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HUNG LIKE A HORSE

During a business trip to a small Ukrainian town, Mike and his coworkers learn of a special little strip club with a special little stripper: the Horse Woman of Ukraine. No, she’s not part horse, but she’s certainly hung like one.

Mike’s coworkers all want to go to take in the local sideshow, but Mike stays behind, uncomfortable with the whole thing. But the longer he’s in town, the more he starts to give in to his curious temptation.


CHAPTER I

It was just a regular business trip, starting out just like the last fifty-five business trips I’d been on with Hodgeson & Burns Energy. It was the same exact crew of guys, and it may as well have been the same small town.

Each trip was to a different small town, but every small town is the same—even when you’re in rural Ukraine, like we were that week. It turns out, small towns are the same in every country, filled with the same poverty and the same people. Ukrainian small town folk aren’t much different than American small town folk—aside from the fact they speak Ukrainian instead of English. But even then, I felt like I knew exactly what they were saying when I overheard them speaking—the same things everyone always said when we showed up in their little towns with our suits and briefcases.

They thought we were corporate stooges, capitalist robots, going town to town and buying their souls in exchange for discounted energy. And in a way we were—but I could have done without the glares. You’d think we had swastikas on our armbands or something. At the end of the day, we were just doing our jobs. We didn’t care if they took our deals or if they told us to bugger off—as long as we met our quotas and got to stay on the payroll. Besides, it’s not like our trade deals were ruining their lives or even their environments. Sure, there was the odd oil spill, and the pipelines weren’t exactly eye candy—but within a couple of years, the towns we hit up went from shitty slums filled with depressed hicks to rich suburbs filled with well-fed… hicks. But at least they had smiles on their faces.

The town was called Savran, and its population was entirely made up of ethnic Ukrainians. It was the tenth Ukrainian town we’d visited that year, but the other towns were on the Eastern front, where the people mostly spoke Russian. I’d picked up some Russian during our visits, but I was quickly learning that it was best to keep my limited Russian to myself in Savran. Even though most of the Ukrainians in Savran understood what I was saying, they didn’t want to hear it. They hated Russians and everything to do with Russia. So I stuck to English, keeping our team translator close by.

We struck our deal quickly, just a few hours after we’d landed. That was one good thing about the Ukrainian towns and the Polish towns (and some of the Russian towns, too)—they were efficient. They wanted to hear our pitch and they wanted to make a decision. In the West, there are so many formalities: going out for dinners, going out to play golf, going to sporting events, daily meetings, changed minds, and so on and so on… In the East, they had shit to do. Though I’m still not sure what exactly that shit was. Maybe they just wanted us the hell out of their little towns.

Our travel arrangements were made by our head office, back in New York City. We tried to explain to them that we wouldn’t need a full week in Savran or any Eastern European town, but still, they booked us in for a week. “Just in case,” they said, and that’s what they always said—always ignoring us, as if they knew better. So once again, we were stranded in some tiny town where we were unwanted for six whole days, with nothing to do.

Usually, we would just find the nearest golf course and book it out for the week. If there were no nearby golf course, we would try to find something else: a lake that rented jet skis, a ski hill, anything. There was usually something—even just a little movie theatre. In Savran, there was nothing.

Savran was a prairie town of about twenty thousand people. It was surrounded by farms and full of boring farmers. We were told that most people hung out at the river for fun. On our second day in town, we went down to the river, but it was just a bunch of farmers sitting by the water, staring at nothing but nearby hills and distant trees. Jake went for a swim and got some seriously weird looks from the locals. We asked our translator to ask the locals what Jake was doing wrong. They told us that the river was full of leeches.

So Jake got covered in leeches.

By our third day in town, we were bored to death. We wandered the streets looking for gift shops, museums, art studios—anything. But there was nothing. Well, we did find one agriculture museum that was just a small room filled with pictures of potatoes and lots of depressing statistics about people who died during Holodomor. We ended up visiting that museum twice, seeing as there was nothing else to do.

It was during our fourth night in town when Jake returned from the hospital (he contracted giardia during his swim in the local river). He had a big smile on his face and we was excited to tell us all about an exciting little venture he’d learned about from one of the nurses. Apparently, in the next town over (a twenty-five minute drive) there was a strip club. But it was no ordinary strip club. Supposedly, it brought people in from all over the continent, and it was only open two nights each week: Tuesday and Thursday. And in case that wasn’t strange enough, it only had a single stripper, but apparently she put on very special shows—shows that would probably be illegal in America, according to Jake.

“So what’s so special about her?” Jeremy asked.

Jake smirked. “I don’t want to spoil it,” he said.

“Don’t be an asshole. Tell us why we should drive to some butt-fuck town to see a stripper. Is it like a donkey show or some shit?” Jeremy asked.

Jake’s smirk grew big. He looked at each of us and then he bit his lip. “They call her the Horse Woman of Ukraine.”

“So she fucks a horse?” Jeremy asked, his skin suddenly a shade paler.

Jake laughed. “Gross, no. She’s hung like a horse, supposedly. They say she was born with a cock, and it’s apparently the biggest cock you’ll ever see in your entire life.”

My heart stuttered at the thought. I don’t know why, but I became terribly uncomfortable, a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck. I wasn’t interested, and I was shocked to see that my co-workers were interested. “You guys aren’t seriously considering going, are you?” I said, and they all looked at me with big smiles.

“What else is there to do?” Jeremy asked.

We’d been to dozens of strip clubs, in dozens of countries. We’d seen some weird shit before, too—like in that little Canadian town of Escroft, where they claimed to have the world’s fattest stripper. She certainly was huge. But for some reason, this felt like we were crossing the line between entertainment and amoral.

Jake and Jeremy and Roger all went. I stayed behind. I just couldn’t bring myself to go. I couldn’t put my finger on why, but there was something that seemed so wrong about it.


CHAPTER II

Instead of joining my co-workers on their venture to the next town over, to see the well-endowed stripper, I stayed in the hotel room, surfing through the five channels, trying to find something to distract my wandering mind. But there was nothing—nothing but news in a language I didn’t understand. I watched it anyway, hoping to maybe pick up a word or two. At least the Internet worked, so I was able to surf around the web and answer a few old e-mails.

But even that didn’t keep my mind from wandering back to the thought of the stripper with the giant cock. And whenever that thought crept back into my mind, I could feel my skin turning pale. I would start trembling slightly, desperately trying to push that image out from my head. But still, I didn’t know why it bothered me so much. I wasn’t some prude, and I wasn’t some sheltered little boy. I’d been to countless strip clubs and I’d been with my fair share of women. I’d seen things online and in-person that would make plenty of reasonable adults squirm. So why did this bother me so much?

I felt like a child all over again—like when I was nine years old and I found out where babies came from. My parents planned on telling me when I was ten, but the talk came early after I accidentally stumbled upon a porno website while looking for a website about my favourite cartoon. I can still remember how hard my heart was beating as my mind tried to process what I’d just seen—just for a brief second before I closed the browser window. That was a long time ago, but I was feeling something similar now.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if it was even true, or if it was just some chick with a prosthetic piece—a glorified tourist attraction. My God, Eastern Europe is filled with glorified tourist traps. I’d lost count of how many bed and breakfasts were being sold as haunted houses. Even the world’s fattest stripper probably wasn’t the world’s fattest stripper—she was only about three hundred and thirty pounds. Not that that’s not a lot, but there are bigger people out there.

So this Ukrainian chick probably just has a convincing strap-on that she walks out onto the stage with—she probably swings it around, gets a rise out of the crowd, and that’s it. But didn’t Jake say that the show would be illegal in America? Why would it be illegal? It would be illegal, no matter what body parts she was hiding under her skirt—unless she was doing something else on that stage. My heart started to flutter again.

I tried ignoring the thoughts for as long as I could, but once an idea plants itself into your mind, it’s hard to get it out. So I went to my computer to see if I could get to the bottom of this Horse Woman mystery, to give my brain a little peace of mind. I searched around for about twenty minutes, finding nothing. I tried searching every combination of ‘horse,’ ‘woman,’ and ‘stripper’. I was just about to give up when I found a post written by a tourist who had visited the same town of Savran, also for a business trip.

In his post, he mentioned his trip to the next town over, to see what the hype was all about. And at the end of his post, he included a picture. It was of the woman, clothed, her legs crossed to hide her bulge. The image was saved as ‘horse-woman.jpg’. She was thin, with large breasts, dark brown hair, and stunning blue eyes. She was gorgeous. Was that her? Was that the Horse Woman of Ukraine?

My heart only stuttered harder. It must have just been a big rouse, a silly tourist trap to pluck money out of the pockets of people like Jake and Jeremy and Roger. Right? That stunning little brunette couldn’t have possibly had a giant cock hidden under her little skirt…

I wasn’t satisfied. I was only more intrigued. My heart was still stammering. That cold sweat still tinged the back of my neck. Every little creak and groan in that old hotel made me look to the door, to make sure the guys weren’t coming back early to find me researching the adult attraction. I had to stop and take a deep breath to compose myself. “Get yourself together, Mike,” I whispered to myself.

I knew my way around the Internet. I back-searched the image that was included in that mysterious post, and found a website that was entirely in Ukrainian. I had to turn on my translator to make sense of any of it, and to find out that the site literally translated to: The Official Website of The Horse Woman. It was such an unflattering name for such a beautiful woman.

I scrolled through the pages. There were more pictures, but nothing that satisfied my strange curiosity. She was clothed in every shot, either with her back to the camera or with something covering her crotch, where the horse-sized bulge should have been. It was clever marketing, piquing my curiosity, making me wish I’d gone along with the other guys, just to see if it was real or not. But it couldn’t have been real. She was too petite and beautiful. In her bio, she claimed that she was born with a cock instead of a pussy. So did that make her a man?

I did a little bit more research and found out that it is technically possible, in less that 0.002% of births, for a woman to be born with a penis, or a man with a vagina. So it was possible, but that didn’t mean it was real.

I kept searching, outside of her website, back-searching images, looking up words in Ukrainian and then searching those. I found another post on a questionable blog. It had a cell-phone picture taken in the little strip club, of her on the stage. The photo was taken before she got her skirt off, and the image was of low quality. But you could see the bulge. Hell, you couldn’t miss it. Her skirt went down, past her knees, and that bulge almost reached the end of her skirt. My God, if that was real, it really was the biggest cock on the planet.

But of course it couldn’t be real. It was too outrageous to be real. Had she made it ten inches—even that would be insanely large, but at least it would be somewhat believable. But that thing dangling between her thighs must have been over a foot long!

The poster of the image claimed he was thrown out before she got her skirt off, because he was caught snapping the photo. Photos weren’t allowed inside of the intimate little strip club.

I probably spent the next two hours searching the Internet, but finding nothing but a few posts on a few websites, asking if it was real. A few people responded saying it was, and a few people responded saying ‘Of course it’s fake.’ So I had no idea what to think, and my heart was left pounding and stuttering in my chest.

And I found myself back on her personal website, looking through her photos. She looked so gentle, so sweet, and so innocent. Her eyes were so big and so blue. It just didn’t seem at all possible that she really had a cock between her thighs, never mind a foot-long monster.

I laughed to myself as I flicked through the photos. Of course it’s fake. Of course it’s just an easy money grab for tourists. If Ukrainian women are willing to marry strangers over the Internet for a chance at a better life, I’m sure they would be willing to put on a prosthetic cock and prance around on the stage for a couple nights a week.

The guys all came home late, around midnight. They were quiet when they walked in. I wanted to ask them how the show went, but I could tell that there was something wrong between them—a strange energy in the air. Roger was the first one to say, “Well, I’m going to go to bed.”

Jeremy was quick to do the same, saying goodnight and getting back to his room without any hesitation. Jake and I were sharing a room. He went and took a shower and then he emerged to make a tea before bed. I was still trying to figure out how to ask him if it was real. He was being far quieter than usual. “Well?” I finally said. “Was it worth the drive?”

He looked at me and forced a laugh. “It was… something,” he said, his voice broken and weak.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

He looked at me, but only for a second before looking away. “Just be glad you stayed back. I’m heading off to bed. I’ll see you in the morning.”

As he was walking to bed, I called out, “So it was fake, right?”

He looked back at me. “Fake? Definitely not fake. Goodnight.”

He went into his room and closed the door, leaving me alone in the little kitchenette, my head filled with all-new questions.


CHAPTER III

Jake sounded completely certain when he said that the Horse Woman was the real deal. And surely he would know, right? I mean—he was there. He saw it live. And certainly he knew the difference between a real cock and a fake one.

But what had them all so shook up? What happened that had them all so quiet, not wanting to mention the night?

It was the next morning, during breakfast, that I asked them about it. “Why are you guys being so weird about last night? How bad was it?” I asked.

They all looked at me and then they all looked away, not making eye contact with one another. It was quiet for a minute and then Jeremy piped up. “I would try to explain it to you, but it’s just something you have to see to believe.”

“Yeah,” Roger said, “and consider yourself lucky that you haven’t seen it.”

There was another long silence, and then Jake chimed in—speaking for the first time that morning. “That little club is for a special kind of person with a special fetish. I’m sure it’s for someone, but it’s not for us.”

“It certainly was for that one guy,” Roger said.

“That one guy?” I asked.

They all looked at me again. “If you’re so interested, why don’t you just go? Why are you making us relive it? You wanted to stay behind, and you can either be happy that you did, or you can keep your mouth shut,” Jeremy snapped. The table became completely silent. They all seemed to agree with Jeremy’s little outburst—agreeing without having to say anything aloud. So I kept my mouth shut about it, leaving my imagination to run wild with the little bits of information that I did have.

I knew there was a pretty little woman with a gigantic cock, which was apparently real. I knew she was about twenty-five minutes away. I knew she had her own little strip club, and I knew pictures were forbidden. And I knew that there was apparently a guy there who was very into the whole thing. My imagination went ahead and filled in the other details.

I tried to stop my imagination from running wild with possibilities, scenarios that may or may not have taken place, but my imagination had its own will. I was driving myself insane trying to keep my mind occupied. “How many more days until we’re out of this place?” I asked.

“Three,” Roger said.

“Including today?”

“Yeah, we leave Friday morning.”

That wasn’t so bad—two days, two sleeps, and then I could get far away from that place, let the Horse Woman of Ukraine become a passing memory, a funny joke to tell at office parties in a few years—nothing more. But one of those two remaining days was a Thursday; and the strip club was open on Thursdays.

“What do you guys want to do for the rest of the trip?” I asked.

The guys were quiet. They all stared down at their plates. None of them had eaten much, even though the food was some of the best we’d ever had. “I think I’m just going to hang around in my room,” Roger said.

“I’m probably going to go see if I can’t get on an earlier flight,” said Jeremy.

“That’s not a bad idea,” Roger said.

“You know you’ll have to pay the transfer fees yourself, right?” I said. I thought it was strange that they were so determined to get out of town. We’d been stuck in countless little towns—why was this was so terrible? Why were they suddenly so determined to get far away? Did it have something to do with the Horse Woman? Did something happen at the strip club that they weren’t talking about?

Jake stayed behind, but the other guys all took off for the airport, seemingly fine paying two or three hundred dollars to get on an earlier flight home. Jake considered going with them, but he was too cheap, and he seemed to be the least affected by whatever had happened that night at the strip club. “Looks like it’s just you and me,” I said.

He forced a smile. He wasn’t himself. Something at that strip club had changed him and the other guys as well. Hell, I felt like I was a different person and I hadn’t even seen what all the hype was about. But it was driving me insane. I needed to know, and I wasn’t going to find out on the Internet and I wasn’t going to find out from Jake or any of the other guys. It occurred to me that I was going to have to go to the strip club and see for myself.

And as that thought occurred to me, my heart started pounding. My legs began to shake and I became lightheaded. I was terrified of seeing that woman, of seeing that it was real with my own eyes. I don’t know why I was so terrified—like a child in line for his first roller coaster ride—but I was. How bad could it be?


CHAPTER IV

I left after dinner on Thursday. We ate at the little restaurant that was attached to our hotel—where we’d eaten every meal since arriving, seeing as it was the only restaurant we could find in that little town. I spent the whole dinner trying to think of an excuse to disappear for the night, so Jake wouldn’t know that I was going to see the Horse Woman of Ukraine. I couldn’t think of a decent excuse, but luckily I didn’t need one. Once we were finished dinner, Jake excused himself, saying he was going to call it an early night. He said he wasn’t feeling well and he didn’t want to suffer through another tediously boring night in Savran, Ukraine.

Once he was in his room, I snuck out. Our translator had the keys to our rental van, but I didn’t want to alert him, either. I couldn’t let anyone know where I was going. I couldn’t have anyone know that I was voluntarily going to check out a show involving a woman with a horse-sized cock.

I walked a few blocks, until the hotel was out of sight, and then I waited for a cab. It took a good twenty-five minutes to finally hail one down. And then it was a rather expensive ride to the next town over—time and money that could have been saved had I just come up with a decent excuse as to why I needed the van for the night. But I was playing it safe. No one knew I was gone. I even stuffed a pillow under my blanket, in case anyone peeked into my room for any reason. I certainly wouldn’t be mentioning my little voyage to anyone, ever.

I was dropped off a block away from the strip club, at a restaurant I’d looked up a few hours before. I didn’t even want the cabbie to know where I was going, though I had a feeling he knew. I’m sure he’d taken his share of tourists to the same restaurant—tourists will full bellies who had no intention of going into any restaurant.

Once the cab was out of sight, I started to walk towards the strip club. It took me a couple of minutes to spot it. I expected a big neon sign with a line-up to get in, like strip clubs in America; but instead, it was just a door with a little plaque. I recognized the Ukrainian word for horse on the plaque and I knew I was in the right place. I went to open the door, but it was locked.

My heart pounded into my chest. Did I just pay for a fifty-dollar cab ride when the strip club wasn’t even open? Did I just waste my whole last night in Ukraine trying to see a show that wasn’t even happening? I knocked again, looking around. The streets were silent, but I felt like people were watching me from their apartment windows, from the slits between their crotchet blinds. I felt like such a fool. I wished I was wearing a mask or even a pair of fake glasses—even though I knew that none of the townspeople possibly knew who I was.

I was about to turn around when I heard the lock turning. The door opened slowly and then it stopped. I waited for it to open all the way. Then, a soft female voice uttered something in Ukrainian. “I’m sorry, I speak English,” I said. I recognized the word hello, as it is the same in Russian.

“You are American?” the voice said. It was a pretty voice that belonged to a pretty face, which continued to hide itself.

“Yes. I’m—uh—here for the show. I was told there was a show tonight,” I said. I felt my heart sinking into the depths of my gut, burning in my stomach acid. I felt so stupid. This whole thing was such a dumb idea, and now I just looked like a giant fool.

“You’re alone or with a group?”

“I’m alone,” I said.

“You have money?”

“Sure. How much?” I asked.

“One-hundred—American dollars.” It wasn’t unusual for poor foreigners to want American money. I didn’t mind paying the price, even though it was by far the most expensive strip club door fee I’d ever paid by five times. She opened the door and stepped back. I walked in and finally saw her face.

It was her—the girl from the website, the girl who supposedly had a giant cock dangling between her legs. “You can go have a seat. I’m still getting ready. It won’t be long now.” She smiled. She had a nice smile. She was just as beautiful as in her pictures—maybe even more beautiful. She had a glow about her that radiated warmth. Her cheeks were red, as if she was embarrassed, as if this was her first time. But from what I’d read online, she’d been doing it for the better half of the decade.

“Thanks,” I said. I watched as she cutely ran back into a back room, disappearing behind a curtain. I looked over to the club, which was just five folding chairs facing a small short stage that was clearly homemade. I was the only person in attendance. I took a seat on the far end. I popped up the collar of my coat, in case anyone else came. My heart was pounding. I wasn’t sure if I was happy to be the only person in attendance. I didn’t have to sit awkwardly next to someone who was feeling just as awkward as me—but at least if there was someone else there, the Horse Woman’s attention wouldn’t be entirely on me.

Time passed slowly while I was sitting there. I prayed for someone else to show up. I went to an amateur comedy show on a date once, and my date and me were the only people to show up. We didn’t want to leave, so we wouldn’t hurt the comedian’s feelings—but we should have. Whenever we didn’t laugh at a joke, we had to suffer through the comedian’s reaction. We both felt so guilty the whole time. And now I was truly alone—not even a date by my side.

What if the whole act disgusted me—like I expected it to? What if she could see the disgust on my face? Would she keep going? Would we both have to endure the humiliation of the performance? How long was the performance? How long would I be stuck in that room? Would I have the balls to leave if things got any more awkward?

I was regretting my decision to travel out to the little strip club. It was a massive mistake that had already cost me nearly two hundred dollars (over two-hundred once I paid for the cab ride home). I could have paid for a flight transfer with that kind of money. I could have been home like Roger and Jeremy, away from the insanity that was the Horse Woman of Ukraine.

The lights suddenly dimmed. Music started playing, but it was tinny, as if coming through an old, crappy radio and not a proper PA system (there were no speakers around, so that was probably the case). I heard the sound of her heels clicking against the DIY stage, made from two-by-fours and plywood. The red velvet curtain rustled slightly. And then she stepped out.

She was wearing a black dress, black satin gloves, black stockings, and black high-heels. Her outfit was so dark, her brown hair almost looked blonde. The overhead fluorescent light wasn’t the most flattering, but she still looked stunning. It would take a lot more than a buzzing fluorescent light to make her look anything less than stunning.

As she stepped out, her eyes met mine. I was getting a private show. My heart was aflutter. As our eyes met, I had the urge to look away, the way one does when they make eye contact with a stranger on the street, but I strained and kept looking at her. I wanted to look down below her waist, to see what people came from all over to see, but I didn’t want to look while she was looking at me. But I could see it out of the corner of my eye: a ruffle in her dress that didn’t go away when she moved.

She did a little lap around the stage, watching me for a moment and then turning her attention to the pole that was bolted down. But once she was looking away from me, her back was to me. She had a great ass—a great body in general. Her dress was tight. I was surprised she was able to walk in her heels.

I took a deep breath in. My body trembled. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead.

She gripped the pole and spun around. She wasn’t terribly acrobatic like some strippers I’d seen, but that wasn’t her draw. People didn’t come to watch her spin on a pole or flip upside down. They came to see something special that no other girls had to offer.

But did I want to see it? Did I really think this whole thing through?

Once she was done twirling on the pole, she looked at me. Her cheeks were red. She wasn’t smiling—she actually looked kind of sad. Maybe she expected a better turn out, or maybe she hated doing these shows. Or maybe I was just being a paranoid freak.

She walked up to the edge of the stage. “I’m the Horse Woman of Ukraine. Tonight I’m giving you a special show. If you enjoy the show, please tell your friends to come see as well.” The line sounded rehearsed, as if she’d said it millions of times in her life—and maybe she had. Who knows how many shows she’d put on before? She was open two nights a week, but did she do more than one show a night? “The only rule is: only touch when I tell you it’s okay to touch.”

“What’s your real name?” I asked.

She gave me a strange look, one of her eyebrows rising up. “What?” she said.

“Your real name,” I said again. I couldn’t stand to call her ‘The Horse Woman’. It sounded so cruel and unflattering, especially for such a beautiful, gentle-looking woman.

“My real name? Why do you want to know?” she said.

“Or any name,” I said. “I just don’t want to call you The Horse Woman.”

She stared at me for a moment longer. “No one’s ever asked before.” She smiled, but only for a second or two. “You can call me Ylva,” she said.

“Ylva—that’s a pretty name,” I said.

She blushed, looking away quickly. “Should I get on with the show?”

“Sure,” I said. She was flustered, her cheeks a shade of dark red, a smile trying desperately to creep onto her face. It was like no one had ever talked to her before, as if she’d done thousands of shows for completely silent audiences. And maybe I should have kept my mouth shut. Maybe it was best to remain silent, for her sake and for my sake.

“I’ve fallen behind my routine,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry.” She turned her back to me, reached her arms into the air. She paused for a moment and then she brought her hands down, running them over her breasts, down her abdomen, and between her legs. She lifted up her dress, giving me a little tease of her perfectly supple ass. She bent over with a hand between her legs, holding her package back. “Lift up my skirt,” she said to me from between her legs.

There was a thick lump in my throat. It dawned on me that I’d signed up for a special kind of strip show—the interactive kind. The only question was: just how interactive was this show supposed to be?


CHAPTER V

I carefully reached forward and lifted up the skirt of her dress, revealing her plump, firm ass. “You can spank me or squeeze me, if you’d like,” she said, giving her ass a little wiggle. My heart was pounding in my throat, preventing me from responding. I felt so dirty, like I was doing something so wrong. Or was it wrong to decline the offer? I didn’t want to offend her. I didn’t want her to think that I didn’t find her attractive.

So I grabbed a handful of her butt and I squeezed. It was the perfect amount of squishiness. She let a little giggle slip. “Don’t be so shy,” she said. So I gave her ass a firmer squeeze.

She turned around and looked me in the eyes again. My God, she was beautiful. Her gaze reduced me to a lightheaded mess.

“You’re very beautiful,” I said.

She looked at me again with that strange look that wanted so badly to smile. “You’re a very strange American,” she said.

“Why is that?”

“You like to talk,” she said.

“I guess I’m just nervous,” I said.

“Don’t be nervous. Just relax.”

She carried on through her routine, dancing slowly to her music, slowly slipping out from her dress. She got her straps over her shoulders and then she leaned forward and told me to tug down the top of her dress. I did as she asked, making her perky tits pop out. They weren’t fake—they were soft and real. She let me cup them and squeeze them. That’s when I noticed the bruising on her sides, and the yellowed, fading bruises on her arms. Did someone hit her? One of her customers?

“You want to suck on my nipples?” she asked.

My heart was pounding so hard; I was on the verge of cardiac arrest. “Okay,” I said after some stuttering. She leaned forward further, pressing her hard nipple to my lips. I gently opened up and sucked. She let a soft moan slip. And then I wondered again, just how interactive was this little show going to be once she was bearing everything in the open? What was she going to ask me to suck next?

She stood up, and for the first time that night, I got a glimpse of her massive bulge. I saw it swinging slightly under the dress, pushing against the soft fabric. It was enormous, nearly touching her kneecap by the look of it. My heart skipped a beat.

She took a seat on the edge of the stage, her legs dangling in front of me. She was looking down at me, into my eyes, a slight smile on her face. But there was still that sadness that lingered—as if something was wrong, some sort of existential crisis. “Now is the part where you give me your hand,” she said.

“My hand?” I replied, my voice cracking.

She smiled. “Yes, your hand.”

I reached my hand out, noticing it was shaking. “Sorry,” I said.

“Just relax.” She took my hand to her mouth. She sucked on one of my fingers with her soft lips. And then she brought my hand to her chest and slid it down between her breasts, down to her abdomen, down across her long, thick snake. Her cock was warm, and I could feel it throbbing through the soft fabric of her dress. I had the sudden urge to pull my hand away, but I fought the urge, scared it would offend her, scared it would make the night become suddenly awkward.

So I let her take my hand under her dress. And then I felt it—her bare cock. It was thick—nearly as thick as my wrist. And it was long. She slid my hand down it, and then she slid it back up. I couldn’t see what I was stroking, but I knew what it was—and I knew it was real. I could feel the skin moving over it. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. I could feel her veins pumping blood. If it was fake, it belonged in some special effects museum. But it was no fake—there was no doubt in my mind.

And I was stroking it.

Finally, she released my hand and stood up. I was trembling all over. My mind was racing. I watched as she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it aside. And then I watched as her long cock swayed slightly, settling into place. She had a monster cock. It was real. It was as long as my forearm, her tip nearly as thick as my clenched fist.

She gently began to caress it, lifting it up, stroking it. She pulled back her foreskin as she pressed her long dick to her sternum. She cracked a little smile. “You actually made me a bit hard,” she said.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat—failing. “Really?” I managed to say.

“Yeah. That doesn’t ever happen,” she said. She stroked that long cock, bending at the elbow to get the whole thing. She turned around and bent forward, placing one hand on the stage. She used the other to press her long cock between her legs, pointing it at me, squashing her ball sack flat.

And then I found myself crossing my legs in an attempt to hide my erection. She was actually making me erect. The sight of a cock was making me hard. My heart was pounding harder than ever before. Why was I into this? Was my body just confused, or did I really like what I was seeing? Was I really into cock?

I took a deep breath. She walked back towards me, sunk to her knees and spun around. “You can eat me out if you want,” she said. “I don’t usually let anyone do this.” She pushed her bum back, spreading her cheeks to expose her tiny butthole. But I couldn’t pull my focus away from the long dick that was just a centimetre away from touching the stage.

“Huh?” I said.

“Eat me out, American,” she said. She pushed her bum back further, closer to my face. And then for some reason, I actually did it. I pressed my face forward, sinking my nose between her butt cheeks. And I started to draw little circles around her butthole. “Like this?” I asked, my heart a pounding mess.

“Just like that,” she said, grinding her bum back into my face. I could feel her big ball sack against my chin. And goddamnit, I actually liked it. I hated that I liked it. I hated how badly I wanted that moment to go on forever. I hated how much I hated that I knew that moment would soon end and I would be on a flight back to America, never to be anywhere near Savran ever again. “Oh my God. You’re actually making me hard,” she said. “This really never happens.”

She took a series of deep breaths. Apparently I was doing something right, so I kept going. And then I noticed she was stroking her snake slowly, running her small hand down her whole length. “Don’t stop, American,” she said.

Was what I was doing considered gay? She was born a female, right? She just had an anomaly. It’s not like she was born a man and she went and got implants. That was still a woman’s asshole. And technically it was a woman’s cock, too. Right?

“I’m going to flip over,” she said. So I pulled my face back and she flipped over. Her cock was hard, but it was too big and heavy to stay upright. It flopped over to the side, throbbing intensely. “Now you can suck it, if you want,” she said, lifting it up. She could touch the tip of her cock to her nipples. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“Suck it?” I said. I was one beat per minute away from collapsing.

“Yes, if you want,” she said, pointing it forward.

I don’t know why, but I took it. I slowly wrapped my fingers around her girth and I brought her bulbous tip to my lips. And I started sucking her cock—what I could fit into my mouth, anyway. And while I sucked, she pumped it. She had to use one hand to keep it upright.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was sucking a cock. Not only was I sucking a cock, but also I’d paid one hundred dollars to suck it. “You’re actually going to make me come. Oh my God,” she said. She cracked a smile and then bit her lip. “Don’t stop.”

So I kept on sucking. I sucked as hard and fast as I could. I looked up at her face when I could. My God, she was beautiful. All of my anxiety fluttered away when I looked into those eyes. And then when I looked back down at the massive rod in my mouth, that anxiety came back.

She started to shudder. Her knees rose up and she let out a soft moan. And then she pushed me back, took her cock and aimed it at her tits, and she came on herself. I watched as blast after blast coated her perky rack. And best of all, she stared into my eyes while she came. It was the hottest thing I’d ever been a part of.

And once it was over, I realized it was also the most fucked-up thing I’d ever been a part of.


CHAPTER VI

Jake was asleep when I returned to our hotel room. His door was closed and the place was dark. I moved slowly, being as quiet as I could be. I had to use my phone’s flashlight to navigate the narrow hallways. I slipped into bed and closed my heavy eyes. But I didn’t fall asleep. I couldn’t fall asleep with the images from that night flashing back to me.

No matter how hard I tried to distract my brain, those images were there: Ylva’s bright blue eyes, her tight, perfect body, and her gigantic, heavy cock. I could remember how it felt in my mouth, stretching my lips, sliding along my tongue. I could still taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum. And the moment when she came all over her own chest—that moment played itself out over and over and over in my head, making me rock-hard all over again.

But why did I like those memories so much? Why did they turn me on? I wasn’t gay. I liked girls and pussies. Was Ylva even a girl? Aside from everything but her cock she was, but is that not all that really matters—what’s between her legs? Men can go and get breast implants and grow their hair long, so what’s really the difference? Men can’t go out and get pussies. Even with surgery, it’s not what I would call a pussy—I would just call it a weird-looking hole.

But her cock was made from the same skin that covered her breasts and her ass and her perfect legs. So did that not make it a girl’s cock? What does that even mean?

My mind tortured itself with the repeating scenario at Ylva’s little strip club until I heard Jake’s alarm going off. I heard him groan and roll out of bed through the thin walls. I hadn’t slept at all, but I was relieved the trip was finally over. I was relieved we were finally going home.

As Jake shuffled through his room, I heard another noise: pattering against the window. It started light and then it became overwhelmingly heavy—torrents against the glass. I opened the blinds and looked out. At first I thought we were being hit by a tsunami, and then I remembered we weren’t anywhere near water, unless that little river filled with leeches grew ten thousand times the size overnight.

It was a torrential downpour—probably the heaviest rain I’d ever seen. The wind was blowing it aggressively against the side of the hotel. All of the guests in the place woke up. I heard yelling coming from the lobby. I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes and went to check out what was happening. There were four men rushing to block off the front door with sandbags. “What’s happening?” I asked.

They all looked at me for a brief second and then went back to what they were doing, without saying anything. I looked out the window. The water was accumulating quickly. I remembered it was raining the night before, during my cab ride home. I didn’t think much of it, but now I was remembering having to jump over deep puddles along the street curbs. Savran apparently didn’t have the greatest drainage.

Now, the streets were like little rivers. Water was billowing into the hotel. On my way back up to the room, I ran into Jake. He was still half-asleep, still rubbing sleep from his heavy eyes. “What the hell is going on?” he asked.

“I think the town is flooding,” I said.

We woke up our translator and asked him to get ready, to take us to the airport before the water was too deep. But it was already too late. He tried to fire up the engine, but it wouldn’t start. The parking lot was lowered and the water was already up to the van’s windows. “Well shit,” Jake said.

We desperately tried to figure out a way to get to the airport until our phone’s buzzed simultaneously—an alert from the airline, letting us know that our flight had been cancelled.

So we spent the rest of the day trying to get through to the airline. We were on hold for six hours before we finally decided to hang up and try again later. “Stuck in Savran—great,” Jake said, resting his head against the hotel window as he stared out at the downpour that didn’t want to end. It just kept coming down—endless sheets of rain. The lobby was flooded, despite the efforts of the staff. The restaurant was closed. That day, we ate nothing but protein bars that Jake happened to have in his backpack.

Before going to bed, we tried calling the airline again, but again, we were put on an extended hold. “I guess we just try again in the morning,” Jake said, so we went to sleep, stuck in Savran, Ukraine.

That night, I slept like a log, after being awake for nearly forty straight hours. But sleep didn’t keep Ylva from my mind. I dreamed about her all night long, reliving that thirty minutes in her little strip club. My dreams were vivid—I swear I could feel the veins of her long member sliding against my cheeks. I could still feel her warm pulsing as I stroked her off.

In one dream, she was in my hotel room with me. She crawled up on top of me, her knees by my shoulders, and her head between my thighs. She started sucking my cock while her long horse-dick sat heavy on my collarbone. I lifted it up and brought the tip to my mouth. I sucked hard while she sucked me closer and closer to orgasm. She told me that she loved my “cute little dick”. I told her that I loved her giant throbbing cock.

When I woke up, my cock and abdomen were covered in cum. I’d come all over myself in my sleep—something I’d never done before, not even as a teenager.


CHAPTER VII

I was hoping to wake up to good news, but that was apparently wishful thinking. Instead, I woke up to Jake telling me that he got through to the airline and they weren’t able to help. Apparently they said that they aren’t responsible for the weather and hung up on him. When he tried to call back, he got a Ukrainian-speaking agent who refused to put him through to someone who spoke English.

“So what are we going to do?” I asked.

“Figure out how to get to the airport and then go on standby,” he said.

So that was our plan. Sadly, we couldn’t get to the airport, as the roads were still flooded. After trying to arrange an alternate form of transportation, we were informed by the hotel staff that the airport was closed until further notice. Apparently the flooding was even worse there—which was hard to believe. So many flights had been cancelled, they were saying it might be a week or two before everyone who was stranded could get home.

Luckily, the restaurant downstairs opened back up, so we weren’t going to starve to death.

Our cable wasn’t working, and neither was our Internet. We took turns re-reading the magazines that had been left behind by previous guests. One was a Ukrainian entertainment magazine from 2008. I tried to pick up some words since I had nothing better to do.

Sunday came and we were still stranded. We called the airline again, and again, after four hours on hold, we were told that we were SOL. To make matters worse, they were expecting heavy fog over the next few days that would further delay and cancel flights. Jake went out for a few hours and then came back with a giant box filled with liquor. “You wouldn’t believe how cheap the liquor stores are here,” he said. At least he was trying to see the positive in our situation.

We drank all night, playing various card games that were almost more boring than doing nothing at all. And once again, I went to bed with Ylva on my mind.

The next morning—Monday morning—we tried to call the airline once more. Their phone lines were down. The airport was still closed. But the staff in the lobby seemed to think there was hope on the horizon. “I heard they started flying private planes in and out last night,” one of the other guests said at the table next to us, during breakfast.

We spent the day looking for an open Laundromat, seeing as the hotel didn’t have any sort of laundry service. We found one after hours of wandering the streets. And then we spent three hours sitting there, waiting for the out-dated machines to clean our clothes. Then we returned to our room and we drank and played cards until we were tired enough to call it a day.

When I woke up the next morning, I immediately realized it was Tuesday, which meant Ylva’s little strip club was open. My heart stuttered at the thought. I wanted to go again. I wanted to see Ylva again. I wanted to feel her heavy, warm rod. I wanted to watch her come all over herself again. And I hated myself for letting those thoughts enter into my head.

I should have just left with the other guys—paid the transfer fee and got out before the storm. I didn’t like what this small town was doing to my brain. I had no business obsessing over a glorified circus freak. I should have never gone down to her little strip club. I just wanted to be far, far away from that country so I could forget I’d ever ventured into that little joint.

But at the same time, I wanted to go back so badly. I was already trying to think of a way to slip away from Jake, so I could go down and take in one of her shows again. Maybe I would be lucky and I would get the show all to myself again. Of course I would—who was going to brave the flood to see her show? Well, I was, so maybe there were others like me. But could I still allow myself to be interactive in a room full of people? Would I be able to handle myself if I saw another man handling her gigantic cock?

“Are you alright?” Jake asked me around lunchtime. “You seem spacey or something today.”

I had to force a smile. “I’m fine. Just can’t wait to eventually get home.”

It dawned on me that Jake went to bed earlier when he was bored. So that night, I made sure he was bored. I told him that I didn’t feel like playing cards, and instead I just reread the same magazine for the fifth time. When he offered me a drink, I told him I wasn’t feeling up to drinking. He didn’t want to drink alone, so he only had one drink while he paced around the hotel room. My plan worked. “Well, I guess I’ll just call it an early night then,” he said, and then he went off to bed. It was only nine—still plenty of time to get to the next town.

The streets were still flooded but cars were back on the road. I walked about a mile, until the hotel was out of sight, and then I hailed a cab. I told him the address of the same restaurant as before, and he asked for the money upfront. Apparently lots of people were stealing rides because of the floods—their cars stuck in flooded lots like our van.

I gave him the money and he took me to my destination. Once that old wooden door was in sight, my heart started pounding. I was really there—once again, about to see Ylva one more time before I was gone forever.

I approached the door, took a deep breath, straightened my dress shirt, and I knocked. There was a long delay, but I knew she was in there, getting ready for the show, getting ready for me and hopefully only me. I took another deep breath and knocked again. And then the door opened. But it wasn’t Ylva who answered.


CHAPTER VIII

There was a man standing before me—a tall, thick man with a shaved head and a neck as wide as his head. He looked me up and down and then said something in Ukrainian. That increasingly familiar lump was stuck in my throat. I tried to swallow it before saying, “I’m American. I don’t speak Ukrainian.”

“Okay, what do you want?” he said with surprisingly good English.

“I’m, uh, here to see the show. I have money.”

I pulled out a crisp hundred-dollar bill and showed the man. I had no idea who he was. As far as I knew, he was her husband or boyfriend and he was about to break my neck. He took the money. “It’s two-hundred,” he said, smirking slightly. Two hundred US dollars is a lot in Ukraine—practically a small fortune.

“Two hundred? Really?” I said.

“You want to see the show or not, American boy?” he said with that same smirk. So I fished another hundred-dollar bill out from my wallet and handed it to him.

“Go sit. The show will start soon,” he said.

So I went to my seat. The room was empty, thankfully, but the presence of the man made me uncomfortable, even now that he was out of sight. I knew he was there somewhere, and I had a feeling he would be there during the show, watching Ylva, and watching me. And was that the man responsible for the bruises on Ylva’s body? Was he the reason Ylva looked so sheepish, so scared, and so vulnerable? Was he like a pimp?

I heard the man’s voice, shouting something in Ukrainian. He sounded angry. He wasn’t far away, but I couldn’t see him—somewhere on the other side of the red velvet curtain.

I don’t think I was sitting there for more than five minutes, but it felt like an eternity. The room felt colder than before, and darker. I could hear everything, every little step Ylva took and every little step that man took, on the other side of that curtain, as if the whole room was only the same size as our little hotel room.

Suddenly the music started. A moment later, she stepped out. She looked at me and her face turned a shade paler. She paused for a moment and then she looked away, continuing with her routine. Something was wrong. She didn’t want to see me there, as if I’d done something the last time. But what had I done? I’d only done everything she’d asked me to do—hadn’t I?

She only made eye contact with me for a brief second or two during her routine. Even when she said, “Pull my dress down,” to me, she didn’t look me in the eyes. I pulled her dress down, letting those beautiful tits pop out. But it wasn’t the same as the first time. Everything felt rehearsed and emotionless. I felt strangely guilty for staring at her body, but I didn’t know where else to stare. In the reflection of the pole, I could see that burly man standing behind me, leaning against the wall. I couldn’t tell if he was watching me or watching her.

The music reached a quiet point, leading up to the climax of the song. I had a feeling that it was the part of her routine where she was supposed to reveal her special package, but she hesitated. She stopped with her back to me, and something felt off—there was an energy in the room that just wasn’t right.

The man behind me yelled something in Ukrainian, making Ylva jump. I watched her take a deep breath and then she let that dress fall to the floor, exposing her long horse-sized cock. She turned around slowly, letting it sway. She ran through her routine without getting too close to me. The only time she got close was when she asked if I wanted to suck her toes or slap her ass. But she never asked me to play with her beautiful cock again, or suck on her perky nipples.

I had a feeling the man standing behind me was to blame. She was acting reserved for him. Maybe I’d gotten her in trouble the last time—maybe this guy didn’t let her get too close with her clients. I noticed a few bruises on her legs that I was pretty sure weren’t there before.

Near the end of her routine, she sat on the edge of the stage. I noticed her eyes darting over to the man standing by the door a number of times. She held her long, thick cock. “No touching,” she said as she began to stroke it in front of me.

“Are you okay?” I asked after a moment. I asked it quietly enough that the man behind me wouldn’t hear.

She forced a smile, looked back to the man and then back to me again. “Fine,” she said. She reached her heeled feet forward and rested them on my shoulders. Then she put her back down on the stage and raised herself up—a classic stripper move, but one that lacked the same emotion as the time before. Her cock was just a few inches from my face. I wanted to reach out and grab it and stroke it and suck it. I wanted to jerk her off, make her come everywhere. I wanted to watch her hot white load billowing up into the air.

But the man behind me was stopping that from happening.

The music came to an end and she stood up. “Thank you for coming,” she said.

I forced a smile. The man behind me disappeared behind the curtain and then Ylva did the same, leaving me alone in that room—alone and unsatisfied and worried. There was something going on that was just no good.


CHAPTER IX

I didn’t go straight home. I started walking down the street, to hail a cab, but I stopped myself. I couldn’t just leave her there with that abusive man. Even if the man wasn’t abusive, those bruises were coming from somewhere, and I had a feeling she wasn’t walking into any walls. She moved too elegantly and she was too gently and shy to be getting into any fights.

How could I return to America knowing Ylva, my brunette beauty from Ukraine, was being beaten and forced to do a job she didn’t want to do?

I walked around the building, into the alleyway. It was dark and quiet, and my shoes were submerged in residual floodwater. The water soaked through my socks, but I didn’t mind. I walked down the alley until I was at the back door of the little strip club. I stood there and wondered what the hell I was doing.

Was I just making her situation worse? What exactly did I think I was going to accomplish—aside from pissing off that man? Maybe it was better off left alone—

I heard someone approaching the door from the inside. I quickly ran over to a nearby dumpster and crouched behind it, hidden in the shadows of the dark alleyway.

That man stepped out. I could see him through the slit between the dumpster and the wall. He lit a cigarette and then he reached into his pocket, pulling out the two hundred-dollar bills I’d given him. He smiled and then shoved them into his pocket. He was taking all of it. He started walking down the alleyway, towards a nice, new car that was parked at the far end. Maybe he was a pimp. Maybe she owed him that money. Or maybe he was just robbing her, using her, giving her no other options with her life.

It wasn’t fair—just because she was born with an anomaly, she was treated like a circus freak, like some useless nobody who needed someone like that bald man if she wanted to live. Were there no other opportunities for her in that place? Could she not leave?

I waited for his car to drive away before slipping out from behind the dumpster, finding myself once again at that backdoor. I took a deep breath before turning the handle. It was unlocked. I went inside. And as soon as I took my first step in, I could hear her weeping.

I thought about turning back, not getting into anyone else’s business, but I just couldn’t stand the idea of leaving the country without trying to help. “Hello,” I called out sheepishly. Her weeping stopped.

I heard her sniffle and then she called back, “Who’s there?”

“It’s just me, Mike. Uh, I was your client tonight,” I said, feeling stupid hearing the words coming out of my mouth.

I heard her scurry to her feet. She came around the corner. She was dressed in a white housecoat, her makeup running down her face. “You need to go,” she said. “You can’t be seen here.”

“Why not? I just wanted to make sure that you’re alright,” I said.

“If my boss sees you here, he’ll kill me.” She ran to the door and opened it carefully, poking her head out.

“He left. I watched him drive away. What’s going on? That guy is your boss?”

“Yes. But you really shouldn’t be here. If he finds out I’ve been talking to you, he’ll kill me—he really will.”

“Why?”

“Because,” she said, without giving a real reason.

“That’s not good enough. I can’t just leave now. Those bruises—did he hit you?”

She looked at her arms and then covered her bruises instinctively with her hands. “It doesn’t matter,” she said.

“It matters to me. And I saw him take all of your money. Why do you let him do that?”

“I have no other choice.”

“Yes, you do. You can tell him no. You can move and go somewhere else.”

“No, I can’t,” she said, the tears welling up in her eyes again. She looked down at her feet, looking smaller than ever. Without her heels on, she was barely five-two standing straight. “He’s mafia. They will find me and kill me no matter where I am in Ukraine.”

I couldn’t stand to look at her like that, all weak and vulnerable, crying and helpless. No person should have to live like that, especially such a beautiful person. My heart ached with guilt, knowing that I’d contributed to her sadness. I was one of her customers, part of the reason the mafia kept her around as a sideshow attraction, to rake in a bit of cash on the side. And what did she get out of it? A place to sleep? Food? Anything? Or was she just a prisoner, forced to do shows whenever the mafia wanted her to…

“Come home with me,” I said, “to America.”

She looked at me with pause. “What?” she said, her eyes suddenly glazed over.

“Come back to my hotel with me, and we’ll go to the airport in the morning. We’ll get you out of here before they even notice you’re gone.”

She looked at her feet and stuttered. “I don’t have that kind of money,” she said.

“Don’t worry about that. Let me worry about that. Just come with me. Come back to America with me. You have a passport, right?”

“I do,” she said. Her face lit up but she had no words. She was actually considering it. She was actually interested in the idea.

But could I really do it? Could I bring her back to the hotel, where Jake was staying. If he saw me with her, then he would know I’d gone to see her. He would know that I snuck out behind his back to see a stripper with a giant penis. There would be no keeping that little curiosity a secret—everyone would find out. And once she was back in America, she would have to stay with me. She would have nowhere else to go. So everyone would know—probably even my family.

But the thought of having her back home with me didn’t scare me. In fact, it filled me with a heart-pounding excitement. I liked her a lot—more than I’d ever liked any girl before. She was so sweet. She deserved so much more than she was currently getting trapped in that little strip club, being robbed blind by the Ukrainian mafia. I couldn’t let it happen.

I reached my hand out to her. “Let’s get you out of here,” I said. After a moment of hesitation, she took my hand.

“Okay,” she said, cracking a smile that didn’t disappear for the rest of that night, while we ran away from that horrible place. I hailed a cab. She looked around before stepping in, one last look at the place she’d been trapped for her entire adult life. Her smile only grew larger. And once we were in the cab, she turned to me and said, “Thank you so much.” She started to cry. I really had no idea just how much I was helping her. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what she’d been through.

Jake was asleep when we got home. Though I’m not sure it’s possible that he slept through the night once I was under the covers with Ylva. We made love, our hands exploring each other’s bodies. I got her so hard, there was no way I could fit her into my mouth. So I stroked her with both hands and I licked the underside of her throbbing member. She moaned and uttered something in Ukrainian. “What’s that?” I said.

“I said, that feels so fucking good.” She smiled and we kissed. I flipped her over and lined my cock up with her asshole. I would have let her fuck me in the ass, but I probably wouldn’t have been able to handle it. I’d never had anything up my ass before—it would take a while to work my way up to her enormous rod. But in time…

I sunk my cock deep into her tush and I started to thrust. She took my hand and brought it around her, curling my fingers around her member. I stroked it while I pumped her asshole. She was a moaning mess, definitely waking Jake up. It was a bit awkward in the morning, after he realized who was in the bedroom with me. Once he realized, he was completely quiet. But I didn’t care what he thought. It wasn’t his life. He was welcome to go do whatever he wanted, and I was going to go ahead and do whatever I wanted.

And I wanted to bring Ylva, the Horse Woman of Ukraine, home with me to America. But she would never go by that name again. For then on, she would only be known as Ylva, my beautiful Ukrainian girlfriend.

THE END
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