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    INDULGENCE 
 
    After a night of drinking, Roger and his buddies decide to go to the local strip club to take in a show. None of them have ever been to the strip club on a Wednesday night—who goes to see the strippers on a Wednesday night? Apparently a lot of people, but it’s not the usual crowd, and they aren’t about to see a usual show. Because the night belongs to Little Lisa, a special girl with a special, not-so-little surprise between her thighs.  
 
    Roger and his buddies leave as soon as Little Lisa makes her big reveal. But a week later, Roger finds himself back in that club, alone, curious to see how the show ends.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My heart raced as I walked into the strip club on Main and 14th that Wednesday night. It was raining outside and the streets were strangely forlorn, but still I felt like everyone in the city was watching me. Even with my baseball cap and my sunglasses, I felt like they were about to recognize me and tell the whole world that I was there to watch Little Lisa. And unlike last time, there was no mix-up. I knew damn well who was performing that night. I knew she performed every Wednesday night.  
 
    I’d been to that strip club a dozen times, always with friends. Going in alone was a whole new disaster I’d gotten myself into.  
 
    I looked around before I stepped inside, to make sure there weren’t actually people watching. I even carefully scanned all of the nearby apartment windows, checking for gawking faces lit by dim lamp light. There were no faces. I was even more careful when I entered the joint, scanning the faces sitting around the place. Unlike on a normal night, no one was sitting around the bar, and no one was there with friends. Each table had one person and three empty chairs, each booth had a whole bench unoccupied. All of the dark corners were already taken, but the whole place was relatively dark—darker than usual even. Even the club manager knew that wasn’t somewhere a guy wanted to be recognized. 
 
    I got comfortable in a seat near the edge of the bar. I spoke quietly to the bartender when he asked what I wanted. I had to repeat myself because he couldn’t hear. “A double whisky, no ice,” I said, and he made me my drink quickly. I looked to the clock. It was five minutes until show time. I still had five minutes to come to my senses and get the hell out of that place. What was I doing there? Was I really there to watch Little Lisa again?  
 
    I was taking the first sip of my drink when the front door flew open and a group of young men marched in. They looked drunk, reminding me of myself, the Wednesday before. We’d had a few drinks at Lou’s Tavern, down the street, and we decided we’d take in an erotic show. None of us had ever gone to the strippers on a weekday. My buddy, Ted, even asked if they were open on weekdays. “Only one way to find out,” I said. We were all surprised that cover was more expensive than usual, but we still paid anyway. The bouncer who took our money didn’t tell us what we were in for. But surely he knew we were completely oblivious. He probably got a kick out of oblivious blokes like us, and he was probably getting a kick out of the group that had entered the place now—four guys finding seats right at the front of the stage.  
 
    They looked around, probably wondering why no one else was taking up the prime seating, just minutes before the big show. They were probably wondering why everyone was wearing baseball caps, and why some guys were even wearing dark shades, despite the darkness of the room. I looked away when they looked my way, just in case one of them happened to be some kid from the mailroom at work or something. I would have sooner died than be recognized in that particular place on that particular night. I’m sure the same went for most of the guys in the strip club.  
 
    “Little Lisa will take the stage in one minute,” the host of the night announced from the darkness of his little booth, next to the stage. You could see his silhouette through the shaded window. On normal nights, those shades were up. He had nothing to hide on normal nights.  
 
    My heart started racing, harder than it had since Little Lisa revealed her little secret a week before, leaving me and all of my buddies speechless. We only stuck around for another thirty seconds before Ted stood up and said, “Let’s get the hell out of here.” We went to the bar to settle our tabs. While I was waiting for the pay terminal to come my way, I saw her out of the corner of my eye, spinning around that pole, running her fingers between her beautiful, plump thighs. I couldn’t help but remember Ted cheering when she first took the stage, before she took off that red thong. “Damn, she’s hot, isn’t she? She’s got to be the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever seen,” he said to us—that was before he knew her secret, though it wasn’t much of a secret to the rest of the crowd.  
 
    When we were leaving that night, Ted made sure we all knew that he was just being polite. “I knew she could hear me and I didn’t want her to think we were rude or anything,” he said, making himself very clear. “I didn’t actually think she was hot.” He laughed awkwardly and we all laughed along, though it was painfully clear that none of us found it funny.  
 
    “Thirty seconds, ladies and gentlemen. We’re just thirty seconds away,” said the announcer.  
 
    I looked around carefully, seeing if any of the guys with their tilted down caps were my buddies. In a weird way, I was hoping one of them would be. I didn’t want to be the only one who came back. I didn’t want to believe I was the only one who wanted to see the end of that show.  
 
    “Alright ladies and gentlemen, give a big round of applause for Little Lisa!” the announcer said, and then the coloured lights came on and the stage lit up. The boys up front started cheering. And when she stepped out in her eight-inch stilettos, the boys went crazy. One guy didn’t wait before tossing a ten-dollar bill onto the stage. The boys were practically drooling, and I didn’t blame them. One of them leaned over and whispered something into the ear of another—probably word for word what Ted had said to us before that thong came off. He would be regretting those words shortly.  
 
    Little Lisa did a lap, and then she walked up to the edge of the stage, bent her knees, and stuck that perfect ass of hers right in the big-tipper’s face. His smiling face turned red and he gave her tush a good motor-boating. Unlike a normal stripper, Little Lisa didn’t mind. She even seemed to like it, grinning. She probably knew those boys were about to be terribly embarrassed. She knew what it meant when someone was sitting up front.  
 
    She did another lap, taking off her first layer, revealing her lacy bra. The boys cheered. Everyone else in the joint remained silent, hearts beating, hoping to remain hidden in their shaded nooks. Little Lisa swayed her hips to the slow music. It was music I’d never heard before. I couldn’t even tell what genre it was, it was so unusual and surreal—like a cross between R&B, techno, and some strange tribal music. Even the pace of the music didn’t have a consistent rhythm to it, the tempo constantly changing. But Little Lisa knew every beat, and she didn’t miss a move.  
 
    Another ten dollars was thrown onto the stage, and then another, and then another. The guys up front were eating it up, and the couldn’t wait for the big reveal.  
 
    And then they got it. And the place became silent, save for the music and the sound of her heels clunking against that seemingly hollow stage. It took a minute before the men’s shock wore off and they got up, paid their tabs, and left. Those of us sitting in our dark corners and nooks watched, probably all remembering our first time. I’m sure that’s how everyone finds out about Little Lisa, and I’m sure one of those guys would be back, with a baseball cap and a pair of shades of his own, wanting to see how the show ends.  
 
    With a row of empty seats in front of her, Little Lisa turned away from the crowd and bent over with her legs spread wide, touching her toes. She pulled aside the thin strip of fabric covering her butt crack, revealing a vibrating butt plug. It was on, and even from across the joint I could see it trembling slightly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Little Lisa had a special talent, which I didn’t learn about until a few days after that day we all left the show early. It took me a few days to build up enough courage to look her up online. I’d spent those few days unsuccessfully trying to convince myself that I was just as repulsed as Ted and the other guys, that the only reason I couldn’t get Little Lisa off of my mind was because she was such a freak—the same way you can’t look away from a train wreck. But every time I let my mind drift away to that image of her up on stage, a warmth washed over me and my cock would get as hard as reinforced concrete. I don’t think a train wreck has that kind of power.  
 
    So I looked her up, found a little ad about her in the adult section of the local classifieds. “You have to see her sissygasm for yourself.” I had to look up the word ‘sissygasm’. I found a video. I watched it through the slits between my fingers: a tranny with big, fake tits, bouncing up and down on some muscular hunk’s fat cock. Her cock suddenly begins to rise up, higher and higher, getting harder and harder, until it suddenly begins shooting white streamers into the air, coating the man’s sweaty thighs. I closed the video fast, looking back to make sure my blinds were closed and no one was peeking in. I made sure to delete my browsing history.  
 
    I didn’t even know such a thing was possible: coming without touching your cock. Judging by the look on the man-lady’s face in the video, it felt pretty amazing, too—though I suppose it was her job to make it look amazing. I couldn’t help but feel like there was some sneaky editing in the video—her jerking herself off between takes, getting that cock ready to burst. But then how did she make it go from flaccid to erect without touching it?  
 
    I tried to occupy my mind with other things, but it inevitably wandered back to Little Lisa and her big secret. The name Little Lisa was an ironic one. It reminded me of a gangster name, like a three-hundred pound Italian goon named Tiny. Little Lisa was far from little between her legs. She was hung like a goddamn horse. The lighting in the strip club was dim, and my memory was hazy from the combination of liquor and shock. Part of the reason I returned to that strip club the next week was to see whether it really was the real deal, and not just some prosthetic piece with a subtle tube running into it, allowing it to fire without stimulation. It sure looked real in my memories, but the imagination has a tendency to fill in the gaps. But as I looked at her now through the glasses I hadn’t worn in six years (I’d switched to contacts after high school), there was no denying the thing was real, the tip of it more than halfway down her thighs towards her knees. It swung to its own rhythm, heavy, occasionally slapping her thigh hard.  
 
    She made her way over to the pole and showed off some impressive moves, spinning around, flipping upside down, all while keeping that vibrating toy shoved deep into her ass. Every thirty seconds or so, I would scan around the bar to make sure I wasn’t the only one watching, that I wasn’t the only one who looked as nervous as all hell. I wasn’t the only one.  
 
    My heart raced when Little Lisa got down on her hands and knees, asshole towards the scattered crowd, and she started to push the vibrator out from her asshole without the use of her hands. She got it half out before sucking it back in. She did that over and over, as if there was some horny ghost fucking her in the ass with that vibrating toy. It was a neat trick, and she seemed to like it, her legs trembling slightly after a moment.  
 
    I bit down on my lip. My cock was rock hard. I had to adjust the way I was sitting. She rolled over, showing the crowd her long rod, which was hardening, beginning to rise up towards the centre of her chest. My God, her cock was nearly as thick as my wrist! I could see it throbbing from across the dark club.  
 
    She really did have a beautiful face, a face that could only belong to a woman. She bit her lip, closed her eyes, and let her head tilt back. She was breathing deeply, her breasts heaving. Was it about to happen? Was I about to see the legendary sissygasm? 
 
    Her body twitched, bringing me—and everyone else in that place—to the edge of my seat. Even the bartender stopped to watch, even though he’d probably seen the spectacle one hundred times before. He stood still with a glass in one hand and a rag in the other. Little Lisa twitched again, and then her body shuddered. Her cock was rock-hard, like a third arm, raised into the air, hand in a fist. Her balls were heavy and swelling. Her breasts heaved again, and then her eyes opened. I swear she looked right at me, our gazes connecting. And then it happened: shots were fired. White streams of glory were sent into the air in every direction, some landing on her, some on the stage. It was real. If that was fake, then somebody somewhere deserved a special effects Academy Award.  
 
    She stayed down for a moment, catching her breath. She pushed the vibrator out onto the stage, and it buzzed around by itself in circles until she gathered the energy to pick it up and leave. That was the whole show—just a few minutes long. Those few minutes cost thirty dollars at the door and the incredible risk of being seen watching a kinky tranny stripper. The single song she’d timed her routine to wasn’t even over yet.  
 
    I was paralyzed, my heart racing, my dick throbbing. There was no denying it now: I was obsessed. I was already counting down the minutes until the next Wednesday, when she would take to the stage again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    On a normal night at the strip club, once the girls finish their shows, they take to the floor in an attempt to earn a few more bucks. Some pick up serving trays and deliver drinks, others try to coax men into private rooms for private dances. Little Lisa didn’t come out to make a few extra bucks, but she did come out. 
 
    It was about ten minutes later, and half of the place had emptied out when she came out wearing a long red dress with a long slit up one side, showing off the smooth skin of her hip. She took a seat at a table near the centre of the room and the bartender brought her a drink. She seemed to be enjoying the music, looking comfortable, one leg crossed over the other. She’d changed into a new pair of stilettos with heels so thin, it was amazing they didn’t snap underneath her when she walked.  
 
    She scanned the club slowly, and then her eyes found mine. I looked away quickly, my heart suddenly racing. I wasn’t sure why I was still there. I tried to tell myself it was because I wanted to finish my drink, but I was taking my sweet time with that drink. When I finally looked back over at her, she was still looking my way, with a cunning smirk on her face. It was like she knew everything, like she recognized me from the week before. She knew I’d be coming back, and her face screamed ‘I told you so’, just like it had screamed, ‘You’ll be back’ when I’d left the week before with Ted and the other guys.  
 
    I was fairly certain she was inviting me to come and sit with her. Maybe she wanted me to buy her a drink, or maybe she was looking for a tip. I opened my wallet and pulled out a twenty. On a normal night, during a normal routine, with a normal girl, the stage was littered with bills before the girl was down to her panties. Little Lisa had only made about thirty or forty dollars from the group of misplaced men. And it was my understanding that strippers didn’t make a wage. So the least I could do was give her a little tip. 
 
    I took a deep breath and then I walked it over to her. I placed it down on the table and said, “Good show.” My words came out soft and quiet, lacking any confidence. She smiled and slid the bill closer to her. She said nothing in response. I wondered what she sounded like, if it would ruin the illusion completely if I heard her speak. Maybe that would be a good thing, having the illusion ruined, thrusting me back into reality. Or maybe it was best that she stayed quiet, left me with my little fantasy, left me feeling like I wasn’t indulging in some gay fantasy. I thought of her as a woman, despite that big horse-dick, and I couldn’t imagine living with the thought that I’d paid thirty bucks (fifty with the tip) to watch a man come all over the stage. 
 
    So I smiled, turned around and started towards the bar to settle my tab. Then I heard her voice: “What’s your name?” she asked. I stopped, my heart suddenly aflutter. Her voice sounded good. It sounded right, the way a woman’s voice should sound, like a cool jazz singer, smooth like velvet, and a little bit deep in a sexy sort of way.  
 
    “Roger,” I said after some hesitation. I thought of giving her a fake name, but I also wanted to think that I wasn’t ashamed of myself, that I wasn’t doing something so taboo that I needed to invent a fake identity. Besides, it’s not like Little Lisa knew my friends, my co-workers, or my family. I didn’t have to worry about word getting around that Roger spoke briefly with a trans stripper.  
 
    “Nice to meet you, Roger.” She stretched her arm out, offering me her hand. I took it. Her hand was warm and her skin was soft. She had a gentle grip, like you would expect from a petite woman.  
 
    “Nice to meet you, too,”  I said, my heart beating irregularly.  
 
    I began to turn around again when she said, “Will I see you next week?”  
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    That curious grin returned and then I made my escape. When I got home, I jerked off to that memory of her sitting on that stage, cock tall and thick, blasting a hot, heavy load into the air. I came so fast, it seemed like a miracle I didn’t come in my pants during the show. It was well passed my usual bedtime, but I felt more awake and more alive than ever, as if I’d spent the night pounding back cappuccinos and shots of espresso. The adrenaline was real. I couldn’t wait until the next Wednesday.  
 
    The excitement didn’t wane. The week crawled by slowly. The weekend felt especially slow as I sat around, trying to think of something to do. At least during the week I had my work to occupy my time. Usually my weekends would fly by and I had a hard time picking one activity over the other. But the only activity I could think of was going to see Little Lisa, but unfortunately that wasn’t an option.  
 
    On Saturday night, Ted and I went out for drinks. We were a few drinks deep when he suggested heading over to the strip club “to see some titties.” We went, paid the twenty-dollar cover, and sat up front. We watched eight or nine girls take the stage that night. But it wasn’t the same. The routines seemed over-rehearsed and dull. The most exciting part of the night was when one of the strippers stuck three Ping-Pong balls into her snatch, and three into her asshole. She shot them out across the stage, trying to land them in a series of cups. She missed all shots except for one, but still got a loud applause from the crowd.  
 
    As soon as I realized the same bartender from Wednesday night was working behind the bar, I kept my distance. At one point I was pretty sure he looked over at me, but I’m not sure whether he recognized me. I was terrified he would say something when Ted and I went to pay our tabs, along the lines of, ‘Hey, you’re back.’ He didn’t end up saying anything, simply handing us the pay terminal and returning to his customers. He was too busy to notice me, and even if he did, he was too busy to call me out.  
 
    When I got home that night, I couldn’t even remember what the stripper girls looked like. I could only visualize Little Lisa and her big secret swinging between her legs. It had become more than just an obsession—now it was an addiction. I spent the rest of that night on my computer, trying to find any and every picture of Little Lisa that I could. There weren’t many—none that I could find with her showing off the goods. On her website, I saw that she had some upcoming tour dates, where she was going to be on the road for a couple of months, hitting up strip clubs all over the west coast. I was disappointed, realizing I wouldn’t have my fix for a couple of months, and slightly relieved, thinking a long break might be what I need to get over my new sickness.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    On Wednesday night, I found myself staring at Little Lisa from across the club, trying to build up the courage to go over to her and take a seat at her table. There were only three other guys in the whole club, the bartender included. There had been about a dozen during the show, but most had left as soon as Little Lisa left the stage covered in her hot load. The show was the same as the week before, and so was the excitement that went with it. Even knowing exactly what was coming, my heart still pounded and I still found myself sitting on the edge of my seat, my cock as hard as a steel beam in my pants.  
 
    I had no idea what I wanted to say to her but still, I felt compelled to say something—anything. She’d made eye-contact with me again during her show, just before her head fell back and cum began billowing out from her cock like a loaded volcano at a child’s science fair. She looked at me again when she took a seat at that table, and as far as I could tell, she wasn’t looking at the other guys in the bar, the ones who stayed small in their dark little crannies, sunglasses covering their eyes and their identities.  
 
    I worked hard to convince myself that I didn’t know any of them, even though it was obvious. There were three million people living in that city; what was the chance I knew the two who were taking in a tranny sex show on a Wednesday night? Astronomically low. 
 
    I took a deep breath and brought myself to my feet. She didn’t look over at me as I approached, or as I took the seat across from her. “It’s Roger right?” she asked before she even looked over at me.  
 
    “That’s right,” I said.  
 
    “I’m glad you came back,” she said. She smiled. “Did you enjoy the show?”  
 
    “You’re very talented,” I said, my heart racing. I felt so strange, so naughty, admitting that I’d enjoyed a sex show. I’d always wondered who the weirdoes were who felt compelled to leave comments on porno videos, and now I felt like one of them. I watched Little Lisa pull out a long Audrey Hepburn-style cigarette holder. She placed a smoke in it, lit it, and took a long drag, letting the smoke swirl on her tongue before releasing it in an elegant breath.  
 
    “You seem like a nice guy, Roger,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks.” I took another deep breath. “You’re very beautiful. Have you been doing this long?” I felt like a young boy talking to a girl for the first time since hitting puberty. I felt weak in her presence, as if she had some strange aura that sucked away all of my confidence.  
 
    She just smiled. “Doing what long?” she asked with a little smirk, as if she found the question amusing.  
 
    “Dancing, here at the club.”  
 
    She just smiled and returned to her cigarette. She took another long drag, letting the smoke billow directly up, around her nose and across her forehead. It was hard to believe that she was really a man—at least in the biological sense. She was born a man, but her face looked so genuine, her body was so small and curvy. I considered the possibility she’d been taking hormones since she was very young. I’d heard that can have an impact on a man’s development. But this didn’t just look like a woman, she looked like the kind of woman every woman wished they were. She had the body of a supermodel, the face of a Hollywood actress, and the voice of seductress. No hormones could do all of that to a person. 
 
    “I’m going away on tour for a few months,” she said, “in a couple of weeks. Next week is my last week here. You should come—I’ll make it special.” 
 
    “I saw that on your website,” I said, and then I immediately felt my cheeks turning red. I was starting to sound like a creep, like a stalker. I knew her schedule—I was worse than the weirdoes who comment on porno videos. I was like the guy who could identify porn stars with nothing but pictures of their pussies. There was no doubt that I could have picked Little Lisa’s cock out from a line-up—but that wasn’t saying much. “I’ll be here,” I said. 
 
    “Good.” She smiled and took another long drag from her smoke. “Do you want to go to a back room?” she asked. 
 
    “Next week?” 
 
    “Now,” she said, and then my heart started pounding as hard as it could. “It’s fifty dollars usually, but for you, the first time’s free.” She stood up and extended her hand. I hesitated, wondering if everyone got the same offer, or if I was somehow special.  
 
    I stood up and I took her hand. I’m not sure if she noticed my hand trembling as she led me towards the back room. The room was only about fifty feet away, but the walk seemed endless as my sensibilities screamed at me, begging me to stop and go home. The week before, I’d made a terrible mistake: I’d indulged. I’d let myself slip away from reality into the fantasy that had been planted by a mistaken visit to a strip club. And now, I couldn’t help myself. I just kept indulging, and I was starting to doubt my ability to stop myself. The more a gambler gambles, the more a druggie uses, the more a foodie eats, the harder it becomes to stop.  
 
    The room was only separated from the club by a purple velvet curtain, and there was only one chair. She told me to sit. And then she walked over to a little control box and she pressed a button. A song started to play, much like the song from her routine, but different. This song was even slower, the kind of music that only exists in strange dreams. She started to circle me with that grin on her face. “I don’t get to do a lot of private shows,” she said.  
 
    I wasn’t sure how to answer that. I wasn’t sure whether that made me special or whether that made me especially depraved. She put her hands on my shoulders and started to sway, leaning forward. I could see down her top. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her tits were so close to falling out from her top, and I was so close to grabbing them and squeezing them. But the mental reminder that she wasn’t a she at all prevented me from doing so. It was bad enough that I was getting a private show from a tranny. Besides, there was a little sign that said, ‘Do not touch the dancers or you will be asked to leave’. I obeyed the sign. 
 
    She turned around, continuing to sway her hips, lowering her perfect tush onto my lap slowly. She pulled up her dress so her bare ass was touching my legs. Again, I wanted to reach down and squeeze those soft cheeks, slap them, make them jiggle—but they belonged to a man. Those cheeks weren’t much different than my own. So I kept my hands to myself, which was hard once her cheeks were cradling my erection in my pants, stroking me up and down. I felt embarrassed, being so hard so fast—being hard at all was embarrassing, as if I was somehow admitting that I was gay. But I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like men. I had no interest in watching men strip, nor did I have any interest in getting a lap dance from a man. Little Lisa was a woman. She had the face, the body, the tits, and the voice of a woman, so she was a woman, right? 
 
    She leaned back, pressing her back against my chest and resting the back of her head on my shoulder. She looked into my eyes, continuing to grind her bare ass into my lap. “Are you having fun?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. I felt like I was teetering on the edge of sanity, my head swirling with anxiety. I was frozen. I wanted to get up and leave, but I couldn’t. My body absolutely refused. Or maybe I didn’t really want to go. Maybe I was just trying to convince myself so I felt more normal than I really was.  
 
    “You can ignore the sign,” she said, reaching down and grabbing both of my wrists. She brought them up to her chest, pressing my hands to her tits. I squeezed. I couldn’t help it. She moaned gently, continuing to grind. I was so hard—if I wasn’t careful, I would come in my pants. I bit on the edge of my tongue and tried to distract my mind with nonsensical thoughts. It didn’t help much.  
 
    She slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders, letting her top fall down. Then she stood up, spun around, and let the dress fall to the floor of the private booth. My heart skipped a beat. My God, she was beautiful. And as perfect as her body was, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of that enormous bulge in her little panties, begging to be let out. She sat down on my lap, her hands on my shoulders, and she continued to sway, giving my cock a much needed break from all of the stimulation. She stared into my eyes. “You look nervous. Don’t be nervous,” she said. 
 
    I let a slow, trembling breath out.  
 
    “I like your cock,” she said, slipping a hand off of my shoulders and reaching down. I didn’t stop her. I let her rub my rod through my pants. My cheeks were red hot and my body was totally rigid.  
 
    “Careful,” I said. “You’re going to make me come.” I felt embarrassing admitting it, admitting that I was a premature ejaculator, but I’d sooner be a bit embarrassed than totally embarrassed when I came in my pants. She let out a cute little giggle.  
 
    “And you don’t want that?” she said. She undid my belt and then she reached down my pants, grabbing the real thing, skin-on-skin. “I’m not supposed to be doing this,” she said, and I wondered if that was true. I’d heard plenty of stories of strippers going the extra mile for the extra tip. Certainly she knew I was going to leave her a big tip—how could I not? Especially now that she was running her warm fingers up and down my hard cock… 
 
    “Really, I’m not kidding,” I said between breaths.  
 
    She laughed again and then she spun around, straightening her legs and bending down to touch her toes. Her thong did nothing to hide her puckering butthole. It was still gaping slightly from her vibrator—the vibrator that made her erupt cum all over the stage. I wanted to grab her hips and bring her down on my cock—fuck her in that tight little asshole–but somehow I kept my composure, taking a deep breath and reminding myself yet again that this wasn’t exactly a woman presenting her asshole to my face.  
 
    She sat on my lap again, reached for my right hand, and she brought it to her lap. Before I registered what was happening, my hand was on her bare cock, and she was curling my fingers around her girth. She started to guide my hand up and down her length, making me stroke her off. Her cock was warm—hot, even—and it was throbbing like it had a heart of its own. When her hand finally released mine, I didn’t stop stroking. My heart was racing and my head was spinning, but I didn’t stop stroking. She was even thrusting her hips slightly, helping me cover more distance in faster time.  
 
    Her bum was rubbing my cock again, pressing it against my belly, cradling it between plump cheeks. I was literally inches away from fucking a shemale—a thought that would have made me quiver weeks before, but now it was my only desire in the world. With my free hand, I fondled her chest. She moaned, bending forward as a special euphoria consumed her.  
 
    I was going to come. I could feel it coming, my cock tingling, getting ready to burst any second. And then she stood up and said, “That was fun, wasn’t it?” She picked up her dress and slipped it back on, leaving me on the verge of an orgasm, my balls as blue as the sky on a cloudless day. 
 
    Now I had to come back next week. I couldn’t think of any reason short of a family emergency that could stop me from coming back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    There was no hesitation walking into that strip club on the next Wednesday evening, only excitement. I was early—the first one there, save for the bouncer and the bartender. I went to my seat, ordered a drink, and watched as the regulars trickled in. I’d started to recognize the Wednesday regulars behind their shades and under their baseball caps. It was always the same group of strangers and they would always go right to their same spots in the club, slouching into their seats in the very same way. I was becoming one of them. I’d found my own little spot near the edge of the club, where I could keep one eye on the stage and one on the door, in the very unlikely chance someone I knew came in. I was close enough to the back exit that I could easily slip out.  
 
    While I was watching the door and sipping my drink, a woman took the seat across from me, startling me. I nearly choked on my drink. It took me a second to recognize her. It was Little Lisa, with her hair tied up and without her makeup on. Her skin was fair and her eyes were striking. She was naturally beautiful, making me wonder why she wore all of that makeup to begin with. “Hey sexy,” she said to me with a big smile.  
 
    “Hey,” I said, looking around to make sure no one was watching. I don’t know why I was so nervous all of a sudden. Even though she looked, sounded, and smelled like a woman, I still couldn’t stop reminding myself I was talking to a man—a man with an enormous cock that would soon be coming all over the stage. 
 
    “Nice to see you again,” she said. “I leave for my tour tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
    “Are you excited?” I asked.  
 
    “A little bit. I’m going to miss you, though.”  
 
    I felt my cheeks becoming warm, even though I knew she didn’t really mean it. She probably said the same thing to all of her regulars. After all, she didn’t pull in nearly the same audience that the normal strippers pulled, so maintaining her clientele was understandably important. “Well, I’ll be here when you get back,” I said. 
 
    “I really hope so.” Whether she was just entertaining me or not, it was hard not to blush. I’d been obsessing over her for weeks, since the moment I saw her take the stage, before I knew what was dangling between her perfect legs.  
 
    I heard the hinges of the front door squeaking from across the club, in slow-motion. My heart skipped a beat and I turned my head slowly towards the sounds. Before I even saw the newcomer entering the joint, I knew it was bad, like some sixth sense was tingling down my spine, telling me to get the hell out of there. The person entering was wearing a black ball cap and a dark pair of sunglasses, but I still recognized him through it all. It was Ted, unmistakably. He started to scan the bar, from left to right. I was to his right, and I managed to turn away before his eyes landed on me. Even with him staring at the back of my head, my heart was pounding. 
 
    “Is everything alright?” Little Lisa asked me. She looked over at Ted, and then back at me. “Do you know that guy?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. My eyes found the exit and I started to plan my escape. Even after I noticed the ‘Opening the door will sound the alarm’ sign, I still considered making a dash for the exit. I couldn’t have cared less in that moment if I set off the alarm and ruined everyone’s night. They would all understand if they knew. Everyone in that place would have done the same thing. “I should go,” I said. I could hear Ted’s footsteps behind me as he walked over to one of the vacant tables against the dark back wall.  
 
    I got up, and then Little Lisa got up with me. “Follow me,” she said, and then she started walking towards the door next to the stage. I hesitated and considered making my dash for the exit. Ted was just fifteen feet away from me, probably looking at the back of my head, moments away from recognizing my jacket. Little Lisa slipped through the door and then I decided to follow. I figured she was leading me towards another exit that wouldn’t set off the alarms, ruin the night, and draw all of the attention towards me—Ted’s included.  
 
    So I slipped through that door and I followed Little Lisa down a long hallway, which led backstage. It was a large dark room, lit only by a couple of orange floor lamps. There were no back exits that I could see, but a wave of relief washed over me nonetheless, as I was out of Ted’s sight. What was he doing there? Wasn’t it obvious? He was there for the same reason I was there—to see Little Lisa’s show, to see the big finale that he missed the first time. Like me, he probably went home with the seed planted in his brain, and he let it grow and grow until he couldn’t deny it any longer. It was like a virus you pick up at the doctor’s office. It takes a week or two, but suddenly you wake up sick, wondering what the hell happened. For some people, it happens over night, for others, it takes a while. But for everyone, it’s inevitable. 
 
    Little Lisa was across the space, at one of the many racks of skimpy clothing. “We’ve got about twenty minutes to get ready,” she said. We? What did she mean, we? I walked over to her. She pulled a number of outfits out, held them up, considered them, and then put them back. She looked over at me and said, “What are you doing? Go and shave your legs.” She pointed at a sink, which sat alone in the corner of the room. There was a washer on one side and a dryer on the other. On the edge of the sink was a pack of pink disposable razors.  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “I’ll make sure your friend doesn’t recognize you—but we’re going to have some fun together.”  
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said. 
 
    “You and me, on stage. You’ve got the perfect body for it.” She held one of the little outfits up to my torso. It was red and lacy and looked like it wouldn’t cover a damn thing.  
 
    “You’re insane,” I said. 
 
    “You know it’s my birthday,” she said. 
 
    “Happy birthday.” 
 
    “You can’t say no to me on my birthday.” She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. Her lips were soft and warm and I felt my body beginning to melt in an instant. “Besides, I’ll make it worth your while,” she whispered into my ear. Now my heart was really pounding. My thoughts were spinning around in my head. How could I say no? I wasn’t even sure what I was saying no to anymore.  
 
    The next thing I knew, I was at that little sink with the warm water running and a pink razor blade in my hand.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It wasn’t until I heard the announcer call out, “One minute until show time, ladies and gentlemen,” that I stopped to wonder what the hell I was doing. I looked at myself in the mirror, unable to recognize myself through the wig and the makeup and thought, You aren’t actually going through with this, are you? Had I lost my mind? Had I slipped so far into my obsessive delusion that I was really going to go out on stage and embarrass myself in front of everyone? And what exactly did I plan on doing up there? What was Little Lisa expecting me to do while she squirmed on the ground with her vibrator in her ass?  
 
    “Are you ready?” Little Lisa asked me, placing her hands on my shoulders and massaging gently.  
 
    “What am I supposed to do?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll lead you over to a seat, and then you’ll sit down. That’s it,” she said. It sounded too simple to be true. I could tell by the smirk on her face that she was leaving out the important details.  
 
    I looked in the mirror again. The wig that Little Lisa had picked out for me looked surprisingly realistic. It was blonde and long, cascading over my shoulders and down to the bust of my padded top—which also looked surprisingly real. I liked how big the eyeliner made my eyes look, and the way the blush brought out my cheekbones. But what I liked more than anything was the little dress she’d put me in. It was so short that it hardly covered my crotch, but it was so soft, made from something even softer than satin—maybe bamboo. At times it felt like I was wearing nothing at all, so I had to reach down and grab a handful of the little dress to be certain.  
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, give it up for Little Lisa!” the announcer called out.  
 
    Little Lisa turned to me with a big grin and said, “Wait here. I’ll be right back,” and then she slipped through the curtain as the music started—that strange music she always set her routines to. My heart was in a panic. I walked up to the curtain and peeked through. She was doing her laps around the stage. The front row was empty—no newcomers tonight. Just the regulars in their shadows and Ted in the corner with his big sunglasses. I watched as Little Lisa stripped down to a stunning piece of black lingerie. I was impressed with her impeccable balance, stepping gracefully across the stage in her tall, thin heels. It was even more impressive once her cock was out and swinging from side to side. You’d think that big heavy rod would throw off her balance, but somehow she stayed on her feet without the slightest stumble.  
 
    I found myself looking back, trying to see if there was another exit I hadn’t noticed before. I needed to act quickly, before it was my turn to take the stage. I couldn’t even remember how I’d gotten into this mess—wearing a dress, a wig, and a full face of makeup. At least I wasn’t remotely recognizable, unless somehow my wig fell off and my makeup smeared.  
 
    Little Lisa walked down the little staircase to an empty nearby table. I’d never seen her leave the stage during a routine before, but tonight was special. She was leaving for a few months and she was determined to go away with a bang. She brought the chair up to the centre of the stage, facing the silent crowd. Then she turned and looked at me. She smiled and started towards me. I wanted to turn around and run.  
 
    I was suddenly filled with regret. I should have never followed her back stage. Hell, I should have never come to that strip club. I should have just let my curiosity pass after that night with Ted and the other guys. Instead, I had to indulge. Once you indulge, there’s no turning back. Once you indulge, you end up indulging again and again and again, until you have no more control over yourself. Now, I had no control over myself. I wanted to run, but I didn’t. Instead, I was lured towards Little Lisa like a sailor lost at sea, being lured towards a beautiful siren.  
 
    I walked out onto the stage, towards her. She took my hand gently and led me towards the chair. Once on stage, I couldn’t see the crowd. The stage lights were pointed right into my face. I felt strangely alone, as if Little Lisa and me were the only people in that club, the only people within a mile. But I reminded myself that Ted was there watching, and I quickly became tense. I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was sitting to my left, so I kept my head turned to the right, and I kept reminding myself over and over, ‘He won’t recognize you. He can’t recognize you.’  
 
    I took a seat, my heart pounding. Little Lisa did a few laps around my chair. She stopped behind me at one point and reached around me, running her hands up from my stomach to my chest. She squeezed my fake tits. I could feel her warm breath tickling my neck. “Are you ready?” she whispered.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I managed to say through my tension. I took a deep breath. I could still see nothing but her and the blinding light beaming down on me.  
 
    She walked around me, blocking out the light as she faced the crowd, her perfect ass facing me. I found myself reaching out and running my hands down her soft butt cheeks, grabbing generous handfuls and squeezing. That’s when I noticed the slit in her lingerie, a perfect opening revealing her tight hole. She didn’t have the vibrator in. That’s when I realized what was about to happen.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    She turned around, sunk to her knees, and flipped up my skirt. I must have looked so ridiculous, sitting in that chair with my shoulders next to my ears. I couldn’t move. I was completely locked with anxious tension. I was about to have my cock sucked in front of a dozen or more strangers. The only thought running through my mind was, Is this disguise really good enough? Maybe for the strangers, but what about for Ted? I saw Ted every single day. If anyone would recognize me, it would be him. And if he did recognize me, then I had to face him every day with the utter humiliation resting on my shoulders.  
 
    Little Lisa fished my cock out from my borrowed panties, and she started to stroke me, bending forward and circling the tip of my dick with the tip of her tongue. It felt good. An elated shudder ran through my body. I bit my lip. I had to stop myself from moaning gently, worried it would be enough for Ted to recognize me.  
 
    The worst part of it all was knowing that Ted would say nothing if he did recognize me. He would be too afraid to admit he went to the show, so I would never really know for sure. It would always be on my mind, every time I saw him. Does he know? Did he recognize me?  
 
    I was surprised that I was able to get so hard in front of a crowd. I’d always had a hard time getting it up under pressure. The first time I ever had sex, it took me thirty minutes to get it up through my anxiety. I don’t know how many times I told my date, “It’s not you, it’s me. I promise.” Keeping it up was even harder under stress, but not with Little Lisa. She knew exactly how to stroke me, where to tickle with her warm, wet tongue. I was a throbbing rod of marble in her mouth, between her plump lips.  
 
    I slipped my fingers into her soft hair and I massaged her scalp. I closed my eyes and started to drift away. I remembered my own reflection, how unrecognizable I was. There was no way Ted could recognize me—especially not from across the club. I was worrying about nothing. I was just finding excuses to not enjoy the moment. I took a deep breath and let my shoulders relax. I felt my body slouch slightly into my seat. So what if a dozen strangers were watching? If they didn’t like it, they could leave. And if they were into it, they could stay and watch. What did it matter to me?  
 
    Little Lisa stood up, wiped the saliva off of her lips, and then she turned to the crowd, leaving my cock hard and throbbing in the silence of the strip club. She reached down and fished her long horse-cock out from her lingerie, letting it hang down for the crowd to see. Now I really had nothing to worry about. There was no way anyone was looking at my face while that magnificent beast was out in the open. It doesn’t matter how beautiful the bridesmaids are once the bride walks out—especially when the bride has a foot-long throbber swinging between her thighs.  
 
    She took a step back and began to lower herself down. She reached around and grabbed my hard rod, lining it up with her tight hole. I was about to fuck her in the ass—I was about to fuck a tranny stripper in the ass. But in that moment I couldn’t have cared less. I let her sink down, I let her take my cock into that perfect tush of hers. She was tight, but she took it like a champ, not hesitating for a moment as she consumed my entire length until her bum was pressed down against my pelvis. My hands found themselves on her chest, squeezing her perfect tits.  
 
    And then she started to bounce up and down. Her giant, heavy cock swung wildly in every direction, occasionally slapping hard against my thighs. She placed her hands over mine, pressing hard into her chest. Her nipples were hard and erect. Every time she rose up, her butthole teased the tip of my dick, millimetres away from letting me go completely. And then she sunk down until she couldn’t sink any lower.  
 
    I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from coming too soon. It would have been easy to let myself go straight away, filling her ass with my hot load and ending her show early—but the show must go on, so I held on. “Oh fuck,” she moaned gently—too quiet for the crowd to hear, but just loud enough that I could bask in her ecstasy. I started to kiss her neck, and then I noticed it as I looked down over her shoulder: her cock beginning to rise up, grow, and harden. It stopped slapping wildly against my thighs. Now, it was bouncing up and down, centred, right between her legs. It grew taller and taller and taller until it was just touching the base of her plump tits. I could feel her body quivering. She was close to coming—close to showing the crowd her famous sissygasm. I wanted to reach around and beat her off, feel her warm, throbbing cock in my fist, but I resisted the temptation, knowing the crowd came to see her special, unassisted ability. 
 
    “Fuck!” she cried, and then cum shot up into the air. One blast got me on the chin, the next few coated her tits, and then the rest billowed down her hard rod. She trembled all over and then she stood up, letting my cock slip out and slap against my stomach. “Get up,” she said to me, and I didn’t waste a second. She spun the chair around and then told me to bend over. I planted my hands on the seat of the chair and then she stepped around me, pressing the tip of her cum-coated cock against my asshole. I’d never been fucked in the ass before, but now was as good a time as any. Standing up in high-heels wasn’t as easy as Little Lisa made it look, especially when a giant cock is slithering into your ass.  
 
    I looked up and could see the silhouettes of the strangers in the crowd. I could see the outline of Ted’s body as he watched from the safety of his corner. Who cares if he recognizes me? If he does, it won’t be embarrassment he’ll be feeling for me, but jealousy. He probably wished he was the one on stage, dolled up, bent over, and being penetrated from behind. Little Lisa started to thrust her enormous cock into my ass.  
 
    It hurt at first, but not for long. Soon enough, my body began to succumb to the euphoria. My legs trembled but I managed to stay on my feet. Little Lisa helped by holding me firmly in place at my hips. I loved the feeling of her warm cum squishing between her rod and my virgin asshole. My own cock was beginning to bloat and throb. I felt an intense tingling between my legs. “Holy shit,” I muttered under my breath. It was about to happen—I was about to feel it! My whole body trembled and my cock suddenly felt red-hot. 
 
    And then I started to come. I was having a sissygasm. My cock was unloading a massive load without being touched, all over the stage. I nearly slumped over, but Little Lisa held me up.  
 
    The music had come to an end. The crowd was silent. Little Lisa helped me up to my feet and then she took my hand and led me off of the stage. “You did good out there,” she said with a smile. “You should come on tour with me.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and then I froze as I heard the word slip off of my tongue. Did I just say okay? Did I just agree to go on tour with her—on her stripping sex-show tour?  
 
    “Really?” she said, looking at me with wide-eyes. 
 
    My heart was pounding more now than it was when I stepped onto the stage. Now I wasn’t afraid of the strangers in the crowd, but I was afraid of myself. What was happening to me? What was I becoming? But instead of worrying about my mental well-being, I was worried about the fact I no longer cared. I didn’t care that Little Lisa wasn’t born a woman, and I didn’t care that my co-worker had just watched me have a sissygasm on a strip club stage. I wasn’t sure whether I’d just lost my sanity, or if I’d just gained it for the first time.  
 
    I walked up to the curtain and peeked out through the little slit. Ted was settling his bill with the bartender. I couldn’t see his face, so I couldn’t tell one way or the other if he knew or not. But it didn’t matter. So what if he knew? It made no difference to him, and him knowing made no difference to me. Different people like different things. Besides, he was at the show, too. So it’s not like he could go and tell everyone at work without outing himself.  
 
    When Little Lisa stepped up to me and kissed me gently on the lips, I knew I was making the right decision, even if it was a crazy, sudden decision. But so what? Why should life be a series of safe, predictable decisions? Why not shake things up every once in a while by doing something crazy and unpredictable? It wasn’t like I knew anyone in the cities we were going to, and I could always get a new job. The world would keep spinning, lives would go on.  
 
    There’s no harm in a little bit of indulgence from time to time. 
 
    THE END 
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