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Everyone has that one special friend that they should absolutely not be friends with. They were that one friend that’s a touch on the crazy side of life. Luke’s special friend was named Cass and she was always seemingly one day short of her next trainwreck. Yet she was also always a lot of fun to be around no matter what disaster she eventually led Luke into. That was because she was that one old friend in his life that could get Luke out of his personal shell and out into the real world to have little adventures.

It was too bad for him when Cass skipped town five years ago. Luke’s life sure had grown predictably safe and dull without her. The truth about Cass always was, Cass blew back into town just like she blew out, in a completely unexpected fashion. After five years of hearing nothing, Luke was excited to hear from her again. Her arrival back in town had him wondering if he was just about to escape from his complacent little world and start having real fun again.

Sure enough, their first outing back together would lead to an adventure that would change his perspective on dating life. They end up clubbing in Hollywood. Cass gets Luke to hit on an Asian girl at the bar and what happens next stays a secret between the two good old friends.

Old Friends, New Friends is a first time transgender erotic romance short story about a shy young man that discovers how fun it can be to walk over to the wild side now and then.


Chapter 1

There’s nothing quite like an old friend. Not any old friend either, but that special someone in your life that knows all your secrets because she helped make them need to be secrets. That one friend is the one person in your life that can kick you in the butt and get you out into the great wide world. Luke’s special old friend was called Cassandra. Only, no one he knew ever called her that. She was called Cassie by most people and Cass by her good friends. Luke had met her one night down by the oceanside at a bar. She was a bartender by trade or waitress or or just about anything that paid the bills. She claimed to be a writer by trade, but he’d never seen her write even a postcard. That was Los Angeles for you. Everyone there was someone else while waiting to be discovered. Anyway, that first night, Cass was a bartender, and he was just another lonely guy out for a bite and a drink between happy hour and party time.

Maybe she was just being a good bartender, but she sure could get him to talk that very first day that they met. He was at ease around her. That’s how their relationship started, he would be out for a beer during the dead hours of the day, they’d strike up a conversation, and then have a time of it. Just the two of them having a time of it at the bar until the real drinkers showed up later that night. He soon became what they called around the bar world, a regular.

It wasn’t long before they started seeing each other outside of her work hours. They’d catch dinner together or a movie whenever Cass wasn’t working. Most people would call these dates. Only that was silly. They weren’t really dates at all. That was the weird thing about it too as Cass was plenty pleasant enough to look at and he wasn’t half bad himself, but they never hit it off together sexually. Neither one of them even attempted it. The hanging out never became more to their relationship than being just old friends. She was really his only female “just friends.”

Oh, but it was more than just the two of them hanging out really. She’d call him up at odd hours of the day talking about her boyfriend problems. She could attract them; rich, poor, young, old, good looking, and absolute dogs, but they all had one thing in common. They were all troubled in some hard to explain way. They also always left her in the end. Luke always knew the minute it was over because she’d call up Luke bawling her eyes out about it. Naturally, he did his best to cheer her up. That’s the job of a good friend.

Yeah, there was no doubt about the fact that Cass was a fixer upper by trade. Not personally, sure she was a trainwreck, but fixing the wreck would spoil the fun. Even she knew that and so she never tried. No, Cass was a fixer upper in that she always was fixing Luke up with other women. Which meant that she was always finding girls for him. Given how well she found mates for herself, she didn’t exactly pick winners for Luke. She sent him off on dates with untalented artists, struggling actresses, and even a witch once. None of them clicked with him. It was usually one or two dates before Luke figured out why they were so incredibly available for Cass to set them up with him. The thing about it was that these failures made Cass all the more fun to be friends with. He never knew who she’d mix him up with next. Those relationships he knew in advance would probably never work out, but it sure beat not dating anyone at all.

Really, Cass and his relationship together was silly. They were complete opposites. She partied too much. She drank too much. She slept around too much. She was always one step ahead of the people she owed money to. She moved here and there around the city on a whim. Luke on the other hand was a strait-laced guy. He was a professional accountant. That was about as dull a job as a person could have, but it paid the bills. It’s not that accountants could be fun, but their reputation wasn’t exactly glowing with fun. A girl’s face didn’t light up when you said you were an accountant. Anyway, Cass was the type that never did their taxes. How they ever had become such good friends must be one of the great mysteries of his life. And yet, she had been probably his best friend after a short while.

Their time together came to an end rather suddenly and rather Cass like in nature. All good things in life come to an end, they say. Cass skipped town one day. She called him up at midnight and announced she’d caught a Greyhound to Montana. He could have told her that Montana was not going to be much fun for her, but she’d already set her mind to it. He knew Cass if she wanted something then she went for it. She was off on an adventure, and nothing could stop her.

That was five years ago now. She’d never called him again after that midnight call. He rang her cell phone once, but the number wasn’t hers anymore. There were, of course, the occasional updates on her social media pages, but even those ebbed out eventually. Where Cass was now and what she was up to, he hadn’t a clue.

It was a shame. The truth of the matter was that his life had grown dull again without her. Luke was twenty-nine now. That wasn’t too old or old at all. Thirty was just around the corner and that sort of worried him. But thirty was the new twenty, right? He was still a young man at heart, right? Only he didn’t feel either statement was true. There was the plain fact he had to face that he’d settled. He’d bought a condo, joined an Elks lodge, and stopped really trolling the Internet or any other place for dates. Yeah, without zany Cass he sort of felt like he had grown into a stale old man these last five years. At least, it felt that way deep in his empty heart. He could sure use some fun again. Well, the problem with settling down and buying a place was that you settled. He was going on thirty and he’d settle for no more coming his future way than what his life was now. There was no escaping that fact and so he’d just accepted it.


Chapter 2

Luke was heading down to his garage to fetch his bike. He felt the urge to ride. It was June and the beach weather was ideal for a bike ride. The morning fog kept temperatures down and the sun exposure today was at a minimum. He could easily bike six to ten miles up the coast and back before lunch. He was burning off the winter’s fat before the high months of summer. Plus, he loved a silent bike ride to gather his thoughts.

He opened the garage door when his cell phone went off. He hated to have a distraction right about now. He was so primed to go biking. He pulled his phone out from the small pouch in his biking jersey. He didn’t recognize the number. It was probably a telemarketer. Still, something inside him wanted to make sure. He took a chance and answered the call.

“Hello,” he said.

“Who’s this?”

“This is Luke speaking.”

“Hey sexy, it’s me.”

Me, me who? The voice did sound familiar. It was a woman’s voice and as established he wasn’t dating anyone now. The only woman in his life was mom and it wasn’t his mother. He’d not dated a woman in, what, five years now. Not since Cass left town. She was so good at getting him dates and he was awful at doing it himself. Even if the dates she set him up with were usually a disaster, they’d been fun. His mind was pointlessly racing through the past. Then his mind focused back on his call, and in a flash, he knew why it had been racing. It couldn’t be her, not Cass after all these years? Yet it sure sounded like her now. Yeah, it was her! That voice could only be hers.

“Is this Cass?” He asked. Well, of course it was. Cass was calling him after all these years. It was a shock, but sort of exciting at the same time. One thing he knew about Cass was that she was probably in a crazy situation that needed his help to fix. After all, why else would she call him now after all these years?

“You know it is,” she replied.

“Jeepers, it must be …”

“Don’t remind me of the passing of time. I don’t want to ever think about how much younger I was since I’ve last seen someone,” she said.

He laughed. “I think you’re safe since I’m not seeing you now.”

“That’s a lie. You are seeing me.”

He looked at his phone screen. Nope, the video chat wasn’t available. He slapped himself on the forehead. He was being too tech savvy. He understood now what Cass was driving at.

“When am I seeing you?” He asked.

“I just crossed the border about an hour ago. That means I should hit the beach area in a few minutes.”

That was the same ole Cass, she was terrible about time. He corrected her. “You mean a few hours.”

“Really? I haven’t been anywhere with this much traffic in years, so I’ll take your word for it. Give me a few hours and I’ll pick you up and we’ll go do stuff?”

“Stuff?”

“You know, fun stuff.”

“Sure, Cass. Do you know where I live now?”

“No.” She then hung up.

He wouldn’t call her back. That’s not how things worked with Cass. He had plenty of time because he knew Cass. He knew when she said that she’d be here in a few hours that she meant she’d be around in a few days and not hours. The time element was always a fluid thing for her. To her, a few minutes could mean tonight, tomorrow, next year, maybe never. She was a vague person by nature. He hoped she did call him back eventually, though. He could use her in his life again. He was missing something in his life. It wasn’t just the crazy fun he missed with Cass being gone. It wasn’t just their friendship either. He was missing love in his life. He didn’t expect to get that from Cass, but with Cass came the promise of maybe getting back into the swing of dating again. Yeah, Cass would see how pathetic he’d grown in her absence and snap him back into the dating life. She’d never let him stay settled.

He laughed at the idea. He said to himself, “Come on, Luke, I’m sure Cass didn’t pop back into town just to revive your dating life.”

He looked at his phone. He wanted to call Cass and tell her how lonely he’d been without her. He would never really admit that fact to any other person. But calling Cass was the last thing he’d do right now. It would just make him look desperate. He wasn’t that, was he? Anyway, Cass wouldn’t pick up even if he called. She would be busy. There was a reason Cass was back in town and until that reason was settled, she’d be busy elsewhere. And once she was done elsewhere, she’d be here with all the trouble she’d picked up elsewhere. That’s how relationships with Cass worked.

He sat on his bike and started pedaling. He set off heading for the bike path. Cass would call again soon, well, eventually. He was sure of it.


Chapter 3

It was running toward six o’clock the next Friday when Cass finally called him back. He didn’t ask what took her so long because he knew already. There was only one thing that would bring Cass back into town. She must have found a local man and somehow, he’d lured her back to the big city. She’d been back six days now. That was forever in Cass relationship terms. Naturally once her relationship soured, she was right on the phone to Luke asking to meet up.

He had a frozen pizza in the oven just beginning to heat up, but he turned off the stove and got ready to leave. Frozen pizza and a movie were no way for a single man to spend his Friday nights.

“No more lonely nights,” he told the pizza. He wondered if it believed him.

Naturally Cass wanted him to pick her up and head out for dinner. He couldn’t say no. He was dying to hear all about her adventures the past five years. Yeah, it was to be dinner and a show for sure.

Cass gave him the address. It was up in Hollywood. He gave himself about an hour to get there. That meant he had just enough time to change his outfit. There was a certain look he needed to hang out with Cass and the hang out eating pizza outfit wasn’t it. Hollywood hanging out meant ditching beach clothes for the expensive looking stuff. Luke had a small section in his closet filled with designer labels. He reserved them only for dates. He’d not worn this stuff since Cass skipped town.

He settled on skinny jeans and an overly priced T-shirt. Really, it was no different than what he normally wore, but the labels made all the difference. The same went for his underwear and sneakers. He was a little embarrassed to have spent so much coin on these clothes back in the day. Cass always said women liked money or at least men that looked like they had money to burn. He did have that in a way too. He was financially alright and that was a fact. He’d bought all this stuff under Cass’s dating guidance. It hadn’t yielded dividends for him lately. Still, Cass would expect him showing up dressed for success, so he’d not let her down. Plus, tonight they might start paying back dividends again. One never knew, did one?

He pocketed his cell phone and took off toward Hollywood. Leave it to Cass to be up there partying. No wonder that she’d not called him back in nearly a week. A week in Hollywood was enough time for Cass to have two or three boyfriends, lose a job or two, and forget to sleep for days. He chuckled to himself. Five years, and she hadn’t changed one bit. He hadn’t changed either, but he wanted to change. Did she? They were an odd, mismatched pair. Why they got along, only the fates knew.


Chapter 4

Luke arrived at Cass’s new address, which as he figured, was about to become Cass’s latest old address judging by the sight of Cass. Cass met him at the curbside with a large rolling suitcase in tow. He double parked long enough for her to toss her suitcase in the backseat. Then she climbed into the passenger seat. She looked only a touch older than when he’d last seen her. Her hair was a bit longer, clearly dyed, and her nose was different. It wasn’t better looking, just different.

“My car got towed?” she said. It was an odd way to greet a friend she hadn’t seen in five years.

Luke moved back into traffic before a cop noticed his double parking. He asked, “What happened to your car?”

“It got fucking towed, don’t you listen?”

“Yeah, I got that part of the story.”

“Fucking cops got it in for me in this town. I’m back here six days and they’re already on my case. They always had it in for me in this town. Bastards!”

Luke suppressed a smile. Cass had a bit of a persecution complex. He knew she knew it was her own damn fault her car was towed, but she’d create an excuse as to why it wasn’t anyway. It was his job in this game to pretend to be naive to the whole situation. He asked, “You didn’t perchance park it somewhere you shouldn’t have?”

“You’re not taking the cop’s side, are you?”

“No, no, no, I’m just gathering the facts.”

“Look, I’ll have you know public fountains are perfectly good parking spots. They got the name public in them just like public parking lots. I’m part of the public so what’s their beef? The public has a right to use the public spaces! We’re a free country.”

“So, you parked in a fountain?”

“Only part of the car. The whole car wouldn’t fit. At the very least they should have towed the part that was offending the law and left the rest for me to drive.”

“That sounds reasonable.”

“Of course, it does.”

He didn’t want to argue or ask which fountain she parked in or likely crashed into. He went the more practical route. “Are we heading to bail your car out of impound?” asked Luke.

“Are you paying?” she asked right back.

“Sure. I’m your friend, right?”

“No need to bail it out. The car is fucked. Let them have the junker.”

“Okay, what next then?”

“I can always count on you Luke. Speaking of which, do you still live by the beach?” she asked.

Well, that settled it. She was moving in with him. He knew just like that by the way she asked the question. He wasn’t really surprised, nor would it be the first time she had crashed at his place. Though, his place now was a lot nicer than his place back then. He replied, “Yes, but it’s a new place. No more renting for me. I bought a place a few blocks from the beach strand two years ago.”

“Good, I need a place and I hate paying rent.”

“Well, I have a spare room to use for a while.”

“Good, I had to ditch out on my expected living arrangement here. He seemed so nice, but they all seem that way at first, huh? I can take other women, pot smoking or video games, but coke is where I draw the line! And not a line of coke either,” replied Cass.

“Are you saying he was a drug dealer?”

“I don’t think he gives people deals.”

“It sounds like a good person for me to rescue you from. And it’s nice that he got you back in town.”

Cass giggled. “Oh, I suppose. I was waitressing in Vegas. He was a bit part actor. I thought, shit, why not go back to LA? Now I remember why not,” she paused. She looked at Luke and continued, “Of course, seeing you again I remember the good parts of LA too.”

“Shall we head back to my place right away or are we still going to catch dinner up here?” Luke asked.

“Just drive around here for a while. I haven’t seen Hollywood in ages. I want to see this dump of a town’s sights.”

That sounded good, but the sun was already down, and traffic levels were up so sightseeing wasn’t exactly easy at this hour. Not that Cass was looking out the window anyway. She had a mirror out from her purse and was fixing her makeup. That meant dinner or something else was planned. He’d be the last to know that he could count on.

They hit a red light. Luke asked, “You want to tell me about it?”

“What?”

“Whatever it is you want to tell me about.”

“You want me to talk about my last five years?”

“If that’s what you want to tell me. I know you well enough to know you want to tell me something, I can feel it down in my bones. I doubt it’s about some loser you barely knew.”

She shrugged. “Not much to tell. Left town to get cleaned up. I wanted to make something of myself. I had this grand noble idea that if I could just get away from it all, I could finally straighten my life and find Mr. Right.”

“And did you?”

She burst out laughing. She said, “Fuck no. I somehow got married, though. I can’t remember his name. I think we’re still married, maybe. I spent some time in New York, Portugal, and in prison …”

“Wait, prison?”

“It totally wasn’t my fault. You see, I was using some bitches teaching credentials to teach a high school class in New Orleans.”

“Which class?”

Math, I think? It doesn’t matter since all those subjects are alike, right? Unfortunately, this bitch turned out to be wanted for smuggling fake designer goods into the country from Mexico. I told the Sheriff that it was all a big misunderstanding. You know me, I’d never do anything illegal in front of high school kids. After a week in an orange jumper and blue prison panties they ended up seeing things my way. I also ended up dating that sheriff for two months. Maybe three. He had a big dick and he was not a bad kisser either now that I remember it. But enough about me. Now you, what have you been up to?”

Luke swallowed hard. He had nothing interesting to say. Compared to Cass, his life was one constant dull march through time. He shrugged, “Oh, you know, the usual.”

“I do know, you’re wearing the same duds from five years ago. They’re so old that they might be in fashion again. Luke, you haven’t seen a single woman in the last five years, have you?”

“I …”

“Haven’t.”

“I’ll have you know . . .”

“That we need to turn right, right here. Now!” Cass moved her foot over and hit his brakes. He barely missed slamming his head into the steering wheel. The traffic horns rained down on him. Cass added, “Turn right, please.” She gave him an impish smile.

Luke put the car in motion. He pulled into one of those parking garages that looked like a high-rise building. He stopped at the gate, pulled a ticket out of the machine, and started searching for a spot. He said, “I guess we’re eating around here.”

“Eventually,” she replied.


Chapter 5

They rode the elevator of the parking garage down to the street level. Cass was still adjusting the black skirt as they went down. She grumbled, “Just had to check to make sure I was wearing panties. I hate changing clothes in the backseat of a car. You always forget something. It wasn’t my panties so it must be something else.” She shrugged. “Eventually it will come to me.”

“You really shouldn’t talk like that in public.”

“Luke, we’re alone in an elevator. Dear, you haven’t become even more prudish since I left town.”

“No, it’s just that I take it by the lack of length in your skirt that we’re going someplace upscale and racy, and I just don’t want to give off the wrong idea about us,” replied Luke.

“Hey, I’m all class when I need to be.”

In a way it hurt that as sexy as Cass was, she had no sexual interest in him. They were just friends, he didn’t want more than that, right? The doors opened on the elevator, and she strutted out. He watched her walk. If there was a hint of lust in his eyes, he didn’t feel it. Cass just wasn’t the one. She turned, “Aren’t you coming?” She then tugged him by the arm out into the street. The sexual ideas faded from his mind. She’s just Cass, dude, he thought.

They were in West Hollywood. It wasn’t a place Luke went to that often. Cass seemed to know her way around, though. She’d lived practically everywhere in this town, so it wasn’t a surprise.

They hit the pavement but didn’t travel far. Cass stopped in front of a club. It was early yet so no line out front. “I loved this place back in the old days. This was one of the best gay bars in Hollywood. Let’s go in,” said Cass.

“You want to enter a gay bar?”

“They’re great for the ladies.”

“I don’t think you know what a gay bar is then, if you think that.”

“This place is the only place in town a girl like me can have a drink without getting hit on. I just got over a bad relationship … well, relationships really, and so I have no need for men right now. That’s why I'm hanging out with you.”

“Thanks, I think. Do they at least serve dinner?”

“Just pony up the twenty dollars for the cover. I don’t feel like blowing the bouncer like I used to in the old days. Twenty a piece that is, because I’m short on cash, and then let’s get in there.”

Luke dug into his pocket for his wallet. The man at the door gave Luke a funny look as Luke handed him the cash which made Luke feel slightly uncomfortable. Luke wanted to tell him he wasn’t gay, but figured it wasn’t worth the bother.

As they entered the guy at the door said, “Hey Cass, long time no see.”

Cass shrugged and went in. Luke said, “Do you know him?”

“I’d only recognize him looking up from my knees. Let’s get a table.”

Luke managed to find a table in the back. Most of the lighting was near the bar so the lighting by the tables was nice and dark. The lighting was such that no one would see him unless they were up close. That suited him just fine. The last thing Luke wanted was to be recognized while inside a gay bar. Not that he had anything against homosexuality. It was just that he just had a hard-enough time dating already without people thinking he was gay.

A waif young fellow came up to the table. He gave Luke a wink and then asked, “Can I help you two guys?”

Luke shrank back. Were the dudes that forward in this place? “No thanks,” replied Luke.

The waif fellow started to leave when Cass jumped in. “Not so fast. I’ll have a martini and I’m not a guy.”

“I don’t judge,” replied the waif fellow and he was off to fill the order.

Luke felt a little silly to have thought the guy was coming on to him. Of course, he was the waiter. The only thing worse than making a fool of himself in a gay bar was Cass ordering mixed drinks. Those things cost a small fortune inside a club like this.

“You should have ordered a drink too,” said Cass.

“I thought he was …”

“I know what you thought. Trust me, it was a riot.”

“I’m not laughing.”

Cass clutched his arm. She said, “Hold on to that thought. She’s perfect.”

“She? She who? And perfect for what?”

“The girl at the bar, she’s just your type. Go on, buy her a drink.”

“Cass, we’re at a gay bar in West Hollywood, there are no she’s here that want me to buy them a drink.”

“Damn, she looks thirsty in more ways than one, go on and do it! Buy her a drink. This is an order!”

Luke reluctantly turned to examine the bar. He saw that young waif fellow waiting for the bartender to pour Cass’s drink. Other than that, the bar was dead. It was hours until party time, so it was natural for the place to be empty. Then he caught sight of her. She just hopped up on a stool. Jeepers, how’d he miss seeing her before? She was dressed in lavender short-shorts.  She had on thigh-high pink fishnet stockings with lavender garters that went under those shorts. On top she had a stretch white with pink trim T-shirt that only went down to just above her belly button. She had a belly button piercing. No doubt to conceal where she had her new and improved breasts put in. She had no bra on, yet those two beauties hung in the air loud and proud. She was clearly Asian judging by her long black silky hair and need for platform high heels. He couldn’t be sure, though, because she wore sunglasses even in the dark club.

Cass nudged his arm. He realized he had spent an awkwardly long time checking out her goods. Cass knew she was his type of thing. He replied, “She doesn’t look like my type.”

“She’s everybody’s type,” replied Cass.

A female friend showed up next to the Asian bombshell. She was pretty and dressed to make sure you noticed it. That took a little of the pressure off Luke. He couldn’t be expected to hit on a girl out on the town with a friend. Luke said, “Hey look, her friend showed up. They’re probably, you know, lesbians, I think I’ll pass on offering her a drink.”

“It’s not that kind of a gay bar. They’re in here for the same reason as me, to get away from thirsty men.  We’re not going to let their plan work. You’re as thirsty as they come, go get her,” replied Cass.

“You’ve been out of town for five years. Things can change. Maybe it’s a lesbian bar now.”

The waif fellow returned to the table with Cass’s drink. He hovered at the table giving Luke an uncomfortable eye. Finally, he asked, “Are you drinking as well, Sir?”

Cass replied for Luke, “He’s going to order at the bar; one for him and one for that cute Asian woman.”

“Cute Asian ... woman?” repeated the waiter slowly. Cass pointed the girl at the bar out to him as if pointing at a hot chick wasn’t the worst form of being totally obvious. Luke sank back in his seat. “Ah yes, her.”

Cass tossed Luke’s wallet on the table. Cass fished out fifty bucks. She offered it to the waiter. “Could you make the friend leave for a minute so my buddy here can make his move?” asked Cass.

“Naturally,” replied the waiter, snatching up the cash.

“Cass!” exclaimed Luke.

“Cass, nothing, look he’s already got her away from her friend. Look at that lonely sexy Asian girl, Luke. She’s practically begging for a man like you. I know you like that type. Go for it. What’s the worst that can happen?"

“She could steal my wallet,” replied Luke, retrieving his wallet before more money left it.

“In a gay bar? Not a chance. Gays are the most honest people on Earth from my experience.”

“You have a lot of gay experiences?”

“Not really.”

“I see.”

Cass used her hips to nudge him out from behind the table. Luke swallowed hard. He had been glad Cass was back in town for just this type of thing. Now that it was happening, he had cold feet. He stood up and stamped his cold feet on the ground. A hot woman like this girl at the bar, she wasn’t going to be into Luke. He’d offer her a drink, get rejected, and be back with Cass to further catch up on old times as quick as a flash. He was sure of it. His legs were shaking a touch, though. They were a lot less sure of it. It was silly. There was nothing to fear.

“Are you going to move or am I going to have to lead you to her by the hand?” asked Cass.

“I’m going, I’m going.”


Chapter 6

The lack of club house music made his feet sound as loud as thunder. He knew it wasn’t as bad as all that. He was just being too self-conscious. Luke reached the bar. Luke leaned on the bar. She had her back to him. The wafting smell of her enchanting perfume filled his lungs. Wow, she smelled so feminine. He watched her long black hair. It flowed gently side to side as she tossed her head. He loved long silky black hair. He absolutely loved it.

“Can I help you, Mac?” asked the bartender.

Well, that broke the mood in a hurry. She turned around. She looked Luke right in the face. Then she lifted her glasses. Her radiant almond eyes blinked their long, luscious lashes. They were penetrating eyes. The kind of eyes that knew he’d been fondling her hair in his mind. His heart sank deep into his chest from just looking at them. She was the one. He knew that instant she was meant for him. She was his type of thing on steroids.

Drink, order a drink, Luke, he told himself. His mind was trying to help him, but he was transfixed by her beauty. Finally, he squeaked out, “I’ll have a mimosa and the lady next to me will have a …”

“I already have a drink ordered,” she said coldly. As she spoke, her sunglasses went down.

Luke pulled at his collar. “Oh well …”

“You can pay for it, though,” she added.

He exhaled in relief. All hope wasn’t lost. He replied, “Of course, I’ll pay for it.”

“I bet you do that a lot.”

“Oh, I hardly ever go to bars.”

She cracked a smile.

“Your name?” she asked.

“I’m Luke. It’s nice to meet you …”

She didn’t fill in the blank. The bartender plunked down two drinks. He said, “Here you go, miss. One blow job for you and one for your friend when she gets back.” The bartender turned to Luke. “Nice of you to be paying for them, fella.”

She didn’t use her hands to pick up the drink. She leaned down to the bar. She inhaled the shot glass and held it firm in her clenched porcelain white teeth. She rocked her head back and in one giant gulp swallowed it whole. Then she leaned forward again and unclenched her teeth. The glass echoed as it struck the bar’s countertop. She lifted her head up and used her tongue to remove the last remaining whip cream from her lips. Then she offered Luke an impish smile. She said, “Thanks for the blow job, Luke.”

He replied, “Ah …” His mind couldn’t think of anything else to say.

The bartender interrupted, “Here’s the mimosa, fella, now head back to your seat and stop bothering my regulars.”

She turned her back to Luke. She tossed her hair in one long toss that sent her hair flying across Luke’s face. It delivered a good whipping to Luke. He liked it. He wanted to say more to her, but he could now hear the high heels of her friend as she returned to the bar. The thundering clicks spelled out defeat for him. Well, he failed. He knew that he would but somehow it bothered him now that his failure was all over and done with. It had been such a rush to try with this woman. He gave her one lingering last look. It was too bad. She was his type.

He took his drink and headed back to Cass. “How’d it go?” Cass greeted him as if she couldn’t see the whole show for herself.

Luke shrugged and sat down. “The usual. I paid for two blow jobs and someone else got them.”

She patted him on the back. “At least you tried,” she replied.

“I suppose.”

“Still her ass really does pop. I bet it would tickle-tease any man’s cock the way she sways it. And her tits are so perky that they could poke an eye out. Sure does suck to be knowing she won’t ever be licking your love pump as you pull on her silky black love mane. Such is life, my friend.”

“Were you planning on rubbing my rejection in a little or is that the best you got?” Luke replied.

“Come on, soldier, drink your drink and pay our bill because I’m starting to get hungry. I know this great little pizza place right around the corner.”

Luke took one last look at her up there at the bar. He’d do anything to land a girl like that. It just never was meant to be for him. He was going to be single forever.

Cass shouted in his ear. “Drink up! I’m hungry! Let’s split this dead joint.”

He laughed. He couldn’t help himself. Cass was always there to take his mind off his sexual failures. She hadn’t been here for a while, but she was back.

He slammed his drink down, looked at the tab quickly, winced a little on the inside at the price, and then opened his wallet to fish out a C-note. He left a hundred on the table. He was just quick enough to do that before chasing after Cass who was already heading for the exit.


Chapter 7

“I don’t think LA club drinks pricing is legal in most states,” grumbled Luke.

“Hush, babe, we’ve arrived at dining heaven.”

Luke looked at the sign above the awning. “The name of the restaurant is Space Pizza?” questioned Luke.

“It’s a retro-themed restaurant so you’re going to love it,” replied Cass.

He didn’t want that remark explained so instead he followed Cass inside. There was nothing really retro about the place. Sure, it was clearly a red and black checkered pizza joint from the 1950s, but that wasn’t a retro theme. No, that was just the owner choosing out of cheapness not to modernize the joint. Instead to cover the lack of modernization, the old decor was simply enhanced by a collection of old toys from the 1970s and 80s stuck haphazardly around on shelves. They’d been splattered with neon paint as had the ceiling and walls. The lighting inside was blacklights which made the paint glow. That must have been the space part in the name because nothing said space like day glow lighting.

“Isn't this place so something!” exclaimed Cass.

“It certainly is so something,” agreed Luke.

Cass sat down at a plastic table surrounded by plastic deck chairs. She said, “Order us a pizza.”

“What kind?”

“Hawaiian.”

“No one likes pineapple fruit on a pizza, Cass.”

“A large Hawaiian, now and be quick about it. I haven’t eaten since yesterday.”

“Right, one Hawaiian coming right up.”

Luke headed to the small counter in the back. A redhead that couldn’t be more than a day over eighteen stood behind it chewing gum and playing with her phone. Luke coughed to get her attention but that didn’t work. He reached over and rang a bell on the counter. The redhead tore herself from her phone.

She said, “Yah?”

“One Hawaiian pizza and two cokes, please,” replied Luke.

“Size?”

“Large.”

“We don’t have a large, we have inches. How many inches?”

“I don’t know. She’s pretty hungry. How big is your largest pizza?” asked Luke.

“It’s the largest number of inches, duh,” replied the redhead.

“Right, but how many does it serve?”

“I serve it. Pizza can’t serve itself, duh.”

Luke gave up asking the size. “How much is it then for the most inches you sell?”

“How much is what?”

“The largest pizza.”

“How much is it? It’s a whole pizza, we don’t sell by the slice. You dumb or something?”

“I mean how much does it cost in total?”

“In total?”

“The pizza and the two cokes, together how much will it cost for me to order them all?”

“I don’t know. Ask the computer, it knows. I just sit here.” She hit a few keys on the computer. She then said, “Card, please, we don’t take cash.”

“You don’t take cash?” he repeated.

“Nope.”

Luke fished out his card. He handed it to the redhead. She ran his card and then tossed it back at him. Then she went back to staring at her phone.

Luke headed back to Cass. He nearly reached the table when the redhead shouted, “I got drinks here! You there, your drinks. Order is up so pick it up.” She hammered down on the bell.

Luke shouted back, “Can you bring them over to our table?”

“Bring? I just work here. I ain’t your slave!” Luke shrugged. He headed back and retrieved two warm unopened cokes still in their original aluminum cans.

He asked the redhead, “Can I have some glasses and ice?”

“What for?”

“My cokes.”

“You should have brought it yourself if you wanted it. You wanted cokes and you got cokes. My work is done, buster.”

“How about a pair of straws?”

“Haven’t you heard; straws are murder!” Having announced that, she went back to her phone.

“Thanks,” replied Luke.

He carried his warm sodas back to the table. He hoped this dinner was cheaper than these club outings. Cass greeted him with, “The service in this place is amazing. I just love it here. Glad it was still open.”

“It’s got great service; I’ll give you that.”

“Shhh … sit down.” Cass grabbed him by his shirt front and dragged him into a seat.

“Hey, what gives?” asked Luke.

Cass nodded toward the front door. Luke looked over to see his little Asian delight walk through the door. The blacklights made her outfit glow. She was a knockout before, but in this place she appeared otherworldly. She was with her friend still, but Luke couldn’t care less about her friend. Luke’s heart started pounding again. The girl of his dreams went up to the redhead. They swapped spit like they were old friends. Then the Asian went over to a table and sat down with her friend.

“Go over and ask her if she wants some of our pizza,” suggested Cass.

Luke replied, “No way.”

The redhead shouted out, “I got a large Hawaiian pizza here ready to eat. Come on, who is the fruit that ordered a pizza with fruit!”

The little Asian girl looked around. Her head fell on Luke. Her friend stared right at him too. Luke wanted to shrink into his plastic form chair.

Cass asked him, “Isn’t that ours? Go get it, I’m starved.”

“It seems a little quick for our pizza to have been cooked,” he replied.

“Nah, they got them defrosted already. They just pop them in the microwave after you order,” informed Cass.

That couldn’t sound more disgusting, and more to the point, he had a frozen pizza at home that he could have eaten for a third of the price. Luke reluctantly headed back up to the counter. He felt the eyes of the whole room on him. Honestly it was only that Asian girl staring at him, but her eyes counted more than anyone else’s. She was staring at him, right? She had on those damn glasses so he couldn’t be sure.

On the counter was a pizza resting on a metal pizza serving tray; no plates or utensils with it. Luke opened his mouth to ask the redheaded girl for some and gave up. He wouldn’t waste the effort.

He carried the pizza back to Cass. The little Asian girl hadn’t ordered yet. She was just sitting there. She’d not stay long if she wasn’t eating, and he was sort of glad for that. How could he think about food with her around?

He placed the pizza down on the table. Cass scooped up a slice. “Shit, it took long enough. I’m fucking starved.”

Luke sat down. He nudged Cass. He whispered, “Is that woman staring at me?”

“Which one? Oh, you mean the one that rejected you at the bar?” replied Cass.

“Yeah, that one.”

Cass looked over at the Asian. She whispered back, “Don’t know, she has sunglasses on.”

Right, right that was true. Still Luke could have sworn her head moved as he moved around picking up the pizza. It was almost like she was checking him out. Why would she be doing that, though? She turned him down once already. He reached for a slice and stopped. He should wash his hands. In a place like this, he should definitely wash his hands.

“I’m going to the bathroom,” he said.

“Thanks for the poop news,” replied Cass.


Chapter 8

According to a fading sign half falling off the wall, the bathrooms were in the back down a long hallway. Luke went through some hanging beads on string acting as a curtain and headed down the back hallway. The hallway was covered in velvet blacklight posters that must have been totally cool when they once hung in some stoner’s bedroom circa 1977. Luke came to the end of the hallway. On the left was a door marked hers and on the right was a door marked his. Nothing abnormal about that. In the middle was a door marked neither. It must be the family room but who would bring their family into this dump?

Luke went inside the bathroom. It was a small bathroom with just one urinal and one toilet. He didn’t need either. He turned the handle on the faucet. The pipes let out a groan as they willed themselves back to life. Eventually, the water arrived. Unlike his coke, it was ice cold. Luke hit the soap dispenser. It was too much to ask that there be soap in it. He ran his hands over the spigot. That’s about the best he could do.

The door opened behind him. He forgot to lock it. Well, he was just washing his hands so there was no need. Still there was always a creepy feeling when you’re in a small bathroom and someone else walks in. He turned off the faucet. He’d let this new customer do their business in peace. He checked the paper towel dispenser. It was empty. He turned around drying his hands on his pants when he saw her. She was in here with him. The pretty Asian girl was standing right in front of him. He went beat red. Shit, he went inside the wrong bathroom. Only, no that wasn’t right. He looked at the urinal. What women’s room had a urinal?

“I … I think you got the wrong room,” he told her.

She didn’t reply with words. Instead, she walked right up to him and kissed him. She went right in on his lips. Her surprisingly strong arms reeled him in. She hugged him tight. Those breasts of hers poked him in the chest. He felt her tongue press on his lips, spreading them apart. His mouth yielded. Her tongue explored his mouth. He found his tongue dancing around hers. Then as quick as she started it, she pulled away from him. She said in a husky voice, “I think I’m in the correct bathroom.”

Then with a click, the door was locked. She approached him again and pressed her hands on his pelvic region. She pressed her tongue to her cheek.

“I think I owe you payback for a blow job.”

Luke understood what she was signaling without her adding any explanation. Luke swallowed hard and nodded his head. He wanted one from her. Oh yeah, he wanted one from her. This never happened to him. In countless bar trips he’d never scored like this. Who would’ve thought Space Pizza was a great hook-up place? Well, Cass that’s who. She unzipped his fly. Her hands dived into his jockeys. They went exploring. He was glad he wore the expensive underpants today. She had long fingernails painted neon green. Then again, maybe that was the lighting causing them to glow green. She ran those fingernails across his growing member. She teased him to life.

She went down to her knees. “My, that’s a big one,” she said.

Luke turned beat red again. She didn’t notice his awkwardness. She was too busy playing with the tip of his penis with her tongue. He should have been enjoying this more, but he was a touch disappointed in events. She was so hot, he’d wanted to be exploring her a little more with his hands before getting this far. It was too late for that now. She was running her tongue up and down his shaft. Then at last, she swallowed it. He’d never had a woman that could deep throat. Particularly a guy like him that was a touch gifted in that department. This girl might be a tiny spinner but her oral capacity was enormous. He felt her warm saliva trickle down his balls. She released him a second to catch her breath. She worked his shaft with both hands and then downed him a second time. She was looking up into his eyes with those wide open eager almond eyes. A guy could get used to those eyes looking up at him.

Unfortunately, he wasn't going to get a chance to get used to it. He was getting close now. He wanted to hold it in. Damn, he was too excited to distract his mind. Why do the good girls make you pop too soon? She must have sensed his arousal because she released him for good. She stood up. Damn, what was she doing? He was so close to experiencing ecstasy with this babe. She knew just what she was doing, though. She went to a machine on the wall. He hadn’t noticed it earlier. She turned to him and said in a husky voice, “You have any quarters?”

“I might have a few,” replied Luke. Shit, quarters who carried change around with them anymore? Come on wallet, have some fucking quarters inside you, he thought. Loose change was almost as dead as the dodo, but luckily, he found four in his wallet. He handed them over quickly.

She plunked them into the machine. She pressed a button. He’d expected a condom to pop out, but out came a small container of lube. She bit off the top. She squirted the lube on her hands. Then she rubbed it all up and down his proud member. Really, her own saliva was all the stimulation he needed. The lube was totally unnecessary. She slapped his member around until it gleamed with lubrication.

Then she tossed the lube in the sink and started to shimmy out of her short-shorts. He realized he had misunderstood the situation. It wasn’t going to be just a hand job. Her shorts fell to the floor. She stepped out of them. She had on a pair of hot pink thongs. They radiated in the blacklights. She pointed her apple bottom at him and pulled up the panties to split her ass. He nearly drooled at the site. She danced around a little teasing him. Then she bent over and down went those panties. Her bare buttock was accented by her garters clipped to a thin lavender chastity garter belt. He got a full view and he wasn’t disappointed in the least.

He wanted her and she clearly knew it. He moved up on her. She leaned forward and placed the palm of her hands against the wall to present for him like an animal at the zoo. What she was presenting wasn’t her pink surprise, though. Oh, her pink asshole was bare to the world, but where Luke had been expecting her glorious absence instead there were two hairless balls and a small hard trap shaft dangling down. He stopped in his tracks.

Shit! She was at the gay bar. She wasn’t a she! She was … she was so fucking hot. A bead of sweat dripped down his forehead. He wiped the sweat away. He needed to think. Don’t do anything rash, he thought. But he was alone with her. No one would know what happened in here and his balls were aching to be released. And that ass. In his whole life he’d never seen an ass this tight. Her almond balls weren’t all that big. You barely noticed them. Damn, are you really going to do her?

It was just like Cass said it was. Damn, that ass could tease a man’s cock to death. He’d never gone anal before, but that was his only option here. Man, he felt a craving to tap that ass. It was a strong desire. He knew he couldn’t fight it.

“Stop thinking and take me, stud,” she said.

Fuck, he had to do it. He’d never forgive himself if he did. But he’d never forgive himself if he didn’t. She was nearly perfect. What were two balls when you’re that fucking hot? Nothing. They were nothing to him now. She was his type of woman with the balls or no balls.

He pressed his dick head against her anal rim. He rubbed his lubed cock until her rim was dripping wet. He pressed it hard trying to gain full access. This wasn’t her first rodeo. Her ass yielded to his erect member. The lube helped him ease into her. Her anus was warm inside. His dick felt at home. She ground her hips now. She was driving him deeper and deeper. He pressed harder trying to yield her and make her his.

“Oh, it’s even bigger than I thought. The biggest I’ve ever had,” she flattered.

If she was flattering him or not he didn’t care. Her ass was better than any pussy he ever tapped. He hadn’t had many cis-woman, but you never forgot a moment like this. It was a warm tight love hole that gobbled his wanting cock up. He reached around her and rode her shirt up. He fondled her exposed breasts. She had firm long nipples. He played with her erect nipples as he pounded her gaped hole. She purred in delight.

“Yes, play with my nipples. Don’t do a thing below. Let me grind on you as you massage my nipples. Oh yes, that’s it.” She tossed her head and that black mane beat against his face. Her hair swayed in circles as her ass ground in circles.

Luke wanted this to last, but he was excited beyond belief. Luke let go. He pumped a hot load deep into her anus. She ground on him draining his two balls of all their juices. Then she slapped his hands and he let go of those perfect breasts.

Fuck, he thought. He came inside her and now she was pissed at him.

She came off his spent cock slowly. She exhaled. “That was fun for you. I want it to be as fun for me as it was for you. A gentleman waits to blow his load after a girl climaxes.”

“Climaxes?” he replied.

“Could you finish me off?" He stood there confused. She put her tongue in her cheek. “I do believe I owe you two blow jobs. A tit for a tat, please, I’m so close,” she begged.

He looked down at her cute erect penis. It couldn’t be more than a few inches. It was cute, inviting even. He replied, “I ... ah … I’m not … gay, you know?” He couldn’t believe he just said that. Not after pounding her ass.

“Please, it’s easy. You get on your hands and knees and suck. Nothing gay about it.”

She placed her hands on his head. He found himself letting her force him to the floor. He was at cock height now. He looked up at her big round almond eyes. They were eyes filled with certain expectations. God, it must be nice to wake up every morning and have eyes like hers staring back at you. He wouldn’t worry if it was gay or not a second time. He was too busy to worry.

He opened his mouth. She placed her cock in. He played with it with his tongue by pulling her foreskin back. It wasn’t so bad, really. It was sort of fun to know she wanted him so much. With a cis-girl you never really knew, but she was hard as a rock. He knew instantly how much she wanted him. She slapped his cheeks. “Suck it, bitch!”

He sucked on it. She purred like a kitten. Shit, this was a total turn on. He sucked harder, tasting her salty pre-cum. He let it slide further into him. This was the first woman he’d ever been with that he was sure she was turned on. That hard rock grinding in his mouth hid nothing. It wasn’t big enough to gag him. It was just a tiny trap cock. A pretty little girl-penis or big girl’s clit and he ate it up. Just as he started to feel good about blowing it, she popped. He felt it splatter in bursts inside his mouth. Now he gagged and gagged hard.

She pulled out and ran to the sink. She cupped her hands to fill them with water. “Here, drink this.” He drank from her hands. As he drank, she said, “My, sucking a girl off sure gets you excited.” He looked down. She was right. He was rock solid again. She sighed. “Pity, I don’t want more up my ass tonight. It’s a bit sore of late. You’re welcome to work it out on my leg, though.

“Your leg?”

She spread her legs apart. Her left leg went between his legs. “Sit down lover boy and grind.”

He couldn’t say no. He sat down on it. He felt her fishnet stockings press against his private parts. He grabbed on to her ass cheeks. Really, this was crazy. He’d never been this horny before. He started riding her leg. He ground up and down on it.

“That’s a good little doggy,” she praised him, as she petted his head.

Her limp member waved in front of his face. He found himself sucking on her spent dick as he rode her leg. A few minutes ago he had never sucked a cock before. Now he couldn’t get enough girl dick. It was so nice to know your lover arrived just like you did. She wasn’t getting hard a second time, though. She wouldn’t get off again. Still he could taste her seeping just a little. He liked the taste of her.

He released her cock from his mouth. “I’m going to pop again,’ he said.

She replied, “Cum on my leg like my good little dog.”

He arrived again. He dropped a steamy load on her black high heels. She stepped back from him. She said, “My, what a messy boy you are. Please, clean it up for me. I have to dance tonight at the club. I can’t do it like this.” He didn’t do it. His own taint scared him. “Go on. One load is very much like another,” she begged.

He couldn’t say no to her. Shit, he was hers now. His face approached the floor. He licked her leather shoes. Just a quick darting tongue at first. He didn’t know what to expect. He’d never eaten his own seed before. It didn’t taste any worse than hers.

“Go ahead, I like a good cleaning after being ridden hard. Clean all the sperm up,” she said.

Luke licked her shoes and then ran his tongue up that toned dancer’s leg. He ate her legs up and down. He didn’t leave a drop behind. This time he didn’t need water to chase it down. When he was done, he was proud of himself.

She turned around. She spread her ass cheeks apart. She said, “I got one more spot to clean up.”

Luke saw her lovely pink lips. He paused. Damn, he wasn’t about to eat up an ass, was he? It was such a sweet ass, though. He moved on it. He licked her anal rim around and around in little circles. She moaned. He was feeling pretty good about his skills. He sure knew what she liked. He liked it too. His cum was starting to seep out a touch. He cupped her hole with his mouth. He sucked on it forcing he’s load out. He ate that asshole clean as a dog licks his bowl. Yeah, he cleaned his girl up like a good man does. He was proud of himself.

Sensing he was done, she walked over to the sink. Did a quick splash in the right places, and then started dressing. She must be satisfied with his performance, but was he? He had that taste now. He needed more of it. He needed a lot more of it. If she walked out that door, he’d never get more of it. A woman like this, you don’t meet them every day. Luke made his move. He said to her, “I’m Luke.”

“I know.”

“What I mean to say is, I want to know your name too.”

“I know.”

She shimmied those hot short-short pants up until her ass cheeks poked out of them. She’d dressed without panties on. She held her panties still in her hand. She smiled and replied, “Open your mouth, my Luke.” Luke did as told like a good boy does. She shoved her panties inside. She closed his mouth. “Good boy.” She pulled her shirt down, checked herself in the cracked mirror one last time, and then started to leave. She unlocked the door and turned to face Luke.

She added, “Thanks for yet another blow job, Luke. My friends call me Lana. I’d ask you to go out tonight, but I can see you’re out with your old friend. Plus, I got to work. I dance at the club nine til midnight on Fridays with my friend. My number is 555-555-9878. Call me tomorrow, anytime day or night my new friend, Luke."

“I totally will!” said Luke with his mouth full.

She laughed and left. Luke stood up. He zipped up his fly. Lana, what a lovely name. He wanted to spend more time with her. He wanted to see her dance. Where did she live? Did she believe in marriage? He needed to know.

He darted for the door. He had to talk to her. He got outside and bumped into Lana’s friend leaving the ladies’ room. She gave him that certain look. That look like she knew what he just did with Lana in the bathroom. He jumped back a step. He wanted to say, I’m not really gay! He didn’t because fuck it, with a girl like Lana who cared about labels. Any man would have done what he just did. Any man. He couldn’t wait to call her and do it again.

Lana's friend gave a little laugh and then walked down the hallway. She went through the bead curtain and was gone. The ladies room door opened again. Cass walked out. She saw Luke and adjusted her skirt by shoving it down. Then Cass pulled a pair of soiled panties from her mouth. She looked knowingly at Luke. Luke nodded and then Luke took out the pair of panties from his own mouth.

Cass said, “Was yours a …”

“Was yours?” He asked back.

Cass replied, “Let’s just go eat our fruit pizza and forget this moment ever happened.”

“I don’t want to forget. I got Lana’s number. I’m calling her tomorrow.”

“Oh, I never bothered to ask mine’s number.” They stood in silence for a minute, then Cass added, “Well, you can ask tomorrow for me. Maybe we can go on a double date.” Cass put her arm around Luke. “Luke, no worries, Cass is here to make sure you land this Lana once and for all. And don’t worry about the other thing.”

“Other thing.”

“I won't tell a soul about her secret.”

That was Cass in a nutshell. She knew how to show Luke how to have a good time. And this time, maybe, he’d found the real love of his life in the process.

“Time to head home?” asked Luke.

“Shit no, we got to finish that pizza first.” 

OEBPS/image_rsrc15U.jpg
]

@ Fiénd

rﬁi-n
;?—-—'1‘ S
‘L N I8

—

s,
(.

—

p—

* T'nsg:e?»d Romance
TR . :





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




