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There is nothing more liberating than jumping on a bike and heading riding for an hour and ending up someplace that felt completely new. While I never got too far, it was still away from my typical stomping grounds and it kept me in amazing shape. A lot of my friends thought I was insane for biking at least two hours a day Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, but it was what I enjoyed doing.

No matter how many times I did it, I never felt like I went to the same spot twice. Living in a populated area was unique like that. As I kicked the stand down for my bike and got off to stretch my legs, a smile crossed my lips. The river that this bridge covered was beautiful to look at and I managed to get here at nearly a perfect time.

The sun slowly dipped in the sky and cast an orange hue on the world below. Bright beams of reflected light bounced back up at me and I couldn’t help but enjoy the magical moment.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” a soft voice asked.

I turned to look at the source. A woman that barely looked a day over twenty had her hands nervously behind her back as she walked closer toward the side of the bridge where I was.

Her dark brown hair drifted in the breeze. The woman’s facial features were angular, yet still soft enough to not be off-putting. Her small chest was barely noticeable under her slightly baggy shirt, but her skinny jeans didn’t leave much to the imagination. At best, she was petite, but that wasn’t a problem for me. If anything, it added to her appeal.

“It is,” I said. “I’ve never seen something like this in person.”

“I come here most days. My ex used to bring me here,” she said quietly.

I frowned and leaned on the solid railing, “I don’t know how to respond to that.”

She offered me a weak smile and then looked back out over the water, “She passed away last year. It was painless but I still miss her. I knew that her illness was terminal when we started dating, but she really helped me understand that life is short. You’ve got to enjoy the little things and make your way as best you can.”

“She must have been a wonderful woman,” I said. This wasn’t the conversation I expected to have when I left the house today.

“She was, but that’s not the point. It’s nice to see someone else enjoying the same thing I do,” she said.

I smiled and stepped closer to her, “My name is Demi, by the way.”

“Mia,” she wrapped an arm around my waist and gave me an awkward side-hug. “Nice to meet you.”

She certainly didn’t mind getting close and personal. Her sweet vanilla perfume was just strong enough to leave me with the desire for more of her. I hated that my mind was going here after hearing about her ex-girlfriend, but damn, she was perfect so far.

I returned the hug as best I could, “I take it you’re from around here?”

“Yeah, I live a few streets away,” Mia said.

“That’s neat, the place seems pretty nice. I’m just visiting.”

She smiled and slowly pulled her hand away, “Well, if you’re visiting, why don’t you let me show you a nice place for dinner?”

“Are you asking me out?” I asked.

Mia chuckled and nodded, “If you’re saying yes, then yeah, I am. If you’re not, then it’s just dinner between two strangers.”

“Sounds like a date to me,” I smiled, “but I’m fine with a date. It’s been a little while since I’ve let a woman take me out.”

She put her arm back around my waist, “Any reason for that?”

“Mm, something about having a dick usually makes most women feel like I should be taking the lead more often,” I said casually.

Her arm tensed up for a moment before her fingers tapped my side, “I can’t tell if you’re being serious or not.”

“I’m dead serious,” I said flatly. She pulled away from me and stared at my blue jean shorts for a moment. I chuckled and slid my hand down to my package and shifted it toward my left thigh. When she saw that the bulge wasn’t just a bunching up of the cloth, her eyes went wide.

“Son of a bitch, that’s definitely a dick. Unless you walk around with an air pump in your pants,” she said jokingly.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, “I do like to have one handy in case my tires get low. But sadly for you, it’s real.”

“Why sadly? What makes you think that I mind at all? How often can you say that you meet beautiful blondes with packages that put most men to shame?” Mia asked.

“Fair point, but you’re taking me on a date after knowing that up front. Surely you don’t think that I’m going to believe that you’ve got good intentions,” I said with a smirk.

She shrugged her shoulders and walked towards my bike. Mia kicked the stand back up and started walking away with it, “You coming or not?”

“I’m not sure, I’m enjoying your ass jiggle,” I called out to her. An approaching couple heard my comment and laughed quietly. If I wasn’t so damn interested in that ass, I might have felt a little shame for how bold I was being. Then again, why should I? A woman like Mia telling me that she wanted to take me out even after knowing that I wasn’t what I seemed… That was reason enough to not care about a little laughter in a place where no one knew me.

As I hurried to catch up to her, she spoke softly, “You know, I’m not really adverse to you checking me out, but try not to compliment me too much. I would hate to get all hot and bothered because you’re such a sweetie just for you to leave me alone with my fingers.”

There was nothing sexier than a woman that knew what she wanted and how to get it. “I wouldn’t leave you alone with those little things. Not if you thought you could handle me,” I taunted.

She stopped for a moment and glanced around. There were a few other people, but she didn’t seem to care as she pushed her hand into the front of my shorts and grabbed my cock, “Don’t think for a second that I can’t take this to the hilt and still want more. You don’t want to know what kind of dildos I have in my apartment.”

“Maybe I do,” I grunted.

Mia chuckled and pulled her hand out of my pants, “Sucks to be you. Nothing against you, Demi, but you’re not coming home with me. I love this bridge for more than the view. It’s one of the few places where you can get bent over at night and not have to worry too much about the police showing up.”

My eyebrow arched but she just kept moving. I didn’t want to think she was some kind of whore, but damn, I wasn’t going to turn her down. It’s not like I never had the opportunity elsewhere, but I usually didn’t feel the urge like I did with Mia. She was a stranger, sure, but that was exciting. There was no need to be super sweet, we both knew what we wanted. If she wouldn’t tell me to fuck off, I’d ask her to skip the date.

As she made clear, she knew what she wanted. We walked for nearly ten minutes before we arrived at a hole in the wall Italian restaurant. She leaned my bike against the brick wall near the entrance.

“Can’t we lock it up somewhere nearby?” I asked.

“It’s going to be safe, trust me. I know the people here, they’re not thieves. If someone did try to jack your bike, they’d stop them,” she said.

I hesitated for a moment but she took by the hand, “You’re going to have to trust me, even if it’s just a little, sweetie.”

“F-Fine, but if it’s gone when we come back, you’re buying me another,” I grumbled.

She smiled and led me into the building. Once inside, the waitress greeted Mia by name and walked us to a booth in the back.

No sooner than we were seated with the menus, Mia’s foot started rubbing my crotch underneath the table, “You know what I want, I’m sure my friend here won’t need long to make up her mind either.”

My cheeks burned and I shook my head, “U-Uh, I’ll do the house lasagna.”

“Wonderful, I’ll be back soon with your drinks,” the waitress said and hurried away.

I couldn’t keep my eyes on Mia’s as her toes toyed with my cock, “Something wrong, Demi?”

“N-Nothing at all. Never been played with under a table like this before,” I mumbled.

“Sounds like you’ve been missing out. Then again, I guess I should probably stop. I wouldn’t want you to blow your load too soon,” she teased.

I nodded my head, “R-Right.”

The waitress came back and put down our glasses. Mia’s toes continued to work along the underside of my cock as she asked me, “Demi, doesn’t Charlotte have the most beautiful eyes?”

I glanced from Mia’s eyes to the waitress and she smiled back at me, “Y-Yeah, I mean, t-they’re the second most beautiful pair in this building.”

As corny as it was, Mia’s soft blue eyes had the waitress’s dull brown eyes beat by leagues. I couldn’t help myself though, with as forward as she was being with me, I felt like Mia deserved honesty in return. If the waitress took offense to what I said, so be it. She wasn’t the one I wanted to leave a good impression on.

Mia chuckled, “Good save, I would hate to have my date compliment a stranger over me.”

Charlotte fist bumped Mia, “I’ve got your back, girl.”

“I know you do, that’s why I had to use you as a test for poor little Demi here,” Mia said as she pulled her foot away from my cock.

I let out a deep sigh of relief as Charlotte giggled, “Put your shoe back on, Mia, she’s beet red. She’ll cream her panties if you keep playing with her.”

The waitress walked away and I mumbled, “Friend of yours, I take it?”

“A very close friend of mine. You don’t think I don’t have some sort of process for making sure the people I think are worth fucking don’t just disappoint me?” she asked. “I enjoy it when my partner makes me feel like I’m the greatest thing since sliced bread. Like I said earlier, enjoy the little things.”

I smiled and tried to calm down from the play. The date wasn’t exactly without strings, but at least I passed this little test of hers. Not too much later, out food was brought out and we ate relatively quietly. At a few points, Mia’s foot returned to my cock and I tried not to choke on my food when it did. She was a tease, that much was for sure, but I liked her.

It wasn’t every day that I met someone like her and she was a pleasant beacon of light shining through normally cloudy skies. Once we finished, she covered the bill and took my hand as she led me out of the restaurant. Her free hand grabbed my bike from the side of the building and she spoke softly, “Told you it would be safe.”

I smiled and rested my head on her shoulder, “I love that bike more than I love most people. I didn’t mean to sound like I wasn’t trusting you, but I really would have probably cried if it was gone.”

Mia chuckled and whispered in my ear, “If it was gone, I’d let you fuck me twice any way you wanted.”

“Can we pretend that it was stolen?” I asked.

“That depends on how you wanted to fuck me,” she purred. “But we’ve still got to get back to the bridge. I’m still getting my way first, long before you even think about having your way with me.”

I smiled and let her lead me along. For the first time in a long time, I was being allowed to take the less active role on a date. Mia made me feel secure and desirable. Most people seemed to either be interested in me specifically because of my cock or they wanted nothing to do with me specifically because of my cock.

As irritating as it was, it was my life now and I accepted that as a fact. Mia didn’t make me feel that way. She didn’t seem to care too much about what was in my pants, but I doubted she would want any random stranger. As much as people pretended looks didn’t play into things, a fit blonde sure did get a lot more interest than the wimpy black-haired guy I used to present as.

The moon was making its way into the sky as we arrived at the bridge. She smiled at me and nodded off to the side and spoke quietly, “I’m surprised there isn’t a trail leading down by now. I come down here all the time.”

“That many hookups?” I asked.

Mia sighed, “Not that many, actually. If I’m going to be honest with you, Demi, you look a lot like my ex did. The few people I’ve been interested in usually just don’t meet my criteria after we start talking. You’re a little different. Sure, I get it, you want to get laid, but at least you’re being sweet to me. If anything, I feel like I’m pushing myself onto you.”

She swung her legs over the rail and gestured to my bike, “Hand me that?”

I nodded and lifted it up and over. She took it and waited for me to climb over. The admittance that I looked like her girlfriend was a little uncomfortable for me. Sure, I figured she wanted me based on my looks, but it didn’t feel right that she was interested in me because I looked like someone she used to love. Mia was being honest though. That was more than most people were to me as a whole.

“I don’t really feel like you’re pushing too much. Believe it or not, I don’t want to have sex with everyone I meet. You’re a sweet person. Not to mention, you’re very close to being the exact type of woman I fantasize about,” I mumbled.

She laughed and led me down the slope, “I’m surprised you have to fantasize about anyone. With what you’ve got packed away down there, I can’t imagine that you couldn’t find someone to fuck you based solely on that.”

I sighed, “That’s not the kind of sex I’d want to have.”

“What’s the difference with me, then?” she asked.

After a few moments, I mumbled, “I don’t know.”

“Do you believe in fate, Demi?”

She turned to face me now that we were under the bridge. It was surprisingly pleasant under the bridge. The faint moonlight reflected off the water and provided a fair amount of light for us to see. Mia’s eyes appeared gray in the pale light. Those captivating orbs kept me from responding for a moment, but I eventually nodded my head.

“I think that you and I were supposed to meet. Maybe it’s Chelsea telling me to move on from the afterlife. Maybe you’re just a random stranger and I’m horny. I know which of those two that I’d like to believe. Look, I’m not asking you to devote your life to me, but I would like to see you again. I don’t know if that’s something that can happen and I still want to fuck you either way, but it would be nice,” she said.

Her tone sounded tired. Not the kind of tired that would make you want to crawl into bed. That would be too easy to brush off. Mia sounded tired of chasing after happiness. I knew exactly how that sounded. When I finally decided to tell people to suck a fat cock if they didn’t approve of me transitioning, I’d reached the same point. My transition was my last attempt at trying to be happy.

Luckily for me, the chance I took was exactly what I needed to feel like life still had something for me. As insane as it was, I could see what Mia was talking about when she mentioned fate. This wasn’t a chance encounter. There was no way it could have been. Some insane urge sent me on these trips and I never knew what I would find. But what if this was what I was meant to find after all this time?

“I’d like to see you again, Mia. I just hope that you don’t change your mind after we’re finished tonight,” I mumbled.

She smirked and locked eyes with me, “Demi, I’m not the kind of person who doesn’t trust their gut. My gut is telling me that this is what I need in my life. Or the pasta isn’t setting well, but I’ve never had an issue with Italian food before.”

I couldn’t help but giggle at her comment. Mia let my bike rest on the ground and stepped towards me. The cool night air didn’t seem so cold as she closed the distance. Her lips pressed against mine and her hands fell to my waist. The teasing she did earlier didn’t come close to the sensation that washed over me when I tasted her sweet lips.

Electric tingles sparked through me and I let my lips part as her tongue pushed into my mouth. Love at first sight wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. But if it wasn’t, why was my heart telling me that it did?

Mia’s hands slid down to my ass and she pulled me against her. After a few moments, she broke the kiss and spoke in a sensual tone, “I want to ride you, baby.”

There wasn’t even a second of hesitation as I worked to undo the button of my shorts. Mia wasted no time in taking off her shoes, then her skinny jeans and panties. I giggled as I pulled my cock out of the leg hole of my panties so I could pull mine off as well.

Her eyes devoured my cock and she bit her lower lip before nodding to the ground. I grabbed her pants and laid down on the grass and put her jeans under my hips. “Hopefully you don’t mind?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders and straddled my hips. Mia lowered herself and finally released her lip as she spoke quietly, “You’re going to come back, aren’t you?”

“Of course,” I whispered.

Mia guided my cock to her entrance and she slowly lowered herself onto me. Her tight pussy gripped my cock and I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan as she sank further onto me. Each inch that she warmed with her body was squeezed and massaged by her walls. I didn’t have too much experience with sleeping around, but I knew that out of the few people I did have sex with, she was already my favorite.

She didn’t let herself fully take my cock before she started bouncing on my shaft. Her quiet moans were drowned out by my own cries of pleasure. Mia chuckled and leaned over me and put her hands on my wrists and held me down. Her hips stopped moving and she stared into my eyes, “I’ve never been caught down here, but try not to be so loud. I don’t want to have to stop, Demi.”

I pouted for a second before mumbling, “B-But you feel so good.”

She rolled her eyes and pressed her lips against mine for a second, “Do whatever it takes to keep yourself from being so loud. Otherwise, you’ll just have to wait until I feel like letting you fuck me again. Who knows how many dates that would take.”

The threat didn’t scare me. Spending time with her was like being on vacation so far, sex was nice, but it wasn’t the reason I could see myself coming to visit her again and again.

Mia’s hips bucked and rolled as she started taking me deeper within her. Her juices soaked my shaft and I could feel them running down my balls. She might not have meant to boost my confidence so much, but knowing how wet she was drove me wild. I couldn’t say if I was the sole reason she was so aroused, but I knew I played a huge part of it and that felt amazing.

Almost as amazing as her drenched folds as they slid up and down my thick shaft. Mia’s back arched and rolled with each motion she made. At the same time, her thighs flexed and relaxed to bounce her lower body on my shaft. I don’t know how she learned how to do what she was doing, but having her pussy swallow my cock as well as milk it with each motion was unlike anything I could have dreamed of.

I tried to keep my eyes on hers, but the pleasure was too much. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes as I tried to hold back my orgasm. “F-Fuck I’m close,” I whimpered.

“That’s okay, don’t worry,” she said softly. Her hips worked faster on my cock. She stopped bouncing as far and focused on making sure her short, rapid movements pulled the moans from me that she seemed to want to hear.

Mia was playing me like an instrument. Each time she moved, I made some sort of noise. In the span of a few minutes, she learned how to make me gasp, moan, whimper, and groan when she wanted me to. I’d never felt so entwined with someone in my life.

Her lips pressed against mine again and that was all it took. All the physical pleasure in the world couldn’t compare to how she made me feel when she treated me like a lover. My moans were muffled as she continued to ride me. Surely, she had to be able to feel my cock as it pumped her full of my seed?

I couldn’t warn her. I couldn’t do anything at all. All I could do was moan and writhe weakly as she continued to ride me. Her tight pussy milked my sensitive cock for all it was worth and just as I finished with my orgasm, I felt her walls convulsing around my shaft. A rush of warm juices sprayed onto my groin and she finally broke the kiss.

“F-Fuck I’ve never had someone cum inside me. I thought I’d have to ask you to finish me after you came, but holy fuck,” she groaned.

Her hips continued to grind my softening cock into her pussy, “A-Are you on birth control?”

Mia laughed, “Fuck no, I knew what I was doing. Don’t worry, if it’s meant to be, it’ll happen. If not, it won’t. I get the feeling that you’re going to be sticking around though, so I wouldn’t mind finally starting a family.”

I expected the realization to shock me. Instead, all I felt was joy. Sure, I might have just gotten a complete stranger pregnant but she wasn’t going to be a stranger for long.

Fate wouldn’t let her drift from my life, not when things had gone so perfectly. I glanced over at my bike and let out a lazy sigh, “I don’t want to bike home tonight.”

“Then come stay with me tonight if you don’t have to go. I think you’ve earned a second round when you’re up for it, I did say I might let you, after all,” she purred.

I knew that I was smiling like an idiot the entire way back to Mia’s apartment, but I couldn’t help feeling like I’d just won the lottery. From strangers to lovers in the span of an hour and a half, it was unlikely, but life had a strange way of working out when it needed to.
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