off my resume, which had instructions on how to access my extensive portfolio. But the receptionist  who  took  the  resume  just  laughed.  “What  is  it?”  I  asked,  feeling  the  colour  drain from my face. 

“I’ll pass it along,” she said. And I never figured out why she laughed. I assumed it was me

—maybe  there  was  something  on  my  face,  like  dried  toothpaste,  or  maybe  my  suit  wasn’t  as flattering as I thought it was. But after I got home and had a good look in the mirror, I figured it was  probably  just  the  reality  of  the  gig.  She  probably  wanted  to  be  an  animator  and  not  a receptionist. Guys probably came in every single day with resumes and portfolios. 

Searching online, the only artist jobs I could find required a minimum of four years of school and six years of professional experience. I didn’t have the money for school and I apparently had no way of getting professional experience without going to school. And even if I did manage to muster  up  enough  money  for  a  degree,  I  would  still  need  to  figure  out  how  to  overcome  the minimum  six  years  of  professional  experience  hurdle.  It  seemed  impossible,  yet  those  job postings were being taken down within days of going up, so there were people out there who had it figured out. I just wasn’t one of them. 

So I kept washing dishes. I kept dreading every new day. That nausea kept flowing into my gut  every  time  I  paid  my  bills  and  watched  as  my  bank  account  drained  back  to  empty,  as  if  I hadn’t spent a single day in that damned kitchen, even though that’s where I was spending half of my waking life. 

And then I got a message in the e-mail inbox I set up just for my website—my first message after six months of going live. “Do you do commissions?” the anonymous asker asked. 

I  didn’t  know  anything  about  doing  commissions,  though  some  of  the  big  artists  I  admired did commissions for lots and lots of money. “I do. What do you need?” I replied as quickly as I could, as if I was worried the person would find another artist if I didn’t reply quickly enough. 

“How much?” was his or her reply, an hour later. 

And  I  found  myself  pacing  back  and  forth,  trying  to  figure  out  my  own  rate.  After  ten minutes of this, I returned to my keyboard. “It depends on what you would like,” I wrote. 

“I  want  you  to  draw  a  picture  of  this  girl  I  go  to  school  with.  But  I  want  you  to  draw  her naked, in your anime style.” The request rubbed me the wrong way in more ways than one. First of all, my style wasn’t ‘anime’. It had a bit of anime influence, but every cartoonist since the 90s had a bit of anime influence. My style was far more western than anime—but that’s beside the point. The big concern with the request was what he wanted: a naked picture of a girl in his class. 

What if she was underage? Is it illegal to draw a naked underage cartoon girl? Is it illegal to draw someone naked without their consent? Maybe not illegal, but certainly amoral…

I  assumed  I  was  dealing  with  a  fourteen  year  old  kid  who  had  maybe  twenty  bucks  in  his bank account at the most, so I replied, “I could do that for about $200.” 

“Sure,” he replied to my surprise. “Can I transfer the money to this e-mail?” 

My fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. “Sure,” I wrote. And then twenty minutes later, my e-mail inbox dinged with a money transfer for $200. And a minute after that, there was another e-mail from the anonymous commissioner. It had a file attached: a picture of a young  woman  who  could  have  been  anywhere  from  fifteen  to  twenty  years  old.  She  was  in  a bathing suit, sitting on a beach. The image gave me chills, until I ran it through a reverse image search and found the girl’s Facebook page. 

Her  name  was  Danica  Moore  and  she  had  just  turned  eighteen.  She  was  a  cute  young  lady with big eyes and long blonde hair. I flicked through her pictures, trying to create a mental image of the naked cartoon I would be turning her into. 

An eerie buzzing overwhelmed me as I opened up a Photoshop file, ready to sketch out some ideas on my tablet. I wasn’t rushing this job—two hundred bucks was more than I made in two full  nights  washing  dishes.  This  felt  like  my  big  break,  even  though  I  wasn’t  comfortable  with the idea of drawing naked ladies for hire. I’d never even drawn naked people before. An artist friend of mine was always begging me to go to figure drawing classes with him, but I’d always hated the idea of having to draw nudes. 

But for two hundred bucks, I would have drawn anything. 

I  did  about  eight  different  sketches  before  I  settled  on  a  pose  that  I  liked.  I  lowered  the opacity of my sketch layer and I created a new layer, ready to do my inking. I had the picture of the barely legal teen up on a separate monitor. In the picture I was drawing, she was holding her

bikini top out at her side with a single finger, and her bottoms were down around her ankles. She had her legs closed because I really didn’t want to be drawing stranger’s pussy, and she had her free  arm  covering  her  tits.  I  was  halfway  through  inking  when  I  realized  this  drawing  was  no good. 

I mean—it was good. It was some of the better ink work I’d ever done, in my opinion. But my  commissioner  wasn’t  going  to  like  it.  He  wanted  a  naked  picture  of  his  classmate,  and  my drawing may have been naked but she was just as covered up as she was in the bikini reference photo. So I went back to making sketches. Now I was purposely making myself uncomfortable, drawing  this  Danica  chick  with  her  hands  on  her  hips  and  her  legs  spread  out  wide.  And  each sketch was becoming more and more lewd. 

As a joke more than anything, I sketched a version where she was on her back with her hands being  held  at  her  sides  by  an  octopus  that  was  coming  out  from  the  ocean.  That  same  octopus was holding her legs open, so her pussy was agape. The picture made my heart stammer, but I knew deep down inside that this was the kind of picture my client was looking for. So I lowered the opacity and created a new layer, ready to ink. 

And when it came to inking her tits and her pussy, my heart stared pounding ferociously—

and  it  happened  again  when  it  came  to  colouring.  I  didn’t  feel  so  good  about  myself  when  I flicked through Danica’s Facebook page and found a good picture of her with her mouth open: the closest photo I could find to an ‘orgasm face’. I used that photo as a reference as I zoomed in on  my  cartoon’s  face  and  made  sure  the  likeness  was  obvious.  I  was  actually  shocked  by  how impressive my likeness was. 

Though  I  wasn’t  sure  if  I  was  proud  of  myself  as  I  sent  the  finished  artwork  back  to  my client. My heart was racing all night as I waited for him to reply. I couldn’t sleep, even though I knew  that  he  was  sleeping.  I  didn’t  send  the  artwork  until  4:00  AM—surely  he  hadn’t  been waiting up for it. I never even told him that I would get to working on it straight away. 

I was exhausted and running on nothing but coffee when my e-mail inbox finally dinged with a  new  message.  I  ran  over  to  my  computer  and  opened  it  quickly,  desperate  for  my  client’s approval. And I got it. “She’s so sexy,” he said. “And I love the squid. You’ve got a really dirty mind. Good job. Feel free to post it on your site.” First of all, it wasn’t a squid, it was an octopus. 

Second of all, I didn’t have the dirty mind—he was the one who paid two hundred dollars for a picture of his crush without clothes on. And finally, of course I wasn’t going to post pornography on my site. My head was already spinning as I tried to think of a way to tell him not to credit me if he was going to go around showing off the artwork. I didn’t want to be associated with it, even though it was one of the best pictures I’d ever drawn in terms of technical detail. 

I actually liked the picture, even though I got goose bumps looking at it. It was cute and sexy and the composition and line work and colours were all good. It was almost a shame I couldn’t post it on my website. 

But the commission gave me a renewed spark—the inspiration I needed to continue working on my craft, to improve my artwork and grow my portfolio. I knew I needed to spend more of my free time working towards being an artist, and the lewd commission was just the kick in the ass  that  I  needed.  So  after  a  few  hours  of  sleep,  I  sat  down  at  my  desk  and  started  to  work  on some new pieces. 

CHAPTER II

I  used  that  two  hundred  dollars  to  upgrade  my  tablet.  I’d  been  drawing  on  that  same  little tablet for five years, so the upgrade was a welcomed one, though it took me a few days to get used to the new larger surface. I posted some more photos on my website: drawings of dogs and characters  from  my  favourite  movies  and  TV  shows.  Over  the  next  week,  I  added  eight  new pieces  to  my  website,  but  my  site’s  traffic  didn’t  change.  I  was  still  only  getting  a  handful  of visitors every day. 

So I tried branching out a little bit, looking into what other successful artists were drawing, and then going to draw the same things. I drew a series of video game characters—video games that  I’d  never  played  before  because  I  didn’t  own  any  video  game  machines.  The  pictures brought in more traffic than ever before, though they also brought along a slew of comments in my  e-mail  inbox:  “That’s  not  what  Mercy  looks  like!  That’s  not  an  Alistar  pose!”  I  realized quickly that I was working out of my element. But at least I was on the right track. 

I  discovered  a  forum  full  of  professional  artists.  There  were  lots  of  good  discussions  about how to increase traffic. Many of the artists were doing guest drawings for each other’s websites. 

“If  you  draw  my  character,  I’ll  draw  yours.”  So  I  threw  one  of  my  original  characters  into  the ring and asked, “Does anyone want to draw my character? I’ll happily draw yours!” But my post got no replies, as if no one liked my characters. And it didn’t take me long to realize what was lacking with my characters: big tits, small waists, and lots of skin. 

The successful artists were all drawing borderline pornography: slutty girls with large breasts and  weapons  that  were  unrealistically  big.  It  seemed  so  lazy  and  uninspired,  yet  they  were  all bragging about how much money they were making with ad revenue and commissions. 

On  that  forum  was  a  section  that  was  labelled  ‘NOT  SAFE  FOR  WORK’,  where  artists posted  their  legitimately  pornographic  pictures.  The  quality  of  artwork  in  this  section  was  far lower than the quality in the other sections—yet for some reason, the posts got far more views. I was  shocked  as  I  looked  down  through  some  of  the  submissions.  The  body  proportions  were terrible—and  I  don’t  just  meant  the  tits.  Arms  and  legs  were  all  the  wrong  size.  Heads  were awkwardly large or hilariously small, and facial features were never quite right. I had the sudden urge  to  post  the  drawing  of  Danica,  to  show  all  of  these  amateurs  what  a  real  naked  drawing should look like. 

So I created a new account with a fake name and I posted the picture. My heart was pounding as I went to click on the ‘submit’ button. I was terrified someone would link that picture to my other  work  based  on  my  style  alone.  But  I  knew  that  was  a  stupid  worry,  seeing  as  my  other work had hardly been seen by anyone. 

It was only a minute later when the first comment appeared: “Wow! This is amazing!” And then the comments started rolling in like a tidal wave. “So sexy!” “What programs do you use?” 

“Where  did  you  learn  to  draw  like  this?”  “Do  you  have  a  YouTube  channel?  Where  can  I  see your tutorials?” I had to admit, it felt good, even though more than half of the comments were just ogling the drawing’s cartoon titties and plump pussy. “You’re amazing,” was probably my favourite of the comments posted that night. 

And  then  I  woke  up  the  next  morning  to  a  new  e-mail  in  my  inbox.  “I  saw  your  octopus picture and was wondering if I could order a commission,” said the sender—a guy named Lewis. 

My heart pounded into my ribcage for a moment and then it plunged down into my gut as I remembered that the only way this guy could have gotten my e-mail was on my website, which meant  that  somehow  that  octopus  picture  had  been  linked  to  my  website,  where  I  had  my  real name and my real picture posted in the ‘about the artist’ section. “No, no, no,” I said, suddenly worried that I’d accidentally posted that picture with my actual account on that website. I hurried over and looked and saw that I had in fact used my anonymous account. 

And  then  I  found  myself  scrolling  down  the  comments,  to  see  if  someone  had  made  the connection and posted a link to my website, but there were no outing comments. So how did this guy get my e-mail? “Where did you see the picture?” I asked him before getting any more details about his commission. 

It was around noon when he finally replied. “On Hentai Foundry,” he said. First, I squirmed at the thought that my drawing had been posted on a website called Hentai-Anything. It wasn’t Hentai—it  wasn’t  anime—but  that  wasn’t  my  big  concern.  My  concern  was  that  my  personal website was apparently being advertised on a website devoted to pornographic cartoons. I rushed over to the website and found myself searching through pages and pages of new art submissions. 

I finally found my octopus drawing on the twenty-fifth page. And it had 86,000 views and 926

comments.  And  next  to  the  picture  was  a  link  to  my  website.  I  was  suddenly  frozen,  my  jaw trembling.  A  part  of  me  was  excited—in  a  matter  of  days,  a  photo  I  drew  had  been  seen  by nearly one hundred thousand people. But on the other hand, nearly one hundred thousand people had seen a pornographic picture I drew, and many of them had probably gone to my website and saw a picture of me, next to my name. 

I  squirmed  and  fought  back  the  urge  to  throw  up  on  my  keyboard.  I  navigated  over  to  my website  and  checked  into  how  much  traffic  I’d  gotten  over  the  past  few  days—and  I  had thousands and thousands of hits. A reverse image search of the octopus picture brought up tons of results; it had been shared on tons of websites: Twitter, Facebook, Pinterest, and so on. It had even found its way onto a few porn sites. It would take weeks to contact all of those sites to have the photo removed. Hell, it would probably spread faster than I could remove it. 

I  was  screwed.  It  was  just  a  matter  of  time  before  word  got  back  to  my  family  that  I  was drawing disgustingly pornographic images of barely teenaged girls being held down by slimy sea creatures. 

The only idea I had was to change the details on my website. Come up with a fake name, put up a fake picture, and take down all of my serious artwork—which was all of it. So that’s what I did. I spent the next few hours recreating my website, making it look completely different so that it  would  never  be  linked  back  to  me.  I  deleted  all  of  my  work  and  then  I  uploaded  that  single picture that I’d done as a commission. I finally finished the redesign around midnight. 

An e-mail dinged in my inbox. “So are you able to do a commission for me or not?” asked Lewis, that same inquirer. 

“What do you need?” I replied. 

“I  took  this  picture  of  my  stepsister  playing  with  a  dildo.  She  doesn’t  know  I  took  it.  I thought it would be cool if you recreated it in your style. Attached are a few pictures of her face, and a picture of her naked (she also doesn’t know I took that photo). Thanks!” 

The  request  made  me  cold  and  terribly  uncomfortable.  A  tingling  ran  down  my  spine  as  I looked  at  the  pictures.  The  guy’s  stepsister  was  sexy,  but  that  didn’t  make  the  photos  any  less creepy.  I  found  myself  wondering  if  I  was  breaking  the  law  by  just  having  the  pictures  on  my hard drive. Was I supposed to report this to the police? 

“My rate for this would be $300,” I replied, hoping he would decline. But instead of replying, he sent over the money in an e-mail transfer. And then I found myself with a cold dread churning in my gut. What was I agreeing to? What was I becoming? 

I drew the picture. I made sure it was perfect and I made sure the girl’s likeness was spot on. 

And  once  I  sent  the  picture  over,  I  deleted  all  of  the  source  material  and  I  even  deleted  the  emails from Lewis. I didn’t want that shit on my hard drive, in case it was illegal somehow. 

Lewis  sent  back  an  emoji  with  hearts  beating  out  of  its  eyes.  I  guess  he  was  a  satisfied customer.  And  now  I  had  a  second  piece  up  on  my  website,  another  piece  to  draw  in  the perverted minds and their big wallets. 

It  was  only  three  days  later  when  I  got  another  request:  a  guy  who  wanted  me  to  draw  his childhood  female  best  friend  wearing  nothing  but  see-though  lingerie  while  touching  herself between  her  legs.  I  did  the  picture  and  I  found  myself  with  another  satisfied  customer.  It  was only a month later when I realized I was making more money with my commission work than I was making at my job washing dishes—so I quit the dishwashing job, ready to tackle my new fulltime job: drawing pornographic cartoons for horny men. 

CHAPTER III

It  wasn’t  my  dream  gig,  but  it  wasn’t  bad  either—and  it  wasn’t  just  drawing  pictures  of unsuspecting  girls.  Sometimes  guys  just  wanted  to  see  their  favourite  movie  characters  drawn with  big  exposed  tits  and  dripping  pussies.  Sometimes  they  wanted  to  see  book  characters  or video game characters, and sometimes they just wanted to see no girl in specific. “Please draw a blonde with two dildos inside of her pussy,” was one of the more tame ones I got. 

Lots  of  guys  wanted  me  to  draw  them  with  their  dream  girl—usually  a  crush  from  their school, but sometimes a famous actress. I even did a drawing for a young gay man, who wanted a drawing of his buff football idol masturbating in the shower. It wasn’t the most fun six hours of my life, etching out the abs and muscles and a big veiny cock, but I couldn’t turn down the $250

he was willing to pay. 

The weirdest requests I got were from the Furries. They wanted pictures of animals fucking one another, and I turned most of these requests down. But I couldn’t turn down the one guy who offered me six hundred bucks for a picture of a humanoid cat sucking off a humanoid dog. That picture didn’t end up on my website. 

But  I  posted  most  of  the  commissions  on  my  website.  Sometimes  people  just  wanted  the images for themselves, not to be shared with the world. Other times, people begged me to post their  commissions.  It  was  only  a  month  before  my  website  looked  like  it  had  been  around  for years, with pages and pages of sexy drawings. And I was making a decent living, though I was constantly  afraid  that  the  market  would  eventually  move  onto  a  new  artist,  leaving  me unemployed and poor and desperate for work. 

It was a quiet Friday night when I got a commission from a girl named Tae. “Hey there! I’ve been  watching  your  website  for  weeks  now  and  I  really  like  your  style—it’s  so  cute!  I  was wondering if you could draw me. What would that cost?” 

She was a cute girl—I could tell by the little avatar that was attached to her e-mail client. I clicked  on  that  little  avatar  and  found  myself  looking  at  her  Google  Profile,  which  had  a  few different pictures of her. She seemed so innocent, always wearing cute little dresses, sometimes wearing chokers, always with her hair and makeup done up as if she was going to some big event like a wedding. She had a nice smile—and she was my first ever female client. I thought it was strange  that  someone  would  want  to  have  themselves  sexualized  in  cartoon  form,  and  then  I realized that she never explicitly asked for her commission to be without clothes. Maybe she just wanted a nice picture of her at the beach wearing a little sundress. “My rates depend on what you need exactly. Usually for a simple full-body, coloured character, I charge $200. Some people are just okay with sketches. So for a sketch, I only charge $70. But that price can vary depending on how detailed your request is.” 

“It  doesn’t  need  to  be  too  detailed,”  she  replied  quickly.  “But  I  would  like  a  full-body coloured character. I don’t mind paying the $200.” 

“Do  you  have  a  picture  or  pictures  for  reference?  What  kind  of  pose  would  you  like  your character in?” 

“I’ll let you decide that. I’ll send some pictures over in a bit, once I’m on my computer. I’m out right now and I don’t have any good shots on my phone.” 

“No worries. I can start on it tomorrow morning,” I said. And then I went to bed, not thinking any more about work for the day. My hand was sore from a long day of drawing. It had been a couple of days since I’d gotten a commission, so I was filling my spare time by drawing popular characters  and  posting  them  around  the  Internet,  trying  to  draw  more  and  more  traffic  towards my site. I was getting a few thousand hits every single day, and making about twenty bucks a day in ad revenue. 

And when I woke up, I saw that my first female client had sent me the money and the photos that I could use as reference for her commission. I looked through the first few. The first was a picture  of  her  and  some  friends  and  a  park,  all  smiling  for  the  camera.  It  was  a  good  photo  to highlight her soft facial features and her impressive eyes and dark eyelashes. The next shot was of her at her prom, wearing a little red dress. It was a good photo to gauge her thin figure and her curvy hips. She had the perfect figure for a sexy cartoon—I could already tell that her image was going to be a hit. 

The third picture was seemingly more professional, taken with a nice camera and a nice lens, with a nice backlight and a fill light and a key light. It was either her foray into modelling or it was a sort of corporate photo shoot and her boss let her wear a tiny white dress, black stockings, and white heels. She was cute in the photo—and I’d seen the photo before on her Google profile. 

And  the  final  photo  made  my  heart  stop  beating  for  a  moment.  She  was  naked,  on  her  bed with  her  legs  crossed.  Her  cheeks  were  dark  red  and  she  shyly  stared  into  the  camera.  And flipped up against her flat abdomen was a rock hard cock: thick and tall and practically throbbing out of my screen. I took a sharp breath in as a cold tingle crawled down my spine. 

She wasn’t a she at all—she was a trap, a tranny, a shemale, and a convincing one at that. I looked away from my screen, feeling strangely gross and perverted. But I’d already accepted her money transfer. I had to do her commission. 

So I took a deep breath and forced myself to look back at the picture. I thought maybe I was being  pranked—maybe  the  cock  was  fake,  either  put  on  in  Photoshop,  or  a  prosthetic.  But  I looked  closer  at  the  image  and  could  see  no  signs  of  manipulation,  and  no  signs  of  latex  or silicone. It looked as real as real can get. I opened up the photo’s metadata and saw that it was taken just the night before, probably minutes before she sent it to me to use as reference. 

So she did want a naked photo. She wanted me to draw her as a cartoon with a big, throbbing cock. And I wanted the money, so I got started with my sketches. 

With  each  sketch,  I  saved  the  cock  for  last.  And  when  I  went  to  draw  the  cock,  my  hand would  start  to  tremble.  It  seemed  so  wrong  and  so  unnatural.  I  felt  like  such  a  degenerate.  I stopped multiple times and considered sending her back her money. But I bit down on my tongue and carried on. I just had to finish it. It wasn’t any weirder than the Furry drawings I’d done, or some of the perverted bestiality pictures I’d hesitantly drawn. In fact, this was much more tame, so there was no reason for my heart to be so wild. 

Even though I really didn’t want to look at that naked shot any more than necessary, I had to constantly refer back to it to make sure I was getting the details right. She had a little birth mark on her inner thigh that I felt was important to capture for the sake of likeness, and then she had a little bellybutton ring, which was also in a few of her photos on her Google profile. 

And it was while I was zoomed in on her face that I noticed something in the background: a building  that  looked  awfully  familiar.  I  swung  my  head  back  and  looked  out  my  own  window and saw that same building. 

Tae  lived  in  the  same  building  as  me.  And  judging  by  the  angle  on  that  building,  she  was only a few floors higher than me. I rushed out onto my balcony and looked up. There were only four  balconies  above  me—one  of  them  belonged  to  the  well-hung  girly  girl  who  was commissioning me. My heart stuttered and coughed and I found myself back in my apartment, now with all of my curtains drawn shut and my door locked with the deadbolt and with the chain. 

I approached my computer slowly and cautiously. What if she already knew who I was? She said she’d been following my website for weeks—had she been following since before I changed my personal info? And when I accepted her money transfer, did the bank tell her my real name? 

Did it tell her that her transfer was accepted by someone in the very same city as her? 

I picked the best sketch out of the various options: a sketch of her on her knees, straddling a giant carrot while wearing nothing but a choker and bunny ears. She was reached a carrot down with  one  hand  and  rubbing  it  against  her  erect  cock.  I  figured  she  would  like  it  because  it  was almost Easter, and her nickname on her Google profile was ‘BunnyGirl66’. 

I  coloured  it  and  sent  it  off,  praying  that  I  would  be  done  with  her,  and  that  I  would  never have  to  think  about  her  again.  It  was  only  an  hour  later  when  she  sent  a  very  nice  thank  you message. “You’re so talented and I just love your work so much. Thank you so much for this—it really  means  so  much,  and  I  really  love  it.”  It  was  more  sincere  than  most  of  the  thank  you messages I got, but that didn’t make the job any less awkward. In fact, it made it more awkward because  she  added  a  PS  at  the  bottom  of  her  message.  “I  really  hope  you’re  happy  with  this piece. I’d love to see it on your website.” And now I felt obligated to put the picture up on my portfolio. I didn’t want to hurt her feelings and make her think that I was disgusted by her body. 

I waited a day, hoping I would forget all about it, but when I woke up the next morning, I only felt more obligated to post the photo with the rest of my work. I knew that it was probably going to get a lot of put-off comments, and it might even make a few of my followers click the

‘unfollow’ button. But in my heart I felt like it was the right thing to do. So I posted it. 

And to my surprise, it got more likes in the span of twenty-four hours than any other photo I’d  ever  posted.  The  first  comment  that  appeared  was,  “This  is  the  hottest  picture  you’ve  ever drawn.  More  like  this  please.”  And  my  heart  stuttered  again.  People  loved  the  photo.  People actually liked the fact the girl had a massive cock. Another comment read, “Please tell me this is a  real  person,  and  please  give  me  her  digits.  I  want  to  take  her  out  on  a  date.  I’ll  treat  her  so nicely! Please!” And there were plenty more comments just like that one. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. 

I made more money in ad revenue that day than ever before. And I was starting to worry that I’d found myself a new niche. 

CHAPTER IV

It  was  a  few  days  later,  while  waiting  for  a  new  commission  to  come  in,  that  I  decided  I would draw another female character with a special endowment between her thighs. This time I drew a girl on her knees, looking back at the audience. She was pushing her cock back between her  legs,  pointing  it  at  the  audience.  It  was  a  surprisingly  challenging  drawing,  getting  the dimensions and the perspective all correct. But the final product turned out nicely, and it got a flurry of likes on my website. 

The next submission that came in was from a guy who wanted me to draw his wife with a cock.  He  was  e-mailing  me  from  an  anonymous  e-mail  he’d  created  specifically  for  that commission. I accepted and managed to finish in just four hours. His wife was pretty cute, and it was exciting when he sent the naked picture of her over, which he had of course done without her permission. 

He e-mailed me back a few hours later to tell me that he’d jerked off to the picture I’d drawn for him. I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or a reason to block him from my e-mail account. 

The same guy e-mailed the next day and asked if he could buy another piece, again of his wife, again giving her a cock. This time he wanted a shot of her sucking herself off, so that’s what I drew him. And once again, he let me know that he’d jerked off to the photo. And I found myself thinking: he must have a lot of money if he’s willing to pay hundreds of dollars just to get off. 

But I was happy to take his money. 

For the first time in my life, I had enough money for a car. Nothing fancy—just something used for a couple grand. It was a little Honda that I’d found on a classifieds website. I called for the elevator and then I pulled out my phone as one does when they’re waiting for an especially slow elevator. The door opened and I stepped inside without looking up—it was rare that there was  anyone  in  the  elevator  during  working  hours.  And  then  I  bumped  into  a  young  woman. 

“Sorry,” she said, hopping out of the way. 

I  perked  up.  “No,  I’m  sorry,”  I  said,  slipping  my  phone  into  my  pocket  while  looking  up. 

And  then  I  found  myself  staring  into  the  eyes  of  Tae,  the  trap  from  the  commissioned  cartoon drawing. I froze and stuttered. 

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

I nodded my head slowly. “Yeah,” I finally managed to say. 

She smiled and then looked away. And I looked away too, but no matter where I looked, I could see her because the walls of that elevator were mirrors. She was wearing a tiny white dress and brown strappy heels. The short skirt of her dress hardly covered her ass—and I knew how big her cock was. If it were to slip out from her panties, that skirt wasn’t going to do anything to keep it hidden. I coughed while trying to clear my throat, and then she looked at me again, still with that cute smile—the same cute smile I’d drawn on that lewd image. 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked. 

I  nodded  my  head  quickly.  “I’m  totally  fine.  I’m  fine.  Yeah.”  I  forced  a  smile  and  felt  my face  turning  red.  It  was  strange,  seeing  someone  in  person  for  the  first  time  after  having  seen

them naked. It was like seeing a pornstar in person—except this pornstar had spoken with me. 

Our interaction was short and to the point, but it was still an interaction. And she had no idea that she was standing next to the man who had drawn her big, veiny cock. 

She  smelled  nice—like  the  cute  perfumes  you  smell  when  passing  lingerie  stores.  She  had her toenails painted to match her dress, and I could see the slight bulge of her bellybutton ring poking out from her dress. She had a nice figure, and a really nice tush. It was amazing to think that a biological man could have curves and a tush like that. 

The elevator door finally opened and I let her go first, so that she wouldn’t see the beads of cold sweat that were tickling the back of my neck. I was too afraid to move. The elevator doors ended  up  closing  and  I  ended  up  rising  up  to  the  ninth  floor  before  I  even  realized  I  was supposed to exit the elevator. 

That night, after I’d purchased my car and made my way back home, I went to my computer and  I  pulled  up  that  old  e-mail  from  Tae,  so  I  could  look  again  at  those  photos  she  sent—the photo with the big, erect cock in particular. I looked closely at her face, to make sure I had the right  person—and  I  was  certain  that  I  did.  And  then  I  looked  at  that  cock  again,  trying  to convince  myself  that  it  wasn’t  real—that  it  was  just  really  good  Photoshop.  But  it  looked  real, and I did most of my work in Photoshop so I knew what I was looking for. 

I ran a reverse image search of my cartoon drawing of Tae on Google, and that’s how I found Tae’s account on a sex fantasy website. It was a site where horny boys and girls post pictures of themselves with their faces blurred, and then they write about their sexual fantasies. Tae’s face was blurred on the website, so I was impressed that Google was able to match it to the picture she sent me, with her face as clear as ever. I read her post. 

“I just want a man to pull me aside, rip off my panties, and fuck me without a condom, like a little ragdoll. I don’t even want him to say anything—not even an introduction. I don’t think it’s a  rape  fantasy,  because  I  would  be  so  much  more  than  willing,”  she  wrote.  My  heart  fluttered while reading it. She had hundreds of replies from men who wanted to make her fantasy come true—men  who  would  never  actually  see  her  in  real  life;  and  if  they  did,  they  would  have  no idea.  None  of  them  seemed  to  mind  her  cock.  In  fact,  many  of  them  wrote  about  how  they wanted to jerk her off while fucking her tiny asshole. 

I found myself once again looking at that lewd image. I looked as closely as I could at that cock, and then a loud knocking brought me directly to my feet, perked up and heart racing. There was someone at my door—probably my landlord coming to tell me he needed to turn the water off for an hour or something. 

I  took  a  deep  breath  and  started  towards  the  door.  And  then  I  realized  I  had  a  massive erection  from  staring  at  Tae’s  beautiful  naked  body  and  reading  her  naughty  sexual  fantasy.  I stopped and stared down at the large bulge and then I quickly reached down and wrestled it into the waistband of my pants. Even my heart was trembling. I was a horny mess, but why? I didn’t like cocks. I didn’t like men. And Tae was just a man in women’s clothing. She had some subtle tits, probably from taking lots of hormones, but that didn’t make her a woman, did it? I mean—

she still had a cock—surely that made her more masculine than her tits made her feminine, right? 

I opened the door and then an icy blast clenched at my chest. Standing before me was Tae. 

She  was  smiling  with  her  hands  clasped  at  her  waist,  holding  a  white  plastic  bag.  She  was wearing a cute skirt that flared out to her sides, and it hardly covered much at all. I tried to keep

my eyes up, away from the skin of her smooth thighs. 

“Sorry to bother you,” she said, with her impressive voice. But that voice wasn’t perfect—

maybe just because I knew her reality. It had a bit of a rasp, which any woman could have had I suppose—but  I  just  knew  that  her  rasp  came  from  her  Adam’s  apple.  “I  have  a  bit  of  a  weird question to ask. Can I borrow some water?” 

I still couldn’t will my lips to open enough to respond. I could hear my own heart racing. I was staring at a woman who had sent me a picture of her exposed cock. I managed to cough and then I managed to clear my throat and then I managed to shake my head. “Um, sorry—you want to borrow some water?” 

“I  should  say  boiling  water.  The  electricity  is  out  up  above  this  floor  and  they  don’t  know when it’ll be back. I need to boil some noodles for my dinner.” She pulled the bag of spaghetti noodles out from her plastic bag. 

And  I  stuttered  again.  “Um—uh—yeah—uh—sure,  come  on  in,”  I  said,  moving  aside.  She smiled as she brushed by me, and I caught a whiff of that amazing perfume. My legs trembled slightly and my heart fluttered. With every step she took, her skirt bounced just a little bit, and just enough that I could make out the bottom cusp of her perky ass. But I forced myself to look away, knowing that ass technically belonged to a man. Female hormones won’t do anything to change an ass, and I don’t think Tae had undergone any surgeries, especially not on her behind. 

She stopped in my hallway and looked around. And that’s when I realized I had one of my cartoons  up  on  the  wall,  right  next  to  her  head.  It  wasn’t  one  of  my  sexy  lewd  cartoons,  but  it was  a  cartoon  in  my  style—and  Tae  had  supposedly  been  following  me  for  quite  some  time, more than long enough to be able to recognize my style. 

But  she  didn’t  look  at  that  picture—not  yet.  “Which  way  is  the  kitchen?”  she  asked,  as  I continued to stand next to the door, holding it open as if I was waiting for more people to come inside. I had to strain in order to break free from my paralysis. 

“To your right,” I said before clearing my throat. So she turned to her right, away from that framed cartoon on the wall. I ran up and pulled it down. I quickly tossed it onto the bed in my bedroom and then I closed that door. Then I realized she was now in my kitchen, which was right next  to  my  office.  Had  I  closed  my  office  door?  Had  I  left  that  picture  of  her  up  on  my computer?  I  sprinted  over  to  catch  up  to  her  and  I  saw  that  my  office  door  was  open  and  that picture was still up on my monitor. But she hadn’t noticed. Her back was to that office door. So I threw  myself  past  her  and  I  slammed  that  door  shut  before  she  had  a  chance  to  see  into  that room. Now my heart was really pounding, trying to break through my ribs. A nausea churned in my gut. 

She turned and looked at me. “Sorry. Am I in your way?” she asked with wide eyes that were amazingly cute. 

“No, not at all,” I said. I slipped a hand behind my head and felt the sweat on the back of my neck. Maybe I should have told her my stove wasn’t working. Maybe I should have just told her I wasn’t comfortable with strangers in my house. Now, I was a paranoid wreck, darting my gaze in every direction, worried one of my drawings was out and about to give me away. Or what if she already saw that drawing on my wall? What if she saw into my office, and now she was just playing  it  cool?  No,  no—if  she  saw  a  picture  of  her  naked  body  on  my  office  computer,  she wouldn’t still be standing in my kitchen, about to boil some noodles. She would be gone—on her

way to the police station to get a restraining order. 

I smiled and watched her and then I realized I was being a creep, standing quietly with her in the kitchen. So I backed off. “If you need anything, just ask. I’ll be cleaning up,” I said. And then I started scouring my house for more of my cartoons. I had a few enlargements up in the living room, which I took down. And I had one in my bathroom, which I also took down, just in case she asked to use my toilet. 

It  was  actually  a  good  opportunity  to  get  my  apartment  tidied  up.  It  had  been  a  few  days since I’d gone through and straightened my throw pillows, made my bed, swept the floors. I felt a  bit  like  a  wasp,  buzzing  around  through  my  own  house,  desperately  trying  to  distract  myself from the beautiful shemale standing in my kitchen. I hated that she was beautiful. I hated that I knew she was a man. 

I kept finding myself looking over in her direction, looking down at that little skirt of hers. 

As I dropped to my knees to sweep the dirt into the dustpan, I got a better angle up her tiny skirt. 

I could see the red tinge of her panties. But I couldn’t spot the bulge, which I knew was there. 

Unless  this  girl  was  just  a  doppelganger.  Maybe  she  just  looked  a  lot  like  the  chick  who commissioned me. Maybe she was a sister—and maybe that building in the background of that photo was actually different. There were lots of buildings that looked the same in my town. 

“Sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said from across my apartment. 

“It’s Tae,” she said. 

“Will,” I said. My voice cracked as I said it. So it was her. The name couldn’t have been a coincidence.  I  couldn’t  believe  in  a  coincidence  that  wild.  “How  are  those  noodles  coming?”  I asked awkwardly. 

“Another five minutes and I’ll be out of your hair,” she said with her big cute smile. 

And  then  I  remembered  her  post  on  that  fantasy  website:  her  dream  of  being  grabbed  by  a man and being fucked like a little ragdoll. If I grabbed her now and bent her over and fucked her, would she like it? Or was that just her being slutty on the Internet? 

“Where’s your strainer?” she asked, bending over to check in my bottom cupboards. I could see  her  whole  tush  now—the  soft  skin  of  that  perfect  ass.  Her  cheeks  were  so  round  that  they swallowed up the red strip of her panties, making it look like she was wearing nothing at all. And now, I could see a bit of bulge. Nothing damning, but I knew what I was looking at. 

“It’s, uh, just in that bottom cupboard, to your left,” I said, knowing it was actually up above. 

But she had to bend even further to check that bottom cupboard. I watched as her bum swayed gently  as  she  managed  to  keep  her  balance  in  her  little  heels.  And  once  again  I  found  myself fantasizing about going up behind her, ripping off her panties, and sticking my still-erect cock in her ass. 

My cock hadn’t relaxed since I’d been looking at that picture. I couldn’t get the image of her naked body out of my head. 

She stood up and looked at me. “It’s not there—unless I’m looking in the wrong spot.” 

So I went into the kitchen. “Let me look.” I sunk down to the bottom drawer and pretended to spend  a  few  seconds  looking  around.  “You’re  right.  I  must  have  misplaced  it.”  So  I  started looking  through  other  cupboards,  squeezing  a  few  in  before  reaching  the  cupboard  I  knew  the

strainer  was  in.  “Ah—here  it  is.”  I  handed  it  to  her  as  I  caught  another  whiff  of  that  amazing perfume. My legs trembled again, almost buckling. She smiled and then turned her back to me so that she could stir her noodles in the boiling water. 

And all I wanted to do was bend her over and stick my throbbing erection into that perfect little butthole. But I wasn’t gay—I wasn’t attracted to her cock. I didn’t even want to think about her cock. It was the rest of her body that was driving me insane. I had to admit that she had the perfect female body, with all the right curves. Her ass was unbelievable. I found myself holding my hands out, wanting to touch her, but terrified of touching her for so many reasons. 

“I think these are done,” she said. 

I smiled and nodded and tried to make my face less red, which seemed impossible. My cock was still throbbing in my pants, still begging to be rubbed and stroked. 

“Mind if I borrow a bowl?” she asked. “Just so I can transport these up to my apartment. I should have grabbed one before leaving my flat—I don’t know what I was thinking.” 

“Sure,” I said, quickly grabbing a bowl and handing it to her. 

She took her noodles and then she went to my front door. But she stopped before she reached it, looking at the nail on the wall where that picture was. “What did you do with the picture that was here?” she asked. And my heart leapt up into my throat. 

“Picture?” I said. 

She giggled, making my heart melt just a little bit. “There was a picture here,” she said. “I liked  it.  Anyway—I’ll  see  you  later.”  She  waved  and  then  she  let  herself  out.  But  my  heart wouldn’t stop pounding. She saw the picture, and she must have recognized my style. Maybe she even recognized the picture. It had been on my site for quite some time, though I took it down before I started posting pornographic images. 

Maybe she didn’t recognize the style. Or maybe she just thought that it was a print I bought. 

Surely she had no idea that I was the one who drew it. 

CHAPTER V

Never in my life did I ever have to splash cold water on my face—until that night. My mind was spinning and my cheeks were burning hot. I looked in the mirror and was embarrassed by how red my cheeks were. Were they that red when Tae was in my house? God, she must have thought that I was a lunatic. 

But even after I cooled my face off with the coldest water my tap could muster, I was still unable  to  get  her  off  of  my  mind.  I  ended  up  back  on  my  computer,  reading  her  posts  on  that lewd website again. Was she just playing a character, or did she really want someone to grab her and fuck her? 

I clicked on her profile and then I saw another post she made, posting the picture I drew for her. “This commission was worth every penny,” she wrote, and then she included a link to my website. Many of the comments were along the lines of, “I’m going to save up and get him to draw me.” I couldn’t help but smile, even though it meant I was probably going to start getting lots of trap commissions in the coming weeks, which meant I would have to get used to drawing big, throbbing erections. 

And then I went back to her profile and noticed that she’d posted a new thread in the last five minutes. “Sometimes I go to strangers’ apartments in my building pretending like my power is out. I wear the sluttiest skirts that I own and I try my best to seduce them. But I’m so shy that I end  up  clamming  up.  I  just  want  someone  to  fuck  me  so  badly.  My  little  boy  pussy  has  been itching for a stuffing for weeks now. My dildo just isn’t hitting the spot.” 

My heart skipped a beat. Was it just another fantasy? Was it just more character play? Or was she serious? Had she come down to my apartment hoping I would grab her and fuck her? 

I had a friend who lived a few floors up. I sent him a text message. “Is your power out?” I asked. 

And I got my reply five minutes later. “No, why? Is yours?” 

“Was it ever out?” 

“Not lately.” 

Now  my  heart  was  really  pounding.  Maybe  it  was  true.  Maybe  she  had  come  by  hoping  I would fuck her. I mean—she was wearing that tiny skirt, which hardly covered anything at all. 

That’s a dangerous skirt to wear into a stranger’s apartment, unless you’re secretly hoping a guy will stare at your ass and fantasize about sticking his cock in you. 

Her latest post got a reply. “If you came to my apartment, I would fuck you,” the man said. 

He included a picture of his erect penis. 

And my head was spinning. A little slut had just been in my apartment, begging to be fucked. 

And could I have done it? Had she explicitly asked me to fuck her, would I have gone through with it, knowing that she was technically a boy and her asshole was biologically male? 

There  was  a  knock  at  my  door,  bringing  me  back  to  my  feet,  still  with  that  erection  which

hadn’t gone away in well over an hour now. Somehow I knew it was her. I knew she was back with my bowl and with her little skirt. But surely it was all just harmless fantasizing. Surely she didn’t really want me to fuck her. 

I  made  sure  to  close  down  my  Internet  browser  before  heading  to  the  door.  I  tucked  my erection  into  my  waistband  and  then  I  opened  the  door.  And  there  she  was,  still  dressed  like  a slutty little doll. Though she was wearing a new wig now, and the only reason I knew it was a wig was because her hair was brunette when she had last been in my apartment, and now it was a whitish-pink colour, and it extended all the way down to her sternum. “I’ve got your bowl,” she said with a big smile, standing up on her toes and holding the bowl with both hands. 

A cold chill buzzed up and down my spine. The fishnets were also new. Her legs were bare before,  and  now  they  were  clad  with  crisscrossing  black  lines.  And  why  would  she  put  on fishnets unless it was really true that she wanted to seduce me? 

“Thanks so much,” I said. I reached out for the bowl but she didn’t give it to me. Instead, she brushed by me, into my apartment. 

“I don’t mind putting it back. It’s the least I can do,” she said. I followed her to my kitchen and then I watched as she looked around. “I just have to remember where you grabbed it from.” 

She bent over, showing that ass to me one more time—and showing me that she had changed her panties.  Now,  she  wasn’t  wearing  plain  red  panties.  She  was  wearing  a  black  lacy  thong.  Her tight package was being cradled dangerously. 

My heart skipped a beat and I stepped forward. “Here—just leave it on the counter,” I said. 

But she remained bent over, looking through cupboards for my bowl collection. And obviously I didn’t keep my bowls in a bottom cupboard. No sane person keeps bowls below the counter. She was obviously just trying to show me her tush, trying to draw me in, hoping I would indulge her sexual fantasy. 

And I was close. I was right behind her now. I could smell that perfume and I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. She seemed so small in front of me. “It just goes up here,” I said, opening the top cupboard. 

“Ah—that  makes  sense,”  she  said,  standing  up  on  her  toes  to  put  the  bowl  back.  Her  bum was almost touching me now. A strand of her pink hair brushed my arms as she reached up that bowl. My heart stuttered again. 

And then I put my hands on her sides, just below her tits. Her torso was small. I could nearly touch  my  fingers  together  in  a  ring  around  her  little  body.  And  she  froze,  but  she  didn’t  say anything. She wasn’t protesting. Surely if she didn’t want it, she would tell me to get my hands off of her. But what was my plan? If she did push me away, what could I say? That I fell and my hands landed there? That I thought she was going to fall, so I tried to catch her presumptively? 

She took a deep breath and I felt her chest expand and contract. But she still wasn’t protesting, so I slid my hands around to her front, gently cupping her breasts. She still didn’t say anything—but maybe it was because she was too scared. Maybe she was afraid of making me angry. 

I could feel her heart pounding, even through her small tits. I gently squeezed and she let a little breath out with a whimper. I pulled her in towards me slightly and then I paused again as her bum pressed against my erection, cradling it perfectly. I waited for her to say something—

giving her a chance to tell me to get my hands off of her and never touch her again. But she said nothing. 

I slid one of my hands up, over her throat and up her chin. I carefully put my thumb into her mouth and she gently pressed down on it with her teeth. She used the tip of her tongue to tease the tip of my thumb, and that’s when I knew the posts weren’t just attention seeking asides. They were real. She really wanted me to fuck her, even though she didn’t even know who I was. 

I left that thumb in her mouth for her to suck on. I reached down with my other hand, over her abdomen, over her pelvis, and under her skirt. I wrestled my fingers under her thong and I slipped  them  around  her  cock.  She  became  frozen  and  tense,  as  if  she  wasn’t  sure  how  I  was going to respond. She was probably confused when I started fondling her penis, gently mashing it  between  my  fingers,  playing  with  her  ball  sack  and  wishing  she  were  hard  and  erect  and coming into the palm of my hand. 

She let out another little whimper. 

I  didn’t  know  what  I  was  doing.  I  was  gambling  with  my  life.  There  was  nothing  stopping her from slapping my hands away and running back up to her apartment to call the police. Within the  hour,  I  could  have  been  slapped  with  a  sexual  misconduct  change,  and  then  I  would  be  on every registry in the country. I would be without a job and maybe even without an apartment. 

But I couldn’t stop. I loved the way her cock felt as it began to throb, and I loved the way she sucked on my thumb. I heard a whimper slip out through my own lips. My arms and legs were trembling uncontrollably and my heart was pounding. I was feeling up a biological boy—I knew it,  but  I  couldn’t  stop  it.  I  was  possessed  by  some  strange  sexual  energy.  I’d  never  been  more charged up in my life. 

I spun her around slowly and then I looked into her big, flashing eyes. She was wearing lots of  eyeliner,  brushed  to  the  side  to  make  her  eyes  look  even  bigger.  I  put  my  hands  on  her shoulders  and  I  pushed  her  down.  She  stared  into  my  eyes  the  whole  way  down  to  her  knees. 

And  she  didn’t  look  away  until  I  had  my  cock  out  and  dangling  before  her  lips.  Finally  she looked  down  at  it  and  then  she  didn’t  hesitate  before  grabbing  it  and  thrusting  it  through  her thick cock-sucking lips. She slurped and bobbed and made my cock even harder. Her mouth was warm and amazingly wet. It felt so good—I was worried I would come and end our romp before it even started. 

I held onto my quartz countertop. I squeezed the edges as I tried to stop myself from coming. 

I clenched and bit down on my tongue and then I let out a long groan. She knew how to satisfy a cock. She had tons and tons of experience with her own cock, after all. 

I heard her let a little giggle slip. I looked down and saw that she had her erection out from under her skirt, and she was stroking it while sucking me off. And I couldn’t look away. It was the greatest sight my eyes had ever seen. My body started pulsing with warm euphoria. For some reason,  that  cock  only  made  the  sight  better.  If  she  was  just  reaching  down  and  stroking  her pussy, it wouldn’t have been nearly as enticing. 

She took my cock and rubbed it against her nose and her lips and her chin. She gently ran the tip  of  her  tongue  up  from  my  ball  sack  to  my  tip.  And  then  she  watched  as  a  drop  of  pre-cum drooled out from my tiny cock hole. She licked it up with another little giggle. 

I had to take a step back, worried another lick would be enough to make my cock unload all over  her  face—and  as  much  as  I  wanted  to  watch  her  pretty  face  get  ruined  by  a  thick  load  of cum, I wanted to give her what she wanted. I wanted to raw dog her from behind. I wanted to cum in her asshole and let her feel my warmth oozing out from her puckering anus. She stood up

and I spun her around. I bent her over my counter and then I flipped up that tiny skirt, which was hardly in the way to begin with. 

I slipped two fingers under that tiny strip of thong and then I pulled out until it snapped. Then I just pulled it away from her body and tossed it aside, and I heard an elated whimper slipping through her lips. I truly was fulfilling her fantasy. 

I took my cock in my hand. It looked huge—bigger than normal. Maybe it was just harder than  normal  because  I  was  so  absurdly  aroused.  It  was  hard  to  aim  down;  it  just  wanted  to  be standing straight up like a totem pole. So I had to crouch my legs slightly to get myself lined up with her puckering boy-pussy. 

I pressed the tip against her hole and then her hole gave my tip a kiss. A warm shudder ran through my body, and for a moment I was worried that I was going to come before I even had my cock inside of her. She swayed her bum gently, as if trying to invite me inside, but that only made  my  head  spin  faster.  Before  I  stuck  it  in  her,  I  reached  around  to  feel  her  cock.  She  was hard and throbbing and warm. She let another soft whimper slip as I squeezed my fingers around her throbbing tip. Then she reached down and squeezed her fingers around mine, as if she didn’t want me to let go—and in that moment, I didn’t want to let go. 

I pushed my hips forward and penetrated her tush. She gasped and squeezed my hand even harder around her cock. She squirmed and moaned and then she started to gently pull my hand up and down, making me stroke her shaft. Her throbbing was intense. I was worried I was going to burse a vein—if that’s even possible. 

“You’re  so  tight,”  I  said,  and  then  I  realized  I  had  just  broken  a  nearly  ten  minute  silence. 

She didn’t respond—not with her voice. Instead, she clenched her asshole tight around my cock, showing me that she could be even tighter. My legs trembled. 

And  then  I  felt  a  warm  drop  of  fluid  trickling  down  my  fingers—a  small  bout  of  pre-cum, just for me. If she weren’t holding my hand down, I would have reached up to my lips and licked it up. But as that drop moved from one finger to the next, I had a moment of clarity: I had my cock in a biological boy’s ass. And not just any biological boy, but a boy who lived a floor or two  above  me,  one  who  occasionally  went  to  random  apartments  hoping  to  be  fucked  by strangers.  And  in  case  that  wasn’t  bad  enough,  this  boy  had  commissioned  me  to  draw  him naked, and he currently had no idea as my cock pressed deeper into his tush—

Her tush—she was a girl. She had a cock, but she was still a girl, right? I mean, she had tits, and her voice was feminine enough. Her curves were definitely feminine, and that ass certainly didn’t belong to a man, even though it did. But what about that little skirt? No man could pull that skirt off, so she must have been a woman, right? My back felt cold now, beading with drops of  sweat.  I  felt  like  I  needed  to  back  off,  pull  my  cock  out  before  I  came.  Maybe  I  wouldn’t regret penetrating her, but I would probably regret coming in her, without a condom. I could still save some of my dignity and some of my pride, couldn’t I? 

But  I  couldn’t  pull  out.  She  puckered  her  tight  hole  around  my  cock  again,  and  it  felt  too good—too good to pass up. I had to be inside of her. I had to come deep in that hole. I had to make her squirm and groan. And I wanted to feel her cock when she came. How could I ever live with myself after passing up such a rare and incredible opportunity? That picture of her naked on her  bed  would  always  exist,  even  if  I  deleted  it  from  my  hard  drive;  it  would  still  be  on  the Internet, and I would always know where to find it. 

I started thrusting in and out of her tight hole. Her rim hugged my cock, pulling back slightly with every deep plunge, and pulling out slightly every time I pulled back so I could pound her again. It was a mesmerizing sight—too hard to look away from. 

But I had to look away so that I could appreciate the rest of her body: her succulent curves, her little back dimples, her long hair which bounced every time I slammed her little ass. I knew the hair was fake, but it still looked good on her. And it didn’t move when I grabbed a handful and pulled, as if it was clipped down in multiple spots. 

She turned her head as much as she could to look back at me. She had a cute face—a face that belonged to a woman. I felt relief while looking at that face, as if it was proof that I wasn’t gay or crazy. No man could say no to that face… Or did I only find it attractive because I was secretly attracted to young men? I shuddered as that thought passed. And thankfully, it did pass

—at least for the next thirty seconds as my cock began to bloat and throb like never before. 

“I think I’m going to come,” I said, clenching back my orgasm. 

And  I  could  feel  her  cock  bloating  thick.  I  wasn’t  alone.  I  was  going  to  feel  her  cock  as  it unloaded  her  sweet,  warm  load.  I  clenched  my  hand  tighter.  Her  legs  trembled  and  she  nearly toppled over in her tiny heels. I began to unload, beating her to the punch. I tried holding back, but it just felt too good. 

She didn’t wait too long. As soon as that first gush entered her small body, she gave in. Her cock  pulsed  and  I  felt  her  hard  rod  twitching  as  globs  of  warm  goo  shot  through  it.  She  was coating the side of my cabinets, but I didn’t mind. 

I pushed her body up against her own cum as I pushed my cock in as deep as it would go. I groaned as the final gush blasted inside of her, and then I stumbled back, nearly falling over as I hit the adjacent counter. She remained bent over my countertop. It was a few seconds before my cum  started  dribbling  out  of  her  ass  and  down  her  leg.  I  started  to  get  worried  when  twenty seconds had passed and she still hadn’t moved. “A—Are you okay?” I asked. My voice cracked as if I was a thirteen year old. 

She  nodded  her  head  and  then  she  raised  her  hand  with  the  ‘okay’  symbol.  “Never  been better,” she said between breaths. Then she flipped herself over and looked into my eyes with a big grin. “I guess I should be going. Thanks again for the water—and the bowl.” I thought about stopping her to tell her that I knew the power never went out, and that I was the one who drew her naked. But the instant I considered telling her, I froze up. If she knew that I was her artist, maybe she would piece it all together and realize that I’d been stalking her online, that the only reason I fucked her was because I read her post about desperately wanting to be fucked. I didn’t want  her  to  think  that  I  was  her  stalker,  because  I  wasn’t  technically  her  stalker.  I  hadn’t  been following  her  for  months  or  even  weeks—or  even  days  for  that  matter.  It  was  all  just  a  big coincidence—a coincidence that no one would ever believe, so it was just better off being kept to myself. 

CHAPTER VI

I  was  a  bit  surprised  when  she  didn’t  come  around  again  the  next  day.  I  was  even  more surprised when she didn’t come by at all the day after, or the weekend after that. It was as if she got that itch out of her system and now she was done with me—and that was probably for the best, though I couldn’t help but dwell and assume that I’d done something wrong. 

Of  course  I  found  myself  on  that  website,  between  commissions,  to  see  if  she’d  made  any new posts. There were no new posts, as if she suddenly ceased to exist. And again: maybe it was for the best. 

But I couldn’t help but feel a little bit helpless. I didn’t know where in the building she lived. 

I didn’t have her phone number or her e-mail address or even her full name, so I couldn’t even find her on Facebook or Twitter or Instagram. She was like a ghost who came into my life for one quick night of passionate sex, and then poof—she was gone. 

I  knew  I  could  probably  go  to  my  landlord  and  ask  him  where  she  lived.  There  couldn’t possibly be too many girls named Tae in the building—if that was even her real name. I could also go door to door, asking every tenant in the building if they knew a Tae or any girl who wore little skirts and wigs. But I really didn’t want word getting around that I was trying to find her. I didn’t  want  people  asking  me  why  I  was  trying  to  find  her,  because  even  I  didn’t  know  the answer to that. I knew that she was better off left alone. 

But I had one other lead. When she first commissioned me, she sent more than just that lewd bed shot. There were a few tame shots that could have easily been on her social media pages. So I decided to run them all through Google’s reverse image search, and sure enough, I found her Facebook page. Her full name was Tae Jennings. She had four hundred and twelve friends, and about seventy photos of herself—mostly selfies taken with friends. 

I spent a good hour slowly flicking through those photos. Each photo made me feel a little bit better  about  myself:  a  reminder  that  she  looked  exactly  like  a  girl.  It  was  a  short-lived  relief, because it made no difference. Did that mean it was gay to have sex with a woman who had a masculine look? I was just redefining words for my own convenience. 

I searched through Tae’s Facebook page for any information I could get. More than anything, I wanted to know which apartment she lived in, though I still wasn’t sure why I wanted to know. 

Was I planning on confronting her? Did I want to come clean to her? Or did I just want to have sex  again,  even  though  I’d  hardly  slept  since  our  kitchen  romp.  Falling  asleep  seemed  like  an impossible  task  with  that  memory  constantly  creeping  back  into  my  mind.  I  swear  that  I  could still  feel  her  throbbing  cock,  and  I  could  still  smell  her  perfume,  as  if  was  lingering  in  my apartment, determined to drive me insane. 

A part of me was upset that she hadn’t come back. Did she not have fun in my kitchen? Or did she wake up the next morning tense with regret, like me? Was she struggling to understand why she’d gone through with it? She had unprotected sex with a stranger—surely she wasn’t just brushing that off as if it was nothing at all. 

That afternoon I finished a commission and sent it away to the buyer. Then I looked through

my  e-mail  inbox  to  pick  my  next  commission.  It  was  one  of  those  weeks  where  I  got  more requests than I could handle, so I had to be picky about which jobs I took. Sometimes I felt bad passing potential buyers up, but sometimes it was nice because I got to pick the slightly better jobs over the completely deranged jobs—like one of the requests that was currently sitting in my inbox. “I want a drawing of my stepmom giving me a blowjob while my stepsister eats out my asshole. And I want everyone, including myself, to have cat ears and tails.” There were lines that were better left undrawn and uncrossed. 

And maybe one of those lines was Tae. Maybe I would get over her eventually if I deleted all of her e-mails and her pictures and I removed her drawing from my site and blocked her account from  my  e-mail  client.  Eventually  she  would  just  become  a  distant  memory  instead  of  an obsession. 

I deleted the strange pseudo-incest commission request and went onto the next request. And that’s when I saw her name dangling at the end of the e-mail: “Love, Tae.” She was in the market for a new commission, and she sent along a new picture for me to use as reference. 

I quickly opened the picture up and felt a warm trembling surging down between my legs. In the  photo,  she  was  in  a  pair  of  tall  heels,  squatting  down  with  a  dildo  pointing  straight  up  and into  her  ass.  She  had  an  erection,  which  was  outside  of  her  black  lacy  lingerie,  also  pointing straight up like that dildo. She had the cutest and funniest face: her eyes rolled up, one squinting, and her tongue out. “In the drawing, I want you to show my cock coming—shooting straight into the air. I think it would be really cute.” 

I  accepted  the  job  without  hesitation.  I  was  ready  to  accept  any  excuse  to  stare  at  that amazing  picture  for  six  to  eight  hours.  And  I  planned  on  doing  a  good  job,  making  it  my  best drawing ever. I got started on my sketch before she even replied with the money transfer. I must have done fifteen different iterations before I was happy with one—and the pose wasn’t even any different from the reference photo. 

I  inked  my  lines  carefully  in  Photoshop.  I  wanted  to  make  sure  every  line  was  perfect:  no blips,  all  with  the  perfect  weight.  I  must  have  spent  an  hour  just  on  her  eyes,  getting  that orgasmic face just right. I wanted to capture just how cute she was. 

And I couldn’t see it in her reference photo, but I knew that she had a birthmark right on her inner  thigh,  which  wrapped  around  slightly  towards  her  bum.  I  included  that  in  my  picture.  I even got the shape of it just right as I remembered it: shaped like a rounded heart. 

I spent another hour just getting the details of her lacy garment perfect, and then I spent three hours after that colouring and shading—a process which usually only takes me about forty-five minutes.  And  once  I  was  finished,  I  couldn’t  wipe  the  smile  from  my  face.  The  picture  was perfect—my best ever. I could see no flaws in it, and the likeness was uncanny. She was going to love it, even if she only loved it half as much as I loved it. I sent it off without hesitated, and then I eagerly awaited her reply. 

And it came later that night, just as I was getting ready for bed. I was expecting a glowing response, filled with excitement. Instead, I got, “How did you know about my birthmark?” My heart  plunged  deep  into  my  stomach  and  I  rushed  over  to  my  computer  in  a  heart-pounding hurry. I looked at that reference photo. There was no birthmark in the shot. Then I opened up the other photos she’d sent me—and there was no birthmark. I went to her Facebook page and then I went  to  that  sexual  fantasies  website,  and  there  was  no  birthmarks  to  be  seen  in  any  of  her

photos. 

I was as good as caught. How could I lie my way out of this mess? What could I possibly say to make her think that she didn’t know me? ‘Oh, I just added that for fun. What are the chances you actually have a birthmark right there?’ She would never buy it. 

And  she’d  seen  that  picture  up  on  my  wall.  Surely  it  was  just  a  matter  of  time  before  she started  to  connect  the  dots.  And  there  were  plenty  of  dots  to  connect.  I  often  used  familiar landmarks  as  backdrops  in  my  drawings.  The  last  photo  I  posted  on  my  website  had  the  RH

Tower in the background—a tower that was unique to our town. And in a recent drawing, I used the Peace Bridge as a backdrop—another feature that was unique to our city. 

But I had to try to keep her from becoming any more suspicious. “It’s supposed to be a heart tattoo,” I wrote. “I thought it was cute, and it filled in a bit of blank space in the photo.” I could feel a cold dampness all over my body as I waited for a reply. 

“Thanks for the drawing. It’s really great,” she wrote, and that was it. That’s what she left me with  for  the  night.  And  instead  of  sleeping,  I  paced  around  my  apartment.  My  heart  wouldn’t stop pounding. My excuse was terrible. I thought of ten better ones that night, but it didn’t matter

—I’d  already  made  my  pick.  Now  all  I  could  do  was  sulk  in  that  horrible  dread  that  wouldn’t leave me alone. 

She probably thought that I was a stalker. But artists aren’t supposed to stalk their fans—it’s supposed to be the other way around. What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I just treat her like any other client? Why did it matter that she lived in the same apartment building as me? Was I  planning  on  fucking  and  stalking  every  client  that  lived  within  a  certain  radius  of  me?  And what if I came across a client while on vacation somewhere—would I obsess over them, too? Or was Tae special? 

She  was  special—she  was  my  first  female  client,  even  though  she  wasn’t  technically  a female. She was my first trap client, even though many followed. She was definitely my prettiest client—there  was  no  competition  there.  But  what  difference  did  it  make?  She  was  still  just  a client, and now she was probably on the phone with the police, filing for a restraining order. 

CHAPTER VII

It was a week later and that anxiety still hadn’t gone away. I’d written a dozen different emails to Tae, but I’d sent none of them. I would read them over and my anxiety would worsen and  then  I  would  delete  it  all  and  shut  everything  down.  I  found  myself  drawing  Tae  in  every commission I got. Every time someone asked for a picture of a sexy woman doing something, it was Tae’s face that ended up on that sexy woman’s body. I even drew Tae as a slew of different video game characters for horny gamers with cash to burn. No one seemed to mind. She made for an excellent character. 

She had become my muse, even though she probably thought that I was a creepy stalker. I never got a restraining order in the mail, to my surprise. But maybe it was still coming. The post was on strike, after all. And I couldn’t believe that Tae had just accepted that I happened to draw a tattoo on her inner thigh that looked exactly like her private birthmark. 

I started taking the stairs up and down in my building, just in case she was in the elevator. I couldn’t  stand  the  thought  of  having  an  awkward  encounter  in  that  slow,  clunky  box.  I  didn’t want to see her disgusted face, and I didn’t want her to see my deeply ashamed face—the face of the man who was still drawing naked pictures of her, without her consent. I still wasn’t even sure if that was legal or not. 

A car hit me on my way home from the grocery store. It wasn’t a serious accident. A guy was leaving  the  parking  lot  and  he  didn’t  bother  to  check  the  sidewalk  before  gunning  it  onto  the street to beat oncoming traffic. My groceries went flying and I was pushed to the side and onto my  back.  A  bunch  of  people  quickly  rushed  over.  It  probably  looked  much  worse  than  it  was, because  one  man  kept  yelling,  “Don’t  touch  his  head!  Don’t  move  his  neck!”  And  another yelled, “Someone call an ambulance!” But I felt fine. I felt like I could stand up, until I tried and a sharp pain surged up my leg. I broke my ankle. 

It  was  an  embarrassing  ambulance  ride.  They  let  me  take  my  groceries  with  me.  Though  I ended up throwing out my milk, as it was out of refrigeration for a few hours before I got home. 

And even with my ankle in a cast, I still decided to take the stairs, just to avoid any potential confrontations with the girl who almost certainly knew that I had been cyber-stalking her. 

The cast came off after two weeks, but the pain lingered. “Take it easy,” the doctor said. “Try to avoid running and don’t take the stairs if you have a choice. And I’m serious—you don’t want this  turning  into  a  permanent  injury.  I’ve  got  a  client  with  clicking  knees.  He  didn’t  take  my advice, and now his knees will click for the rest of his life, every time he extends his legs. You don’t want that.” And it was true—I didn’t want that. But I also didn’t want to face Tae after my awkward blunder. 

So when I got back to my building, I found myself awkwardly standing in the lobby, trying to decide between the elevator and the stairs. I could hear clicking in my mind, so I went with the elevator. My heart was pounding when the door opened, as if she was going to appear. But she wasn’t there. The elevator was empty. So I got in and went up to my flat. 

And then I realized that I needed milk for my morning cereal. So five minutes after getting

home, I started back towards the elevator. I thought again about taking the stairs, and then that clicking noise crept into my mind again, so I called for the elevator. 

I kept my distance from the door, in case she was inside. I figured I could spin around and pretend as though I was just walking by if she was inside. But the elevator was again empty, so I went  inside.  And  then  I  waited  as  it  clunked  down  one  floor  at  a  time.  I  was  at  the  third  floor when it stopped and the door began to creep open. I wasn’t worried this time though. I knew that Tae lived above me. I knew that I was safe, at least for now, from that beautiful trap. 

I pulled out my phone to check my e-mails, to see if I had any new commissions to keep me busy for the afternoon. I had one, from one of my regulars, a guy who really just wanted a big collection of his favourite actors drawn naked. This time he wanted Kate Upton, and he wanted her being stuffed by two large black cocks. “Both in the pussy, please,” he wrote casually, as if he was just ordering a coffee. 

I laughed quietly to myself. I would do the commission even though it was depraved, only because he was a usual client who had already paid me more than a thousand dollars for artwork. 

I slipped my phone into my pocket and looked up, just as the newcomer turned to look at me. 

And then I froze. It was Tae. She’d boarded on the third floor, headed for the lobby. “Oh, hi,” 

she said. I tried to reply, but my jaw was frozen. I coughed and stuttered and then I straightened my back—then finally, I was able to reply. 

“Hello,”  I  said  with  a  strange  tone  in  my  voice,  as  if  I  was  meeting  her  for  the  first  time. 

“You look nice.” And it was true. She was wearing a schoolgirl outfit that was not designed for anyone going to school. The skirt was dangerously short and the top almost showed the bottom cusps  of  her  small  tits.  Maybe  it  was  appropriate  for  stripper  school.  Her  wig  was  blonde  and long and straight, and her heels were tall, but the top of her head still hardly reached my chin. 

“Thanks,” she said, brushing her hair off of her face. She looked at the elevator control panel and pressed the lobby button, hoping it would make the elevator move. But we weren’t moving. 

Sometimes it got stuck for a few seconds and you had to mash the button a few times. 

“Here,” I said, reaching past her and pressing the button repeatedly. The elevator whirred and hummed and then we started moving. A wave of relief washed over me, but it was short lived. 

Tae was now staring into my eyes, as if she was waiting for an explanation. I just forced a smile and continued to play dumb. Maybe if I played dumb well enough, she would think that it really was all just a coincidence: the birthmark, the art on my wall, the fact I had fulfilled her sexual fantasy almost to a tee. 

The elevator shook and paused for a moment. “They need to fix this thing,” I said. And she just kept on looking at me. 

“When you grabbed my dick,” she said out of the blue, “you didn’t act surprised.” 

I nodded my head slowly, unsure of how I was supposed to respond. 

“Could you tell that I wasn’t fully female?” she asked. 

Now  I  really  wasn’t  sure  how  to  respond.  I  could  either  out  myself  or  offend  her,  and  I wanted  neither  of  those  options.  “It’s  2019,”  I  said  with  a  smile  that  felt  faker  than  Pamela Anderson’s chest. “I don’t discriminate.” 

“Bullshit,”  she  said.  “You  could  tell  that  I  was  born  a  boy.  Is  it  my  Adam’s  apple?  Or  my

shoulders?  Or  is  it  my  voice?  I’ve  been  working  on  my  voice.  Just  tell  me—I  really  want  to improve.” 

“It’s not that,” I said. 

“Then what is it?” 

“You—you commissioned me to draw you,” I said. It hurt to say it aloud. Now I had nothing to hide behind. Now everything was in the open. Now she knew how terrible I was. She had all of the information she needed to realize that I hadn’t just drawn her, but I’d looked her up and found her secret fantasies. 

“You—that was you?” she said. 

My heart was now burning away in my stomach acid. “Both times. Yeah,” I said. “I thought you  knew.”  And  I  really  thought  she  knew.  How  could  she  not  have  known  by  now?  Was  the birthmark not the big giveaway? “I recognized you when you came to my door. I didn’t know what  to  say.  And  then  I  found  that  forum  where  you  were  talking  about  how  you  wanted someone to… you know—so that’s why I did it. I’m not stalking you, I swear. I’ve lived here for years.” I could feel my face burning red hot. 

“How did you even find that post?” 

I cleared my throat. “Reverse image search,” I said. 

She stared at me as if I was a demon, as if I was some filthy homeless man who wandered in off the street, crawling with diseases. She wrapped an arm over her torso, as if she was suddenly cold. “I don’t know what that means.” 

And  it  was  exactly  the  reaction  I  assumed  she’d  had  when  she  saw  her  birthmark  in  that drawing. I guess she’d saved the reaction for this awkward face-to-face encounter, so that I could see her disappointment and fear as my guilt burned away whatever was left of my soul. 

I  looked  up  to  see  which  floor  we  were  at.  Somehow,  we  were  only  at  the  second  floor. 

Before I could look down from the little screen, the elevator trembled for a moment and then it shook violently for a few seconds before grinding to a complete halt. 

Tae was holding onto the rails with white knuckles. Her big eyes were opened wide and her lips were parted as if she was just about to scream. 

I  rushed  over  to  the  control  panel  and  pressed  the  lobby  button  a  few  times,  but  nothing happened. I tried pressing the door open button but that did nothing, and then I tried pressing the emergency button, but even that wasn’t working. We were stuck. 

CHAPTER VIII

It was after ten minutes of complete silence that Tae finally took a seat on the elevator floor. 

It was getting hot in that small space, though I’m not sure if the temperature was rising or not. It was ten minutes later when I finally took a seat. We had been silent since the elevator stopped. It didn’t seem appropriate to talk about our little fling, but I couldn’t think of anything else to talk about. Not even the weather came to mind. 

The  first  thing  I  finally  said  was,  “Do  you  have  your  cellphone?  We  can  call  for  help.”  I don’t know why I didn’t think of it sooner. 

She  shook  her  head  slowly.  “I  was  just  going  down  to  check  my  mail,”  she  said.  “I  was planning on going right back up to my apartment. Plus, does it look like I have pockets?” And it was a fair point—she didn’t have a purse or a clutch or even a pocket. 

“I was just going to run across the street quickly. I didn’t think I needed my phone,” I said. I knew exactly where my phone was, on the edge of the kitchen counter, not too far from where I filled her tight hole with my warm goo. 

We  returned  to  silence.  Five  minutes  went  by  and  the  elevator  became  a  little  bit  warmer. 

And then I began to wonder what she was doing down on the third floor. Was she playing that game again—going door to door, trying to find a man who might have the nerve to bend her over and fuck her? “Do you do that a lot?” I asked, finally breaking the terrible silence. 

“Do what?” She didn’t look at me when she replied. 

“Do  you  have  sex  with  lots  of  strangers?”  I  asked.  “I’m  not  judging.  I’m  just  curious.”  I figured she already hated me so I couldn’t do any more harm. 

“No,” she said, and then she looked down at the floor. “You were my first.” 

“I was your first stranger?” 

“You  were  my  first  partner,”  she  said  quietly,  as  if  it  was  almost  too  embarrassing  to  say aloud. 

My heart fluttered. “I took your virginity?” I asked. 

She nodded her head. “Let’s talk about something else,” she said. And now I really couldn’t think of anything else to talk about. How could it be true? How could a girl like her be a virgin? 

What was a virgin doing on a sexual fantasies website? What was a virgin doing running around in  tiny  skirts  and  tops  that  were  hardly  more  than  bras?  “Have  you  seen  any  good  movies lately?” she asked, but I couldn’t even process her question. I couldn’t even think of any movies I’d ever seen in my life. I could only think about her. 

“You’re lying,” I said. “You have to be lying.” 

“What difference does it make?” 

“You’re  too  pretty  to  be  a  virgin.  And  you  were  too…  good.  You  knew  what  you  were doing.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just bent over. You did the rest.” 

“But it felt so good,” I said. 

“I don’t know what to tell you.” 

“Tell me the truth,” I said. 

“What the hell is your deal?” she said, shaking her head and lowering her brow. “First you stalk  me,  and  now  you’re  demanding  I  tell  you  about  my  private  life.  Are  you  a  pervert  or something? Or course you are—you do nothing but draw porn.” 

I  took  offense  to  the  statement,  but  it  wasn’t  an  unfair  assessment  to  make.  I  did  have  a website  loaded  with  pornographic  pictures.  And  I  did  have  sex  with  her  without  exchanging more  than  a  few  sentences  first.  And  I  did  technically  stalk  her,  though  all  of  the  pictures  and information I found were on public websites—not that it made it any better. 

“I  don’t  just  draw  porn.  That’s  just  how  I  make  my  money—because  people  like  you  only want to pay for porn. I don’t see you commissioning a nice picture of you at the zoo with clothes on.” 

“Well  maybe  I  would  if  you  had  that  kind  of  stuff  on  your  website,”  she  said  with  a  thin-pressed smile. 

“No,  you  wouldn’t,  because  that’s  what  I  did  have  on  my  website  and  I  was  broke  and washing  dishes  and  I  never  got  a  single  commission.  It  wasn’t  until  I  started  drawing  pictures like the one I did for you that anyone cared. I have hundreds of pictures of stuff that isn’t porn.” 

She just looked away, her arms crossed, her body as far away from me as she could get in that hot, cramped space. “Besides, it’s not like I’m obsessed with you. I would have looked up any client that randomly came into my apartment pretending to need boiling water. I’m sure you would have to.” 

“But you aren’t drawing your other clients,” she said. 

“What are you talking about? I draw whatever my clients ask for.” 

“I follow your site. I’ve seen your posts over the past two weeks. You’ve drawn me over and over and over. Or do your other clients just look a lot like me?” She was grinning at me now as if she  had  me  beat—and  she  did  have  me  beat.  I  couldn’t  dispute  that  argument.  I  had  been drawing her, sometimes consciously, sometimes without even thinking about it. She was perfect. 

It seemed like a waste to draw anyone else—as if I would just be drawing the next best thing at best. Drawing her, I knew my pictures were all beautiful. 

“Well what do you want me to say? You’re beautiful.” 

Now the silence was back, but this time she was staring at me, looking into my eyes. “What did you say?” 

“I said you’re beautiful. It’s fun to draw you.” 

“What am I, your muse now?” 

“I don’t know. I guess so.” 

She gently bit her bottom lip and looked down at the ground again. “Well that’s… nice,” she said. 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  I  felt  sick.  I  wasn’t  sure  I  could  take  any  more  of  this  torment.  I hated  being  judged  by  the  woman  who  graced  all  of  my  fantasies.  “For  what  it’s  worth,  I  like you,” I said. “I think you’re cute.” 

“I figured as much,” she said. “You’re kind of a pervert, but I still like you.” She looked at me and let a giggle slip. “And maybe I’m a bit of a pervert, so I guess it works.” 

The relief was intense. The elephant in the room was gone and that hot tension was gone with it. “So what were you doing down on the third floor?” I asked. 

“I don’t want to tell you because you won’t believe me.” Her cheeks were red now. 

“Tell me.” 

“I  was  making  some  instant  noodles  and  my  power  went  out.  I  actually  needed  to  borrow some boiling water. But I couldn’t find anyone—everyone’s at work still.” 

I laughed, and I wouldn’t have believed her had the power to the elevator not been out now. I laughed. “Maybe it’s some sort of karma,” I said. 

“Maybe. So since we’re stuck in here, can I order a commission from you?” 

“Sure,” I said, staring into her shining eyes which filled me with inspiration. 

“I want you sucking my cock until I come.” 

I  laughed.  “Well  I’ve  never  been  great  at  self-portraits,  but  I  can  try  once  I’m  back  in  my apartment.” 

“No—I  don’t  want  a  drawing.  I  want  the  real  thing.”  She  had  a  big  grin  now.  She  reached down  and  gently  grabbed  the  base  of  her  skirt  and  lifted  it  up,  revealing  the  bulge  in  her  tiny panties. “Though if you want to draw it later, I wouldn’t be mad.” She rubbed two of her fingers down her soft bulge, pressing her rod down between her balls, making a bit of skin squish out the sides of her undergarment. 

My heart was bouncing up and down. I took a deep breath. Excitement was buzzing through my body like pure electricity. I got up on my hands and knees and I started crawling towards her. 

She pressed her back against the elevator wall and then she spread her legs wide, giving me lots of room to work with. I hardly had to flick that little strip of panties to the side before her bare cock  was  out  in  the  open.  I  didn’t  hesitate  before  slipped  my  fingers  under  it  and  lifting  it  up, feeling its weight. I pulled back her foreskin, exposing the beautiful smooth tip of her penis. 

“I’m  not  letting  you  stop  until  I  come,”  she  said.  “So  you’d  better  hurry.  Who  knows  how quickly they’re going to fix this elevator.” 

I  smiled  and  then  I  went  in,  parting  my  lips  and  slipping  that  beautiful  member  into  my mouth. I sucked and bobbed until she was rock hard and moaning, and then I sucked and bobbed even harder, pressing my nose into her soft pubic bone. I could feel her warm shaft throbbing in my mouth. 

I had her whole shaft in my mouth. I was impressed with myself, because she wasn’t small—

at least not between the legs. I slurped her whole shaft with my tongue and my saliva ran down and dripped off of her ball sack. She had her hands behind my head, holding me in close. Once I could feel that she was getting closer to orgasm, she started to gently thrust herself in and out of my lips. I stopped bobbing my head and I let her take over, using my face like a glorified sex toy. 

She was moaning—I loved the sound of her moan. I wish I could have captured that sound in my drawings. She pulled my head in tighter and her cock was amazingly hard, her tip mashed up against  the  roof  of  my  mouth.  I  gagged  a  little  bit  as  she  pushed  that  tip  into  the  back  of  my throat, but I managed to keep my composure. I knew her big orgasm was coming and I couldn’t wait. 

Then she moaned loudly just as the elevator suddenly dinged. The power was back, but she was  too  far  to  stop.  She  kept  thrusting  as  we  rumbled  downward.  And  then  I  felt  her  hot  load spraying against the back of my throat. It tasted nice, like a pineapple milkshake. I slurped out the last drop and then I sprung up to my feet as she quickly tucked her dick back into her panties. 

It  was  only  a  few  seconds  later  when  that  elevator  door  opened  and  the  crew  of  repairmen stood  staring  at  us.  I  grabbed  Tae  by  the  hand  and  rushed  her  past  them,  into  the  lobby  and towards  the  stairs  so  we  could  go  right  back  up  to  my  apartment  and  continue  fooling  around. 

She giggled the whole way up. We even stopped after a few floors to do a bit of kissing. I still had some of her cum in my mouth, so she got to have a good taste. She liked it. She made sure to press her tongue deep into my mouth so that she could get the best taste possible. 

“What’s your rate for ongoing commissions—like a full time gig, sort of thing?” she asked. 

“For you? It’s free,” I said. We ran into my apartment and then I fucked her tight asshole as she lay on my office floor, surrounded by drawings—many of which were of her. 

THE END
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