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THE HONEYMOON TRAP

Ted has an epic honeymoon planned in Florida: the flights and hotel are booked, the car is rented—even the restaurants are reserved. And it’s all non-refundable, so when Ted finds out that his fiancée has been cheating on him with his best friend, he’s stuck on his own with a vacation for two.

He can’t bear the idea of facing his honeymoon alone, so he asks the first girl he sees if she wants a free vacation—all she has to do is pretend to be his wife for the week. But Ted has no idea who he’s just asked to join him on his Florida vacation.


CHAPTER I

I couldn’t bring myself to walk up to the check-in counter. I knew the desk girl was going to ask me, “So what are you doing in Florida?”

And I knew it wouldn’t end there. When I went through customs, the customs agent would ask me the same thing. And you aren’t supposed to lie to customs agents. But it’s not like I could say, “I’m going on my honeymoon,” seeing as I had no wife.

Just tell them you’re going on vacation, you might say—but then what do I tell the hotel concierge when I check into my non-refundable honeymoon suite? And all of the other non-refundable activities I’d booked before I knew my fiancée was cheating on me with my own best friend? I’d already paid for the couple’s spa package. I’d paid for a number of fancy dinners—all non-refundable, of course. I’d even pre-paid the rental car, and I’d made the mistake of asking the rental car company to decorate the car just for our honeymoon—that cost me a premium as well.

It was all paid for, all planned right down to the specific details—I couldn’t just not go. I had nearly nine thousand dollars pre-paid. I could probably get a quarter of that back with some very unpleasant phone calls and plenty of begging. Or I could just go on the stupid honeymoon that I’d planned.

But the thought of seeing people’s faces when I tell them I’m alone—I could already imagine the pity. Maybe I should have just turned around and gone home and cut my losses. I made nine grand in two months—it wasn’t the biggest loss of my life. I could spend the week I’d taken off of work at home, by myself, laying in the bed that we used to share together—a bed she probably fucked my best friend on many times. I could sit and watch movies on the couch—a couch that she’d probably fucked my best friend on many times.

No, no—I had to get away, even if it meant facing faces full of pity. I’m sure every congratulations would sting, but I couldn’t spend the next week surrounded by those horrible reminders. Besides, I’d already told her to spend the week cleaning all of her things out of the house. She was taking pretty much everything but the house itself—I didn’t care. I just wanted her gone.

So it was settled: I was going on vacation. All I had to do was check into my flight. But I couldn’t move. I couldn’t bring myself to walk up to that girl at the desk. The line was empty. The girl was looking right at me. She waved with her phony airline smile. “Can I help you here?” she called out.

And I just stood there feeling like a complete idiot. “I’m, uh, just waiting for someone,” I said. As I said it, I felt like an even bigger idiot. Now she was going to be very confused when I finally gathered the courage to check in by myself. I wondered if she would know that I was on my honeymoon—maybe it was marked in her little computer. I’d told just about everyone. Every call I made to the hotel, to every restaurant, even to the rental car company, I told them: “By the way, this is for my honeymoon.” I’d heard that lots of companies will do special things for you if you tell them it’s your honeymoon—free bottles of champagne, chocolate bars, discounts, or just big congratulations and plenty of smiles. I was dreading those smiles more than anything.

The check-in woman looked around and then she looked back at me. The airport was dead. It was 5:00 AM on a Tuesday. And I had a long day ahead of me: a three hour flight to Chicago, another three hour flight to Miami, and then a four hour drive to the Florida Keys. Why the Florida Keys? For years, my wife would go on and on about how badly she wanted to go to the Florida Keys. So even though it was way more expensive than Hawaii or California or Mexico, I booked the stupid trip to the Florida Keys.

I had to walk away from that check-in line. I couldn’t stand the woman’s smile—a smile that would disappear as soon as she realized I was going on my honeymoon by myself. I started walking back out to the parking lot. If I left now, I would at least save money on parking—though I’d already paid the thirty bucks for that day. I stepped outside, feeling the cold wind on my already reddened cheeks.

I looked out at the line of eager cab drivers. On the other side of the one-way road was an Uber driver. All of the cab drivers perked up, thinking I needed a ride. They were ready to fight to the death for my business. But I was just there to get some fresh air, and to try to convince myself to go home. Maybe if I called the hotel and the spa and the rental car company and all of the restaurants, and I begged and told them my depressing story, I could get my money back. And then I could use that money to rent a hotel room downtown, far from my house while my ex-fiancée gathered all of her things.

“Excuse me,” a soft voice asked behind me. I turned around to see a young woman—maybe twenty-two at the very oldest—sitting against the wall. She had a cardboard sign that said, ‘Need money for a flight. Please help.’ She didn’t look homeless, but she didn’t look like she was in the prime of her life either. She had a suitcase with her, and her blonde hair was a frizzy mess. “Do you think you could spare five bucks?” she asked.

“I don’t have cash on me,” I said. “I’m sorry.” I’d seen the girl coming in, but I hadn’t paid too much attention. There were always people sitting outside of that airport asking for money—apparently even at five in the morning. I did feel bad for the girl though. Usually the beggars were older people, most of them drug addicts, trying to get to California where drugs were cheap and easy to find. But this girl was different. She looked sad, like she was trying to save up for a flight to attend her grandmother’s funeral. “Where are you going?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Anywhere but here,” she said with a sad smile.

I stared at the girl as another cold breeze tinged my skin. It was too cold for a young person to be sitting out on the street, and it would take weeks for her to save up enough money for a flight. “What about Florida?” I said.


CHAPTER II

I watched her eyes light up. “Florida?” she said, and then I explained the situation to her. It wasn’t easy to tell her about what had happened—but it was easier than trying to tell every single person I encountered over the next week. Because I had a plan: give this poor young woman a free vacation in exchange for pretending to be my new wife. The plan unfolded itself to me while I was making the offer. But I wasn’t sure if she was fully listening. Her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted as if she was imagining herself on the beach. “But I don’t have a swimsuit,” she said once I was finished explaining everything to her—as if that was the biggest problem with the plan.

“I’ll buy you one,” I said.

“Really?” she said.

“Really.”

She sprung to her feet. “You’re not just fucking with me, right mister?” she said.

“It’s Ted, and no, I’m not effing with you,” I said. I didn’t realize how tiny she was until she was standing up. The top of her head hardly touched my chin, and I wasn’t even six feet tall. She looked like she maybe weighed ninety pounds—and that’s including the heavy suitcase she grunted as she pulled.

She smiled. “So I get to be Ted’s wife for the week?”

“That’s right,” I said. I wasn’t convinced what I was doing was such a great idea—bringing a stranger to Florida with me. What if she was a psychopath? What if she went and got into trouble with the law? Would I be at all responsible for her? Maybe not legally, but certainly morally. She already seemed unpredictable. She agreed to my offer quickly—too quickly. There was hardly a moment of hesitation before she was rolling her suitcase ahead of me, on her way to the check-in counter to begin her Florida vacation.

And now I had a feeling I was in for a whole new set of embarrassing looks—people wondering, ‘Why is your wife so dirty?’ and ‘Why does she smell like she’s been sitting on the street for the last month?’ When we walked up to the check-in counter, the woman behind the desk looked at my fake wife with a look that said, ‘This is the woman you were waiting for? Isn’t this the woman that’s been begging outside for the last week?’ I had to force a smile while I felt my cheeks turning red. “Checking in?” she said.

“Yep,” I said, handing her my passport. It dawned on me that my possibly homeless date didn’t even have a passport. I looked over at her. Thankfully, she was fishing her passport out from her luggage.

“So where are we going today?” the check-in woman asked.

“Florida,” my fake wife said.

“Florida? That’s nice. Why Florida?” she asked. It was the question I’d been dreading.

But before I could say anything, my homeless date beat me to it. “It’s our honeymoon. We just got married.” She held up her hand. “My rings are getting resized. But you should see the diamond he bought for me. It’s fucking huge.”

The check-in woman forced a smile and then she looked down at my date’s passport. She froze for a moment before looking over at her computer screen and then at my date. She hesitated and then she cleared her throat. “The name I have on your booking reference is different than your passport.”

“Oh yeah, we screwed up when we were booking the flight. We originally thought that my friend was coming with us as well. You can change that, right?”

“Uh, yeah, I suppose I can change it. You’ll just have to give me a minute.” We stood there while the woman changed the name on the boarding pass. It took longer than it probably should have, seeing as the check-in woman spent most of the time staring blankly at my date’s passport. “Um, okay, so you’ll be at gate D15 and boarding starts at 6:25 AM. Go ahead and put your bag up on the scale.” What was that reaction? What did she see on that computer screen? Was I going on a vacation with a criminal or something? What had I gotten myself into?

She got a similar reaction when we went through customs. The boarder agent stared at her with narrowed eyes and then he stared at her passport for a good minute. He also cleared his throat awkwardly before letting us through to security. I’d been through customs over one hundred times in my life, and I’d never gotten a reaction like that one before.

But I tried not to think about it. I was just happy that I wasn’t being inundated with questions about my missing fiancée. Even my date wasn’t asking me why we broke up. She was too excited to even think about it. “Oh my God, we’re going to Florida. I can’t wait. I bet the weather is so warm there. We’re going to go to the beach and we’re going to go swimming. Do you drink? We can get a case of beer and hang out on the beach.”

I’d spent the past six years with a woman who never showed much interest in anything. We went to a Mexican resort once and she nagged the whole time—from the moment we left our house to the moment we walked back in the door: the sun was too hot, it wasn’t hot enough, the water was too cold, the drinks were watered down, the food sucked, the staff were rude. And then a few days after we got back, she said, “We should do that again sometime. That was fun.”

“We’re going to have so much fun,” my date said as she skipped down the hall towards our gate. I wasn’t used to seeing so much positivity. But it was refreshing. It was nice to think that the vacation wasn’t being wasted. “My name is Jessica, by the way. You can call me Jess.” She smiled. “But I can pretend to be your wife, or fiancée, or whatever. What was her name?”

“Hailey,” I said. I tried to think if I told anyone her name when I was organizing the trip. I was pretty sure I didn’t. “But you can just be Jessica—or Jess.”

We reached our gate, but Jess was too excited to sit down. She wandered around the terminal, looking at magazine racks, reading café menus, and watching planes taxying around outside. I watched her as she buzzed around, and I wondered: how desperate would I have to be to agree to go on a vacation with a complete stranger? How badly did Jess want to get out of town? And what was she trying to get away from? As I thought about it, I laughed, realizing I was currently desperate enough to go on a vacation with a complete stranger. I was even offering to buy her a brand new bathing suit.

Jess came back to me. “Okay, so if people ask, how did we meet? Should we say we met at a bar, or should we say that some friends hooked us up? Ooh, maybe we can say we met online. Do you speak French by any chance? I’ve been learning French. We can say that we met on a language learning website because we were both trying to learn French. Or we could say that we met in high school. Oh, wouldn’t that be cute, if we were high-school sweethearts?”

“We can say we met at the airport,” I said, forcing a smile. Jess was a welcomed convenience, but I was wondering if she was going to be more of a nuisance than it was worth. The girl loved to talk, and she didn’t hold back. Once she got going, she started turning heads. At one point she was standing on the other side of the gate, watching planes take off, when she turned to me and yelled. “Ted! Do you see that plane? It’s painted with Disney characters!” Everyone looked at her and then they all looked over at me as if to say, ‘It’s six in the morning, tell your wife to take a chill pill.’

“We met at the airport! That’s good,” she said. “You saw me from across the terminal and you just had to come and tell me how beautiful I was. And then maybe I can say that I saw you from across the terminal and I was planning on telling you how handsome you were. Love at first sight. How does that sound?”

I forced a smile, which was becoming harder and harder to do. “It sounds just fine,” I said.

The terminal was starting to fill up. Our plane was about to board. It wasn’t too late to simply hand all of my documents to Jess and say, ‘Why don’t you go alone?’ My car was a ten-minute walk away. My house was a ten-minute drive away. But once I was on that plane, there was no turning back.

They called up our zone. “That’s us,” Jess said, springing to her feet. I looked down towards the exit. Last chance. “Are you coming?” she said, her eyes glowing with excitement.

“Yeah,” I said. And I followed her onto the plane.


CHAPTER III

“Have you ever sat in first class before?” I asked her as we took our seats in the first row of the plane. There were water bottles waiting for us, and a menu full of snacks and meals that were all free, seeing as I’d paid for the first class upgrade weeks before. There was also a little card that read, “Happy Honeymoon! We hope you have the best time of your life!” It was from the airline. I took the card and quickly slipped it into the pocket in front of me.

“I’ve never even been on a plane,” Jess said as she stretched her legs out. They weren’t even long enough to reach the wall in front of her. Wouldn’t that be nice?

The stewardess came by and offered us coffee and juice and the newspaper. Jess took all of the above. “They’re all so nice, aren’t they?” she said. I smiled genuinely—maybe for the first time since finding out Hailey was cheating on me. Hailey would have said something like, ‘These seats are so uncomfortable. This coffee tastes burnt. Why do they only ever have orange juice?’ It was nice to think that Jess appreciated the free vacation.

But she came with her own dilemma. She was full of energy during that first flight. I tried to sleep, but she seemed determined to keep me awake. She was watching a movie on the iPad that the flight attendant handed to her, and she kept waking me up to show me the funny scenes that I was missing. I told her that I’d seen the movie before, but she insisted on showing me regardless.

During the second flight, she finally slept. She slowly leaned over until her face was on my shoulder. She was cute when she slept, but she didn’t smell great. I was hoping that she just needed a long shower, and it wasn’t some condition.

It was 4:00 PM when we landed in Miami, and closer to 5:00 PM when we got our rental car. “We should get to Key West by nine,” I said.

The car had been specially pained with ‘Just Married!’ They adorned the roof of the car with fake flowers. And there was a small, cheap bottle of champagne in the back seat. “Congratulations,” the rental car employee said as he handed me the keys. I was hoping that would be the last smile I would have to force that day.

“This is crazy. We’re in Miami!” Jess said once we were on the freeway. “I’ve never left Edmonton before. Look—there’s a palm tree! Oh my God, they’re everywhere!”

“You’ve never left Edmonton?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Well, once we drove down to Red Deer, but that was just to pick up a friend of mine who’d had too much to drink.” She stared out the window with wonder in her eyes. I suddenly felt bad about judging the girl. It was obvious that she wasn’t brought up by the wealthiest, most stable family. She’d never even been on a vacation before. Her life was probably filled with sadder times than a cheating fiancée and a cancelled wedding.

“So what were you doing at the airport?” I asked.

“I was just trying to get away… from life,” she said.

“No, I mean when we met. We met at the airport, remember? Love at first sight?”

She perked up. “Oh right. Maybe I was just picking up a friend. That’s believable right? Do people still go inside to meet their friends at airports?”

“I think so,” I said. Hailey never came to the airport to see me when I came home from my month-long working trips. But there were certainly other people there to see their loved ones.

A car whizzed by us, honking along the way. “Congratulations!” the passenger yelled from his opened window. Jess waved back with a big smile on her face.

“Thanks!” she yelled back. The same thing happened every thirty seconds. And each honk reverberated in my heart, reminding me of the miserable last week.

All of my family members had flown in from out of town. My brother even came in from Scotland. I’d spent the whole week running around, getting everything ready for the big day. Hailey said that she was out getting her nails done, meeting with the wedding planner, getting her dress altered. I never thought too much into it.

I found out that Hailey was cheating the night before the wedding. She accidentally texted me a picture of her mid-act, cock going into her pussy. It was accompanied by a single word: “Tonight?” She meant to send it to him—my friend, the owner of the photographed cock, the best man at my wedding. I didn’t know it was his cock that I was looking at, but I knew it wasn’t mine, and I knew it was her snatch. I recognized the little birthmark and the little heart tattoo on her inner thigh.

I was in shock. She started sending me apology text messages. “It’s not what it looks like,” and, “It was just one time. He means nothing to me.” I didn’t respond to any of the messages. “Babe, answer me. Are we still getting married tomorrow? I need to know. Let me know before my hair appointment at 7:00 AM.” I should have responded with a ‘no’, but I didn’t. I didn’t respond at all. I should have called my family members to tell them that the wedding was off, but I didn’t. I just sat awake in complete shock.

And I sat there until an hour before my wedding. “Are you coming or what?” my best man texted me. I wanted to text him back telling him to go fuck himself. But I didn’t even do that. I just didn’t show up. I stayed at home. I let my phone ring constantly while I sat and stared at my inactive television. I made sure the blinds were closed so the neighbours wouldn’t see me crying. It was an hour after the time the ceremony was supposed to start when people started knocking on my door. “Ted! You in there? Everyone’s waiting! Open up!” But I didn’t open up.

I had hundreds of messages on my phone from Hailey and from the wedding guests. Everyone was livid and shocked. I didn’t answer any of them. I just waited a few days until everyone went home before I finally emerged from my house. Presumably Hailey stayed with my best friend during that time.

A week later, my phone continued to ring every few hours. I still hadn’t talked to my parents since the rehearsal dinner. They still had no idea why I didn’t show up for the wedding. My phone rang while we were on a long bridge between Florida City and the Florida Keys. Jess looked at my screen. “It’s your mom,” she said.

“I’m not answering that,” I said.

“But you have to. It’s your mom,” she said.

“I’ll call her back another time.”

“What if it’s an emergency?”

“It’s not,” I said.

It was an hour later when my dad tried calling. “Now it’s your dad,” Jess said. “You really should pick up.”

“They’re fine.”

Jess stared at me for a moment and then she turned to look back out at the water. She didn’t bring it up again. Unlike everyone else, she apparently knew when to stop prodding.


CHAPTER IV

As expected, our room was decorated for our honeymoon. The bed was covered in rose pedals, there was a bucket with yet another bottle of champagne in it, and above the bathroom door was a banner that read, ‘Happy Honeymoon!’ But it wasn’t the decorations that I noticed when I walked into the room: it was the single queen-sized bed. There was no couch—just a couple of sofa chairs.

Jess didn’t seem to notice the lack of a second bed. She ran into the room and spun around, admiring everything at once. “It’s so pretty.” She ran over to the window and pressed her face up to it. “I can see boats on the water. I bet it’s so pretty when the sun is up!”

“Cool,” I said. I pulled the banner down and I cleaned up the rose pedals. “So I guess I’ll call the front desk and see if we can’t get a cot in here.”

“Are you sure? We can share the bed. I used to share a bed with my brother growing up.” She went into the bathroom. “Whoa—there’s a shower and a bath in here. Why would anyone need both? I think I’m going to take a shower. Is that okay? I probably don’t smell so great—sorry about that.”

“Go ahead,” I said.

She closed the door and I heard the shower turn on. And I found myself in front of the phone. All I had to do was press 1 and I would get the front desk. But what would they think when I asked for a cot? Would they think that we were fighting? Would they think the honeymoon wasn’t going so well? I didn’t want them to think that. The whole reason I brought Jess along with me was to avoid the horribly awkward reality of my situation.

I picked up the phone and took a deep breath. I pressed 1. “This is the front desk, how can we help you?” the woman asked. It was the same woman who checked us in, the same one who said “Congratulations!’ about ten times. I couldn’t go through with it.

“Um, yeah, I was just wondering what time the restaurant opens for breakfast,” I said.

“Six. Is there anything else I can help you with?” she asked.

“Nope, that’s it,” I said, and then I hung up the phone. “Shit,” I muttered to myself. I looked at the bed. It seemed so small. What would Jess think? Would she think that I was just some sort of creep who wanted to sleep with her? Hell, how did she not already think that I was a creep?

I heard the shower turn off. I could see the shadow of her feet at the slit under the door. “How’s it going?” she called out.

“Uh, okay,” I called back. “They didn’t have any cots available.”

“That’s no problem, right? You don’t mind sharing a bed, do you?”

“Um, I guess it’s fine. As long as it’s fine by you,” I said. I was just glad that I wasn’t attracted to her, and that she wasn’t attracted to me, as far as I could tell. I just saw her as a poor young woman who needed a nice vacation, and that’s all that this was. It wasn’t going to be weird or—

She came out from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her body. She had her wet hair combed back and her skin was now clear and clean. She was gorgeous. She was glowing. I never realized how blonde her hair was. I never realized how stunning her eyes were. She was like a different person coming out from that bathroom—maybe weeks’ worth of the streets washed off of her in a single twenty-minute shower.

She walked by me and went to her suitcase. She pulled out a little red nightie that was made from satin. She wiggled into it, under her towel. With her back to me, she let her towel drop to the floor before pulling the nightie over her breasts. She was hot. The stranger I was sharing a bed with was a babe.

I took a deep breath. “How was the shower?” I asked. “Good water pressure?”

“Great water pressure. I feel so much better now. Not to gross you out, but I can’t even remember the last time I took a shower.” I half-expected to walk into the bathroom and find the old Jess still in there. I still wasn’t convinced that I was staring at the same person. But the bathroom was empty.

After I emerged from my own shower, she was sleeping. It was a long day travelling across the continent. I took a good look at her while she gently snored. She was so peaceful, and so stunning. How the hell did she suddenly become so stunning?

I quietly slipped into the bed and pulled the covers over my body. A second later, she rolled over and threw her arm over my body. She snuggled in close. She smelled nice, and her hair was so soft. I thought about pushing her back, but then I decided to just enjoy the moment. I hadn’t had too many moments worth enjoying in the past week.

For the first night since the night before the wedding, I actually slept for more than a couple of hours. I slept like a stone. In fact, it wasn’t until 11:00 AM when Jess finally woke me up by shaking me. “My God, you’re a heavy sleeper,” she said.

It took me a moment to open my eyes. She was looking down at me. “I’ve already explored the whole hotel waiting for you to wake up. Didn’t you get any sleep on the plane?” she asked.

She was wearing a little white bathing suit—a one-piece that was as sexy as hell. It was tight, showing off her curves and her surprisingly perky bust. She was wearing a big pair of sunglasses, hiding her stunning eyes—but maybe that was for the best. Maybe it was best that I didn’t start falling for the little homeless chick that I picked up at the airport.


CHAPTER V

As I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes, I couldn’t believe that the whole previous day hadn’t been a dream. Did I really do that? Did I really ask a stranger begging outside of the airport to come on my honeymoon with me? And was she really there with me now, asking me to get ready so we could grab some brunch before heading to the beach?

I got up and got ready while she stood by the window, admiring the view. “I’ve never seen the ocean before. It’s so… big,” she said.

“Yeah, if you squint on a clear day, apparently you can see Cuba. I don’t know if that’s true though,” I said. I slipped into a pair of swim shorts and a tank top. “Want to go?”

As I stepped out the door, she took my hand. I froze up. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s our honeymoon, isn’t it?” she said with a big smile. She made a good point. We were about to eat in the hotel restaurant, and I’m sure all of the staff had been informed that we were on our honeymoon. We had to put up a bit of a front if there was any sense in me dragging Jess along with me. So I took her hand and walked with her down to the restaurant. Her hand was soft and warm. She swung it playfully back and forth while she walked, like a toddler on her way to her first day of school. There was an innocence about her that I admired.

We got a small, intimate table by the window, overlooking the ocean as the gentle surf rolled in. “It’s so pretty, isn’t it?” Jess said.

After breakfast, the waitress came by with a small cake that said, ‘Congratulations!’ on it. The day before, that cake would have made me feel miserable. Maybe I was just getting used to it. I actually found myself enjoying the cake. The waitress was watching us from across the restaurant, so we put on a bit of a show; I fed her with my fork, and then she fed me with hers. It was kind of weird, but we both laughed about it.

We went down to the beach. It was a pleasant day. Warm sun and no wind. Jess kept insisting that I put on some sunscreen. “Your skin is so fair. You need to put on sunscreen,” she said with the bottle in her hand.

“I want to get a base tan first,” I said. She ended up wrestling me until I caved and let her rub my shoulders and back with sunscreen.

“You’re actually pretty fit. You wouldn’t know it with those baggy clothes that you wear,” she said with a giggle. Her hands rubbing my body actually felt pretty nice. The way she rubbed was strangely sensual. I hadn’t been touched like that in years. I wasn’t even sure if Hailey had ever touched me like that. I found myself relaxing—getting too relaxed.

I had to lie on my stomach after being rubbed down, so she wouldn’t see the erection she’d given me. An erection—it had been a while since I’d had one of those, too.

She lay down next to me, also on her stomach. She slipped the straps of her bathing suit off of her shoulders and she tugged the little outfit down so she wouldn’t get terrible tan lines. I could see the side of her breast, but I tried not to look. It wasn’t easy, especially once her head was turned the other direction. She was beautiful—a closet beauty. She didn’t seem to know how beautiful she was, or she was just playing dumb.

I fell asleep on that beach. When I woke up and opened my eyes, she was still next to me, staring at me now. She was smiling. “Thanks for taking me with you. I really don’t know how to properly thank you,” she said.

“Don’t worry about it. Just enjoy it while you’re here,” I said.

“I just feel like I owe you so much. This is so great.”

“Like I said—just enjoy it. Seeing you happy makes me happy.” I smiled. I was relaxed. I didn’t think relaxing would ever be possible again after what had happened with Hailey. But there I was, having a fantastic time. In a way, I was happy that Hailey wasn’t there next to me. It was a strangely freeing sensation, not having the stress of her constantly complaining. Jess just seemed to enjoy everything. Every time a cloud passed over, I expected her to nag about it, the way Hailey would have. But she just remained silent with a smile on her face. “I wish these clouds would go around the sun,” I said.

She looked into my eyes. “You can’t appreciate the sun without the clouds,” she said. And maybe that was true. I caught myself staring into her eyes for a bit too long. I had to be careful. I didn’t want her to think that I brought her there for any other reason than the reason I’d told her. And I didn’t want to find myself falling for her. It was too soon. It wouldn’t look right, to be with a woman just a week after my failure of a wedding. And I didn’t want Jess to think that I was just some guy who ploughed through girls with reckless abandon.

But as that day went on, I found myself having one of the best days of my life. I caught myself staring into her eyes more than once. And I found myself actually excited to go out for dinner. With Hailey, I always dreaded going out for dinner. She always found some reason to hate her meal. But with Jess it was different. I felt like she was the one trying to cheer me up, trying to make me see the positives in everything.

I had a hard time falling asleep that night, but for a different reason than I’d become used to over the past week—I was too excited to fall asleep. I was looking forward to the rest of the vacation.

And I couldn’t stop thinking: maybe pursuing a relationship with this girl wasn’t such a terrible idea…


CHAPTER VI

I had a very vivid, lucid dream the next morning. I was in that very hotel room, with the morning sunrise peering in through the blinds. The air was warm and I could hear the sound of the gentle waves rolling onto the nearby beach. At first I thought I was alone in the bed, and then I felt the rustling under the covers: Jess was under the sheets.

She crawled over me and sunk low. She pulled my pyjama bottoms back gently and then I felt her soft hands lifting up my cock. She started sucking. I was tense at first, but I decided to enjoy it. I took a deep breath and let my shoulders relax while her head bobbed up and down on my cock. Her tongue felt fantastic, and her mouth was so wet and warm. She had me hard in seconds. And then, as I slipped my fingers into her beautifully soft blonde hair, I realized something: I wasn’t dreaming.

Jess really was under the covers giving me a blowjob.

I became tense all over, retracting my hands immediately. “What are you doing?” I asked.

Without coming out from under the covers, she said, “I’m sucking your cock. I figured it out: how to repay you for everything that you’ve done.” She went back to sucking my rod—and damn, did it feel good. I didn’t stop her like I probably should have. I revelled in the moment for another minute, and then my morals came rushing back to me. I couldn’t let her do it. I couldn’t have her thinking that I brought her there as a sex toy to improve my vacation. Sure, I brought her there to serve as a convenience, but not that kind of convenience.

“You can’t do this—I’m sorry, but you’re a nice girl. I don’t want this,” I said.

“Doesn’t it feel good?” she asked before circling the tip of my cock with the tip of her tongue. My God, did she know how to work that tongue. A warm buzz zapped through my body. I took a deep breath.

“It feels good—really good. It’s not that, though. It’s just… I don’t want you to think that I just brought you here for this.”

“Don’t worry. I don’t think that,” she said, fondling my balls gently with her hand.

“But I don’t want you to start thinking that.”

“Deal,” she said, and then she sunk my member into her mouth again. I was too weak to fight her. It felt too good. What was the harm in letting her mess around a little bit?

Hailey’s face came into my mind. Ten days ago, we were together—sleeping in the same bed, planning our wedding together, talking about how long we wanted to wait before having kids. Now, she was off fucking my best friend and I was in Florida, getting sucked off by a pretty homeless chick that I found at the airport. How did this happen? Did the world actually end ten days before and now I was living in some sort of simulation?

Jess managed to get most of my cock into her mouth, sticking what she could down her throat. She sucked harder and harder, bobbing her head faster and faster. Whenever she needed air, she worked the shaft with her hand, pumping me with intensity. “You’re going to make me come,” I said with a red-cheeked laugh.

“That’s the idea,” she said with a cute giggle. Then she started sucking again.

“Seriously. I’m about to come,” I said.

“Good.”

“I’m not kidding.”

She didn’t take her mouth off of my cock. She just kept sucking and bobbing. And then I came. She didn’t seem to mind me coming in her mouth. She moaned as she sucked the last drop out from my dick and then she swallowed. She surfaced with a big smile on her face as she wiped her lips. “How was that?” she asked. “You’ve got a big dick.”

“Thanks—and it was great. But you really didn’t have to do that,” I said, feeling my face turning a bright shade of red. I couldn’t believe she’d let me come in her mouth. In my six-year relationship with Hailey, I’d gotten a total of three blowjobs. I had to beg for each—she hated giving blowjobs. It was three years into our relationship when I got my last one—and I made the mistake of coming in her mouth. “Never again,” was what she told me after spending the next twenty minutes spitting into the toilet. I guess some girls like it and some girls don’t, but Hailey had me convinced that no one likes it.

But Jessica was different. She had the biggest, most satisfied smile on her face. She loved it. I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be the last time she did it during that vacation. “Mind if I just take a quick shower before we go to breakfast?” she asked.

“By all means,” I said, and she went into the bathroom to take a shower.

I couldn’t help but notice that she didn’t lock the door. It was sign—a sign that we were becoming closer and more intimate. We were on our way to being in a relationship. And the thought put a smile on my face.

I had to brush my teeth. I decided I would just let myself into the bathroom. I don’t know why I felt so comfortable doing it—I didn’t even think twice about it, to be honest. I just slipped into the bathroom and grabbed my toothbrush. I figured, after having my dick sucked, nudity was no longer a boundary between us. But I was wrong.

I looked over to catch a glimpse of her in the shower just as she realized I was in the bathroom. She tried to cover up quickly, but it was too late: I saw everything. I saw her small perky tits and I saw her big, erect penis. She was a transgender and I’d walked in on her jerking herself off. “I—I’m sorry,” I said, and I got out of that bathroom as quickly as humanly possible.

And as I stood outside of that bathroom, tense with heart pounding anxiety, I realized something horrifying: I’d just had my cock sucked by a biological man.


CHAPTER VII

It was a while before she came out of the bathroom. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. I thought about leaving—going to walk around town so that I wouldn’t have to face the awkward confrontation when she was done in the shower, but I knew it was inevitable so I stayed to get it over with.

I couldn’t decide whether I was mad or not. I definitely felt deceived, but I’m not sure why. It’s not like I ever told her to disclose everything with me before asking her to join me on my honeymoon. It’s not like we were an actual couple. But she did suck my cock without me asking. But it felt good—would it not have felt good had I known what was between her legs?

When she came out, she looked sad, her eyes down on the floor. She said nothing for a minute. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’ll understand if you want me to go.” I was tempted to ask her to leave. Chills ran up and down my spine whenever I thought about what I’d seen in the shower: her long, hard cock standing upright. She was probably jerking off to the thought of my cock. She’d probably been stroking herself while she was under the covers sucking me off.

But I didn’t ask her to leave. I still needed her. I’d brought her all the way out to Florida and I’d bought her a bathing suit and all those meals, and I still had reservations for two that I couldn’t bare to face alone. I needed her to make my trip less embarrassing. But now I was trying to think of ways to get a cot into that room without the staff thinking something was awry.

“Don’t go,” I said. “Just—don’t do that again. Okay? To me or anyone. It’s just not right.”

She couldn’t look me in the eyes. For the first time since I saw her sitting out in the cold, she looked broken. Her eyes were glossy and she looked smaller than ever. I felt bad, but I had to stick to my morals: I was straight. I wasn’t interested in sleeping with another man—or even having my cock sucked by another man. I wasn’t interested in men. I was interested in having men stay far away from my body.

“Okay,” she said after a moment.

Before we left, I took a shower of my own. And in the shower I thought: maybe Hailey was right. Maybe girls don’t like sucking dick and swallowing. Maybe girls are naturally pessimistic. Living with Hailey for six years, I’d made a lot of assumptions as to what it meant to be a woman. Jess made me question all of them—until that moment. Hailey was a real woman. Jess was just a man pretending to be a woman. Sure, she probably took hormones and hormone blockers, but at the end of the day, she was still just pretending. She was just saying things that she assumed girls say, doing things that she assumed girls do. She was trying to be bubbly and cute like a character—and maybe she was emulating a character from a show or a movie or a book. But real women aren’t like that.

When I emerged from the shower, Jess was sitting by the window, waiting for me. She said nothing as she stood up and opened the door for me. And nothing was said during breakfast, or while we were on our way to the beach afterwards, or while we were setting up our towels. It was a silent day. I made sure to set up my towel a few meters away from hers.

It wasn’t long before I started noticing guys looking her way. They were checking her out. Now that I wasn’t up close to her, she looked like a single lady at the beach. I got up to use the bathroom, and when I came back, there was a guy sitting next to her, chatting her up. He had big muscles and a crew cut that made his head look like a box. He had tribal tattoos down both of his arms, and quotes tattooed all over his chest. One of the quotes that I could read said, ‘Monsters aren’t born, their made’—complete with the grammatical mistake, of course.

I pretended not to notice as I settled back onto my towel. The guy looked over at me for a second and then back at Jessica. They kept chatting.

And strangely, I felt jealous. I felt like I needed to say something to the guy to get him to buzz off. I felt somehow betrayed by Jess, as if she was doing me wrong. I knew, of course, that it was nonsense, that she was her own person and she was free to do whatever she wanted. But those feelings lingered nonetheless.

After a minute, I couldn’t take any more. “Hey honey,” I said. They both looked over at me. “Your back is looking a bit pink. Mind if I put some sunscreen on you?”

For a second, she smiled. Then she said, “I guess so, sure.” I grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and I went over to her. The man looked at me and then he looked at her and then he looked back at me. “I should be getting back to my buddies,” he said, and then he took off. I felt the biggest wave of relief. I squirted some lotion into my hands and then I rubbed her back. It wasn’t actually looking pink at all. I’d forgotten how soft her skin was.

“He invited me to a house party tonight,” she said while looking out at the ocean.

That rush of jealousy hit me again. But why? She didn’t belong to me. We weren’t dating. She wasn’t even a woman, for crying out loud. I had to bite my tongue “Are you going to go?” I asked casually.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Nah. He’s not really my type.”

I finished rubbing in the sunscreen. I capped the bottle. “And what’s your type then?” I asked.

She looked back at me with a smile and then she shrugged her shoulders. “Not that guy.” She looked back at the ocean. And the strangest tingly feeling filled my body. I knew what she was saying: she was saying that I was her type.

I went to shake the sand off of my towel. When I placed it back down, I made a point of placing it closer to her. I tried to do it subtly, but I think she noticed. I just didn’t want guys hitting on her while I was there. What if someone from the hotel saw? I wanted people to think that we were on our honeymoon still, after all.

I managed to get a cot into our room that night. I found a janitor who I hadn’t seen before, and I slipped him ten bucks and asked if he could wheel one to our room. I’m pretty sure he had no idea that I was on my honeymoon, but I still felt embarrassed asking. I parked the cot on the other side of the room from the bed. “I’ll take the cot,” I said to Jess.

“Are you sure? I don’t mind sleeping on a cot. I’ve slept on pavement for the past month,” she said.

“No, you take the bed. I really don’t mind.” I was just happy to have my own space, knowing that my body wasn’t sharing the same covers as another man’s penis.

But the cot wasn’t comfortable. There was a rogue spring in the centre of the little bed that kept pressing into my spine, and there was another spring that had broken through the thin mattress fabric. It kept snagging me and scratching up my body. I put a blanket over it, which helped. But it was around 1:00 AM when I caved and slipped into the bed, next to the sleeping transgender I’d dragged all the way from Edmonton. I didn’t want her to notice, and I planned on waking up early and slipping back into the cot.

As soon as I was under the covers, she rolled over and snuggled in tight. I didn’t stop her. I let her put her arm over me and press her chest against my side. After a minute she even threw one of her legs over me and I was pretty sure that I could feel the bulge of her cock against my thigh. But it wasn’t so bad. It was kind of nice being cuddled. Hailey hated cuddling. She insisted on buying a king sized bed so that we wouldn’t wake one another up.

Before I fell asleep, I carefully put an arm over Jess’s small body. I pulled her in even tighter. If she said anything in the morning, I could say that I did it in my sleep.


CHAPTER VIII

I didn’t wake up before her. I ended up sleeping like a newborn baby, until late the next morning. I was once again woken up by Jess giving my body a shake. “We’re going to miss all of the sunshine!” she said. “You can sleep on the beach if you’re tired.” I felt my face turn red. I wanted to be out of that bed before she noticed I was ever in it. Now, she was looking at me with a big smirk, as if she was reading too much into. I only got into the bed because the cot was so uncomfortable—it had nothing to do with her.

“How did I end up in the bed?” I asked, but even I could hear that my voice lacked conviction.

She continued smirking. “We’re going to try that cute little breakfast place this morning, right?” she asked, ignoring my stupid acting job. I got out of bed, put on some clothes, and I quickly brushed my teeth. We took off for breakfast.

I still had that image of her erect cock in my mind, but it wasn’t nearly as distracting as the day before. The awkward tension seemed to be over. We talked non-stop, all through breakfast. I felt like I had so many stories to tell her, and so much I wanted to hear from her. Even though she was technically a man who sucked my cock, I still felt like we were becoming good friends.

And I had to admit, even though she was a man, she was still pretty cute. I caught myself staring at her a number of times throughout the day. I didn’t hesitate when I had my chance to rub sunscreen on her back. And when it came time for bed that night, I decided to sleep in the bed, using the crappy mattress as an excuse—even though I discovered while she was in the shower that the mattress was perfectly fine when flipped over; I didn’t tell her.

It was just kind of nice being close to her. It felt good, when she fell asleep and cuddled in close to me. It was nice to feel another human’s heart beating as I fell asleep. It’s not like I was turning her around and kissing her and asking her to be my wife. We were just cuddling—so what?

She was in the shower the next morning when I needed to brush my teeth. I knocked on the door. “Mind if I just grab my toothbrush?” I asked.

“Go ahead,” she called back. I slipped into the bathroom. She had her back to me and the windows were steamed up. But I could see the curve of her breasts and her perky ass. I found myself taking longer than necessary to grab that toothbrush. Sure, she may have technically been a man, but there was no denying that she had a killer feminine body. It’s not like I was the only one who thought so—she couldn’t go ten minutes down at the beach without being stared at by some passing guy. I couldn’t leave her alone for more than five minutes without her being hit on by some beach hunk.

We were on the beach, laying on our backs, when she reached out and grabbed my hand. I let her, slipping my fingers in-between hers. It meant nothing It was just nice—and so what?

We went out for dinner that night at a fancy restaurant. I’d made reservations weeks before, asking for the whole honeymoon experience. And we got it. Our table was covered in rose pedals and they brought glasses of champagne to us as soon as we sat down. We clinked glasses and sipped our drinks. “I’m not really supposed to drink this much with my hormone pills,” Jess said. It was the first time we’d talked about the fact she was transgender since our big fight a few days before. “But how can I say no to a nice glass of champagne?”

“How long have you been—you know—taking the hormones and whatever?”

“Four years. It takes about six years to make what they call a ‘full non-surgical transition’.”

“Non-surgical—what does that mean? Like, no surgeries at all? Not even, like, implants.”

She smiled and cupped her breasts. “No surgeries. These puppies are all natural,” she said.

I felt my cheeks turning red. If she was all-natural, then what exactly was I put off by? Her penis? It wasn’t like I was being deceived by implants and operations. Everything I could see and feel was her own body, with the help of some hormones that couldn’t be more natural.

I was glad we got a reservation. The place was busy. There was a line at the door that went all the way down the street. But people were still waiting, because the food was notoriously good. I looked at that long line now. And at the front of the line was a man who looked remarkably like my best friend, James, the man who was supposed to be my best man before he fucked my fiancée. In fact, he looked so much like him that I was starting to wonder if it was him.

A woman, coming from the bathroom, stepped up to join him in line. The woman looked remarkably like Hailey. Because it was Hailey—she was in Key West with James. I turned my head away and covered the side of my face with my hand. “Shit,” I said.

“What’s wrong?” Jess said.

“At the front of the line—that’s my ex and my friend.”

She looked over slowly and then she looked back at me. “She’s pretty cute.”

I forced a smile. “Sure. Maybe we should go.” I looked down at the table, which was still covered in rose pedals and champagne flutes. Oh God, what would Hailey think if she saw? I couldn’t let her know that I was on our honeymoon with another woman.

But why was she here with James? Were they already so serious that they were taking a vacation together? And why were they taking it where we were having our honeymoon? As I thought about it, I realized the answer: I never told Hailey where I was taking her for the honeymoon. It was going to be a surprise. What are the chances? Why was God so set on making my life miserable?

I looked over again, to make sure it really was them. After looking the other way for so long, I’d convinced myself that I was mistaken, just in a paranoid delusion. But there was no mistaking it: it was them. “Shit,” I said again. And before I looked away, Hailey saw me. I watched as she nudged James and pointed me out to him, probably saying something like, ‘Doesn’t that guy look like Ted?’ And then I watched as her eyes grew wide as she realized it was Ted.

I looked away. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. I wanted to get up and run away. I was suddenly regretting everything.

As my luck would have it, they were seated at the table right next to us. As they walked over, I leaned over the table and said, “Don’t say anything about the whole transgender thing, okay?” I could see the embarrassment in Jess’s eyes after I said it, but I had to say it—it was bad enough that Hailey was seeing me out with another woman so quickly after our split; I didn’t need her knowing that I was with a transgender.

Jess said nothing. She sat up straight and looked down at her food. And then I looked over at Hailey just as she looked over at me. “Hey,” she said. “It really is a small world, isn’t it?” It was nice to see that her cheeks were just as red as mine. I wasn’t the only one who thought the whole thing was horribly embarrassing.

“So who’s this?” she said, looking at Jess, forcing a smile as if she wasn’t pissed right off. I knew that fake smile all too well.

“This is Jess. Jess, this is, uh, my ex, Hailey.” It was the first time I’d referred to her as my ex aloud. It felt weird—right and wrong at the same time. I looked over at Hailey, and she looked horrified.

“Hi,” Jess said meekly.

“And how long has this been going on?” Hailey asked.

There was a long silence. I looked over at Jess. “We just met this morning,” she said, “on the beach.”

Hailey looked back at me. “So you’re just here alone?”

I looked at Jess and then back at Hailey. “Yeah.”

“Why would you come to the one place that I always wanted to go by yourself, after we split up?” She was still trying to force that fake smile.

I shrugged my shoulders. I thought about telling her that I had the whole thing planned, but I decided not to. It was too embarrassing. “Just decided to go, I guess.”

Thankfully our food came to the table. I’d lost my appetite but I did my best to eat, just so that I had something to distract me from Hailey and James sitting next to us. I tried not to look in that direction. I felt like time was ticking by so slowly. I just wanted that horrible dinner to end. I asked the waiter for the bill, and he took his time getting it. “But you have to stay for dessert. We made it special for the two of you,” the waiter said. Hailey looked over when he said it. I felt my heart burning away in my stomach acid.

“Okay,” I said while trying not to cringe.

Dessert took its time coming out, too.

While Hailey was in the bathroom, James came up to me and tapped me on the shoulder. “Can I talk to you outside for a minute?” he said. He looked at Jess and smiled. She smiled back. She still hadn’t said anything since the couple sat down next to us.


CHAPTER IX

I had a hard time looking James in the eye. He was responsible for ruining the only long-term relationship I’d ever been in. But was it really his fault? I mean—Hailey slept with him. She was the one in the relationship. But James should have had some restraint. “I’m sorry about what happened,” he said.

I just nodded my head. I didn’t want to have some nasty confrontation about it. It wouldn’t change anything. Giving him a piece of my mind wouldn’t have made him think any differently. “Okay,” I said after a moment of silence. “Is that it?”

“I just wanted to tell you that it only happened once,” he said.

There was another long silence. “Okay,” I said. I just wanted that stupid night to be done with. Why was it dragging on so long?

“Seriously—well, it happened twice, but it was only one weekend. She wants you back, you know. She’s been trying to reach out to you.”

“She wants me back?” I said. I didn’t believe it.

“Yeah, man. She talks about you nonstop. She cries at night. She wishes she wouldn’t have screwed up. Just take her back and forget about what happened. You have to believe me when I say that it meant nothing. It really meant nothing—just a bit of fooling around that went too far. She loves you.”

I looked into his eyes. He seemed surprisingly genuine. Was it just a one-off thing? Would she never cheat again? Did she love me? “I don’t believe you,” I said.

“Ask her yourself.”

I stared into his eyes, trying to see through his lies—if they really were lies. “Then why are you here with her?”

“I’m just here as a friend. We’ve got separate rooms, even. She just needed to get away and I wanted to make sure she didn’t do anything stupid, like mess around with anyone. As far as I’m concerned, the two of you are still together.” The comment struck me. I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe him—I still had the image of him fucking my fiancée in my mind—but what if he was telling the truth? What if Hailey did want me back? What if she was sorry about what happened? What if the whole thing was just a bit of messing around gone too far? It wasn’t ideal, of course, but did it have to be the end of our relationship?

“I should get back to my date,” I said. I left James standing outside. I had a few bites of cake, and then we took off. I was just glad to be the hell out of there.

That night, I decided to sleep on the cot. It didn’t seem right to lay with another woman. It didn’t even seem right to be in that room with Jess. I felt like I was cheating. I couldn’t stop thinking about Hailey. Sure, we had our problems, but we still made a good couple, overall. She was a bit neurotic and a bit bossy, but I wasn’t perfect, either? I could be paranoid and anxious, and I often forgot about important dates like birthdays and anniversaries. So who was I to judge?

Key West is a small town, so I shouldn’t have been too surprised when I called Hailey and found out that she was staying in the same hotel, on the same floor as us. I made that call out on the balcony, while Jess was still asleep. When I came inside, she was awake, and she’d probably heard the whole call. “I’m just going to go down the hall for a bit. I’ll be back in less than an hour,” I said.

Jess forced a smile. “Okay,” she said. She looked hurt, but she had no reason to be. She was still getting a free vacation, after all.

I went down to Hailey’s room to talk to her. And James wasn’t lying—he wasn’t staying in the same room. He wasn’t even on the same floor. Hailey went to use the bathroom after she let me in. I went over to her phone, to quickly check her messages, to see if her and James had been flirting. But they hadn’t been. And her background photo was of her, and me together in Mexico. We looked happy. And come to think of it, that Mexico trip really wasn’t so bad. We had a lot of fun, especially when we were venturing around town, outside of the resort.

“So you went on a date last night, huh?” she said when she emerged from the bathroom.

“Sort of. We just met on the beach and chatted. It wasn’t anything serious,” I said.

She smiled, looking down at her feet. “She’s cute, but you aren’t really interested, are you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “No, it was just a dinner.”

She stared into my eyes. I’d almost forgotten how pretty her eyes were. I could still remember looking into those eyes the day we met. I remember feeling completely overwhelmed by those eyes, like they were the most beautiful things on the planet. “Do you want to come and stay with me tonight?” she asked.

I bit the corner of my lip. “Maybe,” I said. “I’ll have to think about it.”

“Maybe we could hang out today—catch up a little bit. Try to figure out where things went wrong.”

I thought about Jess in the other room, waiting for me so we could go out for breakfast. We had plans to go to a cute restaurant on the water, and then we were going to go snorkelling together. “Maybe tomorrow,” I said.

“Okay—tomorrow it is. It’ll be fun,” she said with a smile. My head was spinning. Did I really want to take Hailey back? Was I really going to forgive her for what she did to me?

I took a deep breath. “Okay, maybe I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said.

“Or maybe tonight,” she said. “And stay away from that girl—if I’m going to be honest with you, she looked like a bit of a whore.” My heart skipped a beat. I felt the strangest urge to defend Jess. But I bit my tongue and forced a smile.

“See you later,” I said, and I left her room.

And as soon as I got back to our room, I walked right up to Jess, threw my arms around her, and I kissed her on the lips.


CHAPTER X

Speaking with Hailey made one thing very clear: she wasn’t the girl for me.

She was so fake, and so manipulative. She used her beauty to get what she wanted, and then she used her emotions when her beauty failed her. She was full of contempt, full of pessimism. I couldn’t see myself with someone who was so negative. My dream girl was positive. My dream girl was sweet and modest. My dream girl had a life of experiences that had shaped her into a sympathetic human being—someone who understands that you can’t appreciate the sun without the clouds.

My dream girl was Jess, and it was more obvious than ever.

She kissed back, slipped her hands onto my sides. She was so petite and so fragile, and all I wanted to do was protect her. I felt things for her after a few days that I’d never felt for Hailey in six years. It couldn’t have been clearer.

“Is everything okay?” she asked me, her cheeks turning dark red.

“Everything’s perfect.” I kept kissing her. She even slipped her tongue into my mouth. I felt her bare arms with my hands. I loved her soft skin. I ran my hands down her sides and then I cupped her breasts. So what if she was a man at one point in her life? What difference did it make? It didn’t make her into a different person. It’s not like she suddenly had a whole different past and a whole different personality. She was still the pretty, bubbly blonde that I’d fallen for.

I slipped the straps of her dress over he shoulders and I tugged the little outfit down, exposing her bare tits. I cupped them and I sucked her nipples. She moaned gently as I playfully pulled her nipple back between my lips. Looking down, I could see her bulge growing in her panties. I didn’t even care that she didn’t have a pussy. I never wanted kids anyway, so what difference did it make what was down there?

I sunk down to my knees and fished her feminine cock out. She was freshly shaved and smooth. Her cock was warm and her balls were soft. I started to stroke and fondle her with both of my hands. She watched me with red cheeks and a big smile. She had to bite her bottom lip to stop herself from smiling too big. She was so cute.

I sucked her cock. I pulled back her foreskin and I circled her tip with my tongue before getting as much as I could fit into my throat. She slipped her hands behind my head and pulled my in tight to her groin. I didn’t mind. I didn’t even mind when she started to thrust into my throat while holding my head against her crotch. I liked the feeling of her cock sliding into my throat, even though it made me gag a little bit after a few thrusts.

Once I had her cock good and hard, I moved down to her asshole. I circled her puckering hole with the tip of my tongue before pushing my tongue in as far as I could. I laid her down on the bed and I got in deep, eating her out while she gently stroked her erection. “Oh, that feels so good,” she moaned. I loved eating out her asshole. I could have spent the rest of the day on that bed with my tongue deep in her puckering boy-pussy. And I might have, had my cock not been throbbing so aggressively, begging for some action.

I stood up on my knees and I stepped in close. I aimed my throbbing dick up to her wet hole and I started to push in. I didn’t care that I could see her stroking her own slick erection. I didn’t care that her tits were only four years old, created by a daily dose of hormones. None of that mattered because I loved her.

I penetrated her tight hole. She gasped and grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets. I started slowly, thrusting a little bit deeper with each penetration. She was incredibly tight, which made sense because she was so petite. But after a couple of minutes, she started to stretch out. I was able to sink my cock deeper inside of her.

I pushed away her hand so I could stroke her cock myself. I loved the way it throbbed so warmly. I loved how red her tip got. “You’re going to make me come,” she said, her face dark red.

“Isn’t that the idea?” I said with a smile. I closed my grip and I beat her off faster. I wanted to see her spray her own tits with her hot load. I couldn’t wait. I couldn’t look away—

She came, shooting strands of white jizz all over her chest, her chin, and her abdomen. She moaned and squirmed as each shot blasted her cute body.

And then I could feel my own orgasm approaching. I could have slowed down to make it last, but I didn’t want to slow down. I wanted to give her the good fucking that she deserved. I held her hips tight and I pounded hard and fast. She started to scream in euphoria. I slapped my pelvis into her ass, making her red. I was completely inside of her when I burst. I groaned and clenched and filled her up deep before falling on top of her, her still-warm cum rubbing against my torso.

I never went to see Hailey. I sent her a message saying that I’d found someone else. She sent an angry message back: “Well maybe I’ll just fuck James again,” she wrote, as if it was a threat.

“Sure, I don’t care,” I said, and I really didn’t. I was over her. She never even came into my mind, as if she was a terribly old memory. I didn’t even care when we saw her at the beach, holding hands with James. I didn’t care that they saw me holding Jess’s hand.

Because I loved Jess, and at the end of the day, isn’t that all that matters.

THE END
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