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NEW EXPERIENCES

Cam has decided he’s finally finished using drugs, after a lifetime of casually experimenting with just about everything under the sun. But how can he say no when his drug dealer offers him a sample of a new drug that lets the user experience life in someone else’s body for a short period of time?


CHAPTER I

I’d never really been much of a drug guy. I experimented with pot a little bit in college, but it never did much for me, except make me lazy, hungry, and tired—definitely not worth the money. A friend once convinced me to try cocaine, but I honestly found it to be extremely underwhelming. I had fun experimenting with mushrooms at a music festival once, but I never felt like needed to try them again after, especially after the horrible headache I suffered through the very next day. LSD was a similar experience. Speed was okay for a week or so, and then it got boring… Okay, so maybe I was a bit of a drug guy.

Even alcohol didn’t really do anything for me but make me tired, and then hungover the next day. I tried smoking cigarettes, but I never got the head-rush so many people talk about. By twenty-five, I’d pretty much given up on experimenting with drugs altogether, realizing there wasn’t really a worthwhile artificial high in life. Every drug-induced euphoria had its cost, be it headaches, hangovers, addiction, or financial strain. I decided to just stick to coffee, which didn’t even really do much for me (though it was nice to have something warm to drink in the mornings).

The problem with not being into drugs and alcohol is that it makes you a real drag at parties. People look at you funny when they try to hand you a beer and you say you’re perfectly okay with water. When the joint gets passed to you and you just pass it on to the next guy, everyone suddenly feels awkward, as if they’ve done something to make you feel uncomfortable. I didn’t mind other people partaking in the fun—I was just happier sticking to my bottle of water and the occasional can of Diet Coke.

There were times when I was tempted to dip my toe back in the drug-experimenting waters, especially once the market started to be overrun by designer drugs.

“You’ve got to try this shit,” Germaine said to me. Germaine was a good friend of mine, who also happened to work as a drug dealer. During the day, he worked legally at a marijuana dispensary. That was where I met him, at his work, years before when I went to buy my first and only joint. Since then, he’d always been trying to get me to experiment with the latest and greatest craze. “It makes your arms go numb and your head super hot,” he once said to me about a new drug, as if those qualities were somehow selling features. He wasn’t the greatest salesman. More often than not, I turned him down.

There was one drug that piqued my interest, even with his terrible sales pitch. “You need to try this drug, man. It’s a little pill, and it makes you come like crazy when you orgasm. You’ll come so hard your dick will almost fall right off. Just wait until one hour after taking the pill before you have sex or jerk off or whatever you’re going to do.”

I thought about it for a minute. I was going to pass and then I received an interesting offer that I couldn’t possibly turn down. I wasn’t the only one in the room when Germaine offered me the sample of the drug; sitting next to me was a cute little blonde, who had overheard Germaine’s sales pitch. “Does it work for girls, too?” she asked.

“I don’t know, I don’t see why not,” Germaine said. He handed the cute blonde a pill, and then she looked at me with glowing eyes. She was a bit drunk and very horny. I wasn’t going to turn down free sex, so I took the pill from Germaine. The girl and I both took the pill at the same time.

Even once you’ve tried just about every drug under the sun, there’s always that first-time anxiety, once the drug is in your system and before it starts working. You have no real idea what it’s going to do, whether it will work or whether it will make your eyes explode out of your head. I felt those nerves for the first time in a long time after taking that special-orgasm pill, and I could tell my little blonde date was really feeling those nerves, even in her state of inebriation.

After an hour, neither of us felt a thing. We made our way up to an empty bedroom and sat down awkwardly on the edge of the bed. It occurred to me that I didn’t know her name, so I asked. “Chloe,” she said. We waited another fifteen minutes, and then she said, “Well, do you just want to have sex anyway?”

“Sure,” I said.

She seemed somewhat disappointed that the drug hadn’t done anything, but I was just happy to be getting a free lay. We kissed for a bit and then I pulled her shirt over her head, exposing her perky, braless tits. “Suck my nipples,” she said, so I did, cupping both of her breasts in my hands as I worked away. “Want to eat me out?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

She leaned back and slipped her tights down with her panties, exposing her tight, shaved pussy. I wasted no time, sinking down and stroking the length of her slit with my tongue. Her fingers nestled into my hair. The act wasn’t very passionate, and it was far from intimate. It was just two people having sex for the sake of having sex, but in a way that made it especially exciting.

“Oh, that feels good,” she moaned gently. Her breaths were becoming deeper and heavier. As I started to dig in deep with my tongue, her legs began to close in on me. “Don’t stop,” she said. After each penetration, I surfaced and drew a small circle around her clit. I could feel her hands trembling on my head. “Oh God, don’t stop!” After another minute, she was a moaning mess, squirming uncontrollably, screaming out loud as if we were in that house alone—we weren’t; downstairs, the party we’d met at was still going strong, and everyone could probably hear Chloe’s intense orgasm. “Holy fucking shit!” she screamed, and warm juice began to flow out of her like an open faucet. I’d never seen anything like it. She was having the most intense orgasm I’d ever seen, trembling all over, her face turning dark red as if she was in too much pleasure to even breathe. I stopped eating her out so I wouldn’t kill her.

“Fuck me!” she demanded, so I slipped off my pants and mounted her, slipping in easily as her pussy was soaking-wet. She reached around me and grabbed my ass with both of her hands. “Fuck me!” she said again. I started to thrust in and out of her as quickly and as powerfully as I could. Her orgasm continued, and she kept on screaming. I looked over my shoulder and could see shadows lingering on the other side of the door. People were listening—they probably thought I was murdering the poor girl!

I loved the feeling of her warm juices squishing out of her cunt as I plunged her, and the feeling of her pussy puckering against my cock as her convulsions continued.

I felt a strong tingling beginning to form between my legs. I was getting close to coming. But I couldn’t keep my attention off of Chloe. The way she trembled and squirmed—I’d never seen anything like it. I didn’t know a person was capable of feeling such a powerful euphoria. I’d seen people on some of the hardest drugs before (I’d tried many of them myself), but I’d never seen anything like that.

“Holy shit!” I said between heavy breaths as I felt it starting: the trembling in my legs, the head-rush, the intense ecstasy in my cock. My lips parted and I knew I was probably making the stupidest face ever, but I couldn’t help it—it really was an electrifying intensity that couldn’t be contained. I started blasting her full of hot cum, and I couldn’t stop. I have no idea where all of that cum came from—blast after blast after blast, a seemingly endless supply.

Even once I was finished coming, that feeling lingered. My arms were shaking so much, I couldn’t hold myself up. I ended up rolling over next to her as the orgasm slowly came to an end. It took a while—I bet we were lying side by side, both of us squirming and moaning gently, for a good ten minutes. Finally, when she had enough energy, she looked over at me with big, shining eyes. “Fuck me again,” she said.

So we fucked again, right away. We both wanted to feel that incredible euphoria again. She mounted me before my whole creampie had oozed out of her. I could feel it inside of her, warm and squishing around in her gaping hole. I didn’t care. I just wanted to get off again—and I did, we both did. We both screamed out in our orgasm, and another crowd formed on the other side of the door to listen.

After that night, I decided I would never touch the drug again—mostly because of the terrible headache I had the next morning, but also because I knew right away how addictive it could be. Even with my pounding headache, the first thing I wanted to do when I woke up was give Germaine a call and get some more of the stuff, and then give Chloe a call and go at it again, all day long, feeling that intensity over and over and over.

But I needed to have some self-control. It was a potentially dangerous drug. Watching Chloe as she came, she was hardly breathing, sometimes not breathing at all unless I stopped. And the throbbing headache the next morning suggested that the drug was pretty hard on the brain. And who knows what kind of long-term effects the drug could have? Everyone thought Bath Salts was the greatest drug in the world, until people started eating each others’ faces and jumping off of buildings. There was a reason I tried to stay away from drug-culture. It was too risky, and I wasn’t a gambler.

So for the next year, I tried to forget about Germaine’s special-orgasm drug. But I wasn’t able to forget about Chloe, the way she squirmed and screamed and moaned when she came. Sure, for me the orgasm was intense and memorable, but for her, it was unlike anything I’d ever seen. She was on a whole different level, a different dimension of pleasure. I asked Germaine how she was doing one day, and his expression dropped the moment I said her name. “Don’t worry about it,” he said, looking around awkwardly to make sure no one else had heard me mention her name.

I never did figure out what that reaction was all about. He wouldn’t tell me anymore, but I had a good feeling it wasn’t good news. Maybe she’d become addicted and discovered some not-so-nice side-effects.

“Is she still buying that stuff off of you?” I asked.

“That stuff? Erotix?” Apparently that was the name of the special-orgasm drug. “I don’t really sell it anymore, man. It’s too hard to get and not worth the price, as far as I’m concerned. Besides, since Mind’s Eye came out, no one really wants anything else.”

“What’s Mind’s Eye?” I asked.

He smiled, his eyes narrowing. “You’ve never heard of Mind’s Eye? Where have you been hiding?” He started to tell me about the incredible new drug. Even with his awful sales pitch, the substance sounded amazing.


CHAPTER II

Mind’s Eye is a drug that lets the user, for a short period of time (about twenty minutes), experience another person’s life. The drug was created in India, where it quickly became very popular in the Indian underground drug scene. No one really understood the way it worked. The most accepted theory is that it forces the user to have an out-of-body experience, finding themselves in the body of someone else. During the trip, you can’t control what the body you’ve found yourself in is doing; you can only watch, feel, smell, hear, and taste everything the body you’re in is experiencing.

Getting into someone else’s body requires a couple of steps. First, the target body has to consume a flavourless liquid, which makes them into a sort of vessel. Unless they take the fluid knowingly, they have no idea others are able to see through their eyes and feel through their skin. Next, when you take the Mind’s Eye drug, you need to make sure that the target body is the closest vessel body to you. You can’t control which body you enter, so if you take the drug at a hockey game, hoping to get into one of the players’ heads, but the guy sitting next to you drank the clear vessel fluid, then you’ll be stuck watching the game through his eyes for twenty minutes, tasting his flat beer and his cold nachos.

I didn’t believe Germaine when he told me about the drug. It was too incredible to believe. It had nothing to do with altering states of consciousness, like every other drug in the world. Instead, it made consciousness leave the body for a period of time—something that I was fairly certain was impossible; but apparently I was wrong.

“Has it been proven to be real? Or do people just assume what they’re experiencing is actually what someone else is experiencing? How do you know it’s not just making people dream vividly?” I asked.

“Just try it for yourself,” he said, offering me a sample. The drug was in the form of a pair of vials, taped together with clear tape. One of the vials contained a clear fluid and the other contained a bright blue fluid. Give the clear fluid to whoever you want to be your vessel, and then drink the blue fluid when you’re ready to hop into their head. It takes about two minutes to work, and you’ve got a good twenty-four hour window to take it, so make sure you don’t take it while your vessel is going to take a crap, unless you’re into that kind of thing,” Germaine said with a big, toothy grin.

He told me he would let me know if there were any “special events” happening. Apparently, there were bartenders around town who worked in ritzy bars where celebrities were regulars. They would sneak the vessel fluid into the celebrities drinks and then word would get out that drug-users had twenty-four hours to experience the life of a celebrity. Germaine claimed that he went to a NASCAR event where one of the drivers had taken the vessel fluid. For twenty minutes, Germaine got to experience being behind the wheel of a stock car going two-hundred miles-per-hour. “It was exhilarating,” Germaine said. “But it’s super expensive stuff, so don’t just go wasting it on seeing what it’s like to be a mailman in the middle of the day.”

I’d told myself I was done with drugs and drug culture, but I couldn’t pass on the opportunity to try out the Mind’s Eye substance. I needed to know if it was the real-deal, or just a load of bullshit. If it was real, then it was possibly the most incredible scientific discovery of my lifetime. And can you imagine—experiencing life through someone else’s eyes? Imagine being Brad Pitt for twenty minutes, walking down the red carpet at the Oscars. Or hopping into the head of Sidney Crosby as he scores a winning playoff goal as the crowd erupts.

The only question was, how do you get a truly exceptional person to take the vessel drug? You could simply ask them, of course—wait outside of their house and then beg them to take it. But of course that wouldn’t work. Celebrities don’t want people spying on their day-to-day activities. No one wants that. Even trying to convince a regular guy to take the drug was going to be next-to-impossible, especially knowing that it took twenty-four hours to pass through their system. What if someone popped into their brain while they were taking a shower, or jerking off?

The only way to do it was to slip it to someone without them knowing. It wasn’t ideal, but it’s not like it would hurt them, right? Did the clear fluid have any side-effects? Did the Mind’s Eye drug itself have any side-effects? I’d forgotten to ask Germaine when he gave me the sample, too blown-away by the drug’s description to think of any reasonable questions. Now, as I stared at the two little vials, I had so many questions.

The other option was to just take the blue fluid and see where I ended up. Germaine never said there was any distance restriction when it came to head-hopping, only that you end up in the closest head that had consumed the vessel fluid. There are billions of people on the planet, surely one of them had taken the fluid within the last twenty-four hours, even if that person was all the way in India. It would be an interesting gamble, to see where I would end up. What about animals? What if a bird drank the clear fluid? Would I get to get to feel the sensation of flying through the air?

I was too afraid to take the blue fluid blind, unsure of where I would end up. I was slightly concerned about wasting it, seeing as Germaine said it was ‘super expensive’, but I was more concerned about ending up in some terrible vessel: some guy passing a stone, or in the head of someone undergoing surgery. Or, if there was some distance restriction that Germaine had failed to mention, what would happen if I took the drug and there were no vessels around to experience life through? Would my head explode? Would I get stuck in some horrible purgatory and not be able to get out? If I’m going to risk taking the drug, I thought, I might as well make it count.

I thought about who I could slip the fluid to. I wouldn’t know where to find celebrities or famous athletes, so they were out of the question. So who could I use the drug on? What person could I possibly have access to whose experiences would be worth ingesting the mysterious fluid?

An idea hit me suddenly and I knew exactly where to use my little sampler.


CHAPTER III

I found myself across town, at a fancy bar where all of the expensive escorts hung out. I would have never considered hiring an escort—only because I could never rationalize the cost, and I would never sleep with a cheap escort. You get what you pay for, and I wasn’t interested in paying for a sexually transmitted disease.

But with the Mind’s Eye drug, I could finally find out what it was like to sleep with one of the very beautiful, premium escorts. These girls weren’t for your every day blue-collar worker. They marketed themselves towards the executive class, people willing to pay a pretty penny to sleep with a woman in the same league as Scarlett Johansson. I could hardly afford the drinks in the bar, never mind the women. I’d always thought it was a shame that these girls decided to be prostitutes when they could have been famous actresses or supermodels, though I can’t say I blame them. I’d asked one girl once how much she charged. It was more than a month’s mortgage payment. Not bad for an hour of work…

I took a seat at the far end of the bar and I watched as the girls came and went, men taking seats next to them, silently making their transactions, having a few drinks, and then moving on. Somehow, I needed to slip the drug to one of the men who was about to go up with one of the women. I had a pretty good idea.

I waited until I was sure on the girl I wanted to experience sex with. It took a good half an hour to decide—there were so many great options—but I ended up picking a little blonde with big, bright blue eyes. She had the cutest smile, and a stunning body. There were plenty of guys sitting alone, sipping their drinks, keeping a close eye on the cute blonde.

She took a seat at the far end of the bar. She looked over at me and smiled, melting me, turning me to mush. Whether the smile was genuine or an invite to buy her a drink, I had no idea—probably the latter. It only took a minute before there was a guy sitting next to her, buying her a drink. They talked for a bit while she ran her finger gently along the rim of her glass. She was completely hypnotising. She leaned over and whispered something into the guy’s ear, and then his face became pale. A minute later, he stepped away from the seat and gave up on the little blonde beauty. Given his ivory reaction, I can only imagine she told him her price.

Another guy, tall and muscular, took the seat next to her and they talked for a while. She leaned over and whispered into the new guy’s ear, probably telling him her rate, and his face became red. His lips parted for a moment and he stuttered. I couldn’t hear what he said back to her, but I watched as he slipped his wallet out and pulled out a huge wad of cash, handing it to her subtly behind the bar. I had my target: the muscular man.

Generally, men didn’t just take escorts straight up to their rooms. Escorts, especially high-class girls, expected a bit of romance and courting. They liked to be pampered, complimented, swooned over for a bit before going upstairs to get fucked. I listened carefully as the man ordered a round of drinks. He ordered a scotch on the rocks.

I waited a few minutes while he sipped away at his drink. When he was close to finishing, I took a deep breath. “Excuse me,” I said to the bartender. “Could I get a scotch?”

“Sure thing. You want water or ice with that?”

“Ice, please,” I said, making sure to order the same thing as my target man.

The drink came and I waited a moment for the bartender to turn away. Then, I slipped the clear fluid into the drink. I called the bartender back over. “I’m sorry, did I say scotch? I meant brandy. I actually hate scotch.”

The bartender looked at me with a dull expression. “You want a brandy then? You know, I still have to charge you for the scotch,” he said.

“That’s fine. Maybe that guy over there wants it,” I said. My heart was racing.

The bartender hesitated a moment, possibly sensing that I was up to no good. He looked at me for a few seconds—which felt like a few minutes—and then he said, “Alright.” He took the drink to the man and told the man it was on me. My target turned to me and raised his glass with a smile. I did the same with my new glass of brandy. I watched as he took a good sip from the drink. My heart continued to pound aggressively into my ribcage.

I really had no idea what I’d just given to the stranger. As far as I knew, it was poisonous. As far as I knew, it caused cancer. I certainly hope it didn’t have any short or long term side-effects. To my knowledge, no drugs caused cancer or had any terribly negative side-effects after a single use. Technically, the man wasn’t even taking the drug, he was just taking the vessel fluid, whatever that was.

I did my best to keep my attention off of the couple, only watching them subtly through my peripheral vision. I had a feeling the bartender suspected something of me, and I didn’t want to give him any more reason to let that suspicion grow. When the couple got up and left, I looked over to make sure the drink was empty. It was. “I’m just going to use the washroom,” I said to the bartender, and then I got up and followed the couple from a distance. The elevator required room-specific key cards to get up to the desired floor, so all I could do was watch the little screen that showed which floor the elevator landed on. The floor counter stopped once they were up on the eighth floor. I went back to the bar, paid for my drink, and then I slipped into the fire-exit stairway, climbing all the way up to the eighth floor.

The door was locked, but I felt as though I was close enough. I waited a moment to make sure there was no one around, and then I pulled out the vial of blue fluid. I had no idea what would happen to my body when I took it, if I would just become a frozen statue for twenty minutes, if I would fall down limp on the ground, or if I would convulse like an epileptic at a Pink Floyd concert. I wondered if anyone would come down the stairway in the next twenty minutes and see me, in whatever state I was in, and call for help. I didn’t want to come out of my experience in the back of an ambulance, having to explain to the paramedics why I was unresponsive in the stairwell of a hotel I wasn’t even staying at.

But unless I wanted to pay for a room—which was not only terribly expensive, but I also didn’t have enough time to get down to the lobby, wait in line, fill out paperwork, and get back to my room before my target started fucking that beautiful escort—I had no other choice. I took a seat in the corner and I popped the cap off of the vial. My heart started pounding in an instant. Was I really going to do it? I took a deep breath, bit my tongue, and then pounded back the drug. I swallowed before I had a chance to reconsider. “Here goes nothing,” I said to myself, and then I waited.

Germaine said it took about a minute to work. That minute felt like a lifetime. I could feel a warm tingling sensation in my throat and gut, as if I’d just taken a shot of strong whisky. That sensation was spreading through me, seeping higher and higher, inching towards my brain. I tried to control my breathing, which was shallow and sporadic. “It’s going to be fine,” I told myself a few times.

And then my vision started to go dark, and feeling began to leave my extremities. It felt like I wasn’t breathing at all, like I couldn’t breathe no matter how hard I tried. I tried desperately to gasp for air, but I was suddenly just a passive observer stuck in my own dying body. Was taking that blue drug the biggest mistake of my life? Had I just made a horribly tragic decision? Everything went dark.

And then suddenly, I could see a sink, water pouring out the faucet and swirling down the drain. Next to the sink was a bottle of lubricant, and next to that was a pack of condoms. I could see my hands in the mirror, but I couldn’t see myself, as I stared down. I tried to look up, but I had no control. I wasn’t even controlling my own hands, which were cleaning themselves under the running water, rubbing soap meticulously between each finger. I could smell the lavender of the soap. I could feel the warm, heated floors against my bare feet. I looked over. There was a pair of high-heels next to the door.

The drug worked. I was in a different body.

I looked up at my own reflection, and then I felt an intense panic set in. I wasn’t looking at the handsome, muscular fellow. I was looking at the little blonde escort. I’d hopped into the wrong body. I watched as she adjusted her hair—as I adjusted my hair. I could feel her soft hair between her fingertips. Next, she leaned forward and ran a tube of lipstick over her soft lips. I could feel everything, smell everything, see everything. I could even taste the subtle bitter tinge of the lipstick. “Are you ready, baby?” I called out, out of my own control.

“Oh yeah,” the man from the bar’s voice called back.

I was about to experience more than I’d bargained for: I was going to experience being fucked as a woman.


CHAPTER IV

The strangest part of the whole experience was that I was still able to think as I normally would. I wasn’t able to hear what was going on in the blonde escort’s mind, and she wasn’t able to hear what was going on in my mind—but still, I could see through her eyes and feel through her skin, just as if her body was really mine, save for the ability to control anything.

She looked in the mirror one last time, adjusting her little black piece of lingerie so her tits were sitting just right, and then she turned to the door. She seemed relaxed, her heart beating calmly and quietly. It was a strange sensation. It felt like her heart should have been exploding with intensity, but I suppose she’d done this hundreds, if not thousands of times before.

She stepped out into the hotel suite. The man was sitting on the bed in nothing but his boxer shorts, his black socks, and his gold wristwatch. He smiled, his cheeks turning red. “I’ve never done this before,” he said, “I mean, with a girl like you.” I could feel her lips curving up into a sly smile.

“Just relax. It will be fun,” she said, and then she looked up at a very strange painting on the wall, of two horses running in what looked like a field of blue grass, or possibly shallow water. It was a lousy painting, the proportions of the horses were very strange. She looked away from it after just a few seconds.

She walked up right between his legs and she placed her hands gently down on his shoulders. He looked up at her, his face becoming ever redder. “You’re very pretty,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said back, and then she started to sink down. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of his boxers.

Oh God—she was going to pull them off! She was going to suck his cock—I was going to experience sucking a cock! I tried to scream, but I had no control whatsoever. I’d made a huge mistake. As I tried my hardest to force myself out from the escort’s head, she paused. “Is everything okay?” the man asked.

“Yeah, I just felt a weird tingle,” she said. I don’t know how I knew it, but I knew that I’d forced the tingle. Somehow, I was having a tiny, microscopic effect on her with all of my desperate efforts to escape her body. But even in all of my efforts, I was only able to conjure up a little tingle—it was hopeless. “It must be that scotch. It was so strong,” she said.

“It was too strong for me. I was surprised you were able to drink it,” the man said with a smile. I suddenly felt like an idiot. Had I been paying closer attention, I would have noticed her taking the drink from him and drinking it instead. God, how could I have taken such a major detail for granted?

She continued to pull down his boxers, slowly revealing his long, thick cock. He was well-hung, his pubic hair neatly trimmed. There was a sharp tinge of cologne, as if he sprayed a little on his crotch—which was slightly off-putting, on top of an already very off-putting scenario.

I watched as she reached forward. I tried one last time to zap myself out from her body, straining as hard as I could. It did nothing. I felt her fingers slip around his thick girth. She started to stroke him off. His cock was warm, and I could feel it throbbing. “You’re a big boy,” she said with a grin.

“You like it?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said, and then she bent forward and opened her mouth. I felt like I was stuck in a nightmare, slipping a man’s cock through my lips, letting it slide along my tongue. I would have gagged if I was capable of such a thing. I would probably have bitten and screamed and run out of the room if I could do anything—but instead I was stuck sucking the man’s cock as he grabbed my head in his hands.

“Just like that,” he said, letting out a deep sigh.

The worst part of it all was that I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t even close my eyes. I was stuck looking up into his eyes as I sucked his long, hardening cock, feeling it throbbing against my tongue. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum oozing out. Somehow, the cute little escort was able to stuff the whole thing into her throat with very little effort. I would have loved to feel that on the other side of things, being the one getting deep-throated by the beauty, but I’d fucked up my scheme and I was stuck taking it. And unless the drug wore off soon, I would be taking a whole lot more.

She pulled her head back and smiled. “Feeling adventurous?” she asked.

His cheeks became a shade of crimson. “I don’t know,” he said with hesitation in his voice.

“You’ll be fine, baby,” she said, and then she got up onto the bed as the man slipped off and sunk down to his knees, between her legs. He reached for the little access clasp at her pussy and he unclicked it. I couldn’t believe what I saw next: a cock slipped out from her tight, little piece of lingerie. She had a cock.

He reached forward, his hand trembling, and he slipped his fingers around her flaccid member. “It’s not going to bite, baby,” she said as he slowly began to stroke it. It wasn’t nearly as big as his, but it was still impressively large considering it belonged to a woman. Or was she a woman? Her tits looked real, but they must have been implants. Her hair was real, but anyone can grow their hair long and get a lady’s haircut. Anyone can put on women’s clothing and lingerie, and anyone can do their makeup like a lady. Sure, this particular blonde had a lot of exceptionally feminine features, but lots of men, myself included, had smaller bodies and smoother features.

The man took a deep breath and then he leaned forward, parting his lips, letting her cock into his mouth. He started to suck her off. “See? Not so bad, is it?” I could feel the tip of his tongue gliding up and down the base of her shaft, getting her throbbing-hard. She massaged her fingers into his soft, brown hair, pushing his head down further, forcing him to take in more of her meaty member. “That’s a good boy,” she said.

He was getting into it, his nerves suddenly disappearing. He bobbed his head like a seasoned-pro, taking her cock into his throat. It felt great, but I didn’t want it to feel great. He had her rock-hard in no time at all. He fondled her ball sack with his hand, which made the whole sensation even better. I just wish she would have looked away—up at the ceiling, out the window—anywhere but at his chiselled, muscular body. At least then I would have been able to pretend like I was getting sucked off by a chick. But no, she insisted on watching intently, watching every second that he had her dick deep in his mouth.

“Do you want top or bottom, baby?” she asked.

“Top. I want to fuck you from behind while I jerk you off,” he said. I was surprised by the fact I was able to feel dizzy. She didn’t seem to be the least bit dizzy, but I felt strangely nauseous. I wondered if my own body, back in the stairwell, was currently about to throw up.

The escort stood up, stretched out her back, and then bent over the bed. “Just be gentle with that big dick of yours,” she said, reaching back and spreading her butt cheeks for him. I could feel her asshole parting, a cool hint of air crossing it as she presented herself to him.

He stepped up, cock in hand, pressing his throbbing tip up to her tight rectum. “Oh fuck,” he muttered under his breath. He slid his cock up and down, teasing her tight, little hole. He was too big—there was no way he was going to fit! That nauseous feeling grew stronger. There was a good chance I was throwing up now, back in the stairwell.

The man penetrated her little hole, pushing in slowly. He was so big, and he seemed even bigger now that he was inside of her body, stretching her asshole wide as he sunk in deep. It hurt a little bit, but more than anything, it just felt strange and unnatural. Worst of all was how realistic it was—because it was real. I was experiencing absolutely everything in extreme, vivid detail. I would leave this drug trip having experienced being fucked in the ass, and having experienced sucking a big cock—experiences that weren’t exactly on my bucket list.

He kept sinking in deeper, pushing the tip of his cock close to my throat, judging by the way it felt. “That feels good,” she said, but she was lying. It didn’t feel like anything but a full asshole—at least until he started to thrust in and out of her. Suddenly, there was a strange vibrating sensation tingling between her legs, making her cock begin to grow again. It felt nice, but still strange. It felt like it should have hurt, but the only pain was that of his muscular pelvis slapping against her soft tush.

After a few penetrations, that tingling sensation grew. It felt better and better and better with each plunge. Her legs started to tremble and her fingers curled into the bed sheets. “Oh God,” she moaned. The man reached around and grabbed her cock firmly, and a bit aggressively, and started to jerk her off. “Come for me, baby. I want to feel your cum all over my hand. I want to taste it.” She didn’t bother to tell him that he was squeezing too hard, that his death grip hurt. She just let him carry on. It was his money, after all.

It just kept feeling better and better. I could feel every single inch of his long, rigid cock, his thick veins rubbing against the tight walls of her anus. I could feel him beginning to bloat, getting ready to come. I didn’t want him to come yet. I wanted him to keep going, to make the moment last just a little bit longer. The pleasure was just too good to let it end.

But he couldn’t hold on. He didn’t last very long at all. He came, deep inside of her butt, filling her up with his warm load. “Oh fuck, that feels so good,” he moaned.

She still hadn’t come yet. “Do you want to finish me off?” she asked.

“Finish yourself off, on my face.” He lay back and she planted her knees on either side of his torso, placing her bum down on his chest, his own creampie oozing out onto his body. She started to beat off her dick, her ball sack dangling just below his chin. I could feel her getting close, that warm tingling growing stronger. “Ready?” she said, her voice strained.

“Do it. Come on my face. I want your cum in my mouth,” he said, and then he opened his mouth. She clenched harder and beat faster. Then, I could feel it coming, a trembling buzzing through her body. She aimed the tip of her cock down and let it unload on his face. God, it felt good—and he loved every second of it, every warm blast.

She hadn’t stopped coming when I came back to in the stairwell. I sat up quickly and looked around, looking down at my body to make sure I was really me, and I was. The drug had worn off.

I couldn’t help but wonder if the experience was real or just a dream. I thought about it as I made my way back down to the lobby. How could I know for sure?

I had an idea. I looked up the hotel’s website, and then I clicked on the ‘virtual tour’ button, to see if the rooms really looked the same as in my experience. Sure enough, on the wall of every room in the hotel was that strange picture of those horses running on that blue grass, or water, or whatever it was supposed to be. The experience must have been real. I must have truly felt what it was like to be fucked in the ass, what it was like to suck a man’s cock.


CHAPTER V

Strangely, I didn’t regret the new experience I’d had as the tranny escort. I felt like I should have regretted it, but I didn’t. Instead, I found myself fantasizing about it, remembering how incredible it felt to be stuffed by the man’s big cock. I couldn’t stop thinking about that big dick sliding along my tongue, pushing against the back of my throat.

It took a few days, but I eventually came to the realization that I wanted to do it again. I wanted to re-experience sex as a trans woman. So I called up Germaine and asked if I could buy some more Mind’s Eye. We met up later that day, and I got another pair of vials, one clear and one blue. It was expensive, costing me three hundreds bucks, and that was with his fifty-percent friends and family discount.

My body was trembling as I made my way down to that hotel bar that I knew the beautiful blonde tranny prostitute worked out of. The bartender even asked me if I was okay as I took a seat at the far end of the bar. “You look pale,” he said.

“I just didn’t get a lot of sleep last night,” I told him, and then I ordered myself something light. I had to be careful not to overdo it, having no idea when the little blonde whore might come in, if she came in at all.

There was a hockey game on the little television above the bar. I tried to use the game to steal my attention, to keep my mind off of the fact I was about to possess a transgendered prostitute and have sex with a man, and I would feel everything—his cock in my mouth and in my ass. Of course, I wouldn’t be feeling it with my own body, but with hers.

A long hour passed and she hadn’t showed up yet. My nerves were getting the better of me. I had to excuse myself for the “bathroom” a number of times. Instead of going to the washroom, I just went for a walk around the block, hoping to get my blood moving and my nerves subdued. But it didn’t do much. I ended up ordering a stiffer drink, hoping that would do the trick. It helped a little bit, but I realized quickly I was going to need more than a couple of drinks to calm my nerves.

As I ordered my third drink, I started to wonder if I needed to be careful. What if the drug interacted negatively with the liquor? Was if possible to have a ‘bad trip’, the way you can with acid or mushrooms. Was the Mind’s Eye drug technically a hallucinogenic? If the experiences were really happening and not hallucinations, you can’t really call it a hallucinogenic, can you?

I ordered a fourth drink, my nerves finally beginning to calm down. It was getting late. The hockey game was coming to an end. As I prepared to ask the bartender for my tab, she came into the hotel lobby, wearing a beautiful white dress and a fur shawl. She looked stunning, and expensive. Our eyes met and it took me a long moment before I looked away. I should have looked away immediately, but in my state of inebriation, I couldn’t react quickly enough. But it was too late, I’d gotten her attention. She was now on her way to sit next to me.

I quickly finished my drink, as an instinct. I felt it burning as it went down. I couldn’t even remember what I’d ordered: Whisky? Rum? Brandy? Something strong that burned warm.

She took the seat right next to me. “Hi,” I said.

“Hi there,” she said with a smile. “Are you here all alone?”

I realized as soon as she asked that it must have looked like I was there to pick up an escort: sitting alone at the bar where high-priced escorts worked on a regular basis. “Um, yeah, I just came down for a drink,” I said.

“Do you want some company?” she asked.

I knew what she was asking—that she wasn’t just offering her company at the bar. But I couldn’t bring myself to say no to her, no matter how hard I tried—even knowing I was wasting her time. Of course I wasn’t going to actually pay for her services, go up to her room and sleep with her—not as myself, anyway. But it would have been rude to turn her away, and I wanted her to sit with me. She smelled nice, like oak, lavender, and a hint of vanilla bourbon. And she was even more beautiful from right up close. “Sure,” I said.

We sat and chatted for a while. She asked me about my job, my home, whether I was married, that kind of stuff. I asked her a set of similar questions, and she kept responding, “My life’s not that interesting. I want to hear more about yours.” I assumed that was a regular tactic for escorts, to make their clients feel more attractive and confident. But she was a pro. She seemed genuinely interested in what I had to say.

I had another drink, buying her one as well. She liked her drinks strong, and I constantly felt like I had to keep up out of fear of looking like a wimp. But I’d lost count of how many drinks I’d had, and I could feel the liquor seeping into my brain. I should have stopped drinking. Of course, when you’re drunk, you don’t have that kind of sensibility. I ordered yet another, and my vision started to blur. Moments of time began to disappear, and I seemed to teleport from one moment to the next. In one instance, we were talking at the bar, in the next, I was standing in a bathroom stall, doing my best to balance as I peed, and then suddenly I was back at the bar, sitting next to her. “I have a cock,” I remember her saying into my ear.

“I want to suck it,” I remember replying. The liquor had completely taken over my body. I was no longer making my own decisions. It was similar to being on Mind’s Eye, except instead of being trapped inside the body of another, I was trapped inside of my own while someone else took the wheel.

I don’t remember the trek up to her hotel room, but somehow we ended up there: me sitting on the edge of her bed, slipping my pants down. I could hear the sink running in the bathroom. I looked up into the mirror, and was strangely surprised to see myself. My plan had failed—I never slipped her the clear fluid and she never went off and found a date. I was the date. Now, I was the one on the other side of the equation.


CHAPTER VI

The liquor was beginning to subside, and I suddenly felt like I was back in control of my own body. It was the clarity I needed to come to my senses and get myself out of that hotel room. It was one thing to experience sleeping with a tranny prostitute through someone else’s body, but it was a whole different thing to do it myself, with my own body—now it was real in the most real sense possible.

“I’ll be out in one minute,” she called out.

“Alright,” I said.

I stood up and looked around. My clothes were on a pile on the floor, and my shoes were next to the door. If I was quick enough, I could be gone before she was done in the bathroom. Sure, she would be disappointed, but I wouldn’t have to be around to face her disappointment, and I would save myself the money and the unwanted experience.

But I wasn’t quick enough. She stepped out from the bathroom as I bent over to slip my pants back up. “What are you doing?” she asked.

My heart stuttered. “Just taking my pants off,” I said, pretending to drop them to the floor. I don’t know why I was so keen on sparing her feelings. Maybe it was the fact that she was so beautiful, and she seemed so innocent, despite her line of work.

“Just sit down and relax,” she said. “You look so tense.”

“I—I’ve never really done this before,” I said.

“Done what?” she asked.

“I’ve never been with a… you know,” I said. The liquor may have been on its way out of my system, but I was unable to gather myself completely or form coherent sentences.

“A trans?” she said.

“No, I mean, you know…”

She laughed, knowing I was trying to say prostitute. “Don’t think about it like that. It’s not like I’m charging you or anything,” she said, as if I should have known, and maybe I should have. I’m sure at some point, during my intoxication, we’d discussed the details of the arrangement. If she wasn’t charging me, did that mean we were just going at it for fun? Was she attracted to me? “Now lay back, and let’s live out your fantasy.” She gently pushed me onto my back and then she climbed on top of me, planting her knees next to my torso. “Go ahead.”

There was a little clasp on the crotch of her lingerie. I got the sense right away that she was waiting for me to unclasp it and let her long cock out. Was she wanting me to suck it? Had I told her I would? While she waited, she cupped her breasts in her hands and fondled them firmly. The sight alone was enough to get me hard, even despite my nerves.

It all seemed to happen so fast. One moment I was drinking alone at the bar, and the next, I was on my back with a beautiful, blonde shemale straddling me, waiting for me to let her dick out so she could slip it in between my lips. I didn’t even realize my hands were trembling violently until I reached forward to do away with her crotch clasp.

The little button snapped easily, and her cock fell out quickly, long and thick, just as I remembered it. I was surprised I needed to unclip her at all, that the weight of her long, heavy member didn’t pop it open on its own.

She was throbbing and growing quickly. I hesitated before taking the cock in my hand, but as soon as I did, my nerves seemed to settle. There was something about her cock that was strangely comforting, unlike the man’s cock who stuffed her ass in my previous experience. It wasn’t a man’s cock—it was a woman’s cock. It even felt, strangely, like a woman’s cock: smooth, delicate, gentle, but somehow still big and thick. Stroking the beast was a strangely satisfying sensation, watching the foreskin pull back over her bulging tip. She was totally hairless, freshly shaved with no evidence of a shave at all, as if she didn’t grow any hair down there at all.

“Don’t you want to suck it, baby?” she said.

This time, I didn’t hesitate. I opened my lips and lined the dick up, sinking it into my warm, wet mouth. It felt nice, running my tongue down the base of the long shaft, puckering my lips around the thick girth. I loved being able to feel her throbbing in my mouth, pressing the tip of my nose into her pelvis. I didn’t want the moment to end. “You sure know how to suck it, don’t you?” she said. “Do you like it?”

“Yes,” I said, muffled by her cock, and I wasn’t lying. I loved every inch of it, sliding in deep, pressing against the back of my throat. I hated the fact that I couldn’t fit her entire length in my mouth, that my throat couldn’t fit her thick girth. I wanted all of it, and I wanted more of it.

I reached around and cupped her ass cheeks with my hands. They were soft, but perky. I gave them a firm squeeze, eliciting a cute, little moan out of my tranny goddess. I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t entirely female—it seemed completely ludicrous to think she was born a man. How was it even possible?

“Okay, that’s enough. You want to save room for desert, right?” she said with a giggle. My cheeks were hot. For some reason I felt so embarrassed, with her watching me suck her cock, but I couldn’t help myself. I wanted it so badly.

She stepped off of the bed and then she slipped her hands under my calves and pulled me down, so my ass was just hanging off the edge of the bed. She pulled my boxers down without much effort and then she ran her gentle fingers up the length of my very-erect cock. “You’re so hard,” she said. “You must really like me.”

All I could do was nod. There was a lump in my throat, preventing me from speaking. She was so beautiful, so hypnotising, and I was completely lost in lust. And even though I knew she was about to stick it in my ass, I didn’t protest. For some reason, I wanted it so badly. I wanted to feel all of her inside of me, plunging me, making me squirm and scream.

As she pressed the tip of her warm, wet cock up to my asshole, my heart stuttered. I was about to be fucked in the ass: me, not some vessel I was hiding inside of. It didn’t hurt when I was in her body, getting stuffed by the muscular man, but would it hurt when I took it? After all, I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never been stretched and plunged. I took a deep breath.

“You’re tight,” she said as she pushed her tip past my puckering hole. I did my best to relax, so I could let her slide in easily, but it was difficult. My nerves were rushing back to me, making my body tense, with my shoulders up near my ears. “Just relax, baby,” she said.

I took another deep breath, and then I felt her sliding in deep. Oh God, it felt good, feeling every ridge and vein of her cock rubbing against my tight rim, her throbbing tip pressing against that perfect sweet spot, which she knew exactly how to hit. She reached down and grabbed my throbbing erection with both of her hands, and then she giggled. “It’s like the handle on a mechanical bull,” she said, squeezing my manhood playfully.

Her cute playfulness was helping me to relax. She had me completely obsessed with her. I wouldn’t have been able to look away from her, even if I had tried—not that I wanted to try. Her breasts were perfect, her face was stunning, and her skin was vibrant, all over. She was perfect in every way, as if she’d been created in some lab by a team of the greatest scientists, or sent to earth by the gods. I wanted her to fuck me so badly—and she did, starting out slowly and elegantly, sliding her long shaft in and out of my tight hole.

Thanks to her years of experience, she knew just where to aim to make me a moaning mess. After just a few thrusts, I was squirming, feeling hot pulses of euphoria consuming my body. Once again, I felt out of control, as if I was stuck watching my experience helplessly, trapped deep in my own body. But it felt so good, and I would have changed nothing.

She managed to thrust in deeper, pressing her ball sack against my bum. She came down harder and faster with each penetration. I didn’t even realize until I looked up that she was jerking me off; the pleasure was just so consuming and overwhelming.

“Oh baby,” she said, “you’re coming.” I looked down, and she was right: cum was oozing out from my cock, falling into a pool on my belly. I just kept coming. It felt as though I was stuck in some incredible, extended orgasm, as if I started coming the moment she was inside of me and I wasn’t going to stop until she pulled out.

She took some of my cum on the tip of her finger and she licked it off. “You taste good,” she said with a grin. “Do you want to taste mine?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“I’m close.” She started fucking me with intense speed, her face becoming redder and redder as she came closer to her finale. Her breaths were long and deep. I loved the way her tits were bouncing on her chest—I couldn’t look away.

And then suddenly, she pulled out and jumped up onto the bed, straddling me the same way she’d done when I was sucking her cock. “Open your mouth, quick!” she said. As soon as my lips were parted, her cock was in my mouth, and she was coming. She trembled all over as her warm jizz filled up my mouth, spraying my tongue and the insides of my cheeks. “Oh God, that feels so good,” she said. Her cum was slightly sweet. “How does it taste?” she asked.

“So good,” I said.

As soon as she was done coming, she slipped her cock out and bent down to kiss me, tasting her own cum off of my tongue.

I could still feel the electric euphoria of my own orgasm, as the final few drops of jizz dripped out from the tip of my cock. “That was so much fun,” she said, laying down next to me.

I wouldn’t recommend the Mind’s Eye to everyone. In fact, I would urge everyone to stay away from drugs altogether, though it’s hard for me to preach, seeing as I’d experimented with just about every drug under the sun. Sure, there are some fun experiences to be had under the influence of all sorts of designer drugs, but nothing beats real feelings, real sensations like the one I had with the tranny escort.

Part of any real, memorable experience is going through with it yourself. Watching a video of a rollercoaster isn’t the same as being on a rollercoaster. Being in a rollercoaster simulation booth isn’t even the same as being on a rollercoaster, even if there are high-definition screens around you, a fan blowing air in your face, and the machine is still flipping you upside down. Real experiences transcend the senses.

But I still couldn’t help myself when Germaine told me a star NBA player had taken the vessel fluid. I went to the game and dropped in the bathroom stall, and for twenty-minutes, I was the king of the court. I got to feel what it was like to score a three-pointer in front of thousands of screaming fans in the final minute of play. It was fun, but the whole time, I knew I wasn’t actually the one who should feel accomplished.

And the more I thought about it, the more I realized the Mind’s Eye had actually affected my life in a positive way. It made me want to get out and experience things for real—it taught me there were so many new experiences out there for me to try.

But before I got cracking on the many, many experiences I wanted to tackle, there was one in particular that I wanted to live out: my original experience, picking up a date as a tranny escort. It turns out, I actually looked pretty good in a piece of skimpy lingerie.

THE END
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