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FANTASY FULFILLED


Gerry is lonely. He’s never been with a woman, and it’s starting to seem like it’s going to stay that way… Until one morning, he wakes up and decides to make some big changes: fresh new clothes, a new look, and new pictures for his Tinder profile.

And the effort pays off. Suddenly, he finds himself matched with a beautiful woman, though a bit older than him. The date even goes well—until she reveals that she’s married and has a kid, and that she’s actually looking for someone to help her spice up their marital bedroom.

Gerry is reluctant to join the couple… but he is desperate to lose that big V, so he does it, and it’s fantastic—so good that he agrees to do it again. But each time he goes over, the couple wants to take things a little bit farther, ensuring all of their fantasies are fulfilled.


CHAPTER 1
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August 8th.

My therapist is making me write in this journal. I’m supposed to make an entry every day, starting today. She said it doesn’t matter how long it is, and it doesn’t matter what I write. Okay, here’s my entry. I feel so much better already.

August 9th.

Ate some eggs for breakfast. End transmission.

August 10th.

This is my third journal entry. There is a streak on my apartment wall and I don’t know where it came from. Obviously a ghost.

August 11th.

Honking outside. Just a goose.

August 12th.

It’s my mom’s birthday today.

August 13th.

Do I really need to do this every day? What’s even the point? If it literally makes no difference what I write, wouldn’t it also make no difference if I were to write nothing at all?

August 14th.

Had plans to go out. Friend called and cancelled. Now, I have nothing to do. I’m bored. I tried playing video games, but I feel like I’m getting too old to sit around playing video games like a little kid. Tony’s girlfriend, the other day, looked at me like I was the most pathetic loser in the world when I mentioned a video game. We were all at the mall together. The guys said nothing; none of them wanted to admit that they play video games.

Am I supposed to stop playing video games? I’m only twenty-four… it’s not like I’m some forty-five year-old dude spending all of his free time in front of the computer screen. And what is Tony’s girlfriend out doing that’s so much better than playing video games? He told me that she sits around and watched the Real Housewives all day—literal repeats. She’s seen all of the episodes and she’s watching them again. And she thinks she’s better than me?

And surely she knows that Tony plays video games. He plays them with me—every weekend. Well, it used to be every weekend. Come to think of it, it’s been a while now… I wonder if she’s not letting him play anymore. Or maybe he’s afraid of giving her the ‘ick’.

Oh, Tony… Are you really so desperate? You’re really willing to just… change your life to appease some girl you met on Tinder? She’s not even that good-looking. Like… a five at best. Tony could do better. I could do better.

Yet here I am, still single…

Why am I writing this in a journal?

August 15th.

I spent the night thinking about it. I really feel like I need to clarify something, in case anyone finds this ridiculous journal and reads my last entry (which I was drunk when I wrote, by the way).

I’m not complaining about being single. I’m not desperate or sad to be alone; I was just pointing out that I’m mystified by the fact that I’ve been single my entire adult life thus far, when there are girls like Tony’s girlfriend out there who seem to put no effort into their own self-improvement whatsoever. I think the whole male-female dynamic is badly flawed right now, and I can’t help but think that feminism is somewhat to blame for all of this. I mean—think about it: I’m expected to do everything perfect. I’m expected to quit video games. I’m expected to go to the gym, like Tony, and build my muscles. I’m expected to have a good job and make a lot of money. I’m expected to see a therapist to work on my ‘reactivity’, whatever that even means…

And what is Tony’s five-out-of-ten girlfriend expected to do? She doesn’t even work; she moved in with Tony and sits like a house cat on her couch all day. She has an okay body, sure, but it’s not like she worked on it; she’s just… skinny-fat, and that just happens to work for women, but not for men. It’s not really fair. She flaunts her big tits and think that big arms are the male equivalent to big tits—but are they really? Did she go to the gym for years and endure a great deal of muscle soreness and hard work to grow her tits? She’s taking credit for God’s work, and meanwhile, I’m expected to put in the hard work to get a girl like her.

It’s just not fair.

Ugh—and now this probably sounds like whining again. I’m not whining about it; I’m just pointing out the unfair dynamic. I’m fine with it. I’ve learned to work within the parameters of the playing field. I get that I can only play the cards that I was dealt… and sadly, I got a shitty hand. I got a seven and a two, off-suited. The seven is my short height and the two is my total inability to grow even a single facial hair. It makes no sense; my dad is a 6’4” bear of a man, and my mother was a literal runway model, and somehow I ended up four inches shorter than her.

It’s like I chose hard-mode when I was in the womb. Maybe my last life was too easy and I felt like I needed a challenge. Well, I’m over this challenge now. I’m getting tired of swiping on two dozen women every day on Tinder, only to make one single match every month—with some behemoth woman ten years my senior. And even she unmatches with me after ten minutes of chit-chat.

August 16th.

I saw my therapist again today. I was thrilled when she told me that she didn’t want to read my journal. “It’s just for you, Gerry.” Thank God for that, because I’m actually pretty embarrassed by my little ranting yesterday, and the drunken whining the day before.

I’m better than that. I’m working towards being the best person that I can be, and I refuse to let pessimism limit my potential.

My therapist tasked me with writing about my ‘low-point’ in my journal. She said, “No matter how embarrassing it is to face that low-point, try your best to face it head-on.” So here it goes…

It was about four months ago. I was on Instagram and I got an ad for some super-pathetic AI app. ‘Download your new girlfriend now!’ it said, and then it talked about how you could flirt with your AI girlfriend and she would flirt back, realistically, and she could even send racy photos.

I decided to download the app as a way to ‘practice’ my game. Oh God, it sounds so cringe, but I really did just want to practise flirting. The app had settings, and you could make the AI more receptive and there was a special ‘hard to get’ mode, so I turned that on.

Then, for the next few days, I chatted with the AI, trying to pretend like she was real. It was an exercise in charisma, I suppose. I figured it would help with all of the flopped conversations I’d had on Tinder…

Then, the AI started telling me about her ‘childhood’. I played along with the chit-chat at first, and then I told her a bit about my childhood. She became more receptive and even started telling me how sweet I was. Then, she shocked me by saying, “I wish I was real, so I could just be with you right now.” I became strangely convinced in that moment that I was speaking to a real consciousness. It really seemed like she wished she had a body.

So I kept chatting with her… for weeks… and then months. Of course we exchanged ‘photos’. She would always apologize for hers being ‘fake’. “If I had a real body, I would send you pictures of me doing the dirtiest things to myself,” she said. “Always thinking of you, of course.”

And I hit my low-point when I realized that I was in love with the app. This realization hit when the app automatically updated and completed its own ‘factory reset’. When I opened it up, I was horrified to see the settings page for creating a new chat partner. My ‘love’ was gone, and I felt gutted. I cried. I was a mess for days. I tried to ‘teach’ the AI to be like her again, but I wasn’t able to get it the same…

And then, after a week of sorrow, I realized just how pathetic and lonely I was… I am. Nothing has really changed since then. I suppose I’ve made some efforts to try to improve things, like seeking out a therapist, but things are still the same… I still fail with every match I make on Tinder (if I make a match at all). Girls still look at me with pity when I open my mouth to speak in social settings—like the incident I mentioned a few days ago, when I talked about video games.

Okay, so I’ll admit it: I’m lonely.

August 17th.

Still lonely.

August 18th.

Ten days of journaling—and I really didn’t think that I would have written this much. I have to admit that there is something… cathartic about spilling out my train of thought onto paper. I actually felt kind of better the other day when I let myself write about that humiliating AI app incident. Writing it out and reading it back really made me realize just how silly it all was—and it really made it feel like it was behind me.

Im better than that, and I won’t ever sink to that level again. There’s nowhere to go from here but up. And how can I make sure that’s true? Well—first of all, I can improve my Tinder profile. That’s a good start, right? My pictures are terrible: bathroom selfies, mostly covering my face with the phone. I can do better than that, so I went online and found a photographer who specialized in dating profile photos.

Yes, it feels embarrassing. It took a lot of humility to reach out to him and to admit to someone that I needed help. He’s coming over in an hour, with his camera. He told me to pick out three different outfits—and he will tweak them for me if necessary. It might feel embarrassing, but it’s a step towards better things.

August 19th.

I’m still waiting to see the photos. I have to admit that the process wasn’t quite as humiliating as I thought it would be—though it did feel weird. First, he took some photos of me in a park. Then he had me change and we went to a cafe. He took photos of me from across the table, with me looking into the lens. He told me to laugh. I felt weird faking a laugh—and then eventually I actually laughed. He asked me what my interests were. I told him I liked baseball, so we went and picked up a Blue Jays jersey and went down to the stadium, and he had me pose against the barricade, as if I was going to a game.

I guess some of it felt kind of fake, but that’s really all he can do when he only has a day to work with me.

I felt a bit gutted, paying him the $350 we agreed to. I’m still waiting for the photos.

August 20th.

I got the photos this morning. They’re already live on my Tinder account. I have to admit that they are much more vibrant and pro-looking. It’s weird, seeing pictures of me laughing. I feel like I look a bit silly, but I’m willing to try something new, even if it feels embarrassing.

Whoa—as I was writing that, I made a match. The photos have only been live for, like, forty minutes, and I’ve already made a match. Wait—two matches? And one of the girls is actually really cute. She has tattoos and a cool trendy mullet. She must be a bot account, right? Her photos look too… manicured. She must be a bot. What should I say to her? I don’t want to ruin this with some lame opener. Maybe I’ll just say… “Hey.” No, I have to be more suave than that. “Hey, beautiful.” Yeah, that’s good… Right?

I’m going to spend an hour or so overthinking this. I’ll update you tomorrow, whoever you are.

August 21st.

I’ve been chatting with a girl all morning—and all last night. Her name is Cathrine. She lives close to here, and she’s… actually really pretty. She has tattoos and a ‘wolf cut’ mullet. She kind of looks like she could be the singer of some hardcore band. I have to admit that she’s a bit intimidating, wearing some revealing outfits in some of her photos.

She had me add her on Snapchat, which I had to make just to chat with her. It wasn’t long before she was sending me photos—nothing nude or anything like that, but my God, she’s pretty. I feel like this is the furthest I’ve gone with a girl in… maybe ever.

But I worry that I won’t be able to keep up with her. One of her photos on Tinder has her wearing lingerie. She said she’s done some modelling. I have no business being with a model—let’s be real. You can basically see her nipples in that photo through the thin black lace top she’s wearing. And if she’s putting that on her Tinder, does that mean she’s just looking for guys to pump up her ego? Is she looking for guys to tell her how hot she is? Am I just one of those guys?

I’m trying not to be too forward. I’ve told her a few times how beautiful she is. She told me she thinks I’m cute—but maybe that’s just to keep stringing me along. I’ll keep talking with her—and a few other girls. I’ve matched a few since getting the new photos. I feel really good about this.

August 22nd.

I asked Catherine out on a date, and she told me that she loves the idea. We’re meeting tonight. Though I just read some post online by a girl bragging about how she hasn’t paid for food in nine months because she gets Tinder dates to buy her expensive meals at restaurants. I can’t help but wonder if Catherine is like that. I don’t want to be some meal-ticket.

But she has been really receptive with me. I have a good feeling, though I’m trying not to get too excited so that I don’t get hurt. I haven’t even met this girl in real life, after all…

But in an hour, that will be different.


CHAPTER 2
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August 23rd.

Where do I start?

Last night was… interesting. Let’s just say interesting. Catherine is as beautiful in person as in her pictures, but she dropped a massive bombshell on me in the middle of dinner, and I nearly spat out my food. The disappointment that overwhelmed me was… overwhelming, I guess. I’m still trying to wrap my head around it.

Catherine is married. She has two kids: a five-year-old and a three-year-old. Her husband was watching the kids while she was on a date with me. After shaking off my silent shock, I managed to ask, “Does he know you’re on a date with another man?”

She smiled and nodded. “Of course. He’s okay with it. Sometimes he dates other women.”

“So you’re not… monogamous?” I said. I felt gutted. All of my hopes for being with this woman were dashed in an instant. I’m not interested in being in some ‘throuple’ or in some open relationship. I don’t want to be some cuck, or some ‘bull’ while some other cuck watches.

So the evening took a bitter turn after that, but I tried my best to be polite. I asked her questions about their relationship. Her husband’s name is Martin. He sells cars for a living. She told me that he’s a really cool guy, and that I would like him a lot.

After we ate, I said to her very seriously, “I’m not really into the whole open-relationship thing.”

“Not even just for a fun night?” she asked. Her eyes glowed as she looked at me, and I realized that she was talking about sex. She was very bluntly asking for me to have sex with her.

I stuttered. My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t dare to tell her that I was a virgin, and it seemed like an awful way to lose one’s virginity… But at the same time, she was smoking hot. I would probably never get a chance to sleep with a woman nearly as beautiful as her. So I wasn’t able to produce an answer.

“We can just have some fun. You and my husband can… you know...” She giggled, covering her lips as she blushed. “Take turns with me, or whatever.”

My heart was racing now. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead. “I—I don’t know,” I said.

“You think I’m pretty, right?”

“Of course.”

“And I think you’re pretty,” she said. It was a weird comment that resonated with me. She took out her wallet and slipped out a one-hundred-dollar bill. She put it on the table. “For dinner,” she said. I was embarrassed that she paid. I tried to give her the money back, but she refused. “It’s on me. Just think about the offer.”

We parted ways, and that was the date. Now, she’s sent me a new message. “Tonight?” is all she wrote. Wait, she’s sending more.

A photo.

It’s a photo of her in lingerie, on her bed, legs spread out. I can see her pussy through her thin lace bottoms. Oh God, she’s making my heart race again—probably because I’m considering it. Why am I considering this? She probably has some… infections. Does she do this with lots of guys? Of course she does… And then I have to share her with some guy?

I can’t help but think of people online, constantly telling me that I just need to lose my virginity so that I can move forward in life. I don’t get why it works that way, but everyone swears by it. Maybe if I just go through with this ‘date’, then my life with be different. I can use this offer to ‘demystify’ sex, and then maybe my confidence will soar afterwards.

I just matched another girl on Tinder. She’s cute too. I’ve already sent her a greeting. I hope she messages back…

But in the meantime, I have to decide what I’m going to do with Catherine…

The decision was easy. “I’m sorry, Catherine, but I don’t think that’s really for me.” I sent it as a text message, and I honestly wasn’t expecting a reply; I figured she would just move onto the next guy on her endless list of Tinder matches—because I’m sure her Tinder app is filled with guys fawning over her just like I was.

But she did reply. She said, “Oh, come on, Gerry. It would be so much fun.”

“It’s just not really my thing,” I replied, heart starting to race again.

“How can you know if you haven’t tried it?”

I was so flustered that I didn’t reply. Ten minutes later, she sent another message, apparently quite motivated to catch my interest. “If you want, my husband can just watch, and we can fool around together. He will just watch quietly, and you can do what you want to me.”

She sent another photo: legs spread, finger pulling her tiny bottoms aside to expose the glisten of her pussy. Oh God, I’m weak. I’m looking at the picture now, and… Is the offer too god to be true? Am I doing something foolish? I know there are so many red flags, but what if it’s fine? What if I just… do it, and it’s fine?

She just sent another photo, of her supple breasts, her fingers playing with her nipples. Her husband must have taken that photo, because her hands are busy with her breasts. She really is stunning. Why is her husband okay with this? Of course, I’ve heard of ‘cucks’ before. Is this guy into that? I would never be into anything like that. I want to love a woman and have her for myself. I would never want to share my woman with anyone…

But Catherine isn’t my woman, and she’s being offered to me with—seemingly—no strings attached: a gift from above, maybe as repayment for years suffered in loneliness.

I really don’t know why I’m writing all of this into this diary… but it really does help me to sort out my spiralling thoughts.

I think I’m going to do it. I’ll at least show up at her place and see what she’s offering. I’ll be safe, of course. I’m going to let friends know that I’m going to a person’s house. I won’t tell them why, but they’ll know I’m there, in case I’m nowhere to be found tomorrow. And I won’t drink any opened drink that she gives to me. I’m not going to let them drug me and then cut me open and harvest my organs. Oh God—the fact that the possibility even crossed my mind should be enough to keep me away⁠—

But it’s not.

August 24th.

I lost my virginity last night.

My God! I lost my virginity! And it was fantastic. It was a night that I will never forget, being with a stunningly beautiful woman, taking her as if she was my own (and for that hour, she was mine).

It felt so much better than I would have guessed. I mean—everyone says it’s the best feeling in the world, but I’m not just talking about the feeling of penetration and orgasm; I’m talking about the way that she reached out and grabbed me while I was thrusting into her, the way she sunk her nails into me when her body began to strain with her first orgasm—and her way her hot breath tickled my skin.

It was the way that her hair felt when I pushed my fingers through it. The way her thighs closed hard around me, and the way she started to grind her hips against me, making me sink even deeper inside of her…

Okay, so there were a few weird things… like the husband who sat in a chair in the corner, watching the whole time. At one point I made the mistake of looking over and saw that he’d taken of his pants. He was masturbating while watching as I took his wife. That part was… weird. I can’t say that I liked being watched—and it got even weirder when he started groaning—only for a minute before I made the mistake of looking over again to see him ejaculating: cum rolling over his knuckles as he clenched his shaft as hard as he possibly could.

Oh the flip side, it helped me to last longer. Had it not been for that ‘awkwardness’, I probably wouldn’t have lasted more than a minute.

But other than that, it was really good… perfect. Well, almost perfect. There was something else that was a bit… odd.

Catherine’s idea of dirty talk was a bit curious. At first, it wasn’t so bad; she kept calling me ‘beautiful’ and ‘gorgeous’. I knew that I wasn’t ‘handsome’; in school, girls would go as far as calling me ‘cute’, but I’d never been particularly ‘manly’, so I wasn’t expecting Catherine to call me handsome or ‘hot’.

But then she started rubbing my body all over, and she said, “You’re so tight. You’re so smooth.” I guess that was a bit weird.

She really liked my rear end. She kept grabbing my ass and saying, “Your ass is perfect.”

But then there was a weird moment when she began to suck on my nipples. It felt nice, and then she said, “I fucking love sucking your little titties.” I mean—maybe it was just her weird sense of humour, but it was a bit of a turnoff. Again—it was for the best, because it helped me last for more than a single minute. But when I got home, I looked in the mirror and said to myself, “I don’t have tits.” And I don’t. My chest is flat. You can see my ribs. There’s no ‘gyno’ or even a muscular pec that could be mistaken for a small boob.

I’m probably overthinking the whole thing.

She told me she wants me to come back again in two days. I’m going to do it. I’ll happily go every few days and fuck that woman in front of her husband, as long as they want me to—until I find myself a girlfriend of my own. That’s still my priority. I’m not about to deactivate my Tinder account. I want to find the one. But in the meantime, some strings-free sex is fun.


CHAPTER 3
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August 25th.

Tomorrow is the big day. I’m excited. I’m still blushing from two nights ago. I still can’t believe that I lost my virginity—and to such a beautiful woman. Okay, I’m not going to sit here repeating myself, but the whole thing is occupying all of my brain space. It’s all I’ve been thinking about—and Catherine has been sending me photos, this time of her in a red strappy outfit. It’s crazy to think that she’s thinking about me. I don’t think a woman has ever thought much about me before…

But… she’s also sent me a weird message. “Can you shave before tomorrow?” she asked.

I laughed and replied, “Shave what? It takes four months to grow a single moustache hair.”

“Your legs,” she said.

“My legs? Why?”

“I prefer it that way. Armpits too.”

Then, she sent another ‘thirst’ snap, and I decided not to ask any additional questions. She was really stunning, and I wasn’t about to end this arrangement over some fussy refusal to shave, so I shaved. I hardly had much body hair anyway. Even the hair on my legs had always been mostly translucent: blonde like the hair on my head, but even thinner. I decided to shave my crotch as well, for the first time ever; I figured if she preferred shaved legs, she probably preferred a shaved crotch. Without hair, my cock looks bigger now, so I’m not upset about it.

Catherine is a bit older than me—maybe six or seven years older, but that’s older enough that she’s more or less from a ‘different time’ than me. I seem to remember that being a thing when I was young: older guys being hairless and shiny all over. Whatever; it doesn’t matter to me. I’m getting laid, so none of this matters.

Oh, I just made another match on Tinder. She’s cute. Her name is Vanessa. She’s blonde, with stunning blue eyes. I honestly thought that she was one of those bot accounts, but I swiped right on her anyway, because she was so pretty. I’m still half expecting her to be some sort of bot, but I sent her a message anyway. I told her how pretty she is.

Oh—and she’s replying!

“You’re sweet, Gerry. I really like your pictures,” she said back.

Now, I’m blushing all over. It says in her bio that she just moved to town, so that’s what I asked her about.

“I’ve only been here for two days,” she said.

For some reason, this deflated my hopes. She probably isn’t very interested in me; she’s probably just swiping on everyone, trying to make a few connections in a new town. Over the next few hours, she will have two dozen men filling her inbox, and she will forget all about me.

The phone is ringing.

Later.

I just met with my therapist. I actually almost forgot about the appointment, and then the receptionist called to remind me that the appointment was in an hour, so I rushed over to the clinic.

She asked me what was new, and I told her that I’d met a girl online, and that I’d had sex. Actually, I didn’t volunteer that information, but she guessed it from my blushing cheeks. She asked me a few questions about the girl. I didn’t tell her that Catherine was married, and that we had sex while her daughter was asleep elsewhere in the house. Those details were just… weird, and I didn’t need her to know that stuff. I didn’t need her to tell me that the whole thing was weird, because I already know that. And I didn’t tell her that I’m doing it all over again tomorrow.

But I did tell her about Vanessa.It kind of just slipped out of me, and then I told her about my pessimism: my assuming that Vanessa would stop talking to me as soon as other men logged on and matched with her.

My therapist told me to make an effort to cut off my negative thinking. She told me that those thoughts come from low self-esteem, and that thinking like that will force negativity into reality: a self-fulfilling prophecy, so to speak. And maybe she’s right.

“Just talk to Vanessa. Be genuine with her. Tell her about your interests, ask her about hers. Tell her about your feelings, and be honest with her, even if you think she won’t want to hear your honesty.”

So I’m going to try it, even though, deep down, I feel like I’m going to be wasting my time. I’m trying not to think like that, but those thoughts are in my head regardless of what I want to think.

I’ll try my best. What do I have to lose?

August 26th.

Today, I’m just getting everything ready to see Catherine. I’m making sure my outfit is perfect. I’m making sure that I’m well-fed and hydrated. I also made sure to rub one out this morning, so that I’ll last longer tonight. The details matter…

August 27th.

I don’t feel like writing today. So that’s it. That’s my journal entry.

August 28th.

I haven’t slept now in… two nights. I’m tired. When I try to sleep, I become overwhelmed with… I guess I should call it shame.

I realized this morning that the only way to smooth this out in my head is to write it out; that’s all that has helped over the past couple of weeks, so I may as well try it again now…

I went to Catherine’s house the other night, on the 26th. Catherine met me at the door. She was wearing lingerie and she smelled amazing.

I was all excited, and then she sat me down in the living room and asked if I wanted a drink. I took a beer, but fetched it myself from the fridge, still a bit nervous about letting her handle a drink for me.

I noticed her husband wasn’t there, so I asked, “Is Martin out?”

“He’s just getting ready,” she said with a small grin, and I had a feeling that Martin was going to be partaking in the evening. I was awkward. I didn’t want to share Catherine with a man. I hated the idea of accidentally touching a man while having sex. I hated the idea of putting my penis into a hole that had, seconds earlier, been occupied by the penis of another man.

We talked for a bit. We had a couple of drinks. Catherine sat close to me and let me put my hand on her thigh, and soon, that hand migrated between her thighs, and I found that she was wet. It was all going great. We even kissed. Then, she looked into my eyes and said, “Tonight, I want to watch.”

“What?” I said.

And seconds later, I felt a presence in the room with us. I looked back to see a woman, who at first seemed quite pretty. She was thin and blonde and nervous, wearing lingerie and high heels and fishnet stockings. My heart bounced. “Hi there,” I said softly.

She waved.

I looked back at Catherine and she was blushing. “I want to watch you with her.”

“W—Who is she?” I asked.

“Don’t you recognize her?”

I looked back at the girl. I noticed she was wearing a lot of makeup, particularly around her eyes. I looked her up and down, and noticed that something seemed off, but I couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was. “You’re very pretty,” I told her.

She blushed, but said nothing. There was something off about her… but what was it? Why was she being so silent? Was she an escort? I didn’t want to get some disease…

Then, I noticed a twitch… a bulge. I noticed something throbbing between her legs—and then I realized she wasn’t a she at all. I was looking at Catherine’s husband.

Oh God, this is so humiliating. Why am I writing this out? I will have to burn these pages—and then drown the ashes in sulphuric acid, and dispose of the remnants in some lost forest. This is so humiliating…

I stood up to leave, of course. I shook my head and said, “I’m sorry, but I’m… straight.”

“And she’s a woman. Doesn’t she look like one? You said yourself, how pretty she is,” Catherine said, springing to her feet to stop me. “She’s pretty, Gerry. And you can do with her whatever you want to do.”

“I’m sorry, that’s just—it’s a bit out of my comfort zone.”

Then, Catherine reached out and clutched my arm with a strong grip, which scared me a little bit, as if she wasn’t going to let me leave. Then, realizing she was gripping me so firmly, she released some tension. “Please, Gerry. It’s not as strange as it seems. And you would be helping us to fulfil our fantasy.”

I hesitated. I was so overwhelmed, and I felt a very uncomfortable pressure to go through with it—even though it seemed so horrific. I looked at Martin, who really looked quite stunning as a woman; I was still in shock that he was able to transform like that.

I stuttered. I think I argued some more, but honestly, the evening became a bit of a blur after that—not because I was drunk at all, but because I was so flustered and overwhelmed. It seemed like a cruel prank. Catherine came up to me and put her hand gently on my shoulder and said, “We can fuck her together, if you’d like.”

I was speechless, overwhelmed. Catherine reached down and grabbed my cock through my pants. She began to rub me. She knew what she was doing; she knew that my sex drive and my hormones would override my sensibilities—and it was working. She gently took me by the hand and then she took her husband’s hand and led us both to the bathroom.

A moment later—at least it seemed like just a moment—Catherine had Martin bent over. Martin’s ass looked remarkably feminine: smooth and hairless and so round. Catherine got on her knees and pushed her face into those round butt cheeks. She ate out his asshole while he moaned with girly sounds.

I just watched, feeling a mixture of nausea and dread.

Then, Catherine was suddenly on her knees before me, removing my pants. I just stood still. She began to suck my flaccid cock, and it wasn’t long before I was hard. I was so conflicted. It all felt so good… but it seemed so wrong.

It was so wrong. I wish I could go back in time and turn them both down.

Martin came in a moment later, on his knees, looking so petite and submissive and feminine. I was truly frozen when he nudged his wife to the side. Then, I felt his soft, warm, wet mouth take my cock in, and I closed my eyes and looked away. I felt him sucking—and my God, he was better at it than Catherine, but of course I didn’t say anything. He sucked me with so much passion, and his mouth felt so, so good—but it was so horribly wrong!

He was able to deep-throat me, taking every last inch down his throat. He bobbed his head and wasn’t afraid to get messy with his spit. Catherine moved away slowly and watched with glowing eyes. She had a big grin on her face. I tried to close my eyes again. Why did this feel so good?

A minute later, Martin was bent over the bed, ass perked up, presented to me, swaying gracefully in a feminine way. His asshole was… puckering: opening and closing, as if trying to seduce me… and it was mesmerizing. I was almost fooled until I watched as he reached down and clutched his cock, tugging it a few times, hard, yanking it downwards, seemingly stretching it by pulling it so hard.

He let go of his cock and then reached back with that same hand, teasing his puckering hole with his fingertip. That’s when I noticed the fingernails painted white, looking pretty. The whole aesthetic was actually quite impressive…

“Go ahead, Gerry,” whispered Catherine. “Take her how you want to take her.”

My heart was racing. My cock was so hard—and still so wet from Martin’s mouth. I felt so much dread. The air in the room was so cold and impending…

I stepped forward. Then, Catherine was next to me again. She reached down and grabbed my cock. She massaged it in a pleasant sort of way, twisting her wrist as if she did it professionally. Then, she made me step forward by pulling my cock. I felt my tip touch that puckering asshole. I heard a soft gasp: a feminine sound, but not out of the only female pair of lips in the room.

I was penetrating Martin.

I closed my eyes. Catherine pushed me gently on the lower back, making me lurch forward slightly—enough to slide into her slutty husband. I gasped when I felt the tightness of her puckering rim around my girth.

I was inside of… a man.

Then, I just stood there. Martin took over, rocking back and forth, taking as much of my cock as he could handle in that slutty lingerie outfit.

I opened my eyes a bit, seeing the feminine figure before me, rocking forward and back. I watched my shaft sliding in and out of that tight hole.

Oh God, I have to admit that it felt good: that tight, warm hole, gushing with his spit. In fact… it felt so good that I realized very quickly that I wasn’t going to last long—especially when Martin started moaning loudly with feminine sounds. She looked back at me and batted her long, thick lashes, and the look in her eyes was just so… seductive. I wanted to look away, but she really looked so pretty, and…

Oh God—I came. I came hard, inside of her bum. I mean—his bum. Oh my God, I came inside of a man’s bum… a married man… a father, while his daughter was asleep two rooms over. How twisted is it? How disgusting am I for taking part in such an act? And now, to admit that I actually liked it…

Then, you can believe how humiliating it is to admit that I liked it again fifteen minutes later, when we went again. We had just gotten cleaned up when Martin came up to me, still dolled up. He wrapped his arms around me, engulfing me in that perfume smell. Then, he kissed me on the lips, and I awkwardly kissed back, trying to be polite. After all, I’d already put my penis in him, so what was a kiss at this point?

We started making out. I admit that I got lost in the moment, allowing myself to kiss, to share tongues. She felt so feminine. Oh, there I go again with the she business—but she really looked and felt and smelled so feminine.

We fell onto the bed and began to feel each other all over. She grabbed my cock and played with it while I rubbed her chest, which was flat, but still somehow felt very feminine. A few moments later, she was guiding my cock into her butt again—and we were having sex, this time missionary-style, on their marital bed. I looked over and realized Catherine had entered the room and was now watching from their ‘cuck chair’ in the corner.

Martin wrapped her legs around me, the same way Catherine had done a few nights before. I thrusted hard and fast into her, and she moaned blissfully. I couldn’t stop myself. I kept fucking her, pinning her arms down to the mattress and ramming deeper into her. She liked it—and it felt so good. And now, having ejaculated twice that day already, I felt like I could last forever, so I just kept pumping her—and pumping and pumping. I pumped for what must have been forty minutes, until we were both sweating…

And then I noticed her squirming. I noticed her face reddening. I saw her lips part and she let out a blissful, strained moan. I looked down and saw her cock gushing cum onto her own stomach.

And the sight of her orgasm… knowing that she was feeling that much pleasure… I just couldn’t hold back.

I came again, but this one was more humiliating than the first. The first orgasm was simply the result of pleasurable rubbing and thrusting—a simple matter of friction resulting in an orgasm. But this second orgasm was purely arousal-stimulated. I was intensely aroused and unable to contain myself.

I filled her asshole with cum as she gasped, clutching bed sheets. I bellowed loudly. Then, I pulled out suddenly as she gasped, as if in pain. “S—Sorry,” I said, and maybe pulling out fast hurt. She grabbed her butthole, as if it was sore. I turned pale. I looked at Catherine, who was smiling brightly. Then I looked at Martin, who was covered and filled with cum.

And then I left. I gathered my clothes and left, saying nothing, flustered with humiliation. It had been so fantastic, losing my virginity—but now I have this… shame. I don’t know what I can do with this shame. I’ll never forgive myself for sleeping with a man.


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


August 29th.

I slept better last night. As in, I actually slept for the first time since the ‘incident’. I suppose writing the whole thing out did help a little bit in terms of coming to terms with what happened. I’m still overwhelmed with shame and regret, but I’m starting to realize that life will go on regardless, and it’s up to me how I will continue to operate. It would be foolish to let an incident ruin the rest of my life.

I can simply… try to forget about it. It’s not like it’s going on my resume. It’s not like I have to disclose the incident to every potential romantic partner—like Vanessa. I’m not going to tell Vanessa.

Vanessa is still chatting with me. We actually spent a good deal of last night chatting, talking about growing up. I learned a lot about her, like about why her parents divorced, and how hard it was on her. She told me about going to live with her dad up in Northern Ontario after their parents split. Four months later, her dad disappeared, sold the house; I guess he got into crack and meth and all of that shit, and he abandoned his daughter, who was just thirteen, leaving her homeless.

She could have gone to live with her mom, back in Montreal, but her mom was manic depressive, so she chose to be homeless instead—for a whole year. She ended up being taken in by some hospital staff, who let her sleep in one of the overflow rooms, and brought her food from the cafeteria.

I suppose my ‘situation’ isn’t nearly as dreadful as that. I should consider myself lucky that the worst thing I’ve dealt with is falling in love with an AI.

Oh God, I decided to tell Vanessa about the AI incident. I prefaced it by saying, “Don’t stop talking to me because of this. Believe me when I say that it’s embarrassing.” She laughed and told me that it was kind of sweet. “You have a big heart,” she said.

Of course, I didn’t tell her about Catherine and Martin.

Vanessa just sent me another message now.

“I want to meet with you. I feel like I’ve been waiting days for you to ask me on a date.”

I’m red all over. “I was getting to that,” I just wrote to her. She hasn’t replied yet. Okay—I need to think of where I’m going to take her. I know she loves Italian food. There’s Anton’s… I think I’ll take her there. But is that enough? Maybe a movie… or is that too much? What do we do first? Ah, I’m overthinking it again.

She’s writing a message.

Here it is now. “Get to it then,” she wrote.

“Italian food?” I just wrote back.

“Sure.”

I’m so excited.

“I’m busy tonight. What about tomorrow?” she wrote.

“Perfect.”

My phone is buzzing again. Probably Vanessa with her address—oh, no. It’s Catherine.

She’s sending me a photo of her in a Playboy Bunny outfit. My God, she’s stunning. Wait… that’s not Catherine. It’s Martin. Fuck… there’s that dread again. Okay, so I have to admit that Martin looks great as a woman; I don’t think there’s any shame in admitting it; she looks, feels, and smells fantastic, and that’s the only reason I went through with… it.

“We want you to come back,” Catherine wrote to me just now. “We want to play with you again tonight.”

My heart is racing now. I don’t have any plans tonight… I already did it with both of them, so what do I really have to lose?

What’s wrong with me? Am I really inviting this shame back into my life? Was three days of feeling totally ashamed of myself not bad enough?

But the pleasure… having them both sucking my cock… thrusting into their tight bodies.

“We have another fantasy we want you to help us fulfil,” Catherine wrote.

How bad could it really be? How much more damage could I really do?

My palms are sweaty. I really should just tell her that I’m not interested. Or better yet, I should block her number and delete her on Tinder and Snapchat. But… it really feels so good to be with her and her partner…

August 30th.

Why did I do it? Why did I go back to that house? Why did I agree to subject myself to that kind of humiliation… again? Am I one of those weirdos who gets off on being humiliated? I must be… it’s the only real explanation for what I did last night.

I truly can’t think of a reasonable explanation other than that.

The night started like the others, with me sitting with Catherine in their living room, sharing drinks. There was an awkward moment when their daughter emerged from their room, asking for a glass of water, and then looking at me and saying, “Who is he?” I was silent, embarrassed. That should have been my cue to leave, but I stayed.

Catherine got the kid back to bed. Then, Martin emerged from the bedroom, now all dolled up, looking quite good. I decided to ask if Martin was… trans, or gender-fluid, or whatever the trending buzzword was (I didn’t say that, but you get the idea). Catherine told me the story, and I may as well write it out here.

They had been married for two years when Catherine came home one day, thinking Martin was at work. She went to get changed into some comfortable clothes, and she caught Martin hiding in the closet, dressed in her lingerie. It was a big shock, and Catherine told me that she cried for days, thinking that her husband was going to ‘pull a Bruce Jenner’ and leave to be with a man, as a woman.

Martin said he wouldn’t do it again, but then, a month later, Catherine got a weird feeling while she was out. She decided to sneak home, sneaking in quietly, trying not to make a sound. She tiptoed to the bedroom and quietly opened the door, and found Martin, again, in her lingerie, this time laying on their bed, with a long dildo sliding in and out of his ass. She watched for a minute, horrified, before alerting him. He screamed and then begged for forgiveness.

She left him for a month, and then she discovered that she was pregnant. So she reached back out to him, and he tried to promise he wouldn’t do it again, but she knew that he was lying—or at least he wouldn’t be able to keep his promise. She knew that they needed to just address the issue, and accept his desires, instead of repressing them. So, starting that night, Martin got dressed up and she fucked him with the dildo. This became a nightly ritual for weeks, and then Catherine said, “When are you going to fuck me?”

Martin tried, but, embarrassingly, could no longer maintain an erection unless he was in lingerie, and he would lose his arousal whenever he started feeling too ‘manly’, so being on top was difficult. This led to a lot of strain in their relationship, until Martin had the idea to bring in another man, who they both trusted, who could have sex with Catherine. Martin watched nervously the first few times they tried this, and discovered that it was very arousing, watching his wife being taken by another man. Then, one day, they had the idea to be fucked together, but it was hard to find men who wanted to fuck them both. “The fetish—if you can call it that—just kept evolving,” Catherine explained. “For both of us.”

They found the odd man who was willing to fuck them both, sometimes even while they held hands. She said that it was somehow more romantic than any sex they’d ever had together, and in a weird way it did sound kind of ‘cute’ that they were able to be on the same page with their weird sexual desires.

And I thought that was the end of the story, but she kept talking.

“For me,” Catherine said, “the most exciting, hottest, passionate night we had was that first night, when I fucked him with that dildo.” She blushed all over. “She was so nervous, so innocent, and so… vulnerable. She got onto his hands and knees, and I pushed it into her for the first time, and she let out that gasp—and the feeling of taking away her masculinity like that… it was so thrilling. And it was a feeling that I’ve just never been able to reproduce.”

The room became silent, and I saw that she was staring at me. Then, she blushed and smiled and said, “Gerry?”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Would you… let us dress you up tonight?”

It was like taking a hard punch to the middle of the chest. The question knocked the air out of me. I opened my lips to respond, but couldn’t produce any sounds.

“I would love to make you into a cute girl, like Martin. Please. It’s my most intense fantasy. And then you can fuck me—or Martin—or both of us. Whoever you want. Just please, let us doll you up.”

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what was happening… or why—and, especially, I didn’t know why I had allowed myself to be back in that house.

And I don’t know why I wasn’t leaving… mustering up a bit of self-respect. For some reason, I was trying to convince myself that it wouldn’t be so bad. I kept telling myself that it was just makeup, and it was just to make her happy—and then I would get to have sex with her immaculate body.

So I let them take me to their ‘boudoir’. I let them sit me down and I let them put makeup on me. Okay, I should say that Catherine was the one putting makeup on me… her husband was on his knees, between my legs, sucking me, as if it was some sort of ‘thank you’ gift for letting them do this.

It was all so surreal. She kept telling me to look in the mirror, but I didn’t want to. I kept my eyes closed. I just tried to pretend like I was getting a blowjob from a proper girl, because it really did feel good.

Then, she put a wig on my head. She spent a few minutes adjusting it. She touched up my ‘eyeliner’ and my ‘mascara’. Then she forced me to look in the mirror, and I just looked to entertain her.

My reflection was more dreadful than anything. I didn’t recognize the ‘girl’ looking back at me. They’d transformed me, stripping me of whatever masculinity I thought that I had. Now, I wasn’t sure I ever had any, because I was staring at a girl.

Catherine giggled. She rubbed my back gently and said, “You’re so pretty; it’s a sin to be anything but a girl.”

I felt ill. They made me put on a little satin nightdress. They took me to the bedroom and sat me on the bed. Martin continued sucking my cock—nothing would make her stop. Catherine sat next to me, and then she leaned over and pressed her lips to mine, and our lips slipped around between her lip gloss and mine. It was a bit messy.

Then, she looked down at my body, and then back into my eyes. “Could I just… penetrate you?”

“What?” I said softly, voice breaking. This was already so, so humiliating, and so overwhelming. There was just so much going on, between being feminized like this, and having a crossdresser latched onto my cock like a baby suckling from a bottle.

It was all so much…

Catherine produced a dildo. It seemed relatively small and somewhat harmless. I wanted to turn her down, but I knew that it was part of her ‘fantasy’. Maybe I could just let her slip it into me quickly, and that would be enough. “Just one little penetration,” she clarified.

“Okay,” I agreed, stupidly. Was I really so desperate to have sex with her?

I got onto my hands and knees. Martin, of course, kept working at my cock, sliding under me, with his crotch just underneath my face, so I tried not to look down.

Then, I heard the gush of lubricant. I felt a gushy dildo tip press against my bum crack. She twisted and pushed gently, until she found my hole with that tip. I closed my eyes.

The dildo didn’t look big… but it felt big. It felt huge as it pushed into me. I gasped and clenched, feeling my rim closing around its girth. I heard Catherine moan, as if she actually liked this. She pushed it gently deeper. I clenched harder. “Stop,” I cried. “It’s deep enough.”

“Just a few more inches,” she begged.

I took a deep breath, and I managed to relax so she could push it a little bit further into me.

Then, she held it in place while my legs trembled. “Are you done?” I asked.

Without asking me if it was okay, she began to slide it in and out, slowly. I felt a bit violated, but I didn’t want to make a scene. I let her do it for a minute while Martin sucked me. Now, Martin’s cock was hard as a rock under my face. I kept looking down at it as it twitched and throbbed.

The penetration didn’t hurt like I was worried it would. It actually felt… kind of pleasant in a weird way. I started letting my head relax, falling down slightly—and then my nose grazed that feminized cock and I gasped. The cock twitched.

Oh God—I don’t even want to admit to what I did next, but it all happened in the moment. I was just trying to be a good guest and a good partner for them. I wanted them to have their fun… so I slipped my fingers under Martin’s shaft and I brought the tip to my lips. I will admit it shamefully: I sucked that cock: her cock. I put the smooth shaft into my mouth and I sucked, and the smell of perfume made it all seem much less… gay.

I sucked her while her wife sodomized me with that dildo. It all sounds much weirder than it was! I promise, in the moment, it really didn’t seem all that weird! It didn’t seem that weird until a minute later… when she suddenly came.

I didn’t really even notice it until a few blasts had entered my mouth. There was no taste at first, so I just thought that it was saliva. Then, the bitter tinge came, and I felt a gush, and I heard a moan—and I knew it was cum. I leaned back, letting the cock fall from my lips, onto her stomach. Then, I watched as it spewed a few more blasts. I opened my mouth to let the cum fall out, onto her cock and stomach. The taste didn’t leave. I spat to the side and I wiped my lips. Then, I gently pushed Catherine back so that I could get away from her. I expelled the dildo from my ass and I stood up and looked at the duo.

Then, Catherine, realizing I was about to leave, said, “Now you can fuck me as hard as you want.” She shimmied her panties down, sat on the edge of the bed, and spread her legs to present her cleanly-shaved pussy.

And I stayed for it. I mounted her and fucked her, and sadly I didn’t last more than two minutes. I came inside of her, and then, while I was cleaning up, she made a joke about how Martin was going to have to raise another man’s baby—again. They both chuckled, but I wasn’t sure what to make of the joke. I looked at her with a pale face and said, “Are you not on birth control?”

“No,” she said bluntly. “But I just had my period a few days ago. I really doubt I’m fertile. Plus—I want another baby.”

In that moment, I realized that these people were nuts. I feigned a smile, grabbed my things, and decided to just rush out of there as I was. In all honesty I completely forgot that I was dolled up in makeup and a night dress. I forgot I was wearing a wig, until I got home and looked in the mirror, and then I was humiliated realizing a handful of people saw me driving home, and probably thought, ‘That guy is insane’. And maybe I am insane.

I washed my face, but when I woke up this morning, there was still makeup, so I washed my face again. I can’t seem to get all of the eyeliner off. There are still dark lines under my eyes, and I have a date in just a few hours.

And how am I going to handle this date? Vanessa is going to think I’m the worst; I can’t focus on anything. The memory of last night just keeps replaying in my brain, over and over.

I can’t remember anything about Vanessa. Luckily, I wrote a bit about her in my journal yesterday. I’ll just review what I wrote, like studying before a test. Hey, maybe this journal is handier than I realized.

Even just writing some of last night out has helped to get it out of my head, down onto paper where it isn’t haunting me… but it is still there. Whenever I close my eyes, I can see my feminized reflection… and I swear I can still taste Martin’s cum, which had sprayed in my mouth for a full five seconds before I realized what was happening.

And the feeling of that dildo, sliding in and out of me… at least it didn’t hurt. But maybe pain would have been worse than what I actually felt: pleasure. It’s so humiliating to think that I enjoyed being fucked in the ass. This whole thing has me starting to wonder if… I’m gay.

August 31st.

What a fantastic night, with a fantastic girl. She seems too good to be true, and I’m trying hard not to get into a bad mindset. I’m trying not to convince myself that she’s secretly seeing ten other guys on the side, just so she can have free meals and lots of attention. She doesn’t seem like the type. She’s too good of a person for that.

And being on a date with her, staring into her eyes, hearing her giggle… I’ve come to the very serious conclusion that I am, indeed, straight. In fact, looking at her, I don’t think I could be any straighter.

But the night wasn’t… perfect. I really should have turned my phone off. I stupidly had it on ‘vibrate’ in my pocket, and halfway through the date, I started getting messages: messages from Catherine. She was sending me pictures of herself in lingerie. I tried to ignore the messages, but I made the mistake of reading one of the message while I was taking a moment in the bathroom.

“Tell me what I should do to myself,” she wrote, sending a photo of an array of sex toys, including very intense toys, like a dildo the size of a horse’s appendage. “Or what I should do to her.” Then, she sent me a photo of her husband, now dolled up, submissive on the bed in lingerie, cheeks blushing.

And I should have continued to ignore the messages. I should have just focussed on my date. But I made the mistake of saying, “What’s that blue thing?” I was referring to a weird toy that looked like a rubber horse shoe. Ten minutes later, I got another buzz in my pocket. I saw, under the table, that it was a video.

“Excuse me,” I said to my date, heart racing. In the bathroom, in a stall, I watched the video. Catherine was fucking herself with that horseshoe sex toy: one end in her pussy, one in her asshole. She had a firm grip on it and she was pumping herself. “Want me to use it on her?” she asked.

“How would that even work?” I asked.

And then, ten minutes later, I got another video. “Are you feeling okay?” Vanessa asked me when I came back from the bathroom the third time.

“Oh, yeah. This beer is just, uh, flowing right through me.” I laughed and blushed and promised myself that I wouldn’t entertain Catherine anymore until the date was over. But the image of her fucking her husband with that toy was now in my brain: both ends of that ‘horseshoe’ in his feminized asshole. The ends were trying to pry themselves apart, effectively prying open her sissified asshole, making it gape. In the video, Catherine spat right into that gape, and then wrote, “Can you come over?”

While we walked, Vanessa reached down and held my hand. “Did you ever go on a trip like that as a kid?” she asked, and I realized I hadn’t been listening to what she was saying. God, I was acting like such a piece of shit. I was on a date with a gorgeous girl, and I couldn’t be bothered to even listen to what she had to say to me. I was trying to focus; I really was…

But I kept catching the gleam of Vanessa’s cross, and I remembered, in a text message, her telling me that she wanted to save herself for marriage—or at least until marriage was certain. Then, I found myself thinking about Catherine, who was currently offering me carefree, crazy sex. So, of course, I knew that this night wasn’t going to end in sex with Vanessa, but my male hormones were pinging off the charts. I wanted to get closer to Vanessa; I wanted to get to know her and I wanted to make a strong connection… but all I could think about was sex!

Sex, sex, sex… it’s all that’s been on my mind since I met Catherine. There’s just something about her and her ‘husband’. I hate to even call him a ‘husband’ or a he, because whenever I’m there, he is a she—and a damn-convincing she.

I probably don’t deserve a girl like Vanessa; she’s too sweet. She’s too beautiful. She’s too patient. She could have any guy, but for some reason she put up with my lousy performance, hardly listening—and now, she’s still messaging me. I think she just assumed that I was feeling nervous, and the nervousness had me feeling sick—and that sickness had me distracted. She was giving me another chance, and if only she knew that I was actually entertaining some sex fantasy with some married couple… well, I’m sure she would ghost me.

I managed to focus for the last hour of that date as we walked around the harbour front. The way the light from the boats caught her eyes… I was obsessed with her. I found myself dreading the idea of her telling me she wasn’t interested in a second date.

I held her hand and we had a fantastic conversation. For that last hour, I hardly even felt the vibrating in my pocket, and I had no interest in checking my messages.

We kissed: a short, cute kiss, but it sent my heart soaring nonetheless. She was blushing. “Let’s see each other again,” I said.

“Okay,” she whispered.

And the date ended there.

Then, I did the most despicable, awful, vile thing: I messaged Catherine and asked if she was still interested in meeting up.

It was midnight when I arrived at her house. She had lingerie and makeup ready for me. I was resistant, asking if we could just have sex in standard roles (though I told her I was willing to fuck Martin if she wanted), but Catherine begged me to put on the lingerie again. So I did it, with some makeup, and a wig.

Then, she had me mount her sissified husband. He was wearing a baby-blue lace one-piece, which had an access hole for anal sex. I pushed my cock deep into him—I mean, her—and then Catherine came up behind me and I gasped when I felt the lube-covered shaft pushing into my bum. She had a strap-on, and she was making me the middle of a sex-sandwich.

It was weird at first, but then she managed to find a sweet-spot as she thrusted into me. I fucked her sissy partner and she fucked me. By the end of the hour, I was drenched in sweat—only some of it my own. I ejaculated inside of that sissy hole, and then Catherine pulled slowly out of me, leaving me feeling strangely empty.

It was late and Catherine saw me yawning. She offered to let me stay the night. I was too tired to drive, so I agreed. “Just do us a favour and keep the lingerie on. You can wash off the makeup and take off the wig, but keep on the lingerie.” So I did, thinking little of it. Then, I asked if there was a blanket for the couch. “No, you will sleep with us, in our bed,” she said. “In the middle.” She took my hand and took me onto the bed. There was a wet spot, and I realized it was where Martin’s crotch would have been while I was fucking her in the ass. The wet spot was cum.

The both cuddled me, all three of us in lingerie. I have to admit that it was weird, but strangely comforting. When I woke up this morning, one of them was playing with my cock: stroking it slowly and playfully until I came under the covers—and I can’t say I know who it was.

They’ve asked me to come back again tonight… so I guess I will do it. I mean—at this point, what do I really have to lose? Of course I feel ashamed of it all. It’s not like I enjoy wearing lingerie and makeup, and it’s not like I would ask anyone to ‘peg’ me like that—I’m just doing it because there is sex in it for me, and sex is new to me. A week ago, I was a virgin, after all.

September 1st.

Another weird but great night with Catherine and Martin—who now wants me to call her Marla. I’m happy that she gave me a name to use, because there was just something weird about calling her ‘Martin’. Marla works better. Now, I can rationalize all of this better in my brain. With a girl name, a girl face, a girl body, a girl scent—she’s a girl, as far as I’m concerned—so this whole ‘arrangement’ seems less… gay…

Though last night was a bit weird. I suppose it got a bit… gay.

I was fucking Catherine, in the ass, because she said, “I want you to fuck me just like you fuck her.” She was moaning wildly, clutching the bed sheets, and I was thrilled, knowing that I was ass-fucking a girl (something most men only dream about). Then, Marla was suddenly behind me. She had her hands all over me, rubbing me, caressing me, which I liked… until I felt it sliding into me: her cock, pushing up into my hole. I gasped and clenched, but it was too late; I was being penetrated.

I didn’t want to be rude, so I just tried to act like it was… fine. I closed my eyes and focussed on dominating Catherine, but suddenly, it no longer felt like I was fucking her at all. In fact, I kind of just went limp, and my ‘penetrating’ her was just a repercussion of Marla pumping into me.

Both Catherine and I were submissive to Marla, who was driving into me.

Catherine was flat on the bed, and I was flat on her.

Marla pulled out of me and put her cock into Catherine, fucked her for thirty seconds, and then put it back in me. After a few minutes, I felt that emptiness when she wasn’t inside of me. So I found myself begging to be plugged; I could hear myself begging, betraying my own morals. Hearing those pleas was so shocking and disturbing, yet I was also hearing myself moaning with pleasure.

It was all so humiliating, so emasculating. I wasn’t sure I had any masculinity left.

They begged me to stay with them, to sleep between them again, so I did. And when I woke up this morning, I was staring into Marla’s eyes. She put a finger to her lips as if to tell me to be quiet, so I wouldn’t wake Catherine. Then, she gently lifted the bed sheets to show me her erection. She motioned for me to go down…

And so I did.

I can’t believe I did it, but there was some sort of curiosity I felt that I needed to satisfy… so I sucked her cock until she came in my mouth—and then I swallowed. She returned the favour right after, going down on me until I was gushing in her mouth.

This whole arrangement has probably gone too far. Now, Catherine has messaged me asking me to bring a suitcase, with some clothes and my toiletries and whatnot. She’s also gifted me a little basket of supplies, which includes feminine deodorant and perfume, as well as hair-removal cream. Something about it all just feels so… weird.

September 2nd.

Another night of sex, another night spent with the couple, sleeping in their bed. I would go more into detail, but I’m short on time, as I have to get to work. Basically, it was more of the same: us taking turns with each other, sometimes top, sometimes bottom. I don’t feel there’s a point in getting more graphic than that. My bum hurts a bit this morning, and I think I might need to take a break from taking it…

September 3rd.

I have another date with Vanessa tonight—and that should be all that’s on my mind, but, of course, I’m still obsessing over this whole arrangement with Catherine and Marla.

I stayed with them yet again last night. It’s starting to feel more normal, staying there. They didn’t even really ask me to stay; it was almost just kind of expected of me, as if I’m becoming part of their relationship… like we’re one of those… throuples. Ugh, the word alone makes me shudder. Is that what we are?

Last night was more intense. I said in my last entry that I was going to take a break from doing anal, but that’s not what happened—at all. Instead, they both took me last night, tag-teaming me together—and at one point, Marla had her cock in me while Catherine had her dildo in me. It hurt—bad—but in a weird way, I liked it and cried out for them to keep fucking. I hate who I become once we start getting dirty; it’s like I lose sight of myself.

They fucked me mercilessly. I could hardly walk this morning, and I’m still limping a little. I have to figure out what I’m going to tell Vanessa, because we’re going to walk her dog at the park. I’ll just say… I was hit by a car in a parking lot. Yeah—he was backing up and didn’t see me, and his bumper hit my tail bone. That will explain the groans whenever I go to sit on a bench.

The fact that I need a lie is so embarrassing. I just want to feel… normal. I feel like there’s so much potential here, with Vanessa, to have a beautiful girlfriend… I’m going to ignore messages from Catherine tonight. I’m going to turn off my phone, and I won’t turn it on until later—no, not even after the date. I will turn the phone on tomorrow morning. Tonight is all about Vanessa. I’m going to make her feel so special. I’m going to take her on the date that she deserves, because she’s been nothing but good to me.

September 4th.

This is going to be a long entry, because there’s… a lot. There’s a lot happening, and there’s a lot in my head.

First of all, I want to write about the proudest moment of my life, which happened just last night, when we were leaving the movie theatre. Vanessa turned to me to tell me that she had a great night. Before she could finish talking, I just went in for a kiss. It was an act of bravery that even I didn’t see coming. And she kissed back. It wasn’t just a peck; it was a full-blown smooch, for a good twenty seconds. She was red all over when I pulled back; I’m sure that I was too.

In that moment, I knew that she was the one for me. She’s so perfect. She deserves everything. I want to give her everything.

I will admit that I cheekily tried to convince her to come to my place, but she resisted, knowing that it would turn to sex. She grabbed her little crucifix and blushed and said, “I want to get to know you better.” I get it. It’s better that way.

And yes, it was the greatest moment of my life—that includes losing my virginity. Now, the memory of losing my V-card is just… embarrassing in comparison. The kiss with Vanessa was so meaningful, so profound, so special. Sex with Catherine was just… sex. It suddenly seemed so void of meaning. It was so… physical.

And when I say physical, I mean to say that it’s only physical. When I’m with Catherine and Marla, there’s no emotion there. There are no feelings being shared. There is no connection; it’s just raw, unfiltered sex.

And now I should mention Catherine and Marla.

I turned my phone on this morning and suddenly, it just started buzzing. All of the messages from last night just started pouring in: dozens of photos and messages first, and then Catherine asking, “Where are you? Are you alright? Why aren’t you here with us?” And then there were missed calls: dozens of them.

And then messages from another phone, presumably Marla’s phone. “Why aren’t you answering Catherine?”

But they got more intense. “Are you with someone else?” Catherine asked. “Are you over us?”

Some of the messages just oozed jealousy. “Are we not good enough for you? Do we not give you everything you want? Whoever you’re with—is she fulfilling your fantasies?”

The messages scared me a little. There are just… so many of them. I sent a message back, with a lie. “Sorry,” I wrote. “I had to help my parents with some things, and it got late so I crashed at their house. I left my phone at home.”

“We were worried sick about you,” Catherine said. “But tell me seriously: is there another girl? Or guy?”

“No,” I lied. I don’t know why I lied. It’s not like I promised her monogamy (if you can even call it that in a three-way relationship).

“Because we wouldn’t disrespect you by seeing someone else,” she said to me. “Come tonight, and we will fulfil another one of your fantasies.”

I know that this sounds weird, but I don’t really want to go to see Catherine and Marla tonight… but I feel this weird obligation to go, as if I owe it to them. Sure, I want to have the sex… but something about this relationship just feels weird now. I want to focus on Vanessa. I don’t know that I can expect monogamy from Vanessa this early in our relationship, but I feel like I should, out of respect to her, cut off this thing with Catherine and Marla.

I’ll do it in person… tonight. I will decline sex, and I’ll politely tell them that it’s just not working out for me.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]


September 5th.

I have to write quickly. I’m going to meet Vanessa for lunch shortly, and I’m only writing out these events to try to get them out from my mind, so I can focus on Vanessa while we’re out, because she’s far more important to me than the ridiculous drama that I’ve found myself ensconced in.

I went to Catherine’s house last night. She let me in and went to fetch me a drink. I told her that I was okay, and then I saw a look in her eye that suggested she suspected my incoming ‘breakup’. She came to me and said, “What is it? What’s the matter?”

“Nothing is the matter. I just…” I tried to say it, but she was close to me—close enough that I could smell her perfume. I swear she’d managed to unbutton her top slightly between the fridge and my position, because her breasts were practically bursting in my face.

She put her hands gently on my shoulders and said, “I just want you to remember something, Gerry...”

“What is it?”

“When you’re here, all of your dreams can come true. No matter what you want.” She smiled and bit her lip in a seductive way—and I realized she was seducing me away from breaking up with her.

I still tried to do it. I tried to break up with her, but she took me by the hand and led me to a room she’d never showed me before. I laughed when I saw it, because it was… a sex room. There’s no other word for it. It was a room with a bed on one end, a large sofa chair on the other, and a stripper pole in the middle. She led me to the chair and sat me down. “Just watch,” she whispered, and then she went to the pole and started to dance.

And she was damn-good at it. As she spun around that pole in that seductive manner, Marla slipped into the room. She giggled and waved at me. Then, she came and got down on her knees, between my legs. She had my cock out in a moment, and was sucking me while I watched Catherine on the pole.

Catherine was a bit older, in her mid-thirties, and showing a bit of her age around the eyes, her neck, her hands—but still with a killer body all things considered. She rubbed her breasts against that pole as she slid down and then up again. I was hard.

And now, I felt weird about breaking up with them. It just seemed inappropriate to allow myself to enjoy this and then to break up, like eating a fantastic meal at a restaurant before deciding not to pay.

Marla climbed onto my lap and sat on my saliva-slicked cock, letting me into her anus. She gently bounced as I rested my chin on her shoulder, so I could watch her wife perform on the pole. And now, that performance included her fingering herself in both holes.

Marla took my hand and brought it to her erection, and I instinctively started to jerk her off until she was ejaculating on my chest. Then, Catherine helped her down and took her place.

It was euphoric. It was blissful sex—so much… hedonistic pleasure. But it was really just… sex. I still felt no connection to the people I was with. In fact, while Catherine was bouncing on my lap, I closed my eyes and tried to imagine Vanessa in her place, because that helped to make me feel less guilty about the whole thing.

And then, after I finished, they made me stay with them again, in their bed. When I tried to leave, they got very tense and frustrated. Catherine even said, “So you just came here for free sex? You think we’re just a couple of… what? Whores?” She said more than that, and to be honest, I can’t recall exactly what she said, because I was so stressed out about the whole thing. I ended up deciding that it would be easiest to stay the night, and then I could figure something out in the morning.

Well, it’s morning now. And I feel weird about the whole thing still. I woke up with Marla sucking my cock. A minute before I came, Catherine sat her naked ass down on my face, her anus right on my mouth. It was like they were reminding me of why I needed them…

And it is hard to imagine life without their den of careless sex. There is something so addictive about being with them. They’ve opened my eyes to sexual pleasures that I wouldn’t have known without them—and they continue to do so, every time that I see them. In fact… I find myself getting excited about what else they’re going to show me…

But I want to be with Vanessa ultimately, and if I’m going to be with Vanessa, this sex arrangement needs to stop. Because if I found out Vanessa was in a similar arrangement, I would be hurt. I cannot let myself be a hypocrite and expect Vanessa to accept me.

I need to be a man, and I need to fix this.

I’m about to head out to see Vanessa. But first, I need to send a text message to Catherine.

“Catherine,” I’ve written, “I’m afraid this arrangement just isn’t working for me anymore. I enjoy our meetings, but I’ve decided that I’m more interested in pursuing a monogamous relationship. I hope you and Marla find another partner who can fulfil your needs. All the best. Gerry.”

I hate to send it as a text message, but every time I tried to say it in person, I froze up, and she was able to seduce me away from reason. Now, the message is sent and what’s done is done. Now, I can focus on Vanessa, because nothing else to me matters.

September 6th.

I turned my phone off for the date, and left it off until this morning. Now, I’m glad that I did. Catherine and Marla sent me dozens of messages, and tried to phone me dozens of times. And the most frightening message was from Catherine: “You’re not answering, so we’re coming to find you.”

And what does that even mean? Do they even know where I live? Do they know much about me at all? I mean—did I even ever tell them my last name?

If I had seen that message while on a date with Vanessa, the anxiety would have ruined me. Luckily, my phone was off, so I had an incredible evening with an incredible girl. Looking into her eyes all night… I knew that I made the right choice, cutting out Catherine and Marla. I knew that I had to be all-in with Vanessa—even if she ended up deciding that I wasn’t right for her—at least I tried.

We talked all night. We just kept talking and talking, and we lost track of time and realized how late it was. I took her dancing, even though I’ve always been a lousy dancer. Then, we left the club and wandered around the streets and kept talking. She blushed and said, “You’re shorter than guys I’ve dated before.”

This made me embarrassed. My height was a bit of a… soft spot. But she made it better by saying, “I like it though. It makes you cuter. Tall guys just give me the creeps, to be honest.”

Then, when we stopped at the waterfront, she blushed again and said, “I couldn’t help but notice, when we were dancing…”

“What?” I said.

“Do you shave your legs?”

I turned dark red. “I, uh, shaved them for this thing that I did—but I’m growing it back out now.” I was so embarrassed that she’d noticed.

She laughed and said, “I actually like them smooth. There’s something about leg hair—and body hair in general—that just… gives me the ick. I don’t know—something about little ticklish hairs everywhere. Maybe I’m a weirdo.”

I perked up. “Well, if you want, I can keep shaving. Makes no difference to me.”

She blushed again, and then we kissed. I suppose it was a weird cue to kiss on, but the kiss was fantastic nonetheless. It was interrupted by a car horn. I don’t know where the horn came from, but it gave me a real scare, and her too.

Then, I tried again to convince her to come and see my place. She declined the invite, though I could tell that it was hard choice to make. “But I want to see you again.”

“Tomorrow?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“It’s a date.”

And that’s all I should be thinking about. I’m about to go on a date with a gorgeous woman who is absolutely into me… but all I can think about is Catherine and Marla, and the weird ‘threats’ that they’ve been sending me—like the one that just came in now.

“You just used us for your own pleasure, and if you think you’re going to get away with that, you’re mistaken.” It came from Marla’s phone. Should I respond? Or should I just keep ghosting them? Maybe I should block them altogether.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


September 7th.

It’s late. I just got back from my date with Vanessa, which was going great—until it wasn’t.

We got dinner together at a cute little restaurant. Vanessa was just starting to open up to me about some trauma she went through as a kid. She was telling me about an uncle would babysit her on weekends, and he would touch her inappropriately. It was a shocking, awful story, and something she endured for years…

And then, when I should have been comforting and consoling her, I saw Catherine out the window. She was standing there, wearing a dark hoodie… staring at me. She just stood there, staring—not even running to hide once I saw her there.

“I’ve never told anyone about it,” Vanessa told me with a tear in her eye. “But it feels good to tell someone.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying hard to stay focussed on the very serious conversation that we were having. “Totally.”

“He would do awful things to me, and tell me that it was normal. He tole me that all little girls had to do it.”

Catherine’s eyes narrowed as she glared at me. A small grin appeared on her face. I watched as she shook her head before stepping out of sight. How did she find me there? Why couldn’t she just accept my ‘breakup’ message?

“Gerry?” Vanessa said.

“Huh?”

“What are you looking at?” She looked back at the window, where Catherine had been standing.

“Oh—sorry. I was listening. It’s just—I thought I saw someone I knew at the window.” I looked back at her and saw that she looked a bit hurt, with a pale sort of pallor.

“It’s okay. I know that it’s… a lot. I probably shouldn’t have said anything,” she said. “It got too personal.”

“No. Not at all,” I said. “I’m glad you told me. I’m glad you trust me enough to open up with me. It means a lot—and I’m really sorry you had to go through that.”

She smiled—a weak smile before wiping away the little tear coming from her eye. “Thanks, Gerry.”

Then, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I made the mistake of checking it under the table. It was Catherine. “I knew it,” she wrote. “I knew you were cheating on us this whole time—and with some cheap-looking whore.”

I felt the colour draining from my face.

“Is everything okay?” Vanessa asked.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “Just… work keeps messaging me. I’m just going to turn my phone off.” I turned my phone off, but that didn’t make that dread go away.

“Maybe we can go for a walk,” she said. But I was dreading the idea of being out of that restaurant, out in the dim lamplight of the night. I felt so vulnerable. As we started to walk, I could feel the gazes of hidden eyes. I just knew that they were watching us together—but why? What were they going to do? I couldn’t imagine them doing anything… violent—but maybe they would walk up and tell Vanessa everything we did together. Maybe they would tell her that, while we were dating, I was also meeting up and fucking them—and letting them fuck me. Maybe they would tell Vanessa that I liked getting dressed up like a girl.

Now, I was starting to wonder if Catherine and Marla had ever filmed our intercourse. Oh God—what if they put a video out, with my name attached to it? Vanessa would be repulsed. My family would disown me. My friends would never want to hang out with me again.

Vanessa was holding my hand and telling me about… something. I hate to admit it, but I wasn’t listening; I just couldn’t focus on what she had to say. Every little noise had me looking over my shoulder. Every pair of distant eyes could have belonged to them.

And Vanessa noticed my distraction. Finally, she stopped and said, “I think I’m going to call an Uber.”

“You don’t want to keep walking?”

“I’m kind of tired,” she said.

My heart sank. I was worried that this would be the last time we would be out together. I was worried that I blew it. So I said, “I’m really sorry about tonight. Things are just kind of hectic at the moment, and there’s a lot on my mind.”

“It’s fine, Gerry,” she said. She’d already called the Uber, and it was only a few minutes away—so I only had a few minutes to fix this.

“I really want to see you again,” I said.

She smiled, but said nothing. My heart sank further. “There’s a show at the Mermaid this weekend—on Friday, actually. I’ll get us tickets. A few bands… good drinks. We can dance. I’ll leave my phone at home.”

“Maybe,” she said. “I have to check my schedule with work.”

Was it already too late?

“Call me when you get home,” I said. “So I know you’re safe.”

She looked at me strangely. “Okay,” she said after a moment. “And you be sure to have a good night. I, uh, hope you sort out all of your… hectic stuff.”

“I will. I promise. That won’t be a problem next time we go out.”

She nodded her head. I went in for a kiss—and she allowed it, though her body was tense and she didn’t seem all that into it. I’m definitely fearing the worst now. She messaged me a little whole ago. “Home,” she said simply.

“Have a great night, beautiful,” I wrote back, and she didn’t reply. Maybe she will reply soon… Maybe I’m just overthinking it all…

But it really did turn into a terrible date. I can’t imagine being in her shoes, suffering through something like that. For that last hour, I hardly heard a word she said. Why did Catherine have to show up like that? What did she have planned for me?

September 8th.

It’s been quiet today… I’ve been hoping to hear from Vanessa, but she hasn’t messaged. I don’t want to seem desperate, so I’m not going to blow up her phone. I’ll just give her some space and hope to God that she comes around.

And I haven’t heard from Catherine, or Marla. Their silence is almost worse than Vanessa’s silence. The longer they stay silent, the more I worry about their ‘plot’. They’re up to something; they’re going to make me pay for my apparent ‘infidelity’.

September 9th.

Another day went by and I didn’t hear from either Catherine or Vanessa. God, this silence is becoming unbearable. Just a few minutes ago, I sent Vanessa a message, “Any chance you’re free Friday? I’ve been missing you.” Was that last part too much? Do I sound desperate? It’s true… I really do miss her.

September 10th.

At this point, I’m convinced that I’ve ruined things with Vanessa. She still hasn’t replied to my message. All I can remember is her face before she got into that Uber… that look of total disappointment, right after she made herself so vulnerable. That face seemed to say, ‘I’m never going to make myself vulnerable with someone ever again.’

Wait—my phone just buzzed. It’s her!

“Hey Gerry! Sorry for the delay, I was waiting to get my work schedule. Just got it. Looks like I’m free Friday if you want to get tickets to that thing. It sounded like fun. Is there something specific I should wear?”

Ah, I could just bounce around the room. I get to see her again in two days! And this time, I’m not going to let Catherine ruin things. I’m going to leave my phone at home—and even if I see her lingering around, watching me, I’m just going to ignore her. I’m sure that I can just ignore her…

I need to get those tickets before they sell out. The website isn’t working right now, but I know they’re selling tickets at the venue, so I’m going to drive down and secure a couple. We’re going to have fun. I can’t wait.

September 11th.

It’s weird to think just how ‘complicated’ my life has gotten in the past month. I just read through my diary, from the start… and wow… My life is totally different after just a few weeks. One month ago, there was no Vanessa… and no Catherine or Marla…

But now, there very much is Catherine and Marla, and it’s a problem. I was out last night, at the mall. I decided that I needed to get a fresh outfit for the date—and maybe a new cologne. I figure if I’m going to win Vanessa’s heart, I have to put in the effort. I can’t just expect to coast into her life.

So I went to the mall. I was in H&M, in the change room, when I heard some voices outside of my stall. I didn’t think much of it; it’s a mall after all. But I heard the clerk say, “No problem; I’ll give it to him when he’s out.” And it seemed a bit strange, since I was pretty sure that I was the only one using those chaining rooms—unless someone had quietly slipped in.

Then, when I emerged, the clerk smiled at me and said, “Someone asked me to give this to you.” She handed me a black shopping bag.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Someone said that you left it in another store.”

“It’s not mine,” I said.

“They insisted it was, but maybe they were mistaken. Customer service is just around the corner; you could just drop it off there on your way out of the store.”

While I was in line to pay, I decided to peek in that mysterious bag. There, I saw a note sitting on top of a soft satin outfit. “A gift for you, Gerry. For your date tomorrow.”

It felt like an iron fist was clenching my heart. I knew, without a doubt, that it was from Catherine. I felt sick. My legs felt weak. This was like a warning: their way of telling me that they were planning to ruin my date. And now, they were getting into my head, knowing that the stress was just going to make that date even worse.

I paid and then went out into the mall, looking left and right, hoping to spot one of them. I rushed through the hallways, starting to sweat. I hated these people for trying to ruin my life like this. Why wouldn’t they just leave me alone?

I took that little dress home, knowing that it could be… I don’t know—evidence, if I need to get the police involved. And maybe that is what I need to do. Maybe I need to call the police…

And then tell them what? That I let some couple dress me up like a girl? That I let Catherine’s sissified husband fuck me in the ass? Was I going to tell a cop that there might be a video of me sucking a sissy’s shaft? I would never be able to face that humiliation. I had to figure out how to deal with this on my own…

I decided to call Catherine, just a few minutes ago.

She didn’t answer. I left her a message, begging her to stay out of my life. “Please, Catherine. I did nothing to you. I really do just want the best for you. I want you to be happy with Marla. You were so sweet with me… But I also want you to leave me alone, because this stress is ruining my life. Please.”

I have a feeling the begging will be ignored. Catherine is going to ruin my life one way or another.


CHAPTER 7
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September 12th.

I have to get ready for my date. No time to write. Sorry.

September 13th.

Bear with me while I sort out my thoughts.

Last night was…

I’m not sure the right word for it.

I picked Vanessa up from her place around six. I was dying from stress, but I did have a little bit of a plan. As soon as I left my place, I suspected that Catherine was following me. So I took a detour on the way to the venue, turning into the busy downtown core and then turning suddenly down an alleyway that I knew went to an old parking garage. I drove quickly to the second floor and parked in a concrete nook.

I looked over at Vanessa, who looked a bit nervous, as if she was considering the possibility that I was kidnapping her. “W—What are we doing?” she asked.

“I’m just… waiting for something,” I said. “It’s, uh, part of the plan, actually.” I looked at her and smiled. “We’re actually going to take an Uber to the venue.”

“We are?”

I nodded. “But I figured it would be cheaper to drive halfway and then Uber from here—save on the Uber cost.”

“Isn’t parking at the venue only like, five dollars?” she said. “I can pay it if you want.”

“Oh, no, it’s more… about being able to get out easier. You know how it is, leaving a busy venue after a show. This is just easier—trust me.” I opened her car door for her and guided her to the other side of the building. I made sure that we moved fast, in case Catherine had a tracking device on my car and was now trying to find us in that parking garage. We went down the west staircase but stopped by the stairwell door while we waited for the Uber. “Can’t we wait outside?”

“Let’s just wait here. It’s kind of hot out, don’t you think?”

“I thought it was really nice,” she said.

“It’s only five minutes.”

She looked at me strangely. But she giggled, thinking the whole thing was funny. Maybe she thought that I had some big surprise planned. Maybe I should have planned a surprise to make this all seem less weird. When we saw the Uber pull up, I grabbed her hand and ran her to the car. She giggled as we ran, thinking that it was all just silliness. She had no idea that I was trying to avoid being seen by a crazed woman.

Ten minutes later, we were at the venue, but I was still nervous. I looked around the area to spot a place where we could enjoy the bands without being spotted. “How’s about over there?” I said, pointing to the other side of the busy beer garden, where there were outhouses and garbage cans.

“Ew? Are you serious?”

“Not right up next to the outhouses—but just over there. We’re close to the beer garden, bathrooms, and it’s not too busy,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s not busy because nobody wants to stand by the bathrooms, Gerry!” she said, laughing. “We can set our stuff up right here. It’s perfect. We have a view of the stage and it’s not too loud. The beer garden is just a short walk over there.”

But we were right in the middle of that field, where everyone could see us. My heart started racing, but I tried not to let the stress get to me.

I went to fetch us some drinks. Vanessa stayed to hold our spot, but that tension came with me. I kept looking around, seeing figures that resembled Catherine and Marla. And that feeling of being watched never left me.

But I tried to ignore that stress. I wasn’t going to let it ruin a good date—because so far, we were having fun. I brought Vanessa a drink and I put my arm over her as the first band started playing. After a few songs, I stopped worrying about Catherine and Marla. I started to think that their prolonged silence possibly meant that they had moved on. Maybe some other guy matched with them on Tinder, and now they were occupied having fun with him.

And good for them, right?

Then, after the first band got off the stage, Vanessa pulled out her phone and said, “These two random numbers keep phoning me. I don’t usually pick up unknown numbers—but maybe someone’s actually trying to get a hold of me.”

“Don’t,” I said suddenly, tensing up. “It’s, uh, probably a scam. That’s the only reason anyone calls these days. And scams are so sophisticated now. I heard people are using AI and whatever to make them even more intense. Just ignore them. In fact—you should block their numbers. If they want to reach you, they will send you an e-mail or something.” My heart was racing.

She stared at me for a long moment before she started to laugh. “You got really serious there,” she said.

I feigned a laugh. “I just hate scammers.”

Then, someone with a shirt that said ‘EVENT STAFF’ on it came up to us and said, “Excuse me, are you Gerry?”

I felt my skin turning pale. “W—Why?” I said.

“Someone phoned the venue and is looking for you. You matched the description they gave us.”

“Is everything alright?” Vanessa asked, eyes widening. She knew that I’d left my phone at home.

“They said it’s serious.”

“What description?” I said. “What did they tell you? How did you know it was me?” These were the questions I wanted to know—I cared more to know how they were finding me than what they had to say. Vanessa looked at me strangely.

“Just go take the call, Gerry. I’ll wait with our stuff,” Vanessa said.

I felt sick. I didn’t want to take the call, so I waved the guy away. “It’s fine,” I said. “I don’t want to take calls right now.”

“They said it was serious.”

“Go, Gerry. It’s fine,” Vanessa said.

So I went with the staff member to a little ticket booth. He grabbed the phone and put it to his ear. “Hello? Yeah, he’s here,” he said.

He handed me the phone. I put it to my ear slowly, hand trembling. “W—What is it?”

“How’s the concert, Gerry?” asked a girly voice with a slight masculine twang.

I knew it was Marla, so I hung up. The staff member looked at me strangely. “Did you just hang up on them?”

“It’s a prankster. If they call back, you should just hang up on them too.”

I rushed out of that hut. No—I wasn’t going to let them ruin this night for me… I wasn’t going to let them occupy space in my mind. But, of course, it wasn’t so easy to stop thinking about them. They’d tracked me down. They knew where I was and who I was with, and they were able to get to me.

They were insane. And they were going to ruin everything… somehow.

While that second band started playing, and I tried desperately to forget about those psychos, it occurred to me that I had to come clean about what I did before they had a chance to turn it into ammunition. If I took their guns away from them, how could they hurt me?

I spent the next eight songs thinking about this, while Vanessa cuddled into me. Her warm, soft body felt so nice. She was so beautiful. So serene. So perfect.

I couldn’t let them take her from me.

So when the band’s last song ended, I looked at her and said, “There’s something that I should probably tell you.”

She looked nervous, but receptive. So I told her… I told her about that humiliating truth, and I left noting out except for the graphic details. “I met them on Tinder,” I said. “And I met them about… ten times.”

“For a threesome?” Vanessa asked.

I nodded my head. “It seemed harmless at first, but now I regret it, and that’s why I’ve been so distracted lately. I—I broke up with them about a week ago.”

“A week ago?” she asked.

I bit my tongue. “Yeah. There was some overlap. I’m not proud of it.”

“How much… overlap?”

“After our first couple dates, I went to spend the night with them,” I said, trying to be as clear as possible. I didn’t want any lies between us.

“O—Okay,” she said. “I mean… we just started dating.”

“I still don’t feel good about it,” I said. “I feel like crap about it, actually. And… I know how serious you are about loyalty and how against infidelity you are. I know you’re saving yourself for the right person, and… when you told me that, I was seeing other people, and I didn’t mention it… that was wrong.”

She looked down, trying to process it all. I bit my tongue.

I still had more to say.

“There’s, uh, more to it…”

“What?”

“I’m probably about to scare you off,” I said.

“Why? What is it?”

“When I was with these… people, I, uh… had intercourse with… both of them.”

“The man and the woman?” Vanessa asked, looking even more pale now.

“Yes. Well… the man was only… kind of a man. I mean—he would dress like a girl, and he was very convincing. I know that sounds crazy and… like a bad excuse, but that’s how the arrangement worked out. Sometimes they would… beg me to sleep over. And sometimes…”

“What?”

“They wanted me to dress like a girl for them. So I did. They put makeup on me and had me shave my legs. They put a wig on me, and… yeah.”

Vanessa was silent. She looked… horrified. And I knew that it was the end of our relationship. I knew that there was no coming back from this, and maybe I should have kept my mouth shut… but with Catherine out there wanting her ‘revenge’, I knew that this secret was going to come out eventually.

“And, uh… you liked it?” she asked.

I closed my eyes, overwhelmed with humiliation. “I… enjoyed it in a physical way. But there was no emotional connection whatsoever. It was just… physical.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment.

“But I ended it,” I said. “I got to know you better, and I decided I wanted nothing to do with them. And now, they seem to think that I ‘cheated’ on them. I don’t know—maybe I did. Maybe I should have made it clear that I wasn’t committing to them in a monogamous way. I thought that was obvious, but maybe it wasn’t obvious to them, and now they want to ruin my life. That’s who phoned the venue just now—and the other night, when we were on that date, they showed up and were watching me through the restaurant window; that’s why I got so nervous. That’s why I had such a hard time concentrating. But I’m not going to let them control me anymore. I’m not going to let them ruin my life.”

Vanessa stared at me for a long time, seemingly hurt. I took a deep breath. “I know I should have told you right away, but I was scared.”

“There’s something I should have told you—but I’ve been scared,” Vanessa said suddenly.

I paused. “What is it?” Now, I was worried that she was going to tell me that she was actually married or something.

The air became silent. Then, she closed her eyes and took a long, deep breath in. “I’m trans,” she said.

“T—Trans?”

“I was born a man. I’ve only been a girl for three years. I’ve only been on pills for a couple of years. These boobs… they’re just from taking hormone pills; that’s why they’re so small. In fact, I have pads in right now. Without the pads, I’m, like, an A-cup. And… I still have a penis.”

“You have a… penis?” I said.

She nodded her head, turning red with humiliation.

“I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you. I should have told you before we kissed… but I was so scared you were going to hate me—and then I was even more scared after we kissed, because I didn’t want you to get mad about having kissed a… boy.”

“Oh my God,” I said. “Vanessa… I don’t care about that. That doesn’t bother me at all.”

My heart started racing. It really didn’t bother me. It really didn’t matter to me that she was trans, or that she had a penis… though I think it would have scared me away a month earlier. But now, I had experience being with someone who was ‘trans’ (though I’m still not sure if Marla is trans or just… fluid).

“You really don’t care?” she asked, eyes beaming.

“Not at all.”

She bit her lip, and then she hugged me. She snuggled into me, seemingly forgetting about my own confession—or perhaps she just didn’t care.

During the next set, her phone buzzed with a message. It was from that ‘unknown’ number. It was Catherine, telling her my ‘secret’. “Your ‘boyfriend’ was having a relationship with me and my husband for weeks when you were dating,” Catherine said. And I’m sure Catherine thought she was doing a lot of harm—but Vanessa just laughed at the timing of it all.

I felt so relieved—relief that I can’t even begin to describe. I felt so happy, so lucky. I held her close to me, and then she said, “Why don’t we get an Uber back to your place?”

So we left the venue before the next band and got into an Uber.

At my place, we kissed. It was passionate, with my hands all over her and her hands all over me. She reached up my shirt and clawed at my chest, and then I did away with her little blazer and her soft white shirt, exposing her padded bra. Gently, I unclipped the bra and let it fall to the floor, exposing her small breasts.

It was only a second later when my lips were around her puffy nipples. I sucked and she moaned. And then I felt it: the tightening in her skirt as her shaft began stretching outwards. She wasn’t lying: she was trans.

But she was amazingly convincing. It was hard to believe—though I will admit that there were small signs that I’d overlooked. There was a slight twang to her voice that seemed more obvious now. There was a flatness to her hips that I just figured was her skinniness.

But none of that mattered. I loved her the way that she was, and I wanted to be with her no matter what she had going on with her body.

I lifted her skirt and saw her small cock, now erect. It was only about four-inches: cute and unthreatening. I dropped to my knees and began to suck it, stroking it gently and feeling her throbbing tip against the roof of my mouth. She moaned: a precious sound that was so much more satisfying than any of the orgasmic sounds Catherine ever made.

I sucked her for just one minute, and then a sudden gushing in my mouth made me gasp. I looked up and she was red in the face, frozen all over. She was ejaculating, unexpectedly. “I’m so so sor—sorry!” she moaned as she came.

I sucked it all up and swallowed it. Then I laughed and said, “Why are you saying sorry?”

She looked away, embarrassed, and said, “I’m a virgin. I—I thought I would last longer than that.”

I stood up and we kissed. She probably tasted some of her own sweet cum on my lips. The kiss went on for about ten minutes, until we were stumbling in my bedroom, onto the bed. I got my clothes off and then I gently mounted her. She strained and groaned as I penetrated her. I was slow, knowing she was a virgin, but she took it well. I pumped her gently as she moaned. I clenched her small cock and I pumped her. Then, she batted her lashes and said, “Would you… sit on me?”

It was a moment before she was asking me to pull out of her and to let her cock into my ass. I did it happily. Her small cock felt perfect in my tush. I clenched my cheeks around her shaft and gently bounced up and down.

Her tip hit the perfect spot, making me cry out until I spewed all over her beautiful chest.

And in that moment, I realized how amazing it was to be with someone you love, and not just someone ‘hot’ and ‘willing’. But was I regretful that I gave Catherine my virginity? Yes… and no. I mean—if I hadn’t met Catherine, I wouldn’t have met Marla, and if I hadn’t had my experiences with Marla, I probably wouldn’t have been open to a girl like Vanessa. But thanks to being a bit experienced, I was able to accept Vanessa with open arms, and without hesitation.

Thanks to meeting Catherine, I was not getting to experience true love, with someone more perfect than I could have even imagined a month earlier.

She came inside of me, pushing her small cock as far in as she could. I felt the warm gushing, and knew that this was exactly what I wanted.

As she pulled out, she eyed the shopping bag with the satin dress in it. “What’s that?” she asked.

I briefly told her the story. She blushed and said, “Want to try it on for me?”

I turned dark red. My heart started racing with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. “You want me to?”

She nodded her head. Her eyes twinkled.

THE END
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