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HOSTEL GIRL

Pete’s girlfriend breaks up with him days before their big European backpacking trip. It’s too late to cancel the expensive flight, so Pete makes the trip alone, terrified to face a strange continent by himself.

His ex-girlfriend was the one who made all the plans, so Pete isn’t sure where to start after he lands in Amsterdam. He even forgets to have his money converted into euros, so he’s lucky when he finds a hostel willing to let him stay, as long as he doesn’t mind sharing a bed. And he doesn’t mind sharing when he sees the beautiful brunette he’ll be sharing with—at least until he finds out that she’s packing more than what is in her backpack.


CHAPTER I

It was my first time over the ocean. It was my first time outside of Canada. Hell—it was my first time being out of the Greater Toronto Area, unless you include that time I went to Ottawa for a school field trip.

Now, I was in Amsterdam, surrounded by amazing buildings and street names I didn’t recognize. I was excited but terrified at the same time—but more than anything, I was surprised that I’d actually made it. After Tracy broke up with me, I really didn’t think I would end up making the trip out.

We were supposed to do the trip together. We both bought our plane tickets and planned our route: Amsterdam first, then Brussels, then Frankfurt, then Munich, then Vienna, then Budapest, then we were just going to wing it from there. We didn’t book our return flights—we were just going to travel until we ran out of money, staying in the cheapest hostels we could find so it would take an especially long time. We wanted to see the world. Tracy had only ever been out of Canada once before, and it was to see a hockey game with some friends in Buffalo, New York.

It was four days before the big trip when Tracy called and said, “I don’t think we’re working out.” I had no idea what she was talking about. It took me about three minutes to realize she was breaking up with me. For the longest time, I thought she was just talking about the details of the trip. It didn’t help that my reception wasn’t great because I was at work, in the third basement of a Toronto skyscraper, sorting through mail.

“You’re leaving me?” I said when I realized she was leaving me.

“Sorry, Pete,” she said. I was shocked and devastated. We’d been dating for six months, and there had hardly been any hiccups—just the one, when she walked in on me masturbating to pornography. It turned into a weeklong fight, because she believed that I should only be able to masturbate to pictures and videos of her—everything else was cheating. But that was early in our relationship, and I assumed she’d gotten over it. But maybe not. Before I could ask why she was leaving me, she hung up the phone. She didn’t pick up when I tried calling her back.

I had one day left to cancel my flight to Amsterdam—one day before the forty-eight hour refund limit. I had the number dialled in my phone, but I couldn’t bring myself to make the call. I kept clinging onto the hope that Tracy was just messing with me—maybe even testing me. She wouldn’t answer her phone, and she wasn’t at her apartment (I stood outside ringing her buzzer for three hours like a complete lunatic). Finally, when the realization began to set in that she really was leaving me, it was less than forty-eight hours away from my flight. I could either go to Amsterdam alone or say goodbye to about eight hundred bucks, which was a hell of a lot for me and my minimum wage mailroom job.

The flight was at 8:00 AM, which meant I needed to be at the airport no later than 6:00 AM. I didn’t bother setting my alarm, planning on letting the trip go away. But I ended up waking up without an alarm at 4:45 AM. I was wide-awake and I had nothing to do. My job was technically over. I’d given my two weeks notice two weeks before. I knew that I could go to my boss and ask for my job back, but I didn’t want to have to embarrassingly explain why I wasn’t going on the trip I’d been talking about for months. So I ended up getting out of bed, stuffing some clothes into a bag, and taking off for the airport. I caught my flight and found myself en-route for Amsterdam, alone, and very, very confused. I didn’t know what I was going to do. The thought of going sightseeing alone seemed strangely pointless and depressing. What do people even do when they travel alone?

I took the first bus leaving the Amsterdam airport for city centre. I had no idea where I was going, or if there were even any hostels at the city centre. Tracy and I had originally planned to just drift around, letting date determine where we ended up.

Tracy was really into all of that spiritualism stuff. She believed that a person needed to open themselves up to the universe in order to find their path in life. Apparently her path no longer included me. I didn’t feel too broken up over the breakup strangely enough. I never cried and I never went through that stage of thinking that I would be alone forever. More than anything, I was just upset that I was left to travel alone. I was upset that I was given no explanation, though I had a feeling there wasn’t a great explanation. Knowing Tracy, she probably meditated with a crystal on her forehead and then came to the realization that we weren’t meant to be. And maybe that was for the best. Maybe we were never really great together.

The sun was beginning to set once I was off the bus and looking around at downtown Amsterdam. I had no idea which direction was which, and my phone was dead because I’d left my charger at home. I left a lot of things at home when I quickly packed my bag. I meant to bring my laptop, but I forgot that, and I meant to bring a pair of headphones for the long flights and train rides—but I forgot those as well. I didn’t even bring a map, so I had no idea where to go.

I started wandering. It wasn’t long before I realized I was wandering into the famous red light district. There were already girls in lingerie standing out on the streets, waiting for clients—and some of them were shockingly beautiful. They were so beautiful that it was almost sad—though they probably made a good chunk of money in a day. I watched as one guy walked up to a girl and then the two of them petered off into one of the buildings to fuck. I found myself wondering how much a romp would cost. Maybe that’s all I needed to get the Tracy resentment out from my head. One of the girls made eye contact with me and I looked away quickly.

My heart fluttered and I carried on. I found a little restaurant on the street corner. I went in for a bite to eat. When I went to pay, the man looked at my handful of cash and said, “You can’t pay with that.” I realized I never went to the bank to get euros. I didn’t even know the value of a euro. I tried paying with my credit card, but it was declined. Apparently I had a card that only worked in Canada. Thankfully, the restaurant owner felt bad for me and let me eat the food anyway—or maybe he just didn’t feel like throwing it in the garbage.

Now it was late, almost 10:00 PM, and I needed to find somewhere to sleep. But first, I needed to find somewhere to exchange my money. No hostel would let me in without money, so I continued to wander the streets. One of the working girls gave me a spank on the ass as I walked by. “Want to have the best ten minutes of your life, sweetie?” she said with a thick accent. “C’mon—come party with me. I promise you’ll have a good time.”

“I’m okay, thank you,” I said. I could feel my face turning dark red. I bit down on my tongue and looked away from her. She was wearing sheer lace lingerie, which did nothing to hide her dark pubic hair or her pink nipples.

“You know where to find me!” she called out, and I kept on walking.

It was after 11:00 PM when I stumbled upon a small blue sign that read ‘HOSTEL’. I only had my Canadian money, but I needed somewhere to sleep. So I walked in and hoped for the best. “Can I get a room?” I asked. “This is all I have. I can get some euros in the morning, but nothing is open right now. I promise this money is real. I know it looks silly because it’s so colourful—but it’s really what our money looks like. And seriously, I’ll get euros in the morning. Just tell me where to go.”

The man behind the counter stared at me in silence for a moment, and it occurred to me that he probably didn’t speak English. Then suddenly, he just pointed up the stairs and said, “We don’t take Canadian money but you can go sleep in room nine. Tonight is free, as long as you don’t mind sharing if someone else comes in.”

“That’s totally fine,” I said, perking up. I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. My legs were sore from wandering and I was exhausted from lack of sleep. I hadn’t slept in almost thirty hours. “Seriously—thank you so much. I promise I’ll have some euros tomorrow.”

The room was slightly terrifying. I could see why it was the designated room for people without money. It was almost definitely a large closet at one point, which had been converted into a bedroom by the simple addition of a twin mattress, which was on the floor, without even a sheet on it. I remembered that I was supposed to be bringing a sheet and a pillow with me; I read online that some hostels don’t provide bedding—just beds. But I did have a towel, which I placed down on the mattress, and then I covered myself with my jacket. The room was cold and damp, but at least it was a place to sleep. At least I could close my eyes and not have to worry about being on the street or in a dirty alleyway.

I was only asleep for half an hour when the door opened and someone slipped into the room. “This room’s taken,” I said suddenly.

“I was told to come up here and share with you,” a girl’s voice said. “You don’t mind, do you?”

My heart stuttered. I remembered the hostel manager telling me that I might be sharing with someone else if they came—and apparently they came. I opened my mouth to reply, but I couldn’t think of anything to say. I couldn’t even wrap my head around how sharing that twin mattress could be possible without getting uncomfortably close with a stranger. “I—uh—I don’t mind,” I said.

It was dark and I couldn’t see the woman. I could just make out her petite silhouette in the dimly lit doorway. I scooched over to the edge of the small mattress. She put her bag down next to mine, beside the door, and then she closed the door and the windowless room became completely black. I felt the mattress sink to the side as she lowered herself down and spread herself out. She nudged her body back and pressed against me. I couldn’t move over any further. I was already pressed against the wall—and she was probably hanging off the edge of the mattress. “I promise I don’t snore,” she said. And I was shocked at how casual she was about the whole thing. Why wasn’t she outraged? Why was she okay sharing a bed with a complete stranger? Did her parents not teach her about the dangers of strange men? Why was she so trusting?

“Do you mind if I share a bit of your jacket? I don’t have a blanket,” she said.

“Um, I guess that’s fine,” I said. So I gave her half of my jacket, which was previously being used to keep us separated. Now, there were only the clothes on our bodies keeping us separated. The room became silent, and just like that, she had gone to sleep, with her warm body pressed up against mine. She could probably feel my heart pounding against my ribcage, against her back. I would have turned the other way, but then my face would have been pressed against a cold cement wall. She didn’t seem to mind—though I was starting to worry that her warm body was going to get me excited. Or what if I had a sexy dream? If I got an erection, she would feel it. Her bum was only an inch away from my crotch.

She smelled nice, like perfume and breakfast pastries. I kept my hands on my sides, which was uncomfortable, but I had nowhere else to put them. It wasn’t easy falling back asleep, but in my exhausted state, I managed.


CHAPTER II

When I woke up, I had no idea what time it was. That little room had no windows, but there was light coming through the slit underneath the door. Maybe it was just 6:00 AM, or maybe it was well into the afternoon.

I gently pulled Tracy in closer to me. She nestled her bum gently back into my crotch and I made sure my arm was wrapped tightly around her, with my hand firmly on her breast. I could feel her perky nipple against the palm of my hand. And that’s when I realized I was erect. My erection was being cradled perfectly by her bum cheeks. I reached down and carefully pulled up her skirt. I took her panties and began to wriggle them down her thighs. She always liked morning sex, so I figured I would surprise her.

Then I unzipped my fly and pulled out my throbbing erection. I pressed it between her bum cheeks and gently thrusted up and down, making sure I was rock hard before putting it in her pussy. And then I stopped and tried to figure out why I was wearing jeans in bed. I’d never gone to sleep in jeans before, and Tracy had never gone to sleep in a skirt. In fact, Tracy didn’t wear skirts. She thought that they were ‘degrading to women’. So why was she wearing a skirt now?

The events of the previous day came rushing back to me. I remembered the girl coming into the room and getting into the bed. My heart suddenly skipped a beat. I had my erect cock pressed up against a stranger’s bare ass. I gasped and carefully slipped my cock back into my pants. I reached down and gently pulled up her panties. Then, in her sleep, she cuddled back, pressing her bum harder into my cock. At least now I was covered, but she could surely still feel the hard, throbbing bulge. If she woke up now, she would certainly be disgusted—so I had to will my erection away. I had to think of unsexy things to make my cock become flaccid. But I could think of nothing. I could only think of how soft her tush was, and how badly I wanted to cup her tit again, and feel that perky nipple against the palm of my hand.

I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t move without waking her up. But I needed to get out from behind her before she woke up. I pushed myself as hard as I could against the wall behind me. I took a deep breath and I started to slide my body up. A massive wave of relief washed over me as soon as my cock away from her perky tush. I had to step over her carefully, but my efforts were for nothing. “What time is it?” she asked with a groggy voice.

“I have no idea,” I said. “I don’t have a watch and my phone’s been dead since I got here.”

“Check my phone,” she said. “It’s just in the front pocket of my bag.”

My heart was still pounding hard. I still couldn’t believe how lucky I was—I’d had my bare cock pressed between her bare ass cheeks—while her tit was in my hand—and she didn’t even wake up to notice. I dodged some borderline rape allegations for sure.

I found her phone in the front pouch of her bag. I pressed the home button and her screen lit up. “It’s 9:05,” I said. “In the morning.” And then I saw her phone’s background picture. It was a picture of a beautiful brunette with long hair and big, stunning eyes. She was standing in front of some exotic mountain, with a monkey on her shoulder. “Is this you?” I asked.

“The girl or the monkey?” she asked. She laughed and then said, “I’m sorry—that was a stupid joke. Yeah, that’s me. Turn on the flashlight so we can see in here.”

I turned on her flashlight and then I handed her the phone. She aimed the flashlight up at the white ceiling, illuminating the room. And that’s when I saw that she was telling the truth: she really was the beautiful girl in the picture. I’d had my bare erection pressed against that beautiful girl’s ass.

She got up and went over to her bag, brushing past me. I was still half erect, trying to hide the bulge in my jeans. She reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of panties. Then, she pulled her panties down to the floor and pulled the new pair up. “How did you sleep? I didn’t snore, did I?” she asked casually.

“I was out like a rock, so I have no clue,” I said. I forced myself to look away from her, even though that floral scent made me want to grab her and throw her down on that mattress.

“That’s good,” she said. She turned her back to me and then pulled off her shirt. I had to sneak a peek. I saw the side of her perky breast. She had a tattoo on her rib—something written in cursive, but I couldn’t make out what and I didn’t want to ask like a creep. So I just looked away.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Lexi,” she said. “And yours?”

“Peter,” I said. “But you can call me Pete.”

“Hi Pete,” she said with a little giggle. She had a cute giggle. “Are you going to be back tonight?”

“I think so.”

“You think so? Not travelling with any plans?”

“Not really. I mean, I had some plans, but now I don’t know. Now I’m just winging it, I guess.”

“Well, if you want to wing it together tonight, we can save a few bucks on a bed. You didn’t mind sharing with me, did you?”

My heart fluttered. “Not at all,” I said. And I heard my own voice crack slightly, filling my chest with a an awkward embarrassment.

“Okay. Then we’ll split a room. Let’s meet downstairs here at 9:00 PM—in twelve hours from now.” She picked up her bag and opened the door, letting a blinding flood of light into the closet-sized room. “See you later!” And just like that, she was gone.


CHAPTER III

Sightseeing alone wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. It was actually kind of fun and relaxing. I could move at my own pace and I could go to see whatever I wanted. I didn’t have to make any compromises, and I realized that after just a few hours of wandering down the streets. My first stop was at one of the churches Tracy was excited to see. I stood in front of it for five minutes before moving onto the next place—a Buddhist temple that Tracy wanted to meditate in. I walked through and then thought, ‘What the hell am I doing?’ I didn’t have to go to any of these boring spiritualist hotspots. I could go do whatever the hell I wanted.

So I had a nice long breakfast on a patio, and then I wandered the streets that I thought looked the coolest. I even went down to the red light district, just to check out the ladies—and just because it was something that Tracy would have never been okay with. It turned out to be a pretty fun day, especially once I started drinking at noon. I would stop for a couple beers between each sight. By the time dinnertime rolled around, I was drunk and stumbling down the streets. I met a number of people who ended up adding me on Facebook. One of them even gave me a phone charger. “Just keep it and don’t lose it,” he said.

And then I was wandering back towards the hostel with time to kill when that familiar prostitute slapped me on the ass. “You’re back,” she said. “Hopefully this time we can spend a bit of time together.”

Maybe it was the liquor or maybe it was the excitement—or maybe it was just my little way of getting some revenge on Tracy. I took the whore into her little brothel and I let her suck my cock until I came. She was an incredibly gifted cocksucker, and it only took her three minutes to get me off—so I felt a bit silly for paying for an hour upfront, and I was a bit embarrassed once my dick was drained. But she assured me that it was rare for men to last more than five minutes. “I know all the tricks,” she said as she wiped a bit of white jizz off the side of her mouth. She gave me a cum-flavoured kiss before I left and said, “Bring that nice cock back anytime.”

As I was leaving, I realized it was the first time I ever slept with a prostitute—though I hadn’t broken any laws. When in Rome…

Before returning to the hostel, I stopped at a café and bought a big bottle of water. I drank the whole thing in an attempt to sober myself up a little bit, so that I wouldn’t have a terrible hangover, and so that Lexi wouldn’t think that I was some degenerate loser. And I was a bit afraid of what drunk me would do as soon as we were crammed into a little bed together.

It was 8:45 PM when I arrived at the hostel (which wasn’t easy to find, as I wasn’t familiar with any of the streets, and I didn’t have a pin dropped on my phone’s map). I took a seat on one of the plastic folding chairs in the lobby and stared at the floor. The man behind the counter stared at me with that unimpressed look he seemed to always have on his face. I tried smiling at him, but he didn’t return the smile.

Finally, at exactly 9:00 PM, Lexi wandered into the hostel. I waved her over as my heart stuttered. She had changed since I saw her that morning, and her hair was different now, tied up into a fancy bun with cute dangling strands. She was wearing a dress that nearly reached her knees, with a long slit that showed off a bit of her hip. Her nails were freshly painted with a white glossy colour, and her skin seemed to be radiating a warm glow, as if she’d bathed in liquid diamonds. Over the course of the day, I’d forgotten how beautiful she was—and I’d nearly forgotten that we would be sleeping together again.

“You like chipper. How was your day?” she asked.

I nodded my head quickly. I’d heard her question, but my brain was too busy trying to figure out why she was okay with the idea of sharing a room with me. Judging by her brand new backpack and her fancy clothes, she surely had money—and it isn’t like hostels are expensive. She could have used her looks to get into a hostel room with any guy; hell, most guys would have been happy to volunteer a spot on their bed in much nicer hostels than this one. But I wasn’t about to complain. I was happy to save a bit of money, and happier to spend another night pressed up against a gorgeous girl.

“I’ll take that as good,” she said with her cute giggle. She went up to the hostel manager, who perked up for her. He never perked up for me. “We’ll take a room together, please,” she said. “Just something cheap.”

The man nodded his head quickly and then he looked over at me with a strange look. He stared at me for a moment, as if he couldn’t believe I’d gotten with a girl like Lexi. I was tempted to tell him that we were just sharing, but it was kind of nice, basking in the moment, pretending like I had a beautiful girlfriend.

“You’re going to share a room with… her?” he said to me with that strange glare.

“Yeah,” I said, trying not to crack a smile. And he continued to stare at me, making my skin tingle.

We got a room up on the top floor. It wasn’t much better than the closet room, and the bed wasn’t any bigger—but that just made me more excited.

Lexi put her bag down and then sighed. “I’m sorry. That was so embarrassing,” she said.

“What was embarrassing?” I asked.

“That guy downstairs. You don’t get that much in Canada. But here in Europe, people just don’t have a filter.”

I smiled and nodded my head, hoping that if I pretended to know what she was talking about for long enough, I would suddenly know what she was talking about. But I had no clue. “Sorry—What did he do?”

“He’s just transphobic—I guess that’s more normal over here.”

And I still couldn’t wrap my head around what she was talking about. I figured something had happened before, maybe the previous night while I was sleeping, before Lexi arrived. Maybe there was some trans person who came in and got refused service while she was down there checking in. Maybe she was just venting some long lasting grudge.

I thought about letting the comment slide, but now I was curious, and still a bit confused. So I asked, “What did he say?”

“It’s not what he said. It was that look he gave you. I’m sorry he did that. Thanks for being so cool about it. It’s really refreshing.”

And now I was about as confused as I could possibly get. Had I completely zoned out down in the lobby? Was there a whole interaction that I missed while my brain was getting ready to snuggle up with a beautiful brunette? Was the smell of her intoxicating perfume seeping into my brain and giving me selective hearing?

I didn’t want to look any dumber than I was already looking, so I just nodded my head and I tried to let the comment slide. And then I watched as she took three orange pill bottles out from her bag. She opened them one at a time, popping pills into the palm of her hand. They were prescription meds, but I couldn’t make out what they were from across that little room. “You okay?” I asked.

“Oh yeah, I’m fine. These are just for the hormones. These ones are blockers, these ones make my body produce estrogen and that other one—I can never remember the name of the other one.”

And now I was thinking that she had some sort of hormone condition. But it wasn’t long before my slow-moving brain started putting the pieces together. My gaze suddenly drifted down to her throat as she leaned her head back to swallow the pills. There was a slight lump—a slight lump that shouldn’t be there.

Lexi was the trans girl. The look the man in the lobby gave me—that wasn’t jealousy or envy—it was a warning, or maybe it was mockery. He knew that Lexi was trans. And now that she brought it up, I could hear a slight tinge in her voice—a tinge of masculinity. I just assumed she was a smoker, or maybe she was just one of those rare girls with a slight rasp to their voice. Nope—she was actually a man. Under that dress was a cock—unless she’d had it removed. Do lots of trans girls get their cocks taken off?

I could feel the colour draining from my face. I tried to force a casual smile, but my brain was spinning too quickly. I couldn’t quite process everything. I still didn’t completely believe that it was true. Was it true? Was Lexi actually a tranny? If he was, then I had my bare erection pressed against a tranny’s butt. I cupped the perky tit of a biological male. I had spent the whole night cuddled up with a ladyboy. Now there was a nausea swirling in my stomach.

“Are you okay?” she asked. I didn’t even notice that she was looking over at me. Finally, I managed to force that smile, but I had a feeling it didn’t look fantastic.

“Me? I’m fine,” I said. I had to stay cool. She liked it when I was acting cool about the whole thing—when I was oblivious about the whole thing. But how could I stay cool? How could I just ignore the fact that she was a biological man, and that I was about to sleep in a bed with her? I didn’t want our bodies touching.

I watched as she turned her back to me. She reached into her bag and pulled out the tiniest pair of cotton shorts. She pulled them up, under her dress. Then she pulled a tiny t-shirt out from her bag. She slipped out from the straps of her dress, and I saw the side of her right breast for a moment before that t-shirt slipped over her torso. Her night outfit hardly covered any skin. I looked over at the bed. It looked so small. Was it even smaller than the bed we had the night before? Would we both fit on it? Was it too late to go and get my own room? I had more than enough money to pay for my own twenty-dollar room. Saving ten bucks wasn’t worth getting snuggled up with a shemale. But how could I break it to Lexi without hurting her feelings? How could I slip away without making her think that I was just as bad as the guy at the counter? And how could I face the guy at the counter? He probably thought that I was some tranny fetishist. He probably thought Lexi was bending me over right now, sticking her meat into my tiny hole.

“Which side do you want?” she asked as she stood next to the bed.

I shrugged my shoulders, smiling with lots of teeth. “Whichever.”

“I’ve got a small bladder, so I’ll take the side closer to the door, if that’s okay. That way I can get up without waking you up.”

“Sounds good,” I said, nodding my head.

And now she was just standing and staring at me, as if she was waiting for me to do something. “Well?” She said. “I can’t really get in until you’re in.”

I nodded my head quickly. “Right.” I went to my bag and opened it up to find a pair of sweatpants to sleep in, so I didn’t have to go to sleep in my shorts. I didn’t want our bare legs rubbing together. But I didn’t pack any sweatpants. I only had my shorts and a pair of jeans—and the other option was to sleep in my boxers, which I would have preferred to do; but of course I wasn’t going to do that. But what the hell was I going to do? What options did I have?

I stepped towards the bed. I took a deep breath, and then I slipped onto the mattress. I squished my body as much as possible against that cold wall and then I watched as she lowered herself down to lay next to me. I was on my back. I knew I would take up less room on my side, but I didn’t want to have my face pressed against that cement wall, and I didn’t want to have my front pressed up against a tranny. “Any way you can move back just a little bit?” she asked.

“Um,” I said. And then I caved to the pressure. I rolled onto my side, facing her, and she got snuggled in. I could smell that amazing perfume, which now gave me a slight headache. It was confusing—no man should smell like that. And no man should have skin as soft as hers. No matter how I positioned my legs, our legs were touching. I didn’t know where to put my arms. I had one awkwardly underneath me and the other awkwardly balanced on top of my torso. I couldn’t let my body relax, or that arm could fall forward, onto her. I couldn’t give her the wrong idea. I couldn’t have her or anyone think that I was interested in t-girls—I was just going to have to live with the fact that there was one man, down in the lobby, who thought that I was some weirdo.

“Shoot. I forgot to hit the light,” she said. She stood up. And from down below, I could see up her tiny cotton shorts. I could see her perfectly round bum cheeks bounce as she quickly hopped towards that light switch. “Oh, and I almost forgot my water bottle,” she said as she suddenly bent over to reach into her bag. Her shorts rode up, exposing more of that smooth skin on her ass. I could even see the red tinge of her lacy thong. I could just make out the bulge that was likely her ball sack. I looked down quickly, at her legs. Her legs seemed safe to stare at. They were smooth and shiny and feminine. There was nothing gay about staring at those legs—except for the fact I was staring at the legs of a man. But where else was I supposed to stare?

As she turned around, I darted my gaze away, up at the bland cement ceiling. I could feel that my face was red. I started wondering how the guy down in the lobby knew she was a trap. Was it obvious? Was I just a special case of oblivious? I mean—she looked like a woman. She had narrow shoulders and a cute face and perky breasts—which I knew were real because I’d felt them. And her bum—no man has a bum like hers, or legs like hers. She wasn’t wearing a wig; her hair was real and soft and it smelled great. So what exactly was so obvious about her? Was it her voice? Now that I knew, it seemed a little bit masculine, but still far from obvious. Or maybe my brain was just trying to protect my ego. Maybe she was horribly masculine and my imagination was working overdrive to protect me.

She got back into the bed, squishing her body back against me. We had a blanket now—one that she picked up at the store. It was pink and soft, and it already smelled like her. I had a feeling that floral scent would be stuck on me for at least a few days, reminding me that I’d slept two nights in a row with a shemale.

I tried one last time to think of how I could get out of this awkward situation, but I could think of nothing. So I decided the best thing to do would be to fall asleep and hope that the morning came quickly, so I could get out. I could tell her that I was off for another city, and then I could go find another hostel. Or maybe I could just take off for another city. I’d already taken in a few sights; I could always swing back around Amsterdam on my way back to Canada. I closed my eyes and tried to clear my mind so that sleep would come faster. I refused to let any thoughts into my brain: just quiet and black.


CHAPTER IV

Sleep came quickly, and then it ended quickly, thanks to a terrible nightmare. In my nightmare, I was on my phone, on the Tinder app. I was swiping right on girl after girl. Every girl was strangely beautiful. And then my phone dinged as I got a match with one of the beautiful women. I was excited to see that she had already sent me a message. I read it quickly. “What are you doing on this app you old creep?” the girl asked. And a moment later, my phone died. I was suddenly staring at a black screen, which was reflecting my own image back at me. I was old—with wrinkles all over my face. My heart was suddenly throbbing. I was suddenly hyper aware of the fact that I was alone, and that I would be alone for the rest of my life. I looked out the window and saw Tracy, still young, hand-in-hand with her Swedish lover. Why did she get to be happy and I didn’t? When I looked away from the window, I was in a hospital room. There were tubes attached to me. The doctor came in to tell me, “It won’t be long now.” I was all alone, about to die with no one around me.

And then Lexi woke me up. “Are you okay? You’re yelling,” she said.

“I am?” I asked.

“Well you aren’t now. You were. Did you have a nightmare?”

I couldn’t quite see her in that room, even though our bodies were squashed together. I could just make out the silhouette of her head, and I could smell that floral perfume. “I guess so,” I said. My heart was still pounding and my stomach was still filled with dread. I didn’t want to die alone. It was quite possibly my worst nightmare. It was certainly the worst nightmare I’d had in recent memory.

Lexi rolled over to face me. I could barely make out the smile on her face. “It’s okay,” she said. “It was just a nightmare. Want to tell me about it?”

“I don’t really remember it,” I lied. I didn’t want to get into it. I didn’t want to start spilling my guts about my biggest fears.

“Well it’s over now. Now, while you’re falling back asleep, try not to think about it, or you’ll end up back in the nightmare. Try to think of something happy and exciting. Maybe think about a girl you like. Then you’ll have a happy dream.”

I tried to think of anything but that sterile, dark deathbed from my nightmare. But no other thoughts came to my mind. I took a deep breath. It didn’t seem to matter what I tried to think about. I was wide-awake now. My sleep was ruined. “What time is it?” I asked.

“It’s only midnight,” she said.

“Why are you up? Did I wake you?”

“No. I can’t sleep.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Just a lot on my mind, I guess.” She was staring into my eyes now, still with that little smile on her face. And in that moment, I felt strangely comfortable. At least I wasn’t alone. At least there was someone there who cared enough to wake me up from a terrible nightmare.

That nightmare was long gone from my mind. Now, I had a new set of thoughts spinning through my brain. The way she was looking at me—I couldn’t help but think that she was half-hoping that I would make some sort of move. The thought of making a move on a trap was gut turning, but I was in a different country. If I left Amsterdam in the morning, I would never see her again. She didn’t even know my name. As far as she knew, I gave her a fake name. No one would ever know that I kissed a trap if I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. Only I would know. But why would I want to? Why was I even thinking about it, let alone considering it? Did I find her attractive? I had to admit that she was very attractive. Before I knew that she was a biological male, I was practically fawning over her. Even after I found out, I was still ogling her ass when she bounced over to turn off the light.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked with a soft, gentle voice.

“Do you ever worry about regrets?” I asked.

“I only ever worry about regretting things I don’t do—never the things I do.”

And then I leaned forward and kissed her. My heart was pounding and my mind was a spinning mess. I had no idea why I was doing it. Maybe I was still half-asleep. Maybe my mind hadn’t fully woken up yet. Maybe I was just so afraid of being alone that I needed to feel like I had something, just in case the end of my life came in the next few hours. I was shocked when she kissed back.

At least she had soft lips. They were plump and full—fuller than Tracy’s lips, which was nice. She knew how to work her tongue better too, wrapping it gently around mine as her arm slipped over my body. I reached around and cupped that perfect tush, squeezing it gently, making my heart race even faster. My body was trembling slightly. I was terrified that regret would hit me hard in the morning. I’d never fucked a tranny before, and it wasn’t exactly something on my bucket list—but did that mean that I would feel guilty about it later?

Her body was soft and tight. At least she didn’t have rough skin and body hair. It’s not like I was making out with a manly man. She was convincing—and I had to keep reminding myself about that fact. She looked and smelled and sounded (for the most part) like a lady. And she sure as hell felt like a lady. She kissed like a lady—there was no doubt about that. And now, she was reaching her hand down the front of my short, slipping her fingers under the waistband of my boxers. She got a solid grip on my cock, and she started to massage me. Her fingers were small and delicate, which was relieving, but my heart still continued to pound mercilessly against my ribcage.

“Do you have a condom?” she asked.

“I don’t,” I said.

“I don’t either,” she said. “Are you clean? And be honest, because I’m totally clean.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I’m kind of a virgin.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Kind of?” I asked.

“I’m completely a virgin,” she said, this time with a nervous laugh. “Please be gentle.” Now I was worried that I was going to die in that bed with that t-girl. My heart was pounding so fast—hearts surely aren’t supposed to pound that fast. At least I wouldn’t be dying alone—though what would my friends and family think when they found out I died in bed with a tranny?

I took a deep breath. Her fingers had my cock erect in a matter of seconds. She was stroking now, pulling back my foreskin gently before pulling up again, over and over. It felt nice—nicer than nice. Tracy never gave me hand jobs. She didn’t like touching my cock. She always just wanted to get sex over with. She preferred the part after sex, laying next to each other in silence. One time she even had me put my cock in her and then she said, “Don’t move,” as she proceeded to meditate. It was awkward and my cock ended up turning soft inside of her. I think she fell asleep.

But Lexi was a different story. Lexi couldn’t seem to get enough of my cock. She pulled down my shorts and sunk down beneath the pink blanket. I felt her soft lips press up to my tip, and then I felt the warm embrace of her wet mouth. She started sucking and bobbing her head. I reached down and nestled my fingers into her soft hair. I took a deep breath and tried to convince myself that there was nothing gay about what I was doing. No man can suck a cock the way Lexi was sucking mine now. She was a girl. She had girl hormones in her body and she looked like a girl—so why was I so stressed out? Maybe because I still didn’t know what was between her thighs. I still didn’t know where my unprotected cock was going to end up—in a manmade pussy or in a tight back door?

Or maybe I wouldn’t even get that far. She was extraordinarily good at sucking cock. Euphoria was pulsing between my legs, and I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to last very long. I held her head firmly with both of my hands and I began to thrust my cock in and out of her mouth, pushing my tip down her throat. I heard her gag, but she kept sucking. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in—and then I gave up on the idea of holding back. It felt too good. I groaned and then I pulled her head tight into my crotch. I unloaded in her mouth.

She gasped and gagged but I didn’t let go. She tapped on my thigh, but I still held her for another few seconds. And then I realized I was probably choking her half to death, so I released her. She fell back and coughed. I threw back the covers. “Are you okay? I’m so sorry. I don’t know why I did that.” I sprung up and flicked on the light. There was cum dribbling down both of her cheeks.

“Pass me my towel,” she said. So I reached into her bag and tossed her a towel. She used it to wipe the cum off of her face. Then she spat the rest of my load out into the towel. I guess she wasn’t a swallower.

“Seriously—I’m so sorry. You were just—really good at that.”

She laughed. “It’s okay. I’m glad to hear I was good. That was my first time.”

“I don’t believe you,” I said. And then I realized how mean that sounded. “I mean—It’s not that I don’t believe you because I think you get around. I just mean that you were really good—like—too good for that to be your first time. I’m sorry I came so fast. I don’t usually come that quickly.”

“Don’t sweat it,” she said with another cute giggle. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. Now hit that light so we can get back to bed.”

I flicked the light and then I crawled back into the bed. Now my heart was pounding with embarrassment. I’d never come so fast in my life—and now my record holder was a tranny. I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. And I wasn’t sure if I was regretting my urge to make a move. I didn’t feel any regret yet, but my head was still spinning and unable to process much. I had a feeling I would wake up with the worst dread imaginable.

“Good night, Pete,” she said as she snuggled herself back into me.

“Good night, Lexi,” I said. Sleep came surprisingly quickly.


CHAPTER V

Lexi was already up when I woke up. She was slipping into a white floral dress. She pushed her hair back and let it fall against her exposed back. “Good morning,” I said. I immediately remembered the blowjob—and how could I forget it? It was by far the best blowjob I’d ever gotten, though I couldn’t help but wonder if it helped that she had a cock of her own to know which spots should get the most attention.

“Good morning,” she said with a smile in her voice. She turned around to show off her dress. “How do I look?”

“You look great,” I said.

“I’m meeting up with a girl I met in Paris. You’re welcome to join if you’d like. She’s very nice—and she’s really pretty.”

“I actually should be heading off today,” I said. “But thanks for the offer.”

“Oh,” she said, suddenly sounding sad. I wondered if she thought that we were more than just temporary roommates. Maybe I gave her the wrong impression when I kissed her. Maybe she thought that we would try at a relationship. But of course I couldn’t be with her. I couldn’t bring a tranny back to Toronto with me. My friends would mock me endlessly, and my parents would probably disown me, even though they liked to act like they were all cool with the whole LGBT thing. “Where are you headed?” she asked.

“I haven’t really decided yet. I think I’ll just go down to the train station and pick the first train heading out,” I said.

“Well then, I guess this is goodbye,” she said, smiling. There was a bit of pain in that smile, making me feel guilty, as if I’d done something wrong. But I couldn’t help that she thought our little romp was more than it was. It was just that: a little romp—a little bit of fun to pass the time while we couldn’t sleep. It didn’t have to be anything more than that. If she wanted it to be more, she should have said something, or made it clear somehow. It wasn’t fair that I had to feel guilty.

“I guess so,” I said. “It was nice meeting you though. Maybe I’ll see you around.”

“Maybe,” she said. I sprung up and then I didn’t even bother getting changed. I just picked up my bag and then went to the door. I looked into her eyes and smiled before saying goodbye. Then, I took off, glad to be away from that terribly awkward situation. I was especially glad that we never exchanged information, or even full names. She wouldn’t be able to find me on Facebook or even send me a text message. I knew that I would quickly forget about her and the guilt that I was currently feeling. I was just happy to be moving on.

I didn’t leave Amsterdam that day. I decided to take in a few more sights and a few more bars. I ended up finding another hostel on the other end of town. The hostel was nicer, though a bit more expensive. I got a room with three other guys who stayed up late listening to music and smoking dope. I didn’t mind. I was so tired that I ended up sleeping through most of it. When I woke up in the morning, I decided that I was done with Amsterdam, so I packed up my bag and took off for the train station.

My original plan with Tracy was to head to Brussels after Amsterdam, but that was never a city I was excited to see. She wanted to go to the museums, but I just wanted to go to a place with fun people, so I got on a train destined for Cologne. I didn’t know anything about Cologne. I just knew that there was a group of five beautiful blondes waiting for the same train, so I figured it was a good place to go to. I got a seat just a few rows behind the girls, who were doing shots the whole way, out of a large flask they had in their bag. I ended up introducing myself and doing a couple of shots with the girls.

By the end of the three-hour train ride, I was tipsy, and feeling a little bit motion sick. Liquor and motion weren’t a great combination for me. The girls invited me out to a bar with them, so I went along. I was excited to see that all of the waitresses at the bar were blonde and beautiful and dressed in dirndls. It was only 2:00 PM, but there was already a large crowd of mostly drunk people. The girls introduced me to more of their friends and we had more shots. They were better at handling their liquor than me. It was only 4:00 PM when I found myself in the bathroom throwing up. A very large man gave me a firm pat on the back and said, “I can tell that you aren’t German,” in a thick German accent.

“What gave it away?” I asked, wiping a bit of puke off the side of my face. He pulled me up to my feet.

“If you’re going to spend time in Germany, you need to have a thicker stomach. The trick is a careful mixture of Russian vodka and Irish whiskey.” He handed me a glass that was already filled with his disgusting mixture of hard alcohol. “Go ahead. It will help,” he said. So I took a long sip. And strangely, it did help with the nausea, though it made me drunker. It was 6:00 PM when I stumbled away from the party, into the streets that were even less familiar to me than the streets of Amsterdam. All of the signs were in German and I didn’t know the German word for ‘hostel’. I was too shy to ask the straight-faced locals, so I just mindlessly wandered the streets, hoping a bit of the fate that Tracy believed in would guide me to the correct place.

I had a laugh while thinking about Tracy’s silly belief in some spiritual hand that shepherds the whole of humanity, and then I got a taste of it. As I came around the corner, I saw a familiar face standing outside of a building. It was Lexi, with her long brown hair tied into a pair of adorable braids. She was looking through her purse, wearing a little skirt that hardly covered her perfect ass. She looked up at me and then smiled. “Pete!” she called out.

My heart stuttered. I was a bit freaked out, having just been mocking Tracy’s belief in a thing called fate. This certainly seemed like fate slapping me in the face. “Lexi,” I said. “What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I got on a train this morning. My friend from Paris told me to check it out. She said it’s one of her favourite cities. So this was the first train leaving from Amsterdam, huh?”

“Yeah, this was it,” I said, forcing a smile and nodding my head. I couldn’t believe I was seeing her again, hours away from where I’d left her. I could feel my cheeks burning warm. I’d abandoned her in that hostel room, in a rude sort of way. I left with little more than a goodbye, as if I’d just used her like some scummy player. Maybe this encounter now was the universe punishing me, forcing me to face my guilt. Maybe the universe would never let me forget our little romp.

“Well I was just about to get a room. Want to split one and save a few bucks? The rooms here aren’t cheap—sixty bucks a night.”

I looked up and saw the word ‘HERBERGE’ above the front door. I assumed that was the word for hostel. She was right—sixty bucks was a lot for a night in a hostel, and I didn’t know where another hostel was. And now, as I stood before her, I kind of liked the idea of sharing a bed again. The blowjob was nice and maybe I could get another one. It’s not like I would regret the second blowjob anymore than I was already regretting the first.

Though maybe I would regret it if we went any further than just a blowjob. Perhaps this was my opportunity to tell her that I was already staying at another hostel. I could go around the streets and find another sign that read ‘HERBERGE’ somewhere, surely. But I caved to my impulses. “Sure, that sounds fine,” I said. I don’t know why I went along with it. Maybe I thought that she would think that I wasn’t such a bad person after all if I agreed to spend another night with her. Or maybe she never thought that I was a bad person to begin with. Maybe I was just dwelling too deeply in my own head.

We went inside. I kept a bit of distance as I followed her, but even with a bit of distance I couldn’t help but notice she was wearing a different perfume, that was just as delectable. She smelled a bit like chocolate, and a bit like fresh cedar. I caught a bit of shine off of her legs, as if they were freshly waxed. She may not have been a biological girl, but she was girlier than any girl I knew. She went to the counter and rang the bell. A short woman came out. “Hello,” she said. “Can we get a room for the two of us?”

The woman looked at me. “One bed or two?” she asked. And then she kept looking at me. I wondered if the short woman could tell that Lexi wasn’t the real deal like the man at the last hostel could. Was that why she was staring at me? Or was she just the staring type?

“Whatever’s cheapest,” Lexi said.

“Here’s the key. That’ll be forty euros.” Lexi handed the woman the money, and then we went up to the room that matched the tag on the key. It was another small room with another small bed—but not nearly as small as the beds we slept on in Amsterdam. And this room had a window, which was a nice touch.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m super tired,” Lexi said. “I’m probably going to go straight to bed. I know it’s still early—don’t worry about waking me up if you want to go out and come back. I’m a heavy sleeper.” She smiled at me as she dug her little cotton shorts out from her bag. I suddenly remembered out quick little romp in vivid detail. I remembered the softness of her lips and the sensual way she rubbed her fingers up and down the length of my shaft. I took a deep breath.

“I’m pretty tired too. Do you care which side of the bed you sleep on?”

“Not at all,” she said.

“Well, feel free to pick whichever side you want, because I don’t care either,” I said. She got changed in the room with me, slipping those shorts up under her skirt, and then turning her back to me before slipping out from her top. But this time I had the window reflection to show me her bare chest. She had small tits, but they were nice—perfect for her small frame. Her nipples pointed up slightly, and I’m not sure why that made me so aroused. I bit down on the edge of my tongue as I watched her crawl down onto the bed, flattening out the pink blanket she was now bringing from city to city. She curved her back down as she pushed the corners of the blanket over the edges of the bed, and then I just couldn’t take any more. I got onto the bed, behind her, and I put my hands on her hips, cradling her ass close to my crotch. She became still, keeping her back curved downwards like a stretching cat. I reached my hands up her sides and then back down again. She wasn’t stopping me. I was sure that she wanted it. She wouldn’t have been putting on such a sensual show if she didn’t want it.

She slowly looked back over her shoulder at me. Her eyes looked heavy and her cheeks were as pink as her blanket. “What are you doing?” she asked with a gentle voice.

“I don’t know,” I said. And then I took the waistband of her cotton shorts and began to tug the little bottoms down her legs, exposing the red of her lace panties. I ran the tip of my thumb over her butt crack as my heart began to stutter and rumble. I knew I was technically feeling a man’s ass crack, but my brain didn’t seem to care in the moment. Maybe I was still drunk. Maybe it was that whiskey and vodka combination, wreaking havoc of my sensibilities. I took another long, deep breath. My skin felt warm and my face was probably dark red.

I took those panties and began to pull them down. From my angle, I couldn’t see if there was anything dangling with the panties gone. But her thighs were pressed close together, so I probably wouldn’t have been able to see from down below either. I stretched her cheeks wide, exposing her supposedly virgin hole. And it certainly appeared untouched: tight and smooth. I ran the tip of my thumb over it and watched as it puckered in response. “Please be gentle,” she said with that whimper of a voice.

I tugged down my pants and boxers, letting my erection flip up. I was tall and thick and throbbing, already ready for penetration. But I knew I could still stop myself. I knew that I was just drunk and caving to an insane urge. I didn’t have to fuck this tranny in the ass. I could still live a life knowing I’d only ever had sex with proper women. But how could I say no to that tight hole? I’d always wanted to fuck a chick in the ass, and now I was being given the chance. I reached around and let her suck on the tip of my thumb as I gently rubbed my cock between her perky butt cheeks. I brought that thumb back around and gently pressed it into her hole. That hole was incredibly tight for my thumb—how was I ever going to get my cock in there? I gently sodomized her with my thumb. She moaned gently, clenching her tight anus over and over.

I spat into my hand and rubbed the saliva down the length of my rod. I was ready to fuck her. But first, I needed to get the angle just right. I started by repositioning her, pushing her knees apart so that she would be just a little bit lower, in line with my cock. As she spread her legs, her package fell down. I only caught a quick glimpse before I shimmied myself forward, but the quick glimpse was all I needed: she had a package. She had a ball sack and a long, dangling cock. Her feminine guise was suddenly shattered in my mind. I was about to fuck a biological male in the ass—and I wasn’t stopping myself.

My skin felt suddenly cold. I was tingling all over and my gut was turning—though I wasn’t sure if it was dread or the beginning of a bad hangover. I tried to ignore the discomfort and I pressed the tip of my cock against her tight hole. “It’s tight,” I said.

She didn’t reply. She had her head down and she was probably focussing on controlling her breathing, hoping her first time wouldn’t be embarrassing. I spread her cheeks against and started to push. She took the first two inches easily, then she clenched with a loud gasp. “Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “You’re really big,” she said. “Bigger than my toy.”

“I’ll go slow,” I said.

“Okay,” she said through clenched teeth. I kept pushing. She let a few more little gasps slip, clenching periodically, but she was doing a great job of taking it. I watched as my cock disappeared into her asshole. I actually liked the feeling of her clenching her anal muscles against my dick. I even pushed an inch in quickly to make her clench, so I could revel for a moment in that awesome sensation.

“Fuck, it feels so good,” I said. It was so warm and tight and perfect. I wasn’t even completely inside of her. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to get completely inside of her, seeing as she was already squirming with just half of my cock in her asshole. So I gently started to pull out, so I could push myself back in. I would fuck her with half my cock—that was fine—more than enough to get off. I held her hips tight, feeling her hips bones on my fingers and her soft tush with my palms. After a few thrusts, I noticed that I was sinking deeper and deeper. Maybe I would get my whole cock into her after all.

It felt good—amazing, even. Her asshole was so much tighter than Tracy’s pussy. How had I gone so long without ever fucking a chick in the ass? Why was I so hesitant to stick it in her? I looked over at the window, which was reflecting our image back at us. But in that window, I could see way more than I bargained for. I could see between her legs: her stiff erection bobbing up and down as I pushed my cock in and out of her. Apparently she was enjoying it too, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

I tried not to look at that cock, but it was hard to look away from. It was so unusual and so out of place, but the way it bobbed was so mesmerizing.

She carefully repositioned her arms so that she was bearing all of her weight on one hand. Then she used her other hand to reach down, curling her fingers around her shaft. She began to subtle jerk herself off. She probably thought that I wouldn’t notice. She must not have realized that I could see everything in the reflection of the window. And for some reason, I still wasn’t looking away. I couldn’t look away. The sight of that bobbing cock was making me even harder. My cock was so hard, it was starting to hurt a little bit.

Then I watched as she tensed her fingers around that shaft. Her body trembled and then streams of cum started to blast out, onto her pink blanket. “Oh fuck,” she groaned. I had to watch. I watched as every single blast of cum shot out from that sissy cock. She even cupped one shot in her hand and spread it down the length of her cock, like a total whore.

My body convulsed and succumbed to the pleasure. I unloaded deep inside of her asshole. She squirmed and groaned as I filled her up. Then I pulled back to watch as my creampie oozed out of her, dribbling down her ball sack before dripping on that pink blanket below.

I took a deep breath. Why was I still staring? Why was I not completely disgusted?

Maybe I wasn’t disgusted. Maybe I was discovering that I had a bit of a fetish I never knew about. But I knew that no one else could ever know. Lexi was going to have to remain my secret. No one could ever know that I filled a tranny tush with a massive, hot load. No one could ever know that I watched a tranny’s stiff erection coat a blanket with streamers of jizz.


CHAPTER VI

In the morning, she asked for my phone number. I was hesitant to give it to her. I knew that giving her my number was opening the door to some serious risks. My phone number was linked with all of my social media pages, so it would only be a matter of time before she added me. And my friends would see her pop up as my new friend. Tracy would see her pop up, too. And would people be able to tell from her pictures that she wasn’t really a woman? Would they assume she was a romp I met while abroad, or just a friend?

We went our separate ways for the day, even though she invited me to check out a music museum she was going to. I kind of wanted to go, but I was terrified of being seen out with her. I didn’t want people to think that we were together, the way the guy at the hostel thought we were together. I knew that I didn’t know anyone in Cologne, or anyone on the continent for that matter, but I still didn’t like the idea of people passing judgement on me. So instead, I decided to casually tour the streets. Once again, I ended up in a few bars, drinking with locals. The alcohol helped my hangover, which was nice. Then I found myself in the middle of a food festival, having delicious homemade schnitzels shoved in my face. One girl held up a bratwurst and said, “Would you like to try?” I looked down at it and immediately pictured Lexi’s erect cock, bobbing up and down between her legs. My heart stuttered and I passed on the offer.

Lexi’s masculine reality was like a plague in my brain. I couldn’t seem to think of anything else. I tried to distract myself by admiring all of the beautiful women in their tight dirndls, but I couldn’t stop wondering if any of them were like Lexi—with a secret package hanging between their plump thighs. One girl walked past me wearing that familiar perfume that smelled like chocolate and cedar. That smelled seemed to cling on me for the next hour, constantly making me think of that beautiful tight hole that did such an amazing job of getting me to come.

It wasn’t even 4:00 PM and I was already looking forward to bedtime, so that I could get back under the covers with Lexi, so that we could carry on our dirty little secret. I just hoped that she would be down to fuck again. I sent her a text message. “How was the museum?” I asked.

“It was fun,” she replied quickly. “What have you been up to all day?”

“I wandered around a bit and now I’m at this food festival on this busy street.”

“No way! I’m at the same festival. Where are you?”

My heart stuttered. I’d made a point that day of avoiding her, and now all of that effort was for nothing. I looked around the dense crowd. I saw a street sign that read ‘KREFELDER’. “I don’t really know,” I said, hoping that we could continue avoiding one another while in public.

But again, my efforts were for nothing. “Wait. I think I see you! Hold on.” I looked around, but couldn’t see her. Maybe she was mistaken. Maybe this was my chance to slip out from the festival, so that I wouldn’t have to risk being seen with her. I turned around to make my way to the edge of the festivities, and then I bumped into her.

I immediately felt the satin of her pink outfit: a tight dirndl that perfectly matched the event. She had her hair still tied in those adorable braids, and her small tits were being held up gracefully, showing off as much cleavage as she could without showing off everything. “How do I look?” she asked, doing a cute spin. She let one of her cute giggles slip as well.

“You look great,” I said, feeling my face turning red. I looked around, expecting to see many faces staring at us. But everyone seemed occupied with the food and the beer.

“I got this for ten euros. Not bad, huh? Though I’m not sure how I’m going to get it home. I might need to buy a bigger bag.”

“You can always wear it home,” I said. She gave me a playful shove. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a group of people looking our way. I tried not to look over at them. I found myself carefully looking at Lexi while she was looking away, trying to track down a couple of beers for us to drink. I looked at her throat to see how obvious her Adam’s apple was, and I looked at her face, to see if her facial features were clearly masculine. She looked feminine to me, but she’d always looked feminine to me. I was never able to see what the man at that Amsterdam hostel saw. And I couldn’t see what the guys looking over at Lexi now saw—but I could tell that they saw it. One of the guys nudged the others and they all giggled.

Was it Lexi’s frame? Could they hear her voice from where they were standing? Her voice wasn’t perfect, though I still couldn’t understand how people could tell from just a few words. Maybe I was tranny-blind—like being colour blind, but to trans features. Maybe I’d come into contact with many traps in my life, and I’d always been oblivious.

“I can’t see any servers around,” Lexi said.

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about it. Let’s just get out of here,” I said.

“But it’s still early,” she said. She gave me a strange look, which I did my best to ignore. “The party is just starting here.” She was using a loud voice so that she could be heard over the loudening crowd. And that loud voice was just stealing more attention. More guys were looking our way now. I’m pretty sure I heard more giggling, and I’m pretty sure it was at my expense. I was the guy who was courting the trap. I was the guy who couldn’t find an actual girl to travel the continent with. I couldn’t stand the judgement. I needed to get out of there.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m tired. I think I’m just going to head home,” I said. “I’ll see you back at the hostel.”

She stared at me for a moment, her smile dwindling as if she knew exactly why I was trying to escape. “Okay,” she said, her voice not so loud anymore.

“See you,” I said, and then I slipped away quickly. My heart was pounding. I felt the gazes of many people watching me as I pushed my way through the crowd, trying to get out. I felt a massive wave of relief once I was around the corner and away from the festivities, like a claustrophobic finally escaping a small box. I wiped some cold beads of sweat off of my forehead, and then I stopped at a bar for a drink before getting back to the hostel to get some sleep.

I decided I would take off in the morning and leave for Frankfurt. I would have liked to spend more time in Cologne, but I really needed to get away from the whole trans chick situation.


CHAPTER VII

I hadn’t fallen asleep yet when Lexi returned from the festivities, but I remained still and with my eyes closed, so that I would have to engage in an awkward conversation about why I left so early. I peeled my left eye open just a crack and saw that she was changing. She didn’t bother turning her back to me, as she likely assumed that I was asleep—or maybe because we’d already fucked, so there was really nothing left to hide. I watched through the tiniest slit of my eyelids as she took off her dirndl and then her bra, exposing her small, perky tits. Then I watched as she reached down and slipped out from her panties, exposing her small, clean-shaven sissy cock. It danced from side to side for the moment before she slipped a new pair of panties on top.

To sleep, she slipped into a cotton t-shirt, and didn’t bother with her little cotton shorts. It was a hot night, and maybe she was feeling more comfortable with me now—okay with having less between her cock and my body. I slowly rolled over, doing my best to pretend like I was just casually rolling over in my sleep. I was now facing the wall, which I figured would get me out of having any near-sex-encounters. I even let a fake snore slip out from my lips.

She lowered herself down into the bed and got herself snuggled up behind me, pressing her chest against my back and her crotch against my bum. I could feel the soft lace of her panties, and the slight bulge of her cock—or maybe that was just in my head. I could definitely feel her warm breath against the back of my neck. I wasn’t sure how I felt about being the little spoon—but I was just happy that my cock wasn’t pressed up against that perfect tush of hers. If it had been, I almost certainly would have gotten hard, and we would have almost certainly ended up fucking. And would that have been a bad thing? Would it maybe be nice to have one last fuck before parting ways forever?

She nestled in close. I could smell that sweet perfume and I could feel the soft skin of her legs rubbing against mine. It was a shame that she was a trap. If she’d been a real woman, maybe a relationship could have worked out between us. Maybe she could have become my travel partner and we could have seen the world together. Then, there would be sex every night—in Frankfurt and Munich and Vienna and Prague and wherever else we ended up. Hostels would be cheaper between the two of us, so the trip would have lasted longer. But I just couldn’t possibly enter into a relationship with a transgender. It was already bad enough that people had seen me out in public with her—and bad enough that the hostel staff knew we were sharing a bed.

I felt a slight pulsing against my bum. I felt something gently pushing and getting harder. That bulge between her legs was stiffening. She was getting an erection. But she wasn’t moving. Was she already asleep? Was she already having a sex dream? It kept pushing against my butt, feeling harder and harder. My heart slipped down into my stomach. I’d never had an erection pressed up against my butt before and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it now. I tried to carefully shimmy myself forward, but I only had a couple of inches before the wall. And it was only a few seconds before she shimmied forward, pressing that cock against my ass again. I thought about waking her up and asking her to turn the other way, but I couldn’t bring myself to enact that kind of cruelty. I just had to live with it. I just had to ignore it and fall asleep. She probably couldn’t help it, and it wasn’t hurting me.

But it felt big now, and it was perfectly nestled between my butt cheeks. Thankfully I was wearing my shorts and my boxers, so I didn’t have to worry about any skin-to-skin contact. I tried to close my eyes so that sleep would take me away, but when I closed my eyes, the strangely mesmerizing image of her bobbing cock came into my head. I still couldn’t figure out why that image was so mesmerizing—and strangely arousing.

I started feeling my own cock getting hard. I couldn’t stop thinking about her beautiful shaft dancing up and down. I couldn’t stop thinking about the way she curled her fingers around it, pumping it to make it spew white cream all over those pink bed sheets.

I reached down and carefully tugged down my shorts, along with my boxers. I was only able to get them halfway down my thighs, but that was enough. Then, I reached for her panties. I got a piece of her lace between my thumb and pointer finger, and that was all I needed to pull the little garment aside so that her warm erection could flop out. My heart stuttered as I wrapped my hand around it. She wriggled herself forward slightly—possibly in her sleep, possibly just pretending. I gently pulled back her foreskin, feeling every inch of her long throbber.

What was I doing? Why was I massaging the length of her erection? I’d spent my night trying to get away from her, and now I was fondling her while she slept—maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe I went crazy after Tracy left me, and maybe that’s why so many people were staring at me in public. Maybe they all thought that I was a lunatic. Maybe I was doing crazy things without knowing it, like someone with a bad case of Tourette’s syndrome.

But I couldn’t pry my hand off of that beautiful cock. I kept stroking it, feeling her pumping veins and hard ridges. It was a rugged cock, but smooth and feminine at the same time. I pressed it up against the crack between my butt cheeks and then I let go. Her arm gently wrapped around me, pulling me in close to her soft body. I could feel her perky nipples against my back. “Take off your shirt,” I whispered. She followed the command, proving that she was awake and not just sleep-fucking. I pulled off my shirt as well, so that I could feel those beautiful tits against my back.

She was gently thrusting now, pushing her cock up and down the length of my crack. She lowered that hand that was wrapped around my body and grabbed my erection. She started pumping it. I tried to catch my breath and settle my heart, but my efforts were in vain. My heart was determined to pound relentlessly. Her cock was big—bigger than it looked in that window reflection. I had a feeling it was going to hurt—at least at first.

She took that hand off of my cock, and then I heard her gently spitting into her palm. There was a silence in the room. I didn’t look back, but I knew she was lubricating her stiff rod with that warm spit. I knew I was about to lose my anal virginity, and I wasn’t sure why I was okay with that. I felt her wet, dull tip pressing up between my cheeks. She had no problem locating my tight hole. She lifted my butt cheek, spreading me open, and then she took a deep breath. I took a deep breath of my own. And then suddenly, she was pushing into me, stretching that little hole wide. I gripped a handful of her pink blanket. “Shit,” I muttered.

She kept pushing, slowly, one inch at a time. I did my best not to clench, but it was hard. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel quite right at the same time. I wasn’t sure it was good to be stretched so wide, but I still wasn’t stopping her. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. As I managed to relax my muscles, she managed to sink the rest of her long cock into my body. I gasped. She gripped my cock tight with her hand.

“Fuck me,” I said, and she started thrusting.

I didn’t know why I was letting it happen, and I didn’t know why I was enjoying it so much—but it felt good. I loved the way her throbbing veins felt as they massaged my anal walls. I loved the way her bulbous tip felt every time it was teasing my rim, and then I loved the feeling of her heavy ball sack slapping against my ass. I tilted my head back and to the side, just enough that she was able to kiss me on the lips. We held that kiss for the next thirty seconds as she pumped me harder and harder. Then I started to moan and squirm. I reached back and put my hand on her hip, sinking my nails into her skin. She didn’t seem to mind. I started pushing my bum back with every thrust, making sure I was getting the most of each penetration.

She was still rubbing my cock with her hand, teasing my tip and bringing me closer to orgasm. Pleasure was surging through every part of my body. I was moaning louder and louder but I couldn’t help it. I was nearly convulsing, but she had me pinned against the wall, so that I couldn’t move. I could hear her groaning and I could feel her cock tensing up and bloating. I knew what was coming and I was excited for it, even though it scared the hell out of me.

I came first, blasting hot cum viciously out from my cock. I coated the cement wall, the pink blanket, my own chin, my own chest, and her hand. I couldn’t believe how much cum came out of me—about four times more than I’d ever produced before.

She came a moment later. I could see how much jizz she produced, but it certainly felt like a lot. I could feel each shot inside of me, and I lost count after ten shots. I felt strangely full, like my insides were about to explode. And then she pulled out and I felt a rush of fluid heading for my anus, like a dam had been broken. I tried clenching the cum back, but my anus was too stretched out. The cum ended up pouring down my butt cheek and pooling on the bed.

We were both out of breath. I heard a little giggle slip out from her lips. “That was really nice,” she said between breaths.

“Yeah,” I said. And she was right—it was really nice. And I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. I was officially no longer an anal virgin. I’d now been fucked in the ass by a biological male—something I would likely never forget, and something I would likely regret as soon as I was out of Germany.

I didn’t come all the way to Europe to become gay. I didn’t empty out my whole bank account just to have homosexual experiences with men that happened to look like women. I wanted to return to Canada with stories I could tell my friends, and so far, I only had secrets that I would have to keep for the rest of my life.


CHAPTER VIII

It was 6:00 AM and still dark out when I managed to slip out from the bed without waking Lexi up. I crept over to my bag, which was already packed and zipped tight—I’d made sure of it before getting into bed the night before. I carefully hoisted it onto my back and then I slowly opened the door to our room. I looked back at Lexi, who was still fast asleep with a peaceful smile on her face. I still thought that she was beautiful, and I still couldn’t see how anyone could tell that she was really a man—but none of that mattered now. As soon as I was gone, she would cease to exist in my life. I already had an action plan, which involved blocking her number from my phone the minute I was out on the street, and then I was going to set all of my social media outlets to private, so that she wouldn’t be able to find me.

I knew she would get over me. Maybe she would feel a little bit hurt at first, but it was for the best. It was best that I didn’t keep stringing her along, making her think that I actually liked the idea of being together—even though I did kind of like the idea of being together. I’d never had better sex in my life, and she was fun to chat and hang out with. But sadly, our relationship just couldn’t exist in the real world. I had to think about my family and my friends, and I had to think about my image. I wanted to have a bright career, and having a transgender girlfriend could be a stain on that career. It would just take one transphobic manager to make sure that I couldn’t get ahead. And what about kids? I wasn’t sure if I even wanted kids or not, but I wouldn’t end up having kids as long as I was with Lexi—unless of course we adopted. And maybe that wasn’t such a bad idea. There are lots of kids that need adopting too, right?

I had to stop thinking about her. Once I was down on the street, I opened up my phone and I blocked her phone number. It had to be done, like ripping off an old Band-Aid. We both needed to move on with our lives and forget about one another.

I got to the train station, but there were no trains leaving for Frankfurt for another four hours, so I wandered over to a nearby café where I spent the next few hours drinking coffee.

A familiar blonde girl came into the café. She was one of the girls I met on the train from Amsterdam. She looked over at me and smiled as she recognized me. I waved her over. “Where are your friends?” I asked.

“We had a bit of a fight. They wanted to go to Paris, I want to keep going east,” she said.

“Where are you headed?”

“Frankfurt. I guess I’m stuck until eleven. And you?”

“Same,” I said.

Her smile grew larger. “Nice! Well maybe we can be travel buddies today.” We chatted for a while. Whenever she was looking away, I found myself looking at her throat, trying to make sure that she wasn’t another trap. I couldn’t stop any Adam’s apple, and her voice sounded perfectly natural. Plus, I noticed a few guys checking her out as they came in for their morning coffees, so I was fairly confident that she was the real deal. And maybe she was the real female partner I was looking for. Maybe she would end up being my travel partner. Maybe we would see the world together, and I could tell all of my friends back home about her and all of the things we did together.

Though she had a few little quirks that I was going to have to get over. My heart stuttered when she pulled a green crystal out from her pocket and stared down at it. “What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s my fate crystal,” she said. “It will vibrate when I’m on the right track.”

I forced a smile. I’d spent months with a girl who had a similar green crystal and a set of similar ridiculous beliefs.

“Do you have the time by any chance?” she asked.

“It’s almost ten,” I said.

“Almost time to meditate,” she said.

But maybe she wouldn’t be so bad. Tracy wasn’t so bad with her spiritualism stuff—until her crystals told her that we needed to break up. Would the same thing happen with this girl?

“You know, I hear there’s a really great music festival in Frankfurt tomorrow. Maybe you want to go with me,” I said. “I think it’s free to get into, and there are some cool bands playing.”

“Music isn’t really my thing,” she said. “But I can go with you. I always love the vibrations at music festivals.”

At least she was better than nothing—someone to talk to, even if she did want to only talk about strange things like crystals and vibrations. And she was cute. Guys were already giving me jealous looks as they walked by. She had the body of a model and the face of an actress. What guy wouldn’t want to be with a girl like her?

I wasn’t sure if our conversation had just died down to a silence, or if she was meditating with her eyes open—but for the last hour before our train ride, there wasn’t a word spoken between us until I said, “We should probably get going if we want to catch that train.”

We walked together towards the train. She reached down to hold my hand. I took her hand and wasn’t surprised to feel that she was still holding a crystal. “If you feel it vibrating, it means that we were meant to be—at least for now,” she said. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I didn’t feel it vibrating. “Do you feel it?”

“Totally,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Me too. I’m so excited,” she said. We got onto the train together, getting a seat near the back. We were only seated for a minute before she slipped her hand over my crotch and began to massage me. “Do you know that sexual energy is one of the strongest energies in the universe?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “I didn’t know that,” I said.

“You’ve got a strong sexual energy,” she said. She slipped her hand down the waistband of my pants and got her soft fingers curled around my cock. She wasn’t very delicate as she began to massage and stroke me. She clenched way too hard and she focussed too much of her time around the base of the shaft. I squirmed, trying to make the handjob feel comfortable, but it wasn’t happening. As people got onto the train, I kept sinking down into my seat, worried someone would catch us fooling around.

“Stick your fingers in my pussy,” she said, reaching for my hand. I hesitantly let her push my hand up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and her cunt was already wet. But everything about it just felt awkward. I pulled my hand away. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“It’s just weird—we’re in public, and—I don’t know. We hardly know each other.”

“Our spirits have known each other for many years,” she said. And in that moment, I realized I found the blonde terribly unattractive. “The universe brought us together. The universe has a plan. Why do you think it put us on this train this morning?”

She was wrong about her crystal nonsense, but she wasn’t wrong about the universe. The universe really did have a plan, and that plan was obvious. As she was staring at me and waiting for my response, Lexi stepped onto the train. She looked around and then went to sit by herself next to a window. And the universe couldn’t have been clearer.

I don’t know why I was so hung up on appearances. I don’t know why I cared so much about what other people thought. Relationships are about personal connections—they have nothing to do with the judgements of other people. So what if people could tell that Lexi was really a trap? She was beautiful to me, and isn’t that all that matters?

I got up. “Sorry. I never felt any vibrations. I just lied,” I said. The blonde gasped as if she was realizing I was Satan himself. I walked away and took the seat next to Lexi, where I belonged. “I’m so glad you’re here,” I said. She looked at me with a conflicted smile. And then I did my best to explain the truth, telling her about my initial apprehension. “I’ll understand if you don’t want anything to do with me—but I want you to understand that I don’t care what anyone thinks anymore. I just want to travel with you.”

She bit her lip with a smile. “Really?” she said. “You aren’t just saying that?”

I leaned over and kissed her, in front of everyone on that busy train. Her face turned red and she bit the corner of her bottom lip again. “You know, there’s this big music festival in Frankfurt tomorrow. Maybe you can go with me,” she said.

“I’d love to,” I said. And then we kissed again.

THE END
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