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DIRTY TEXTING WITH HER

Cal needs a new phone, but he can’t afford one, so he’s forced to turn to classifieds listings in hopes of finding something that will work until he can get his finances under control. Thankfully, he comes across an ad: someone looking to get rid of their phone, along with the remainder of their plan. The offer seems too good to be true.

So Cal buys the phone off of a guy he meets in a dark parking lot. The phone seems to be working fine, meeting all of Cal’s needs. Then, a few days later, he gets a text message: a spicy picture from a fit young woman. Cal is tempted to tell the girl she has the wrong number, but ultimately, he succumbs to the temptation of stringing her along in hopes of getting some more pictures. The next thing he knows, he’s texting the girl every day, completely oblivious to the reality of who she really is.


CHAPTER I

I was on my way to work when I dropped my phone. I’d dropped the thing a million times before, but for some reason, this was the time that it decides to explode into a thousand little pieces. And I would have gathered all those little pieces had half of them not fallen down onto the subway tracks.

“Shitty,” a young man said, without standing up from his comfortable seat on the bench.

I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I needed a new one anyway,” I said, trying to save as much face as possible. There were at least a dozen people staring at me, so I had to keep that forced smile on my face for a long time. I felt like an idiot. Sure, the phone was old, but I didn’t want to have to get a new one. I couldn’t afford a new one. I couldn’t even afford an old one. All of my files were on that phone: all of my photos and my notes and my contacts. I probably should have climbed down onto the tracks to grab the bigger part of the phone, which certainly had all of that vital information on it—but the thought of doing it in front of everyone was just too embarrassing. I just wanted to pretend like I didn’t care.

After work that afternoon, I went to the phone store to look at my options. I was relieved by the signs in the window: get your next phone absolutely FREE! It seemed too good to be true, and it was. After waiting for an hour to get a meeting with a salesman, I found out that the phone was only free when you signed up for a two-year plan, costing $150.00 per month. I didn’t have that kind of money. “Is there a cheaper option?” I asked. And there was a cheaper option: a $30.00 per month plan, but then the phone was full price, almost two thousand bucks. I didn’t have two thousand bucks or even one thousand bucks. I had one hundred dollars in my bank account.

“What about financing? Do you guys do financing?” I asked.

He gave me a form and I filled it out. He took it to the back and then I waited for what felt like another hour. Now, it was getting dark outside. Now, my whole day was being wasted on this ridiculous phone fiasco. Finally, the man came back. “We’re closing in ten minutes,” he said.

“What about the phone?” I said.

“Oh, sorry,” he said. “You weren’t approved for financing. Didn’t I tell you that already? We ran your information through the credit office, and they turned you down.”

“But—But I need a phone,” I said, forcing another smile, trying to look like I wasn’t that put off by the rejection. But really, I was horribly embarrassed. The minimum-wage phone salesman was looking at me with a pitiful look.

All of my old high school friends were now respectable men. They all had good careers, wives, children, homes, cars—and a few of them even had country club memberships and swimming pools. Not me. I had nothing. I was a temp at an office, being paid one dollar more than minimum wage (and paying 15% of my income to the temp agency). I took the bus to work with a fake bus pass that I made in Photoshop. I lived in a leaky apartment on the unsavory end of town. And my credit was apparently terrible.

“So what are my options here?” I asked.

“You can get our cheapest plan and find an old phone to use,” he said. “My deal—I mean—my friend gets used phones on Craigslist for like ten bucks.” He used his long, pointy fingers to push back his shaggy hair.

“I can do that?” I said. “I can just buy a used phone and you can activate it?”

“Yeah. We have a fifty-dollar activation fee though, and you have to pay two months upfront for our entry plan.” I did the math quickly in my head, then I forced another embarrassed smile.

“Okay, I’ll think about that,” I said, and then I went home. I felt defeated. An embarrassing nausea boiled in my gut. I couldn’t even afford their cheapest plan, which didn’t even come with a phone. I didn’t have one hundred and ten dollars to activate a phone and pay the first two months. I had one hundred dollars, and I needed it for rent, and to pay for my heat.

When I got home, I crashed on my couch. I buried my face into my pillow and exhaled deeply, expelling as much of that humiliation from my body as possible. After five minutes of staring into my pillow, I took a deep breath and surfaced. Maybe I didn’t need a phone. Maybe I could just use my laptop whenever I had internet access. It’s not like people need phones. I made it through the first sixteen years of my life without a cellphone. My parents didn’t have cellphones until they were in their fifties.

It wasn’t even an hour before I was missing my phone. I wanted to message my best friend, Jonesy, but he didn’t have a Facebook. I sent him an e-mail. “Want to grab a drink? I’ve had a long day,” I wrote, but he didn’t reply—probably because he only checked his email once each day, in the morning before work.

So I waited.

I felt strangely bored, like I had absolutely nothing to do. I was used to sitting and surfing the web on my phone. I tried to do the same thing with my computer, but somehow it wasn’t the same. I squirmed and groaned and realized that I probably had a phone addiction, like so many people my age. And I probably could have battled my way through my boredom, but my addiction got the better of me. I ended up on Craigslist, looking at cheap phones. I figured I could ask friends to borrow money. I would pay them back. I just needed a phone. I really needed a phone.

‘MUST PAY CASH: take over my phone plan,’ said one posting. I clicked it. ‘Need money for an emergency bill. Carrier charges one-hundred to cancel plan—seems like a waste. Take my phone and take over my plan. Plan is $35.00 a month, 2 GB of data. $100.00 obo.’

I stared at the advertisement for a long time, trying to weigh the pros and cons. Was it some sort of scam, or was it a legit offer? I had a hundred bucks. I could afford the phone, and then I would have the man’s plan. Sure, I would have to make the payments, but that was something I could worry about later.

It was a newer phone, with three cameras, in seemingly perfect condition. Hell, it was a better phone than the one that came with the expensive plan at the phone store, and it was a lot nicer than the phone I accidentally smashed all over the subway station. “Is this still available?” I asked in an email.

And the fellow replied quickly. “Yes. Can you pick it up now? I’m only taking cash.”

I took a deep breath. “Would you take eighty for it?”

There was a short delay, and then he replied. “You can make the payments, right? I don’t want my credit getting fucked over.”

“Sure, no problem,” I said.

“We can transfer the payments to your card when we meet,” he said. “Do you know the Canadian Tire on 14th? There’s a big parking lot. We can meet there in thirty minutes.”

So I sprung to my feet. I put on my shoes and rushed out the door to catch the bus to 14th street. I was nervous. I didn’t like the idea of meeting a stranger. This person knew that I was coming with cash. What if this was a robbery? What if they were just easily luring me to a dark, empty place?

I felt like I had no other options. I wanted to have a phone. Being phoneless in 2021 was a terrible feeling, almost as if I wasn’t actually a part of society. I felt disconnected and lost. I felt like a part of me was missing. I hated that I felt that way. I would never admit it out loud to any of my friends—and definitely not to my parents—but it was the way that I felt, and I wanted to feel normal again.

I reached the Canadian Tire a few minutes before our meeting time, after stopping at a gas station ATM. The parking lot had two levels. The lower level was desolate, so I found the cold cement stairwell and I climbed up to the second level. Now, flickering white lights washed out the sky above me. There were a few cars parked in the large space, but they all appeared to be empty. I sauntered closer to the parked cars and peered into the windows, just to make sure there wasn’t a short fellow waiting inside of one.

I must have looked like a common thief, looking for loose change or phone charging cables. I stuffed my hands into my pockets and I wandered into the middle of the parking lot. Then I waited. With each passing minute, I felt more foolish—and more terrified. It was a truly desolate place: the perfect place to mug someone.

I clutched my cash in my pocket. It was all I had—almost every single dollar I had to my name.

Then, bright headlights struck my back, sending my long shadow streaking across the parking lot. I turned around and covered my eyes. An old sedan was creeping towards me. It was a rusty unit, squeaking as the worn tires struck every little bump on the relatively smooth pavement. I stepped aside, just in case it was someone who needed by. Then the sedan stopped, twenty feet away from me.

There were two people in the car, but I could only see their silhouettes. They were staring at me, sizing me up, assessing whether or not I was a risk. It was a long minute before the passenger door opened and one of the men stepped out. “Cal?” he called out.

“That’s me,” I said, looking back at the stairwell door, just in case I needed to make a run for it. My heart was pounding. Why couldn’t I just meet the guy at his house?

He stepped towards me, standing in front of his headlights now. Now, he was just a black figure, wearing a baseball cap, which was pushed down to almost cover his eyes. As he got closer, my heart rate increased. I took a series of deep breaths, clutching that money in my pocket. Now, I was ready to throw the money at him if it would mean him leaving me alone.

He reached into his pocket as if he was reached for a gun. I became tense all over, bending my knees slightly as if I was about to spring into the air like a cartoon kangaroo. I was ready to flee, ready to run for my life. Then he pulled out the phone. It was shining, in mint condition. “Here it is. You have the cash, right?” he said.

I stared at that phone for a long moment. “Does it work?” I asked.

“Of course it works,” he said, tapping the screen to make it light up. Then he reached into his other pocket and pulled out the charging cable, also in mint condition. “The cash.”

So I quickly pulled out the eighty dollars: four crisp bills, fresh from the ATM. I held my hand out and he took the money, putting his phone into my hand.

“Thanks,” I said, and then I turned around to leave.

“Wait,” he said.

I turned back around and looked at his face: a dark shadow before his own headlights. I blinked a few times and then his face started revealing itself through the darkness. He was a normal-looking guy: brown eyes, brown hair, thick eyebrows, small nose. He actually looked a bit familiar, but I couldn’t quite place him.

“We need to set up the payments,” he said.

“Right,” I said. My heart relaxed slightly.

“The page is open there,” he said. “All you have to do is put in your credit card info and press submit.”

“Cool. Thanks,” I said.

“Do it,” he said. “I want to see you do it before you take the phone.”

A cool shiver zapped through my body. “Oh. Okay,” I said. So I pulled out my credit card. He turned away.

“Tell me when you’ve put in your number. I just need to see the confirmation.”

I punched in my number. I was terrified it was going to be declined. I don’t think I could take another humiliating credit rejection. So I breathed deeply, filled out the info, and then I said, “I’m going to press submit now.” He turned around and looked at the screen as it loaded. A spinning circle appeared on the screen. We both leaned in as the new page loaded.

‘Your payment info has been updated,’ the new page said, and then I let out a sigh of relief.

“Alright, man,” he said. “The phone’s all yours. Enjoy.” And then I noticed something familiar about his voice. Maybe he was just one of those people: an everyman face with an everyman voice. I didn’t think too much into it.

He walked back to his car and I turned around. Now, I was clutching that phone firmly. I didn’t want to drop it. It didn’t have a case and it seemed so fragile, with the entire frontside of the phone being a screen. I kept that phone clutched in my pocket until I was seated safely on the bus. Then, I started to make it my own, changing the background image, adding familiar apps, and so on. The seller had already deleted all of his messages and photos, so it felt like I was getting a brand-new phone for almost nothing. It was a small victory to end a rough day.

I still had twenty bucks left in my bank account, so the next day, I spent that money on a decent phone case, giving me a little bit more peace of mind.


CHAPTER II

It took a few days to get all of my old contacts logged in correctly. I had to message friends on Facebook and through email. Some friends were quicker to reply. Some didn’t reply right away; I knew that there were going to be some that would take weeks. It wasn’t a perfectly ideal situation, but I felt like I’d won in a small way. I could have left that phone store with a lousy plan and a cheap flip phone, and it would have cost me more than I spent on this big, shiny new device.

I was at work, sitting at my desk, when my phone buzzed. I assumed it was one of my friends confirming my new phone number. So without even looking down at the phone, I swiped it open and then I slowly turned my head down.

Then, I gasped and shoved the phone away before anyone saw the screen. My heart was suddenly rattling against my ribcage. On my phone’s screen was a picture of a pair of naked female legs, covered in what appeared to be cum.

I looked around the office to make sure nobody saw my screen. I didn’t even have a cubicle, just a desk that was ten feet from another desk. My office neighbor looked up at me and I forced a smile. “Almost lunchtime, eh?” I said with a nervous laugh.

She smiled and went back to work—at least I think she smiled. It was always hard to tell with those masks. Her mask was black and it covered her entire face from her cheekbones down. And maybe she couldn’t see my own smile through my mask—not that it made any difference.

I slipped my phone into my pocket and tried not to think of the image. I felt my phone buzz again. This time, I got up to use the bathroom, and I didn’t check the phone until I was in a stall. The new buzz was a message: ‘Remember this? Don’t you miss me?’

I stared at the picture of the long, smooth legs, streaked with thick cum. Apparently, I bought the phone off of a player. Now, his girlfriend was texting me—or maybe she was just his booty call. I started typing out a reply. I wrote ‘Sorry, but you have the wrong number.’ But she didn’t really have the wrong number, she just didn’t realize that her boy no longer had his phone. So I tried writing out another message, which I also didn’t send. ‘I just bought this phone. New owner.’ I tried a few different variations, but they all seemed awkward. I didn’t want to embarrass the girl, and I didn’t want to throw the guy who sold me the phone under the bus. I didn’t want to send some angry chick after him. Maybe he didn’t want the girl to track him down.

But what was I supposed to say? How could I reply to this girl? How could I let her down properly without getting the phone seller in trouble?

I thought about it some more, and suddenly felt an easing. The girl had no idea who I was, so it’s not like I would have to feel embarrassed by messaging her back, however I decided to message her. And if she went after the guy who sold me the phone, that didn’t matter either, because he had no idea who I was. Sure, he knew my first name and he had my email, but that wasn’t enough to track me down and give me what for. Thankfully, we just met in a parking lot.

But the realization that I was free of consequences however I chose to reply introduced a new possibility: leading the girl on. Maybe I could just play along with the message and make her think that I was the original owner of the phone. Maybe I could get her to send me a picture of her tits or her pussy. My heart raced at the thought. I felt naughty thinking about it. It seemed so wrong—but I was bored. Maybe it could be fun. Maybe I could just string her along a little bit.

So I messaged her back. “Of course I remember,” I wrote. My hands were trembling when I pressed send. Then my heart raced faster than ever as I stared at my screen, awaiting a reply.

The reply didn’t come right away. I was back at my desk and digging through emails when my phone finally vibrated again. I sat upright and nearly gasped. I could feel beads of sweat tickling my forehead. I looked around with a fabricated smile on my face. Maybe this wasn’t something to be done at work. Maybe I was being reckless. I needed that job, and I would certainly be fired if I was caught looking at sexy photos on my phone while on the job.

I reached into my pocket and clutched my phone. I looked up, across the office at Jill, the beautiful blonde who was always wearing tiny dresses to work. I’d always fantasized about asking her on a date, but I’d never mustered up the courage. I was convinced that she was out of my league. Now, I was just making sure that she wasn’t looking at me as I reached for my phone. I pulled it out, then a man tapped on my shoulder. I nearly screamed as I spun around, quickly turning my phone over onto my lap.

“Hey,” the man said. He worked in the basement, sorting through office mail. I saw him once each week. He was a friendly guy, but a bit chatty for my liking. And for some reason, he always wanted to chat with me and nobody else. Maybe I seemed more inviting than my neighbors. Maybe he knew that I was new and he was newer as well.

“H—Hi,” I said, straightening myself and forcing a smile onto my face.

“Working hard?” he said with a small laugh.

“Always,” I said.

He handed me my mail: a single letter that wasn’t at all important. “Thanks,” I said.

“Get up to anything on the weekend?” he asked, leaning his elbow onto my desk. When I first met him, I assumed that he was gay. He always singled me out, and he never talked to any of the girls in the office. But the more and more I saw him, the more I realized that he was probably just looking for a friend. Now, I couldn’t remember his name. I knew it started with a B. Bobby? Brian? Bill? No—but it was something like that.

“Nothing interesting,” I said. “You know—with covid. Still just waiting for everything to open back up.”

“I hear that,” he said. He looked right into my eyes, and then I reconsidered that possibility: was he gay? Was he trying to hit on me? “Well, when the bars finally open again, we should grab a drink and watch a game.” Again, it was hard to know if he was hitting on me. Was he asking me on a date, or did he just think that I was a prime friend candidate? The day I met him I was wearing a Boston Bruins hat. I’d seen him with a Dallas Stars hat, so maybe he just picked me out because he assumed we had common interests.

“Sure,” I said with a hesitant smile. He walked away and I opened my letter. It was just the office monthly report. I skimmed it quickly and then I went back to work. I decided not to open my phone again—not until it was my break and I was sure that I was in a private area.

“Do you miss me?” the new message read. And now, the girl was sending me a mirror selfie. She was clad in pink lingerie, pushing her fingers between her legs as if she was rubbing her pussy while thinking about me—or I should say, about the guy who previously owned the phone.

My heart fluttered. The girl had a nice body: smooth curves, long legs, smooth skin. Her bust wasn’t very big, but I had always been into girls with smaller breasts for whatever reason. “You look hot,” I wrote back. Once again, my heart pounded into my chest. I felt like I was taking a big risk. What if the guy who sold me the phone found out that I was texting his girl? What if he tracked me down using my email?

My palms were sweaty now and even my jaw was trembling slightly. I had to put my phone down for a moment. I took a sip of cool water and then I took a deep breath.

My phone vibrated again. I looked at the screen. “How badly do you want to fuck me right now?” she asked. And now, she was sending a close up of her crotch, still with her hand pressed between her thighs, hiding the bulge of her pussy in her tight pink lacy outfit.

“If I was there now, I would fuck your brains out,” I wrote with trembling fingers. I took another deep breath, looking around the break room to ensure that I was alone. Now, my cock was beginning to throb. The excitement was starting to arouse me. I bit down on the edge of my tongue to calm myself down. Then I watched my phone’s screen as she typed out a new message.

“I can’t wait until I’m back in town,” she wrote. Then she sent a picture of a long dildo, which was the same shade of pink as her lingerie. “Until then, at least I have this.”

“That looks like fun,” I wrote. “Is it new?”

“You got it for me. Don’t you remember?” she wrote. It was a minute later when she sent a photo of her lips, with the tip of the dildo on her tongue. She still hadn’t sent a picture of her face. I had no idea what she looked like. But she was wearing dark red lipstick, and there were lipstick imprints on the dildo tip, telling me that the lipstick was put on freshly for that snap.

“Oh, it’s that one,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. “Of course I remember.” I looked around once more. I had to reach down to stuff my erection between my legs, so it wouldn’t create an embarrassing bulge. “I’m glad to see it’s still treating you well.”

“I always think of you whenever I’m stuffing myself with it,” she wrote. “Send a picture of your hard cock. I want to see it.”

My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. I felt dizzy. I looked around the room with dark red cheeks. I cleared my throat and then I casually sauntered over to the bathroom at the far end of the hallway, so I could have more privacy.

I slipped into one of the stalls. I took a deep breath and wiped my forehead with my sleeve. I was getting too carried away with this girl. But what could I do? This girl was now expecting a picture of a cock. And the thought of sending her one made my body tremble with terror and exhilaration. A very naughty part of me wanted to send her the photos, maybe just to satisfy my boredom.

I unzipped my fly and slipped out my erection. I let out a sigh of relief as the air-conditioned breeze tickled my shaft. I took my camera and aimed it down, framing in the whole length of my throbbing cock. I used my hand to hold my cock firmly in place. I snapped the photo. Then I bit my tongue and held my breath. I had to close my eyes to press send, and then I instantly regretted it. Now, a stranger had a photo of my erect cock. And she wasn’t just a stranger: she was a stranger with my phone number. She was a stranger who knew the guy who sold me the phone, and that guy knew my email address. Surely, that was enough information to track me down.

Oh God—what had I done? Why was I allowing myself to play along with this? Why was I endangering my reputation over a bit of office excitement? I felt so stupid. I was such a tremendous fool. I bit hard on my tongue and shook my head.

Then, she started typing back a message. I waited with my pounding heart. My phone trembled in my hand. I gripped it hard so it wouldn’t slip out from my sweaty palm. Then she replied. “I forgot how big your cock was, baby,” she wrote. “Stroke it for me. Send me a video of you stroking it.” Then she sent me a picture of her body: once again cutting off her face as she clutched her left breast with her left hand. She was standing in front of the bathroom mirror, leaning her weight onto one leg, pronouncing her curves in the sexiest way.

“Use that dildo for me,” I wrote.

It was a minute later when she wrote. “It feels so good inside of me.” But there was no picture.

“I want to see,” I wrote.

And now there was a long silence. One minute went by, and then two minutes went by. I was really starting to sweat now, feeling increasingly stupid with my erection out in that bathroom stall. Why wasn’t she replying? What did I say? Was she catching on that I wasn’t the original owner of the phone? My stomach groaned. I was starting to feel sick. This excitement wasn’t worth the risk. I should have never replied to her. I should have just said, ‘Sorry, you have the wrong number.’ I needed to stop—I knew I needed to stop, yet I was still standing with my cock out in a bathroom stall.

Finally, my phone buzzed. It was a closeup of her bum with that big dildo pushing into her asshole: just the tip. I gasped at the photo. “In the ass, just like you like it,” she wrote with a winking emoji.

I covered my mouth with my hand. I couldn’t believe that I had convinced a girl to put a dildo into her own asshole.

“Now send that video of you stroking it,” she wrote.

Now I had to live up to my end of the bargain. I held my phone carefully, up high, and then I grabbed my cock and started to slowly pump myself. I filmed about twenty seconds before pressing send. Once again, that regret swirled into me. I was just sending her more evidence to use against me: more material to humiliate me with.

“I love your big dick,” she wrote. “I want to see it come. Come for me baby.”

“Push that toy deeper into your body,” I wrote, trying to get a little extra for my efforts. And then there was another long silence. Minutes ticked by and that nervous regret started seeping back in. Finally, the photo came: another closeup of her ass, this time with five inches of dildo pressed into it. “Now come for me,” she wrote.

I stared at the picture and pumped my cock. Once I felt the tingling, I turned on my phone’s camera and started recording. I’d never sent a girl a video of me coming before. I’d never even sent a girl a picture of my cock before. I felt so vulnerable. I was treading into uncharted territory. But I liked it; I liked the excitement. I was having so much fun, even though I was already dreading the consequences.

I groaned. I felt the euphoria surging through my cock. I tried not to let out a yelp, but a small one may have gotten through. Then, cum blasted against the stall door. My hand trembled, but I kept the phone still. I managed to capture the whole thing on camera: every single giant blast of thick goo. I even filmed it oozing down the stall door.

And then, once the euphoria had left my body, I stood motionless, watching the white cum dripping off the stall door, onto the bathroom floor. A surge of embarrassment blasted through me. I hadn’t hit send yet, and maybe it was best that I didn’t. Maybe I’d already sent enough humiliating content into the world for the day.

But she was waiting. I couldn’t just keep her waiting. She did, after all, stick a dildo five inches into her asshole for me. With a dark red face, I pressed send.

“Oh my God,” she wrote. “That was so hot.”

“Send another picture of you. I want to see your pretty face,” I wrote. I wanted to see the face of the girl I was flirting with. I wanted to get a glimpse of the beauty who stuck the plastic cock into her ass for me.

“Can’t now. Late for work!” she wrote. “Thanks for the fun.”

“My pleasure,” I replied. I felt strangely unsatisfied. I wanted to know what she looked like—but I had a feeling I would hear from her again.


CHAPTER III

I wanted to tell my friends about the girl, but I didn’t know how to do it. I wasn’t sure how to tell my buddies that I convinced a hot girl to anally penetrate herself without also telling them that I jerked myself off in the office bathroom. I had to keep the girl a secret, for more reasons than one. I also didn’t want to admit that I was deceiving a girl. It wasn’t exactly something to be proud of, even though it was something that I was proud of.

I let a couple of days go by. I wanted to text the girl back, but I didn’t want her thinking that I was desperate. I didn’t want to ruin what could have been a fun, ongoing thing.

It was three days later when she reached out to me. It was the evening. “Hey sexy,” she wrote. “What are you doing right now?”

I was on my way home from work, on the subway. I felt my face turning red, even though she hadn’t sent any pictures yet. I kept my phone tucked between my legs where nobody could see it, just in case she decided to send a sudden inappropriate photo. “Just heading home,” I said.

“Driving?” she asked.

“Train,” I said.

“Is it busy?” she asked.

“Normally busy for rush hour,” I replied.

“Can anyone see your screen?” she asked. And I knew that she was wanting to send me a photo.

“Lots of people—if they wanted to,” I wrote back. And I thought that would stop her from sending a photo, but I was wrong. She ended up sending a photo of her on her bed, wearing a white satin nightie with black lace embellishments. It was a sexy outfit, hardly covering her legs. I could see her red thong, and then bulge of her pussy. I quickly flipped my screen over and became tense as I noticed the people sitting next to me looking over curiously. Maybe they caught a glimpse of flesh tone, or maybe it was just in my head.

I smiled nervously. Then I felt my phone buzzing. I used one hand to cup the screen and the other to hold the phone. “Did I get you in trouble?” she asked, with the inclusion of an angel emoji.

I had to type carefully, as that image was still on the screen. “People are going to think I’m a pervert.”

“Or maybe they’ll just think you have a hot girlfriend,” she said with a winking emoji. I paused for a moment, feeling a wave of nervousness. Was she the guy’s girlfriend? I’d assumed she was just a horny one-night-stand, but now I wasn’t so sure. Maybe this was her way of asking to be upgraded to girlfriend-status. Maybe I needed to stop toying with this relationship. I didn’t want to be responsible for ruining them.

I had the sudden urge to come clean—but I wanted to get one last bit of fun out of it before I did. “I really want to see your beautiful face,” I wrote.

“Why?” she wrote a minute later. “You know what I look like. If you want to see a picture of my face, go to my Facebook page.”

I thought for a long moment. Then I tried searching her number on Facebook, hoping to find her page so I could see her face—and her name. But nothing came up. I searched her number on Google, but nothing came up. Of course, I couldn’t tell her that I didn’t have her on Facebook, because she certainly was under the assumption that I was her Facebook friend. And what did that say about the relationship that I was endangering? If the guy had her on Facebook, then she was probably a little bit more than a booty call.

“I just want to see your face now,” I said. “I miss your face. I’ve looked through those old photos a million times.” I thought that I was being pretty clever, even though I knew I was taking a big gamble.

“Why don’t you send me a photo of your face?” she said.

My heart rattled against my ribcage. I felt my skin turning white. Maybe I pushed too hard. Maybe this was the end of my flirting fun. “Maybe later,” I said, unable to think of any excuse. “Once I’m home.”

“Why not now?” she wrote.

“There’s so many people around,” I said.

“Who cares about them?” she said.

My heart was racing faster. “I’ll send you a picture of me if you send me a picture of you.”

“I’m heading out for my shift,” she said.

“So? I want to see your pretty eyes.”

There was a silence: a stalemate. She was probably starting to catch on. I couldn’t send her a photo and there was no way this whole scenario would continue without me sending one.

I waited five long minutes. Then I waited ten minutes. I arrived at my stop. I thought about texting her back to ask her if I’d offended her. But I didn’t want to seem desperate. I didn’t want to seem like a creep. So I just walked to my apartment. I got into my place, used the bathroom, and put on the tea. Then, my phone buzzed. I picked it up quickly. It was a photo.

She was wearing a mask, but it was a photo of her face. She was outside, next to a big blue building with white windowsills. Her eyelashes were thick and long. Her skin was smooth and perfect. Her hair looked so soft: blonde and thick, waving down to her shoulders. Her black mask covered her lips, but somehow, I could tell that she had thick, kissable lips.

“You look so beautiful,” I said. And she really did look surprisingly stunning. I didn’t know why I was expecting less. Maybe because she seemed so available. She was so open to sending lewd images, and that was usually something only desperate girls did. But why was this girl desperate? Why did this beautiful woman feel the need to send saucy pictures of herself for validation?

“Now it’s your turn,” she wrote.

I had to send her something. I squirmed and paced around my apartment, looking for some sort of solution to my problem. Then I saw my own face mask. I put it on, along with a baseball cap. I put on a pair of sunglasses. Was it too much? Was she going to call me out for being a sneaky loser? I went outside, to justify the mask, and then I snapped a selfie. My heart pounded with terror. This was an all-or-nothing moment, and I had a feeling I was about to lose it all.

I pressed send. Then I waited.

“Quit being cheeky,” she replied. “I want to see your handsome brown eyes.”

I felt a bit of relief, because I also had brown eyes. Maybe she wouldn’t recognize me. Maybe I looked a little bit like the guy who sold me the phone. So I took off my sunglasses. Now I was really risking everything. If this picture failed me, she could easily go and post it online, asking, ‘Does anyone know this scam artist?’ Maybe the police would get involved. Maybe I would be charged with identity theft.

“Cute,” she replied. “You look younger today.”

I let out the biggest sigh of relief. Maybe my rouse wasn’t over. Maybe I could get more out of her.

“Have a good night at work,” I wrote.

“Thanks, sweetie,” she wrote. “We’ll talk later.”

My heart fluttered back up into the top of my chest. I felt light—weightless. Maybe I had a bit of a crush on this girl. My mind was starting to come up with strategies to turn this texting game into something real. Maybe I could find a way to come clean without scaring her off. Maybe we could laugh about the mistaken identity together. Maybe this would end up being a real relationship. Maybe I was flirting with my future wife.

I looked at the photo of her face again. I zoomed in on her eyes and let out a small sigh. She was prettier than any of the girls that I’d dated before her. She had big, shining eyes. Her eyelashes seemed to flutter in that still image. She had a few cute freckles on her cheekbones.

I looked back at the older photos: pictures of her butthole, with that dildo inside of her. I looked at the photos of her smooth body, posing on the bed and in front of the mirror. I stared at her smooth skin and nearly salivated thinking about her.

And I thought about her until I was drifting off to sleep that night.

Then my phone buzzed. I sat up and rubbed my eyes, looking around my room as I awoke from my dream. I turned and saw my glowing phone on the nightstand, hooked into its charger. I reached for it and held it closer to my face. Now, I was waiting for my eyes to adjust. “Are you awake?” she asked.

It was another moment before I noticed the time: 2:15 AM. I had to be up in four hours for work.

“I am now,” I said, typing slowly as my groggy fingers came to life.

There was a long silence. I sat and stared at my screen, waiting for her to reply. Did I need to say something first? Was she waiting for me to jumpstart the conversation? Then, I suddenly received an image: a picture of her in a small black dress. Her hair was straightened and she was wearing strappy black heels. She looked like she was just coming home from a nightclub.

And a strange part of me suddenly became jealous. I didn’t like the idea of her being out at a club, surrounded by single men. I didn’t want her to ditch me for someone else, even though she wasn’t even with me, and she was in a different town.

“Looking good,” I said.

In the photo, she was using her hand to casually cover the bottom half of her face, showing only her eyes and forehead—but I could tell that she was smiling. “Do you like my dress?” she asked.

“It’s hot,” I said.

“Thanks,” she replied.

“It’s a hot dress, but I think you’d be hotter with it off.”

She sent another photo with the straps of her dress off of her shoulders. Now, the dress was nearly exposing her breasts, about to fall to the floor.

“I wish you were here right now,” she wrote.

“Same,” I said, staring at that photo with glowing eyes. I was quickly waking up. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to be falling back asleep.

She sent another photo, taken from her face’s POV, looking down her body. Now she was in a bra and panties, with her fingers pressed between her thighs. “I’m thinking about you,” she wrote. “Are you thinking about me?”

“Hell yeah,” I said.

“Prove it,” she said.

It took my tired brain a moment to realize that she was asking for a picture of my cock—which was easy. I flicked on my lamp and I tugged down my boxers. I was already almost erect; I just needed a couple of firm tugs. I groaned and then I let go of my cock once it was throbbing and rock hard. I framed it up with my phone’s camera, and then I snapped a shot.

“How badly do you want me right now?” she asked, sending another photo, this time of her in the mirror again, laying on her stomach, with her hand in front of her lips again. She seemed to be a bit insecure about her mouth—or maybe her jaw or chin or something. She seemed to think that she was prettier with it covered. How bad could it be? The rest of her face was so hot. Her body was insanely beautiful. I found myself gripping my cock and stroking, just staring at her figure.

“I want you badly. I can’t wait until you’re back,” I said. Now, I wasn’t even thinking about the guy she thought she was messaging. I’d forgotten all about him. I was already in the process of fading him out, and fading myself in. I even thought about telling her now. “Grab that dildo.”

“You’re naughty,” she wrote. Then she sent a picture of the dildo.

“Suck it, like you would suck me,” I wrote. “Send a video.”

And I was shocked when I actually got the video: a ten second clip of her bobbing her head on that dildo, pressing it through her lips. Now I could see her jaw and chin and mouth. Everything looked normal. Her eyelashes fluttered near the end of the video, as she attempted to deep-throat the toy.

“You’re so hot,” I wrote back.

“I want you to come on yourself,” she wrote.

I paused for a long moment. I didn’t like the idea of spraying myself with my own substance, but I wanted to make her happy. I wanted to give her what she wanted—and she was giving me what I wanted. So maybe I could use it as a bargaining chip. Maybe I could make her do something naughty in return for me.

“I can do that for you,” I wrote. “If you get that whole cock inside of you. I want another video.” I sent a little devil emoji with the message.

She sent a blushing emoji back. Then two minutes later, I got the video: her phone was propped up and filming her backside. She had the dildo standing upright and her panties pulled to the side, exposing her asshole. She sat down slowly on it, letting out soft little whimpers as it pushed into her body. I watched her cute toes curling and I watched as her back curled. Once the whole toy was in her, she let out a louder sigh: a cute sound that made my cock flutter before hardening in a towering upright position.

“Shit,” I whispered. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. She was so hot, and so dirty. I wanted to have her so badly. I hated that I was pretending to be someone else. I hated that I would probably never have her in the same room with me—with my actual cock inside of her tight asshole.

I sent her a video back, of me stroking my long cock with a clenched fist. This time, I didn’t hesitate before pressing send, and I didn’t feel that nervous dread. Now, I was locked into the act. I was swept away with these new feelings of lust. I just wanted to see more of her.

“Bounce on that cock,” I wrote. And then I got the video of her bouncing up and down, with the phone still propped up behind her. She did an impressive job of getting the entire thing inside of her, and then rising up so high that the tip was just teasing her rim. I watched as she cupped her breasts and squeezed, bouncing faster and faster. Then the video ended.

“Now send me your cumshot—on your chest, or your face if you can come hard enough.”

I didn’t love the idea of coming on my own face, but I wanted to make her happy. I rolled onto my back and propped up my bum so that my cock was aiming down my body. I squeezed hard and pumped. I propped the phone up to take a video, cutting off at my chin. I was careful not to lower myself down, so my face would end up in the video. I pumped hard and fast. I groaned and squirmed, and then my cock unloaded, blasting my chest and face with hot streaks of white cum. I’d never blasted my own face before, so the sensation caught me off-guard. It was a lot warmer than I was expecting. It felt heavy, and it dribbled slowly down the sides of my face. The final few shots pooled on my stomach. I felt a bit embarrassed, but happy to be satisfying the beautiful girl who thought that I was someone else.

I sent the video, and she replied by saying, “You look good covered in cum.”

“You look better,” I said.

“When I’m back in town, you’ll have to cover me in your hot cum,” she said.

“My pleasure,” I replied. “Send another picture of your pretty face.”

And this time, I got a picture of the whole face: no fingers or masks blocking any part of her face. She looked happy, with rosy cheeks and cute freckles.

“Goodnight, beautiful,” I said.

“Goodnight,” she said.

I put my phone down, but I didn’t fall back asleep. How could I sleep, able to watch those videos over and over? She was so stunning. I was falling for her. I needed to be with her. I needed to find a way to convince her not to hate me for deceiving her.

And I knew that I needed to come cleaner sooner rather than later. I knew that my chances worsened with every passing day. So I promised myself that I would message her the next day, and tell her the truth: I would tell her that I wasn’t who she thought I was. It was a big risk, but it was my only chance of getting her.


CHAPTER IV

I was surprised when she sent another photo of herself before noon. Her texting was becoming more frequent. Maybe she wasn’t used to her partner being so receptive. Maybe I was doing something right. Apparently, she was thinking about me—or maybe she was just thinking about the guy she thought she was texting. The latest picture was of her in a cute floral dress, with exposed shoulders and puffy sleeves. It was a short dress, covering the bare minimum amount of leg. She had her makeup done beautifully, as if she was going to some red-carpet event. “Rate me,” she said.

“Ten,” I replied.

She sent a kissy emoji back to me. I tried to build up the courage to come clean with her. I spent a good hour pacing and writing out different messages. I sent none of them. The message needed to be perfect. I didn’t want to lose her.

Then my phone buzzed. She’d sent a video. It was a closeup of her face and she was looking right into the camera. Her eyelashes fluttered like a dancing butterfly. “I wish you were here with me, baby,” she said softly. Her voice was cute, but peculiar. I listened to it over and over and imagined that I was in the room with her. I felt like I could smell her: a sweet and floral perfume. God, I wanted to be with her so badly. Now, writing the perfect coming-clean message was more important than ever. I simply could not lose her.

But I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t risk losing the good thing that I had going. It didn’t help that she sent a photo of her bare chest, with her forearm across her small breasts. “I want you inside of me,” she whispered in the next video message. I was dizzy with lust. I couldn’t get her out from my mind. “Tell me how I should fuck myself,” she said.

“I want you to finger your pussy for me,” I said in a text back. I loved the feeling of my racing heart: that excitement that just wouldn’t fade away.

“Give me something dirtier,” she replied a minute later.

“Fuck your pussy with that dildo,” I said back.

“Dirtier,” she said.

My heart raced faster. I grinned from ear-to-ear as my face turned dark red. And then, in the background of her last video, I noticed a golf bag next to the window. Also on the window were little figurines: a row of ten movie-themed figures. I thought for a long moment. “Fuck yourself with a golf club,” I said.

She sent a grinning emoji back. Then, ten minutes later, she sent the video: her on her back, using two hands to hold the golf club against her anus. She twisted and groaned as the handle of the club penetrated her asshole, while her panties kept her pussy covered carefully. She gasped when the club went in, then the video ended. “That’s all I get?” I asked.

“I can’t send more than thirty seconds,” she said.

Then I had an idea: a scary idea, but the reward seemed worth the risk. I took a deep breath, and then I called her on FaceTime with my curtains closed and my lights turned off. I had a baseball cap on my head as I sat in a dark corner. The phone range for a long time. My heart raced faster than ever, making me worried that I was going to have a heart attack.

Then, she answered. She held the phone away from her, tilted down at her body, not showing much of her face at all. “Hey,” she whispered.

“Hey,” I said in a soft, deeper voice. I tried hard to remember what the guy sounded like who sold me the phone. He had a normal voice from what I could remember.

“What’s up?” she said.

“I just wanted to, uh, watch you,” I said. Much of that texting confidence disappeared with a face-to-face call. Now, I felt vulnerable, and I could tell that she was feeling vulnerable too.

She grinned and bit her lip. It was quiet for a few moments. “What do you want to watch me do?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. “Fuck yourself,” I said.

“With what?” she asked.

“I don’t know. The golf club,” I said.

She smiled and bit her lip harder. “I’m nervous,” she said.

“Don’t be,” I replied.

She set the phone down against something and then she crawled back to the wall. She looked at the camera with a shy face. She was beautiful—though her room was also dark, with the curtains closed. I watched her chest heave as she took a deep breath. Now, she was wearing a bra. She must have put it on before answering the phone. Maybe she was shy about her small breasts. I still hadn’t seen them—so it must have been a self-conscious issue. I figured I could find an appropriate moment to tell her that I liked small breasts.

She gripped the golf club and pulled her knees up to her chest. “Is this what you want?” she asked, using one hand to hide the bulge of her pussy.

“Yeah,” I said. “Put it in as deep as you can.”

She sucked the handle for a moment, getting it wet, and then she used that one hand to cram the club into her asshole. It took a moment to penetrate. She gasped and then she pushed it deeper, groaning louder and louder, until about ten inches of steel was inside of her body.

She pulled the club out. “That’s all I can do,” she said with a small, nervous laugh.

“That was amazing,” I said. “What about a ball?”

She turned a shade of red and then she froze, as if the suggestion was scary. I thought about taking it back, but I wanted to see if she would do it. She went to the golf bag and took out a ball. She used a nearby cloth to give it a good wipe, making sure it was clean. Then she came close to the camera and put the ball into her mouth. She opened her mouth to show it to me before rolling it around on her tongue, getting it lubricated.

Next, she placed the ball on the ground. She squatted over it and took a deep breath, still covering her pussy bulge with her hand. She lowered down. Her eyes were shut tight. She moaned and squirmed and then she sat down suddenly as the ball went into her asshole.

I grinned. She was such a slut: obsessed with anal and not even interested in her pussy. But I wanted to see her pussy. I’d always liked a nice pussy, but the anal play was fun too. I’d never been with a girl who liked to do anal. I’d asked a few girls before if they would partake in some anal fun, but I was always rejected.

She leaned back and puckered her anus, showing me a hint of white: the ball inside of her body. “Damn,” I said, biting down on my lip. “Think you can get another one in there?”

She grabbed another ball and groaned as she sat down on it. “Oh God,” she moaned as the ball penetrated her hole. Now she had two balls inside of her.

“Now push them out,” I said, buzzing with excitement. She leaned onto her back and took a deep breath. She pushed hard and her anus began to open. Suddenly, a ball fell out. Her anus puckered shut and tight for a moment before starting to open again.

My cock was rock-hard. I grabbed it and squeezed it tight. I was more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. My heart was pounding faster than any heart should pound.

She pushed and moaned. The ball started to push out. Then suddenly, something else fell out: not out of her asshole, but out of her panties. She didn’t notice; her eyes were closed and she was deeply focused on getting that golf ball out from her asshole. But hanging from the side of her panties was a semi-erect cock.

I froze, staring at it, trying to decide if it was real or if it was some sort of prank.

Then the ball came out and her anus closed firmly. She opened her eyes with a grin, and then she noticed her wardrobe malfunction. Maybe she noticed my white face first. It was hard to know. She stuffed herself back in, leaned forward, and ended the call with panic on her face.

I remained still, unsure of what to think or how to process what I saw. Did the girl I’d been texting have a cock? Was she actually a boy? Was she trans?

My stomach churned. I stared at my phone screen. I saw that she was writing a message, and then that glowing ellipses went away. “What the fuck?” I whispered to myself. I waited for a message from her, but none came. I got up and paced around my apartment, suddenly filled with fear and dread. I needed some sort of explanation. I wanted her to text me and tell me that it was just a gag. I would have believed her. There was no way that she was actually a man. Her body was too perfect. Her curves were too smooth and her face was too cute. How could she be a man—or even a transgender? It simply made no sense.

I felt sick. My head was spinning. I looked back through all of the videos and pictures and simply couldn’t understand how she could be a man.

It was an hour later when my phone buzzed.


CHAPTER V

I wasn’t sure how to reply to the message on my screen. “Why haven’t you messaged me?” she asked.

I didn’t know what to say, so I just stared for a long time at the message. Then she sent another. “Aren’t you going to send me a picture of you?”

Did she not know that he cock fell out while she was expelling those golf balls? I thought about deleting the conversation from my phone and blocking her number—but I didn’t want to make her mad. She had pictures of me, after all. She had photos and videos of me doing embarrassing things. I needed to think of something to say, to put an end to this ‘relationship’ without any feelings being hurt. “Sorry,” I replied. “Did I see what I thought I saw?”

“What?” she said.

Did she really not know? She stuffed it into her panties! Was she playing dumb? “You have a cock?” I wrote.

It was a long minute before she answered. “Of course I do. You knew that,” she said. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t know that, of course, but maybe the original phone owner knew it. “Why are you being weird about it all of a sudden?”

I was shocked into silence for a long moment. “I guess I just forgot,” I replied, feeling confused and dumb at the same time. “You’re so feminine that I forgot about that.” It was a dumb excuse. And now, I had no idea how I was going to transition into dumping her. Or maybe I didn’t need to dump her—maybe this was my chance to come clean to her. Maybe coming clean was the perfect out. I could tell her I wasn’t her boyfriend, and then I wouldn’t be endangering her relationship.

“Are you going to send me a photo of you?” she asked.

“I have to tell you something,” I said. “I’m not who you think I am.” I pressed send and then I closed my eyes. I hated to think that the week of fun was now coming to an end. I hated to think of how optimistic I was about a possible relationship just an hour before—and now I was going back to my normal, lonely, single life.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“I bought this phone off of a guy a few weeks ago,” I said. “I don’t actually know who you are. I’m sorry. But you’re very beautiful, so it was hard to tell you. I wanted to tell you multiple times, but it never felt right. I hope this doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.”

There was a long silence. “So what’s your name?” she asked.

“It’s Cal,” I said. I thought about giving her a fake name, so she wouldn’t try to track me down. But it seemed pointless. I knew she could track down her boyfriend and her boyfriend would tell her that my name was Cal. I had to be honest with her if I wanted to keep her from unleashing whatever wrath she was capable of unleashing on me.

“My name is Heidi,” she said.

“I hope I didn’t ruin things with your boyfriend,” I said.

“He’s not my boyfriend. He was just a guy,” she replied. It seemed like a weird message, especially since she referred to herself at one point as a ‘girlfriend’. But maybe that was just her trying to elevate her own status, and now she was realizing that she was only whatever she was back when she first messaged me.

“So sorry about everything. I won’t bother you anymore,” I wrote. And she didn’t reply… not that day.

And she didn’t reply the next day. I thought about deleting all the old videos and pictures. I felt strangely good about coming clean, but I wasn’t ready to forget about how much fun I had with her. Our back-and-forth texting was exhilarating. For that whole week, it was the only thing I looked forward to. Now, I felt strangely empty. I felt like I was missing something, even though just a month earlier it wasn’t something I had at all.

I found myself on Tinder, trying to find a girl who could take her place. But it wasn’t so simple. I just couldn’t find that same sexual energy with any of the girls on Tinder. They all wanted to talk about mundane things. They all wanted pointless compliments. I didn’t mind giving out compliments, but with Heidi, I never felt like I had to force compliments. She was so easy to compliment. Her face was so pretty and her body was so perfect. It was still hard to believe that she was born a man, seeing as she was hotter than any of the girls I was matching with on Tinder.

My phone buzzed one night, and I assumed it was one of my Tinder matches. I wasn’t terribly excited about it, so it was a minute or two before I got around to picking up my phone to check the message. But it wasn’t a Tinder girl; it was Heidi. I almost gasped and lit up, perking upright. She was sending me a photo of an outfit: a tight satin jumper that perfectly framed her curves. “What do you think of my new jumper?” she asked.

It looked so good. Now, she wasn’t trying to hide that bulge with her hand. I almost didn’t even mind the bulge. It didn’t take away from the beauty of the image: she still had her cute face and her curves and she was still radiating with that sexual energy.

“You look cute,” I said after deliberating for a long while as to whether or not to reply.

“You think so?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. But why was she messaging me? Did she forget that I wasn’t her boyfriend—or her booty call, or whatever?

“What do you think about the choker? Yes or no?” she sent another photo with a black lace choker around her neck.

My heart fluttered. “It looks good,” I said. “Hot.”

She sent a picture of her face. “Do you like the way I did my makeup?” she asked. Her lips were a beautiful deep read: plump and glistening. Her eyes were big, surrounded by perfect flicks of eyeliner.

“You look really good,” I said. I was still nervous about saying too much to her. I didn’t know who she was or what her intentions were. She had those photos and videos of me, and with a bit of effort, she could find out who I was.

“I was thinking of wearing it to work, but it’s probably too racy,” she said.

We started chatting. She told me a bit about her work and then she asked me what I did. Suddenly, we were having a conversation. An hour went by, and we were still messaging each other by the minute. Another hour went by. Now we were talking about where we went to school. Then, I typed out a message and froze before sending it. A chill ran through my spine as I stared at the screen, terrified of pressing send. But I pressed send after a minute of gathering some courage. “Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.

“No,” she said.

“And the guy who sold me this phone,” I said, “what’s his deal?”

“It’s complicated. I don’t really talk to him anymore,” she said.

Then there was a silent. It seemed like we’d reached an awkward point in our conversation. But she sent that awkwardness away by sending me another picture. In the photo, she was holding that dildo to her lips. “Should I have a bit of fun before work?” she asked.

“Only if I can watch,” I said.

Then she called me on FaceTime. I took a deep breath before answering. Then, I answered, with no mask to cover my face and no darkness to obscure my visage. She could see me and I could see her. I blushed and she blushed. “Just sit back and watch,” she said softly with her cute voice.

“Sounds good,” I said. And then I watched as she pushed that dildo into her butthole, with her panties and jumper pulled to the side. She pushed it deeper and deeper and moaned the cutest sound. Maybe I was falling for her. Maybe I had feelings for her that I’d never had for a girl before. I liked seeing her smile, and it hurt me deep inside when she looked sad or hurt. And I couldn’t think of anything better than watching her with that dildo, even if some other guy bought it for her.

I watched as she pumped herself, moaning louder and louder. Her eyes closed and her head tilted back. She reached her free hand back to hold herself up, uncovering her bulge, which was now erect. I found myself staring at it. She had a big cock, and it was now throbbing against the satin of her jumper. I was pretty sure that I could even see her pulsing veins through that thin fabric.

She pumped and pumped, moaning louder and louder, until she suddenly came. A big wet spot began to form at the tip of her erection. Without touching her cock, she’d managed to ejaculate. Her cheeks turned dark red and she quickly covered that spot with her hand.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be. It was hot,” I said.

She smiled and pressed her lips into a thin smile. “So when will you be back in town?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, looking away suddenly. Her face turned the darkest shade of red, and then she grabbed her phone. “I should get ready for work.”

“O—Okay. I’ll talk to you later then,” I said.

“Bye, Cal,” she said, and then she hung up.

My nerves were tingling. I felt great. I felt full and complete. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. I wanted to see her badly, but I had a feeling that she possibly just wanted to keep me as her little phone secret. Why else did she get so weird when I asked her when she would be back in town?

The thought of her was the only thought in my head. I couldn’t stop thinking about that dildo sliding in and out. God, it was so hot! Now, my cock was rock hard. I needed to deal with it, so I went to the bathroom with my phone. I opened up a picture of her and I started stroking myself. I swiped to one of the videos and kept stroking. Then, I was just about to unload when I stopped suddenly, noticing something in one of the early photos she sent me: the picture of her with the mask, standing in front of that blue building.

I knew that blue building, with the white windowsills. It wasn’t far from where I worked. And she’d sent that photo after telling me that she was out of town. So was she really out of town, or was she just telling me that because she didn’t want to meet me?

My heart raced.

Then I considered another possibility. Maybe she was lying to me about being out of town because she was afraid that I wouldn’t like her if I saw her face-to-face. Maybe she was trying to build up the confidence, or maybe she thought that I would try to hurt her emotionally somehow, because she was transgender.

I had to prove to her that I was better than that. I had to prove to her that she had nothing to be afraid of. I knew that I would still like her if I met her face-to-face. I knew that I wanted to be with her, whether or not she was trans. Maybe I could help to build up her confidence by showing her that she was beautiful and that I liked her as more than just a sexting partner.


CHAPTER VI

After work the next day (and after messaging with her again all night as she picked out her outfit for the next day), I went down to that blue building. I opened up that photo on my phone and then I looked up at the building. It was, without a doubt, the same exact building. The details were exactly the same. The little trees out front were in the same exact line, with the same pink ribbons tied around them. I used my phone to find the exact spot where she stood when she took that picture, and then I looked around.

A part of me felt like a total creep, tracking her down like a stalker, but I felt like I had something to tell her that I just couldn’t tell her with a text message.

So I kept looking around, looking for some sort of clue. I looked at my phone again, at that picture, and figured out which direction she was walking when she snapped the photo. I decided that her apartment must be in the opposite direction, since she was walking to work when she snapped the shot. Then I spotted a bench nearby. I figured I could wait and possibly catch her as she left for work. She usually left for work in the evenings, and now it was the beginning of the evening. So I waited. I waited for a long time. An hour went by. I was tempted to text her, to ask her to send me an update. Maybe I could ask her when she was going to head out to work.

But I didn’t want to come off too much like a stalker. I had to play it cool. I still had a lot to process in my head. I still had to make some tough decisions. What if she did appear before me? What if she was seriously open to the idea of a relationship? Was that something that I really wanted? Could we have a real relationship that would exist beyond the screens of our phones?

I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs. What if she didn’t look the way she looked in the videos and pictures? What if I didn’t have a full grasp on her character? What if she was a full-blown catfish? What if this whole thing was just a setup? What if this was a scam that started the moment the man handed me that phone in that Canadian Tire parking lot?

I looked down at my phone. I read through the old messages. I looked at the old pictures. If it was a scam, it was an intricate one. And what was the scam exactly? Were they going to use those photos that I sent as blackmail? Is that why she didn’t react negatively when I told her the truth of who I was? Is that why she didn’t notice that I was a different person when I first sent her a picture of my obscured face?

I looked up from my phone as a woman stepped out from the apartment building across the road. I knew immediately that it was her, even though I could only see a sliver of her between the parked cars. She looked left and then she looked right, lingering for a moment as if she had no idea where she was going. She looked nervous and tense, like someone about to rob a bank. I watched as her chest heaved when she took a deep breath of air into her lungs.

I stood up. She was beautiful—just as beautiful as the girl in the photos and the videos. She was even more beautiful: radiating a warm, amazing energy. She was beaming. Her eyes flashed, even from across the road. She gently pulled down on her skirt, making sure it wasn’t riding up, and then she started walking.

I stepped forward. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I couldn’t believe that she was real. I couldn’t believe she was so beautiful. “Heidi!” I called out. Then she stopped suddenly. She looked around for a moment, and then her gaze found me. Her face turned white as our eyes locked.

She looked afraid. Why was she afraid? Was I catching her in the act? In the act of what? What was she up to? Why did she look so frantic and nervous? Was she not excited to see me? Was I not supposed to be seeing her? Was she afraid that I’d tracked her down?

Suddenly, that nervous expression turned into a small smile. She reached up and covered her lips with the palm of her hand. I couldn’t help but return the smile. I jogged across the road to be closer to her: to feel the warmth of her amazing glow. Our eyes stayed connected. I felt connected to her in another way—maybe spiritually, like I was being pulled by some invisible grasp towards her.

“Cal,” she said softly, sounding as though she was in disbelief. “W—What are you doing here?”

“I looked at your photo and recognized this place,” I said. “I work nearby, so I just came by to see if it really was the same place.” I stared into her eyes. She was so pretty. She smelled so nice. “Are you off to work?” I asked.

She kept staring into my eyes. It was a long moment before she said, “No. I’m just—just going out for a walk. I have nothing tonight.”

“Can I walk with you?” I asked. My body was buzzing with electricity. I felt strangely high: overwhelmed with joy and excitement. I still hardly knew her. I knew I still had a lot to learn, but somehow, I knew that we were a match. I knew that I was meant to be with her. Sure, there was a lot that needed figured out, but we would get there together.

I took her hand. She curled her fingers around mine and blushed as she smiled. “You’re very beautiful,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said, looking away sheepishly. We walked in silence for a minute, and then she confessed.

“I was never out of town,” she said. “I was just—afraid to see you face-to-face.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I understand. What do you think now that I’m here?”

“I’m happy,” she said, and then her cheeks turned a darker shade of red. We kept walking, and we started talking. The conversation flowed so naturally. It wasn’t long before we were talking about movies and music, and it wasn’t long after that before we were talking about dreams and aspirations. She wanted to be a songwriter, and she wanted to live on a farm. “That sounds wonderful,” I said.

We stopped in a park and sat on a bench. I couldn’t help but notice that she kept tugging on her skirt, as if it was riding up on her. She seemed tense, and very worried about her outfit. She wouldn’t look at me for long without looking away, as if she was worried I was going to notice something on her face. But she looked beautiful.

Then, I put my hand on her shoulder and I smiled. “Just relax,” I said. “You look great.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. She took a deep breath. “This is just really new for me,” she said.

“We can take it at your pace,” I said. “I’m here for you—whatever you need.”

“Really?” she said. “Even though I’m…”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m locked in. I like you. I like you a lot, and I want to see where this goes. I’ve had more fun texting you than ever before. I dream about talking to you. I hope I’m not coming off as a creep—I’m not trying to be creepy. I’m just trying to tell you the truth. When I first started messaging you, it was just for the thrill of it. Now, you’re all I think about. I need to have you in my life and I’m willing to make sacrifices if I have to. I can wait if you’re not quite ready. We can go at your speed.” I smiled again and her body seemed to melt slightly into the bench. She gripped my hand firmly and then she looked around. Her gaze stopped at a nearby public bathroom. The sun was setting now and the park was quickly becoming desolate.

“Come with me,” she said softly, standing up. She pulled me gently towards that bathroom.

I laughed nervously. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“Just come,” she said. We went to that bathroom. She looked around before opening the door, and then she pulled me inside. She locked the door behind her and then she turned to me with a fire raging in her eyes. She smiled, still with that red nervousness on her cheeks. “Well?” she said.

“Well?” I said back, feeling suddenly vulnerable in a way I’d never been.

“If you want me, in real life, prove it,” she said.

She stared into my eyes. It was almost as if she was trying to call my bluff, to see what I would do to her if I could do anything. She wanted to know if our relationship would be the same as it was when we were behind our screens.

So I stepped forward. I placed my surprisingly calm hands on her hips and then I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. It didn’t matter that she was trans. I was happy to kiss her, happy to caress her soft body, happy to allow her to push herself up against my erection. She really pushed hard into it, mashing her body against it, moaning as if it was inside of her. She looked into my eyes, looking fragile and a bit afraid—but full of excitement at the same time.

I cupped her breasts with my hands and squeezed. There wasn’t much to squeeze, but I didn’t mind her flat chest. I pulled one hand down to the skirt of her dress. I pulled it up, and then I cupped her package. She was throbbing. She bit hard on her bottom lip and let out another soft moan.

“You want me to prove that I like you?” I asked.

She nodded her head slowly, still with those worried eyes and red cheeks. I smiled and sunk to my knees. I used my fingertip to pull her panties aside, letting her big piece of meat fall out. Then I took it, pulled back her foreskin, and I pushed her cock into my mouth. I sucked her in that public bathroom. I sucked her until she was rock-hard, and a squirt of pre-cum sprayed across my tongue. I swallowed it and looked up into her eyes. I didn’t even mind that she had a big cock. There was something special about it—something that made her so much more unique and exciting. I gave her a quick little tug with my clenched fist, and then I stood up.

“Believe me now?” I said.

She nodded her head. She went to her knees next and sucked me off, getting me wet. Then, she stood up and turned around. She placed her hands down on the counter and I moved up close. I ran my fingers over her tight asshole, making her moan again. I used one finger to press into her, getting her a little bit ready for the bigger penetration that was coming up. She moaned; God, how I loved the sound of that moan.

I used both of my hands to pull her butt cheeks apart, and then I mashed my hard cock deep into her butthole. Luckily, she was still gaping a bit from the last time she played with a dildo (or maybe something else). I slid in and she groaned deeply. I felt her anal walls clutching my shaft, and then I started pumping her fiercely. I rocked her body, making her soft curves jiggle all over. She moaned and then she screamed, and then I pumped her full of my cum. I pumped her so full that cum was squishing out of her hole before I even pulled out.

But that wasn’t the end of our fun. She spun me around. “Now you bend over,” she said with a devilish grin. I took a deep breath. It was new territory for me, but I wanted to make her happy. I wanted to satisfy her however she wanted to be satisfied. I was ready to make sacrifices, and I was open to the possibility of enjoying it.

I felt her hard, warm tip press against my hole. I took a deep breath. Her fingernails gently dug into my hips. Then she began to push. I clenched for a moment, then I managed to force my anus to relax. She penetrated me suddenly, making me gasp. I gripped the counter firmly. She gently rubbed my butt with her hands, as if to console me. I laughed nervously, then she laughed. We were having fun. This was more than just sex.

She pushed deeper, making me gasp again. I felt her throbbing inside of me. I felt her thick tip pushing deep into my body. I closed my eyes for a moment and then I opened my eyes to look into the mirror, so I could see her, so I could remember why I was doing this. And now, I had no doubts and no reservations. I let her push deep into me, and then I allowed her to hump me, penetrating me over and over, stretching my anus wide. My legs wobbled and trembled and I basked in the cute sounds that escaped her mouth: moans and grunts and whimpers. Then I noticed that she was trembling. I saw her legs beginning to buckle. I watched as her eyes nearly rolled up into her head. Then I felt the swelling and the pulsing.

She came inside of me, filling my deep cavity with hot, gooey semen. It felt good. I moaned and collapsed on the counter, submitting to the euphoria.

I didn’t just like Heidi. I loved her. And I could tell by the way that she was looking at me that she loved me too. It didn’t need to be said aloud, even though I desperately wanted to say it.

I bit my tongue and smiled. She smiled back. Then she pulled out and I felt her gooey cream rushing out of me. I gasped before it splattered on the floor.

She gave me a hand to help me upright. “That was fun,” she said, blushing.

“It was amazing,” I said. “So if you don’t work tonight, then should we go back to your place?”

She looked down at her feet suddenly. “We can go back to my place,” she said. “That sounds really nice. We can make some hot chocolate and we can watch a movie or two, with a blanket on the couch. Then—if you’re able—you can stay the night.”

We started walking to her place. It was a beautiful, calm walk. And then she suddenly turned quiet. She took a deep breath and looked up into my eyes. “You don’t know everything about me.”

“And you don’t know everything about me,” I said. “We’ll figure it out together.”

She nodded slowly and looked back at her feet. “There’s something you need to know about me before we go ahead with this.”

“What is it?” I asked.

And deep down, I knew that it didn’t really matter, as long as she was healthy. My mind didn’t even turn to anxiety. I didn’t even find myself worrying and going through all of the terrible possibilities. I just knew that, whatever it was, we would make it work—and that’s all that mattered.

TO BE CONTINUED
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