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MYSTERY MEAT

Cody knows a secret that most men don’t know: where horny girls go to find quick hook-ups. He doesn’t go to bars, or parties, or clubs. He goes to butcher shops at a very specific hour of the evening. And his secret never fails him.

One evening, he meets the girl of his dreams: a short, cute, flirtatious blonde. She’s down to pleasure him orally, but she goes no further and she leaves without even giving her name. Over the next few weeks, Cody can’t stop thinking about her. He thinks he’s the luckiest man in the world when he finds her wallet in his house. But that luck is short lived when he sees that the owner of the wallet is a man named Dennis—a man who looks a lot like the blonde girl from his fantasies.


CHAPTER I

It was a May evening and I was horny so I went looking for a hook-up.

I’d tried Tinder before without much success. Tinder girls love saying that they’re just looking for a fling, but they’re really just trying to trick men into romancing them and taking them out on dates. I’d fallen for their traps too many times before. So I stayed clear of Tinder.

But the other websites weren’t much better. A woman doesn’t need to put that kind of effort into getting laid: taking photos, setting up a profile, messaging men, setting up dates… If a woman wants sex, she’ll go out and get sex.

Bars weren’t the place to find these girls, unless you’re lucky and willing to settle on some overweight fifty-something squished into a tube dress. Bars still come with their share of hard work. You still need to buy the girl at least a few drinks and you still need to converse with her and convince her that you’re going to be her guy for the night. And even with bar girls, they’re still secretly looking for husbands, even if they tell you that they’re recently single and just looking to be single for a while. I’m not sure if it’s a lie or a delusion…

College parties were usually a bust: the girls usually didn’t have the confidence to throw themselves naked into bed with a man they’d only known for an hour or two—if not less. In my experience, college girls usually went to a party with a man in mind—either a man they wanted to fuck or a man they wanted to make very, very jealous (and I wouldn’t suggest targeting the latter).

Jazz clubs are okay if you don’t mind a woman with a bit of body odour who will talk your ears off about some existential crisis or another once the act is through. Jazz girls seem to be rather free with their bodies, but in my experience, the sex is lousy (not much better than staying home with a tube of lube and a high-speed Internet connection). On that late May evening I wasn’t looking for lousy sex. So I skipped the jazz clubs.

I wanted a fun girl. I wanted a wild ride for the night, but it was already late. I didn’t have time to woo some chick. In a couple of hours, the meat shops would be closed and my chance would be gone.

Yes, you read correctly: the meat shops, the delis, the butchers. Most of them closed at 8:00 PM.

Don’t ask me why because I don’t know why—but the girls who go out shopping for meat between the hours of 7:00 PM and 8:00 PM are the horniest girls you’ll ever meet in your life. They’re always single, though I’m not sure why exactly. I suppose it’s just a strange to think of a married woman shopping for meet in the evening. There’s no time left in the day to cook the meat, unless you plan on having dinner close to midnight. So why are they buying meat at such a strange hour?

You may be chuckling to yourself at the thought of a busy butcher shop after the sun has set and the sky is dark—but it’s a real phenomenon. Just go down to your local butcher shop and linger for twenty minutes or so. You’ll see at least five or six different women, dressed as if they’re on their way to a bar. They never buy much, if anything at all. Sometimes they’re just browsing. But a part of me thinks that there is some sort of meet-up group; somewhere, someone has written an unwritten rulebook for single, horny women, and in that rulebook it says to convene at your local butcher between the hours of 7:00 PM and 8:00 PM, or later if your butcher is open unusually late.

I thought it was a joke too when my friend Marvin told me about it. Marvin was a butcher’s assistant. He only took the job because it was the only job that would call him in for an interview. I always found it strange, seeing as Marvin was a vegetarian. I’ll never forget the day he came over to my place and said, “You wouldn’t believe this…” And I didn’t believe him, until I went down to his place of work and saw it for myself.

The girls just saunter in, all dolled up, pretending to browse around the shop as they eye up every man who walks in or walks by. It’s a strange sight to behold to say the least. The girls aren’t looking to hear much in the way of compliments or even casual conversation. I learned very quickly that they just want a man to come up and say, “My place or yours?”

It was usually my place, not theirs. I’m not sure why—maybe they were all married and that’s where they went to cheat. I never got a girl’s phone number afterwards—they weren’t even remotely interested in relationships, and I had no issues with that. But I did always find it strange, even after four or five months of meandering down to the butcher shop between the hours of 7:00 PM and 8:00 PM.

After thinking about it for some time, I decided that it’s not that crazy. I mean—gay men figured out gas station bathrooms without ever making any announcements or writing any rulebooks. Who knows how that got started… but it did, and every gay man I’ve ever met knows about it. And why should a gas station bathroom be any less strange than a butcher shop?

So whenever I was feeling particularly horny, I would head on down to one of the few butcher shops in my town, wearing a nice dress shirt and a nice pair of slacks, and I would take home the first girl who eyed me up. I wasn’t picky, thought I always hoped for a cute, petite blonde with big tits.

It was on that late May evening when I spotted a little blonde who was exactly my type.


CHAPTER II

She was exactly what I was looking for: cute, young, petite, with waterfall curls running over her shoulders. She was a step above the usual girls that came through that butcher shop. She wasn’t dressed desperately like many of the others. She was wearing a black sweater that was so long, I was uncertain if she was wearing any shorts or even a pair of panties underneath. But she had great legs—it would have been a shame to hide those legs in a pair of leggings or jeans.

She didn’t look at me right away, but she didn’t seem shy. She moved calmly through the store, looking down at the display of meats that were about to be put away for the night. She bent over slightly, showing off that perfect tush of hers for just a moment before heading further down to check out the assortment of deli meats. I kept my eye on her. There was another man in the shop who had his eye on her—another guy who had been let in on the amazing secret of the horny butcher shop girls.

He started to make his move towards her so I had to act quickly. I knew a better option wouldn’t be coming through that night, or maybe even that month. So from across the butcher shop I said, “I highly recommend the ham.”

The man stopped his approach and looked back at me, partially confused and partially frustrated. But I didn’t care about him. I wasn’t about to miss my chance with her. She looked back at me with a smile on her face. “I’m not much of a ham girl,” she said. She had an interesting voice—a little bit deep but very smooth, like she should be reading poems over progressive jazz music.

I walked towards her as the other man backed off. “So what kind of girl are you?” I asked. It wasn’t a line I would have ever gone with had I not been very experienced with those butcher shop engagements. But the trick was to get right to the point with a little bit of innuendo—as if you were reading from a cheesy porno script.

“I’m just looking for something to taste,” she said. “Maybe sausage.” She winked.

“I’ve got one you might like back at my place,” I said. My heart started pounding. It always did, no matter how many times I’d had the same conversation. There was always something exciting about it. I mean—she was still a stranger, after all. I was still about to bring a complete stranger into my house for a night of filthy sex and nothing else. Sometimes I would have a couple of drinks before heading down to the butcher shop, to take the edge off. But it was rare that the girls ever had anything to drink, for whatever reason. Maybe they wanted to be completely sober for the act, so they would feel and remember everything in vivid detail.

I always had the same worried run through my head: What if I disappoint? What if I don’t last long enough? What if she was hoping for someone bigger? I wasn’t small, but of course I knew there were bigger guys in town.

She looked me up and down slowly, still with that smirk on her face. “That sounds fine,” she said. I’d never seen her around before. After just a month of frequenting those butcher shops, I recognized most of the girls that came through. There were always new girls, but she was special, and she acted as though she had tons of experience. She didn’t become small when I approached her. She didn’t keep her voice low and her gaze didn’t shy away from mine. She knew what she wanted and she was there to get it.

And I had no problem giving it to her. “I’ll follow you,” she said, so I pointed out my white truck to her and she followed me back to my house, which was only a few blocks away.

I tried to control my breathing on my way back to my place. I managed to gather my composure but I lost it as soon as she pulled up behind me and I saw her again in all her glory. She was quite beautiful—too beautiful to be looking for quick sex at a meat shop. Her hair had the perfect bounce to it. Her tits were immaculately perky. Her lips looked soft and her tush was to die for. I realized very quickly that I’d hit the jackpot.

“Nice place,” she said with that same cute smirk that had been on her face since the moment she looked me in the eyes in that butcher shop.

“Thanks,” I said. I led her inside and I went straight to the bar. “Something to drink?” I asked, and I wasn’t surprised when she said, “No thank you.”

She walked up to me and put her hands gently on my sides. “I hope you don’t mind, but I’m really only looking to suck your cock.” My heart skipped a beat. There may have been a quick moment of disappointment, knowing that I wouldn’t be getting any pussy that night—if that moment was there, it was short-lived—gone as soon as she was down on her knees, unzipping my fly and reaching her fingers into my pants.

I couldn’t complain—I was getting my cock sucked by a beautiful stranger after speaking fewer than two dozen words. There were many girls that weren’t looking for sex—sometimes they were just looking to suck cock or they were looking to get eaten out. I didn’t mind. It was a small price to pay for admission to one of the greatest secrets imaginable. I once took one girl home who just wanted to make out—and that was okay, too. It was nice to spend a night with a warm tongue pressing into my mouth. She let me squeeze her tits, so I couldn’t complain.

“What’s your name, by the way?” I asked, looking down at my blonde fling as she fished my cock out from my pants.

She just let out a little chuckle and ignored the question. I didn’t prod. If all she wanted was to suck a dick, then suck away. I wasn’t about to stop her.


CHAPTER III

She didn’t suck my cock the same way other girls before her had. She started by stroking me until I was hard, and she stroked elegantly. She seemed to know just how tight to clench her fist, and she knew to spend most of her time near the tip, where it felt the absolute best. Once I was hard, she leaned her head forward and tickled my tip with the tip of her tongue, still stroking with perfect, elegant strokes. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling.

She had experience—there was no question about it. She didn’t just have experience, but it seemed like she had some training, too. The way she stroked was impossibly tantalizing, bringing me exponentially closer to orgasm with each passing second. She waited until I was throbbing mercilessly before she plunged my cock into her mouth. Then she pulled her hand down to my ball sack. She massaged with the perfect gentleness. Most girls had a tendency to squeeze the ball sack the way a man might squeeze a pair of tits. But this little blonde beauty understood that the balls were sensitive and needed a certain level of carefulness.

I almost wished she wasn’t so good at sucking cock because I was already clenching back my orgasm and it hadn’t even been three minutes. And it seemed like she could tell. She looked up into my eyes with a big grin and then she started to beat off the tip of my cock, giving me no chance at all. I took a deep breath and a vicious trembling overtook my body. I came on her face. The first blast got her on the cheek, and then she opened her mouth for the rest. She waited until I was empty before she swallowed. She wiped the rogue blast from her cheek into her mouth and swallowed that too before licking her lips clean.

“That was fun,” she said, bringing herself to her feet. She was smiling with a look of complete satisfaction. She got what she came for and now she was leaving.

My head was spinning and my heart was pounding. “Yeah,” I said. My voice cracked embarrassingly, so I cleared my throat.

“See you around,” she said, heading for my front door. It was a quick engagement—certainly the quickest I’d ever had. But I don’t think it was the quickest she’d ever had.

“You don’t want me to eat you out or finger you or anything?” I asked, my cheeks turning dark red.

“You already did enough. See you!” And she was gone; leaving me with a glow that wouldn’t fade for days.

I didn’t stop thinking about that little blonde all week, which was much longer than I usually spent thinking about a girl. When I lay in bed at night, I swear I could still feel her slick tongue sliding gracefully up the length of my shaft. She was the perfect fling, even though we didn’t have sex. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way she looked into my eyes while she teased her lips around the tip of my cock. I nearly came again just thinking about her.

I found myself back in that same butcher shop a week later, secretly hoping she would return with more than just a quick blowjob on her mind. But she wasn’t there. Instead, I took a little brunette home.

She was a little bit drunk when I met her in the butcher shop, and she was considerably more drunk when she walked into my house. I’m not sure if she’d been drinking in her car on the ride over or if she’d just managed to hold herself together during our quick initial interaction. She was a small girl—just like I liked—and she had small tits and almost no ass. I didn’t mind.

I pulled off her clothes and she pulled off mine. She was staggering a bit, so I had to hold her in place while we kissed, and then I continued to hold her in place while I sucked her nipples. While I was sucking, I suddenly tasted something sweet. I pulled back and wiped my lips, wiping off a strange white substance. “Sorry, I just had a baby a couple months ago,” she said. I couldn’t decide if I was turned off completely or turned on.

To prove that she wasn’t kidding, she cupped her breasts and squeezed, making thin lines of milk spray out towards me. “See?” she said with a cute giggle. She staggered again.

So I walked her over to my bedroom, laid her down, and I spread her legs. I went down on her for a couple of minutes as a gentlemanly gesture. She clamped my head with her thighs and didn’t waste a second before she started moaning. She got very wet very fast.

And I lasted a long time with her. Her pussy wasn’t very tight and it was incredibly wet. We put down two towels and she managed to soak through both, but I didn’t mind. My sheets were due for a wash anyway. She squirmed and moaned as she came over and over—and I have to admit, it was pretty hot. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the mysterious blonde from the week before. I wished we would have fucked. I wished I could have looked down at her naked body while she squirmed and moaned. But don’t get me wrong—I wasn’t complaining.

I still came deep inside of the little brunette without a condom. And I still watched her pussy with glowing eyes as my load billowed out of her tight snatch. She was still moaning and limp as I sat and watched.

She left a few minutes later, once she had the energy to bring herself to her feet. I waved her goodbye and then I waited a few minutes before heading back to that butcher shop.

I just wanted to see that little blonde again. I just wanted another chance at her—a chance to get into her panties… But she wasn’t there.


CHAPTER IV

I went back to that butcher shop a few nights later. And then I went the night after that, and the night after that. And instead of bringing women home, I found myself sitting off to the side, waiting for her to come in. One woman, who was actually quite beautiful, asked me if I would be willing to go home with her, and I turned her down. I was afraid I would miss the second coming of that beautiful blonde. So I just kept sitting until they closed the shop and kicked me out.

I asked Marvin to keep an eye out for me. “She’s blonde and small and she’s got big, beautiful tits,” I said.

“We get lots of those,” he said.

And I didn’t know how else to describe her. The only descriptive term that came to mind was ‘stunning’, but that didn’t help identify her. So I just kept returning, day after day, becoming progressively obsessed.

I thought that maybe she was married, and she just decided to cheat on her husband one night. Maybe they were fighting or maybe he was out of town. And when would he be out of town again? I had to stop lingering around the butcher shop, turning down horny women like a complete lunatic.

I decided to stay home one night, worried the women at the meat store would begin to think that I really was a lunatic. So I forced myself not to leave the house. I occupied my mind by cleaning up. It had been a while since I’d properly tidied the place up.

While I was cleaning, I found something that didn’t belong to me next to the couch. I picked it up. It was a thin leather wallet. I opened it up and looked inside. Inside there was twenty bucks, a credit card, and a driver’s license. The wallet belonged to a man: Dennis Calving. He was a young man in his driver’s license picture, which was almost expired. He had messy blonde hair and a boyish face. He was born in 1999. When was a nineteen-year-old man in my house?

I went to my computer and looked him up, hoping to find a Facebook profile or something, so I could let him know that I had his wallet. But I couldn’t find a Dennis Calving in my state on Facebook or Twitter or Instagram or any of the other social media websites—though I did find a couple of Calvings in my town and I figured one of them might know Dennis.

I was still scratching my head, trying to figure out how his wallet ended up in my house. I looked around to make sure nothing was stolen—thinking some young thief broke in and dropped his wallet. But everything was where I’d left it. So where the hell did the wallet come from?

I scrolled through the few Calvings on Facebook, trying to decide who looked the most like Dennis. I found a chick named Diane Calving. Her profile picture was of the back of her head as she stared out at an ocean. I picked her because her hair was the same colour as Dennis’s. And it was the same colour as that blonde beauty that sucked my dick a few weeks before.

And then, as I clicked through her photos, I realized that it was the chick that sucked my cock a few weeks before. Diane Calving was the girl I’d been looking for. She must have dropped her brother’s wallet in my house. But why would she be carrying around her brother’s wallet?

And it wasn’t just her brother—it was her twin brother. The birthdate on the licence was the same as the birthdate on her profile.

I hovered my mouse over the ‘Add Friend’ button, but then I hesitated. I didn’t want her to think that I was some creepy stalker or anything like that. So instead of adding her as a friend, I simply went to send her a message. “Hey Diane. You left your brother’s wallet here the other day if you want to come pick it up.” But I didn’t hit send. Instead, I found myself looking through her pictures, going back through her life, watching her get younger and younger with each click of the mouse. And then I got to the first picture she ever uploaded to her Facebook profile: a picture in which her hair was short and messy, and she wasn’t wearing much makeup.

And as I stared at that picture, my heart skipped a beat. She looked a hell of a lot like her twin brother. And there was no mention of any twin brother anywhere on her profile. In fact, a comment she wrote on one of her pictures in response to one of her friends read, “I guess that’s what I get for being an only child.” Why would she call herself an only child if she had a twin brother?

Unless she was the twin brother…

My heart plunged into my gut as soon as I considered the harrowing possibility. Diane was Dennis. Diane had only been Diane for a few years. I’d allowed a biological man to suck the cum out of my cock, and I’d been obsessed over him for weeks. I felt sick. I felt like I was about to throw up. Thankfully, I hadn’t eaten dinner yet, so I had nothing inside of me to throw up.

I desperately clicked through Diane’s profile again, hoping to find some evidence that there actually was a twin brother, but there was nothing—just pictures of the boy dressed up like a girl who I’d been fantasizing about endlessly for three straight weeks.


CHAPTER V

I ended up sending Diane a message after searching tediously through her Facebook profile (and other online profiles) for the evidence I needed so badly. I didn’t end up finding what I wanted, which was proof that she actually had a twin brother. But why would she have his wallet, even if she did have a twin brother? It’s not like she could use his ID to buy beer—her ID would have the same birthdate on it. But maybe she just borrowed his coat, and his wallet was in the coat… But she wasn’t wearing a coat that day. She was just wearing that tight black sweater.

“Do you have a brother named Dennis?” I asked, and I found myself staring at my computer screen in eager anticipation after I pressed send. It was an hour before she started typing a message back. But she didn’t reply right away, probably trying to think of some sort of excuse to avoid confrontation while also getting her wallet back.

But instead of sending a message back, she just sent a winky face back.

“What does that mean? Yes or no?” I asked. My hands were trembling. She was teasing me and she knew it.

“I have no brothers,” she said. “I take it you’re the one who has my wallet?”

“I have it at my house. But I just want to know who Dennis is,” I said.

And then she sent another winky face. “Can I come and get it?” she asked after a minute.

“I suppose so,” I said. And then my heart started racing. “When can you come by?” I asked, but she didn’t reply. She didn’t even read the message. She just left me sitting there, staring at the screen, wondering if I’d truly had my dick sucked by a transgender.

And I stared at that screen until there was a knock at my door. I jumped to my feet and took a sharp breath in. I was wearing sweat pants and an old t-shirt—I was hardly ready to face a beautiful woman—if she really was a beautiful woman. Though she may not have been a woman, was she still beautiful? Did that part change with her sex? I thought about running to get changed, but she was already knocking for a second time. I had to answer the door.

I opened the door slowly and peeked out. It was her, dressed in that same black sweater, still wearing nothing underneath as far as I could tell. “Hi,” I said cautiously. I looked at her closely, trying to see if there were any signs of ‘Dennis’ on her face. Her throat seemed smooth—no Adam’s apple as far as I could tell, but she wasn’t looking up, and her sweater covered most of her neck. Her shoulders weren’t broad, but neither were Dennis’s in his driver’s licence photo. I wanted to look down to spot a bulge between her legs, but I was too afraid.

“Can I come in or not?” she asked with that smirk that I thought was so cute before. And I thought it was cute now—but it filled me with a cold, tingling dread. It might have been a man’s smirk. I stepped aside and let her in. I looked down at her legs, which were impossibly feminine. No man could own those legs… or was I wrong? Her bum was great, but why couldn’t a man have that same bum? Her tits could have easily just been socks stuffed into a bra. “So you have my wallet, right?” she said, looking around.

“Um, yeah, I said. I reached and grabbed the wallet from the bookshelf. I handed it to her. “But did you just say it was your wallet?”

She looked at it and then she looked back at me. She still had those stunning, glowing eyes. “Looks like mine,” she said.

“But the licence in the wallet… It says Dennis,” I said.

“It’s old,” she said.

I tried to swallow the lump that was quickly forming in my throat. “So—So you’re Dennis?” I asked.

“No, I’m Diane,” she said.

“Then who’s Dennis?” I asked. I could feel a cold sweat forming on the back of my neck like slime.

“No one anymore,” she said with her smirk getting bigger. It was the response I was looking for, but I was still desperate for it to be wrong. I was still desperate for her to be Diane and just Diane—the woman who was and always had been Diane. But I knew I was wrong.

“But I let you… I mean—you didn’t say anything,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I thought you could tell.”

“I couldn’t,” I said, my voice cracking slightly.

She smiled. “Aw. That’s so sweet.”

“Is it?”

“I think so,” she said. “Do you want me to do it again?”

That lump in my throat became thick instantly. “No—I’m not gay!” I proclaimed with certainly.

She laughed. “Why would I think you’re gay?”

“I like women,” I said.

“Am I not woman enough for you?” she asked. She put her hand on my side and looked into my eyes. And my God, she sure looked like a woman. Even though I now knew her truth, I still couldn’t help but see a beautiful, petite blonde: a woman who was exactly my type.

“You’re just not a woman—I mean—you aren’t biologically a woman. I have no problem with trans people—I’m just not interested.”

“You were pretty interested a few weeks ago,” she said.

“Before I knew.”

“So just pretend like you don’t know.” She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. I became stiff—a frozen statue of reinforced steel. “Besides, are you really so sure?”

And I really wasn’t so sure. It was too hard to believe. I’d seen trans chicks before. I went to high school with one—Melinda. Melinda’s name in junior-high school was Matt, and Melinda looked more like a Matt as Melinda than she did when she was Matt. I’d driven past the gay bay in the West Village before, and I’d seen the trannies that stood out smoking on the street—and from three blocks away, I could tell that they were trannies.

But I was standing inches from Diane now and I had absolutely no idea, even after she explicitly told me. I still wasn’t convinced it wasn’t a joke. I was still too afraid to look down to confirm whether there was a bulge—and maybe I was mostly afraid that there would be no bulge, leaving the mystery unsolved.

She sunk slowly to her knees and I didn’t stop her. She gently pulled down my sweatpants, and I still didn’t stop her. She pulled out my cock and began stroking it with the expert precision that only the owner of a cock could possibly have. But I didn’t stop her.


CHAPTER VI

My heart was pounding out of control. My legs were becoming weak and my knees were starting to buckle. I held on to one of the shelves of the nearby bookshelf for support. She got me hard fast, which I wasn’t proud of. I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that I was letting a man stroke and suck my cock—so why was I throbbing so aggressively? I’m not sure my cock had ever been harder before.

I took a deep breath as she plunged my dick towards the back of her throat. I bit my tongue when she started massaging my ball sack with an elegant gentleness. It felt good—too good. She knew just where to tickle with the tip of her tongue. I knew that my face was dark red. I stared into her eyes every time she looked up at me, and then I looked away quickly whenever I came to my senses. But I never truly came to my senses. If I’d truly come to my senses, she wouldn’t have continued to suck me off.

“Are you going to warn me this time?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Do you care where I make you come?” she asked. She had her hand down between her legs, under her long black sweater. Was she jerking off? Or was she rubbing the pussy she didn’t want me to know about? Why wouldn’t she want me to know about it?

My heart skipped a beat. I wasn’t sure what she meant with the question. “No,” I said nervously.

She smirked and then returned her attention to my member, which was already close to climax. I tried to clench and bite my tongue in an attempt to delay the inevitable. I took a series of deep breaths and I even tried closing my eyes. But even the constant reminder that she was most likely a man didn’t stop my orgasm from coming. “It’s happening,” I said with a deep exhale.

She stood up quickly, my cock still in her hand. She stepped forward towards me and slipped my cock under her black sweater. Suddenly I could feel my cock pressed up against something warm and hard and phallic, and I knew what it was. But I couldn’t hold back any longer. I started coming. She was making me come on her cock. I looked down for a second, but the action was hidden under that black sweater. But I could feel everything. I looked into her eyes. Her face was red and she was gasping sharply. I felt warm goo billowing down my rod and I knew it didn’t belong to me. She was coming on me, too.

She wiped her load up and down the length of my rod and then she released me. She had that smirk on her face again. “We should do that again some time,” she said. She straightened her sweater. I looked down and could see the bulge of her big erection, and a wet spot where our cum was soaking through. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe what had just happened.

And more than anything, I couldn’t believe how free she was with herself. She pranced around with abandon. What if I was angry? What if I was so angry that I wanted to hurt her? She was in my house with nobody but me around—was she not afraid? Was she so sure that I was okay with what had just transpired?

I looked down at my cock. There was thick white cream oozing down—cream that didn’t belong to me. I watched as it dripped off in heavy globs.

So it was true—she was actually a biological man. And I hadn’t just let her suck me off; I’d let her come on me. And what did that mean? Did it mean that I was gay? Did it mean that some repressed truth about myself was finally coming out? I still couldn’t stand the thought of a man—the thought of muscles and rugged faces made me quiver with nausea. But I found myself thinking about Diane naked, with her long, erect cock swaying from side to side. I imagined my warm cum dripping off her bulbous tip. And that thought didn’t evoke any nausea. In fact, that thought made my cock rock hard all over again.

So I knew that I had a very big problem on my hands.


CHAPTER VII

My mind couldn’t escape her. For days, I kept dreading my own memories, which insisted on presenting themselves over and over. I received not one, but two blowjobs from a biological man, and my brain wasn’t about to let me forget. I could still feel her warm throbbing cock as it bulged and spewed cum all over mine. Thank God I didn’t see it because I knew that that would be all I would be imagining now—though I was still managing to imagine it quite vividly.

I lost some sleep, but sleep wasn’t any salvation. My dreams insisted on reminding me of what I’d done as well. She was always there with her teasing smirk and her glowing eyes. In one dream I was down on my knees sucking her cock—that dream was disturbing vivid.

I found myself back on Facebook looking through her photos, trying to assure myself that I wasn’t completely crazy. She really did look like a woman—didn’t she? It’s not like I was struggling with the memory of being sucked off by a man. I saved one of Diane’s pictures and I sent it to a friend. “What do you think of this chick?” I asked, and then I found myself trying to control my breathing as I awaited a response, worried he would say something along the lines of, ‘I don’t think that’s a chick, bro.’

“She’s cute,” he replied, and I felt a strange sense of relief wash over me. Because Diane was cute and it wasn’t insane to think so—it was just a fact. I guess some men have the ability to look like cute women. And what’s the big deal?

What’s the big deal? Well how’s about the fact that she isn’t actually a woman. She doesn’t have a menstrual cycle. She doesn’t have the ability to become pregnant or breastfeed. She didn’t grow up as a girl so she didn’t live a true female experience… and there’s the fact that she has a cock. That’s a big one…

But at least I wasn’t crazy in thinking she was cute. I thought about asking my friend, ‘If she offered to suck your dick, would you let her?’ But I didn’t want him to think that I’d lost my mind. So I just accepted my small victory and I went back to tormenting myself over what I’d done.

And it occurred to me that only time would help my conundrum—time and maybe sex with a true woman. If I could experience the warm, wet tightness of a nice pussy, then I could let go of any notions that a man could possibly be the same as a woman. So I took a long shower, put on a bit of cologne, put on my nice clothes, and I went down to the butcher shop.

It was almost eight when I got there, so I knew I wouldn’t have much time. But my plan was to just grab the first option that came through. It didn’t matter if she was gorgeous or painfully average—as long as she had a wet hole that needed a good stuffing. When I walked into the butcher shop, the place was empty, save for the butcher slicing meat in the back room. I sauntered carefully into the space and then I headed for the little waiting area off to the side. I looked up at the clock. I had ten minutes before the place closed.

I tapped my fingers nervously on my lap. I needed to get laid. I needed something to distract me from my own torment. The front door suddenly opened and I perked up, ready to accept whoever was coming to me. But my heart sunk back down when I realized who was walking into that butcher shop: Diane Calving.

A sharp chill ran down my spine. I had the urge to look away swiftly but the muscles in my neck were rigid. I just stared at her until her gaze landed on me. And then I watched as her trademark smirk crossed her face. “Well look who it is,” she said with a little laugh. How was it possible? Was this another one of my dreams? I’d had this same dream, you know—where she walks into that butcher shop and then we fuck right there on the cold tile floor. But that dream came to me before I knew her truth—before I knew what was between her thick thighs.

“Hey,” I said, and then my lips remained parted, foolishly.

“Fancy seeing you here,” she said as she walked towards me.

I forced a smile. Once she was closer I could smell her perfume. It was a nice perfume that instantly brought the feeling of her lips sucking my rod to mind. It wasn’t fair that man should be able to wear a perfume like that; it’s bound to confuse the brain. I wanted to respond in some way but I could think of nothing to say.

“So?” she said.

“So?” I parroted. I stared into her eyes but only for a second. It seemed impossible. I’d spent weeks trying to hunt her down—waiting in that very butcher shop for many hours, hoping she would walk in. And now that she was the last person I wanted to see—here she was, standing right before me, staring down at me with a cute smirk as if she wanted to suck the cum right out of my cock—and that’s probably exactly what she wanted to do.

“My place or yours?” she said.

“Oh, I’m, uh—I’m actually just here for some meat,” I said. I knew it sounded stupid and desperate but it was all I could think to say.

“Some meat, huh? We’ll I’ve got that,” she said with a wink. I felt my cheeks turning red as my hands began to tremble.

“I mean like actual meat,” I said. I forced another smile and I knew she knew I was lying.

“What’s the matter?” she said, tilting her head slightly to one side. “It’s not going to bite you, you know. You’ll like it.”

My heart skipped a beat. That was exactly what I was afraid of—that I would like it. I didn’t want to like it. I wanted to hate it. I wanted to feel completely disgusted by it. I wanted to want nothing to do with it—and I hated that I was curious, even now. I hated that she was so cute. I hated that I was actually trying t justify a night together in my head. I didn’t have to touch her cock—I could simply slip my cock into her asshole and then come on her back. I never even had to see her cock. And what was the real difference between her asshole and a real female’s asshole? Physiologically: nothing. And I would fuck a real woman in the ass, would I not?

“Well? What’s it going to be?” she asked. She leaned her weight onto one leg and crossed her arms. As she stood above me, I could almost see up her skirt. I could almost see her panties where her big bulge was hiding. And all I could think was: could I do it? Would it really be so bad?

It was exactly what I went to that butcher shop to avoid. But I couldn’t deny fate. Because it really was starting to feel like a fateful encounter. She didn’t come around those butcher shops very often. In fact, this was only the second time that I was aware of. And what were the chances? I’d been at that very butcher shop nearly one hundred times—maybe more that one hundred times. I’d seen hundreds, maybe even thousands of women, coming and going in those cosy meat shops. And I would have taken any one of those many women, but instead I got Diane.

I found myself rising to my feet. I found myself smiling as my heart began to throb mercilessly. “My place?” I heard myself say. I wasn’t sure if I was having an out-of-body experience or if I was slipping further away from my sanity. I walked out of that butcher shop with Diane. We parted ways as we went to our cars. She knew where I lived—I was only a couple of minutes away. And in a couple of minutes, I would be alone behind closed doors with a well-hung transgender chick.


CHAPTER VIII

I beat her back to my place thanks to a couple of lucky green lights. Once I was inside, I went straight to my powder room, to splash some cool water on my face. It didn’t help. When I emerged from the bathroom, she was in my house, standing by the couch. She was placing down her purse. “I hope you don’t mind, I just let myself in.” She smiled.

“No, that’s fine,” I said. I needed a drink, so I went over to my bar and I poured myself something strong. I drank it quickly and instantly felt it doing God’s work in my brain—but I knew I couldn’t hide from reality. I knew that no matter how drunk I got or how expertly I justified this to myself, I would wake up with regret that would grow stronger and stronger. But still, I poured myself another strong one. “Did you want a drink?” I asked.

“No, thank you,” she said, and then she walked up behind me. She slipped her arms around me and pressed her body against my back. She had to stand up on her tippy toes to plant her chin on my shoulder. “Nervous?” she asked.

I forced a smile. “No,” I lied, but it was a painfully obvious lie.

“What about now?” she said with a grin in her voice as she grinded her crotch up against my butt. I could feel her big bulge through the thin fabric of her skirt. My heart skipped a beat and stuttered.

I tried to swallow the lump that was forming in my throat. “Are you sure you don’t want a drink?” I asked after finishing my second.

“I’m not much of a drinker,” she said. “But you do what you’ve got to do.” She rubbed her hands up and down my sides, which actually felt quite nice. She had a nice, gentle touch. I looked down at those hands. They were small, like a woman’s, and her fingernails were painted a pale shade of pink. She slowly wrapped those hands around my front, so she was caressing my pecs and abs. And then those hands started moving downwards slowly, towards my cock. “You’re very tense,” she said.

“Am I?” I asked, and I could hear my voice shaking.

She just laughed and continued to caress my body.

“I’ve never been with a… you know…” I said.

She gently leaned forward and playfully nibbled my earlobe. “I don’t know,” she said, but I knew that she knew.

“I’m straight,” I said.

“I think you’ve already told me that,” she said. “And I’m a woman, so what’s the big deal?”

“But you’re not really a woman. I mean—no offense or anything, but you don’t have a… you know…”

“A pussy?” she said, and she finally reached my cock. She slipped her fingers over my bulge and she squeezed gently.

“Yeah—that,” I said.

“I’ve got a boy-pussy though, which I think you’ll like even more,” she said, and I assumed she was referring to her asshole. “If you go down on me first, and use a lot of tongue, it will even be wet, just like a pussy.”

And my body shuddered at the thought of sticking my tongue into a biological man’s asshole. But my God, she didn’t smell like a man. She didn’t feel like a man. Those hands did not move like a man’s hands. And her lips, which were still playing with my earlobe, didn’t feel like a man’s lips. I turned to look at her, to remind myself that she really didn’t look like a man—and she really didn’t. She looked like more of a woman than most of the girls I’d dated in my life. I only stared into her eyes for a second before she kissed me. She sure as hell didn’t kiss like a man—at least not like what I thought a man kissed like, seeing as I’d never kissed a man before.

I let her slip a bit of tongue into my mouth. I found myself caressing her body. I reached up her shirt and my hands found themselves on her tits—which was a mistake. Her tits were non-existent: a bra padded with what felt like tissue paper. So I slid my hands down and kept them against her ribs. I didn’t need any more reminders that I was about to have voluntary sex with a biological man.

But she was determined to remind me. She took my hand and pulled it down to her crotch. I could feel her whole bulge, warm and throbbing. I only lasted a second before I pulled my hand away. “What are you doing?” I snapped.

She giggled. “Oh, just admit that you like it,” she said.

“I really don’t, and I’d prefer to keep thing… away from your business.”

“My business?” she asked.

“You know what I mean,” I said.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“Say what?”

“My cock. I want to hear you call it a cock.” She stopped and pulled her hands off of me and refused to resume until I said her silly word.

“I don’t want to say it,” I said.

“Well you aren’t getting any until you call it what it is,” she said. And she stared into my eyes with a devilish grin. And my heart skipped a beat. I should have been happy for the chance to dodge having sex with Diane, but I wasn’t happy. I secretly hated the thought that things would end before we went any further. I secretly couldn’t want to stick my cock deep into her asshole, and feel her tight anal walls puckering along my hard length. I couldn’t wait to make her into my own glorified sex toy. So I had to say her stupid word.

“Your cock,” I said.

“My cock, what?” she asked with that same devilish grin.

“You have a cock,” I said.

“Good start,” she said. She reached down and unzipped my fly. Then, she stuck her hand through the opening and she slipped her fingers around my bare cock. “Now if you want me to pump, tell me that you like my cock.”

I felt the colour beginning to drain from my face. “You want me to say what?” I said.

“I want you to tell me that you like my cock,” she said.

“I’ve never even seen your cock,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. My heart was racing. I felt faint. I had to take a deep breath so that I wouldn’t pass out.

She reached down and flipped up her skirt. Then, she fished her long, curved cock out from her panties. It was already half-hard and throbbing. There was a dark vein running through it, and the tip seemed abnormally large, like the clenched fist of a baby’s arm. “Well?” she said. She still had her hand on my cock, ready to pump. And I wanted her to pump, so I had to say what she wanted me to say.

“I like your cock,” I said.

“Say it like you mean it,” she said.

I took another deep breath. “I like your cock,” I said, forcing a smile. My heart skipped yet another beat. I was probably on the verge of cardiac arrest.

“Keep looking at it,” she said. “Don’t look away. You need to get used to it. Like I said, it’s not going to bite.” She was stroking my cock now and it felt amazing. And I didn’t want her to stop, so I stared down at her cock and watched it as it throbbed and got bigger and harder. She was aroused. She loved touching my member. I couldn’t believe how big she was getting—once she was fully erect, her tip was touching her sternum. And it was still throbbing powerfully. “Still like it?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Say it again,” she said.

“I really like your cock,” I said. And I wasn’t sure if I was just entertaining her or if I really meant it. It really wasn’t so bad. It was just a cock—just a part of her body, like any other part. Even though it was a cock, and even though it was big and hard, it seemed strangely feminine. There was nothing masculine about it. I felt the strange urge to reach down and touch it, but the mere thought of doing so made my heart pound so hard I thought I was going to drop dead.

“Do you want to fuck me in my boy pussy?” she asked with a little laugh.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Then you’re going to have to suck my cock first.” And there was that big smirk again. My heart throbbed down into my gut because I was actually considering it.


CHAPTER IX

She was looking into my eyes, waiting for me to make the next move. I looked back at her cock, which was bigger and harder than ever. And it was beautiful. I wanted to stroke it. I wanted to suck it. I wanted to watch it erupt and spew white goo all over my living room. But I knew it was wrong—at least I thought it was wrong, but I was starting to think otherwise. But surely that was just the liquor working its way into my system—right? Surely I wasn’t actually starting to think that sucking a cock wasn’t such a terrible idea…

I wanted to get into her asshole. I wanted to drain my load deep in her body. And the only way that was going to happen was by sucking her cock first. But would I regret it for the rest of my life, the way I regretted letting her suck my cock?

Or was I regretting letting her suck my cock? I didn’t know what I was and wasn’t regretting anymore.

“Well?” she said, motioning towards her beautiful, throbbing member.

So I found myself sinking down, reaching carefully out with my hand, which was shaking terribly. I took a deep breath before slipping my fingers around it. And it really wasn’t so bad. It really was just like any other part of her body—except warmer. I stroked it gently. I found it hard to pull air into my lungs, as if my lungs were full of water. Or maybe they were full of sweat, seeing as the rest of my body was sweating embarrassingly. But I was horribly nervous. I kept taking deep, sharp breaths, which didn’t help at all.

I watched as my fist pulled her foreskin over her tip before revealing it again. It really wasn’t so bad. I couldn’t figure out what I was so nervous about. It was just a piece of her body. I leaned forward and opened my mouth. I closed my eyes just before her warm tip slid along my lips. I could feel her throbbing in my mouth. I could feel her veins pulsing against my tongue. But I didn’t mind. I actually kind of liked it.

It was exactly what I was afraid of: enjoying Diane’s masculine side. But now that I was enjoying it, I couldn’t figure out why I was so afraid. What was so wrong about enjoying it? Was I getting hurt? Was she getting hurt? Was anyone getting hurt? Whose business was it, besides my own and Diane’s?

I found myself cupping her balls, massaging gently. She let out a soft moan. Hell, I was enjoying myself more with my head between her legs than I had been enjoying myself with her stroking my cock. There was something incredibly satisfying about making her moan like that—knowing that I was pleasuring her immensely. I looked up into her eyes, expecting to see that same big grin. But instead, her face was white and her eyes were wet. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

She smiled but I could tell that it was a forced smile. “Nothing,” she said.

“No—something’s wrong. Does it not feel good?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, it feels amazing. It’s just… I’ve never actually gotten this far with anyone before.” As she said it, her cheeks turned a dark, bright red colour. I couldn’t believe what she’d just said. She’d never been this far with anybody? But she was so flirty and promiscuous! How was it possible? “When guys find out about my… you know—they go running.”

“But you aren’t exactly private about it,” I said, still deeply confused.

“Why do you say that?” she asked.

“You weren’t private about it with me,” I said.

“No. Not once you found out.” She was staring into my eyes now, her face still pale and her eyes still nervous. “It’s not like I left my wallet here on purpose, you know.”

And it was true—she didn’t become overtly open about it until I’d already learned about her truth. Before that, she kept it secret. After she finished sucking my cock, she left quickly, giving me no chance to try and take our romp one step further. Maybe she wasn’t the horny little slut that she pretended to be. Maybe she was just trying to find someone who could accept her for what she was, and she thought that person was me.

And was that person me? Could I accept her for what she was? I looked down at her cock again, which was still throbbing hard. It was beautiful. Every part of her was beautiful, but was I ready to accept that? Or had I already accepted it?

I sunk back down and slipped her cock back into my mouth.

For once in my life, I felt a sense of satisfaction. I didn’t feel like I was just living from one-night-stand to one-night-stand. For weeks after she first sucked my cock, I didn’t feel the need to go out and find another girl to fuck. There was something about Diane that left me strangely content. And now, with my lips around her throbbing girth, I could feel that contentment. I knew that as long as I had her close by, I didn’t need ditsy flings from the butcher shop.

And as for her cock, I kind of liked it. It was growing on me quickly, and it was growing in me even faster. It wasn’t long before she was rock-hard. I sat up, put my hands on her hips, and I laid her down on my floor. Her wet cock slapped against her abdomen. I lifted and spread her legs so I could see her puckering asshole beneath her swelling ball sack. “I like you,” I said. “I like you a lot.”

“Really?” she asked, her eyes glowing.

“Yeah,” I said. “But there are some things that might take me a bit longer.”

“I understand,” she said.

“But I want to make it work,” I said.

She smiled. “Make what work?” And I realized that I was getting far ahead of myself. A few minutes before, we were just playing with each other’s cocks for fun. Now I was eluding to a relationship. But I could see in her glowing eyes that she had the same thought running through her head.

“Let’s start with this,” I said, running my fingers over her puckering, rubbery hole. I sunk down and licked her out for a minute before scooting forward and pressing the tip of my cock up to her asshole. “Ready?” I asked.

“Are you?” she asked with that adorable grin that I couldn’t wait to stare at for the rest of my life.

I pushed in. She was so tight—so much tighter than any pussy. I loved the way her tight hole puckered along my girth as I sunk deep. I loved the way her head tilted back and her lips parted as she let out a soft moan. She was beautiful. And she felt amazing.

I thrusted myself in and out of her, stretching her wide. I split my attention between her orgasmic face and her throbbing cock. I watched that cock throb harder and harder with each penetration, and then I watched as it unloaded white goo all over her abdomen. And suffice to say, I didn’t last long. What sane person could last long after witnessing such a sight? I filled her tight hole with my warm cum and then I fell on top of her, pressing my body against her sticky substance. “That was amazing,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said. She was looking into my eyes with joy and wonder.

“Want to stay the night?” I asked. I’d never asked any girl to stay the night before.

“I’d love to,” she said. So we cuddled on that floor for a few more minutes before migrating to the bedroom. And it wasn’t long before we were at it again—this time with her big member inside of my tush. It hurt a bit at first, but I got used to it. Like I said, there were some things that were going to take me a bit longer—but I knew I would get there eventually.

THE END
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