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OOPSIE

Matt makes a huge mistake one night when he decides to indulge in what seems like a harmless little fantasy, sleeping with a transgender escort. It wouldn’t have been such a bad idea had he recognized her from the photos: his next-door neighbour’s eighteen-year-old son.


CHAPTER I

I just made the biggest mistake of my life. I don’t know what I’m going to do. Do I tell someone? No, no, definitely not. The last thing I should do is tell anyone. No one can know about this.

I should have trusted that churning in my gut. I knew it was my body was telling me to smarten up. Why didn’t I listen? Because I was horny, that’s why. Goddamn my horniness. Or was it curiosity? Maybe both…

It all started a week ago, after I found those hot pictures of that beautiful girl online. She had long blonde hair and a body that any model would die for. There must have been fifty pictures in that album. And in each one, she came a little bit closer to being totally nude. They were amateur photos, probably taken with an iPhone or something, but they were hot. Those photos were proof that you don’t need fancy equipment to get great photos of sexy-as-fuck women.

I scrolled through those photos slowly, mesmerized by the beauty of the girl. Halfway through the album, I was so impressed, I decided to make note of the website link that was watermarked on each photo. It was sexytraps.com—a strange name for a sexy photos website, but I didn’t think much of it. I found the album through Reddit, searching mindlessly through random photo albums, paying little attention to which communities I was exploring.

And then I got to the last photo, where the beauty was bearing it all. And my heart stopped as I looked down between her legs and saw that big, thick cock. She was a tranny. That was when the nausea started (the nausea that still hasn’t gone away). I closed that link as fast as I could, but the image of the girl stayed in my mind. Or I should say, of the man… Though I’d rather not think of her like that.

Because my God, did she look like a girl! She was hotter than any of the women at my workplace. She was hotter than anyone I’ve ever seen—maybe that’s an overstatement, but I can’t seem to think of anyone hotter off the top of my head. It was the next night when a curiosity crept into me, and I found myself looking at those pictures again. I told myself that I was just trying to look at them with a clear mind, prove to myself that I wasn’t actually attracted to a tranny, a chick with a dick, a biological man with fake breasts… But those pictures were captivating. She really was drop-dead sexy. I tried denying it, but it’s impossible lying to yourself.

And the next night, there I was again, looking at those photos, trying to find more photos of the ladyboy. And I found more photos, on her escort listing. She was an escort—is an escort. She fucks for a living. And her prices aren’t even that bad—a couple hundred bucks for an hour. I had that. And then I noticed she was in my city. The hotel she fucked at was just three blocks from my house. It wouldn’t even cost me a dime in gas!

I literally slapped myself on the cheek, hoping it would smack some sense into me. It didn’t. My mind was still stuck in a tug-o-war: don’t you dare even consider it. You’ve already done enough harm by looking at the photos. Maybe you should consider it. She’s sexy as hell and probably wild in the sack…

I lost sleep with that torment. Days of sleep. And I must have masturbated fifteen times in those few days, always with her on my mind, even if I was trying to think of someone else. Any mental image of any other woman would quickly dissolve into her. And every vagina I imagined was a big, hard cock within just a few seconds. But why? I don’t like cock. Cock repulses me. I would experiment with myself by trying to think of a man with his dick out, and I would literally shudder at the thought. Ew—no thanks. So why was it any different with that blonde? She was just a man in drag, with some silicone implants in her chest. But when that cock was out of the picture, you would have no idea. So where does one draw the line?

That escort listing became my most-visited website. I checked it every couple of hours, wondering if I could ever do it—sleep with an escort—not just an escort, but a transgendered escort. No way in hell… Maybe? In her posting, she said she could hide her cock. She said her voice was convincing. And it was convincing—I didn’t believe that part until I heard her speak.

Because I ended up calling her. I was nervous as hell, not sure whether I would actually go through with it. And then I heard that voice, and asked what she was doing that night. That was just a few hours ago. It was one hour ago that I met with her.

My heart was slamming into my ribcage while I waited at her hotel room door. I heard her walking to the door, her heeled shoes clicking on the tiled entryway. When she opened the door and looked at me, she froze, her eyes wide. I just figured she’d been expecting some pig of a man. I could only imagine that most of her clients, and every escort’s clients, were slobs of humans, overweight, unfuckable, sweaty, and gross. I took good care of myself. I was at least twenty years older than her, but I wasn’t some senior citizen or anything like that.

“Can I come in?” I asked, and she moved aside, saying nothing.

She watched me closely, looking terribly nervous. I wondered if she was this nervous with all her clients. I would have been—sleeping with strangers isn’t exactly a relaxing hobby.

She came into the room slowly, her hands clasped at her waist. She had her head tilted slight away from me as she spoke. “So you want to get right to it?” she asked.

“Sure, I guess so,” I said. “I’ve never done this before. I don’t really know what the standard protocol is.” I laughed.

“I’m new to this myself,” she said. She kept her voice down, as if she didn’t want the neighbours to hear. I didn’t blame her. I stood up, walked up to her, put my hands on her hips, and kissed her. I felt horribly uncomfortable about the whole thing: kissing a stranger, kissing an escort, kissing a biological man—but I figured I was there, I’d paid, and there was no sense in chickening out now. There was no sense in letting the scenario become more awkward. I figured I could regret it later if I was going to regret it, and that I wouldn’t let that regret ruin the moment.

And damn, do I regret it now.

We kissed for a while. She was a good kisser. Her skin was so soft, just like a real woman’s, and her lips were so full and plump. I got my hands up her shirt and cupped her breasts. They were firm, as implants are, but I squeezed away regardless. And then I slipped that shirt off and started to suck her nipples. She looked down at me and said, “That feels good.” I looked back up at her and smiled.

And that’s when I was hit by that sense of familiarity, as if I knew her from somewhere. I convinced myself it was just from looking at those pictures over the past week, but that vague familiarity lingered and burned. Did I know this person?

I looked down and noticed she was erect, her big cock pushing her skirt out. “I’m sorry, do you want me to hide it?” she asked.

I hesitated. The sight of it definitely took me out of the moment, a reminder that I was with a man. But isn’t that what I wanted? If I wanted to fuck a real, normal woman, I could have picked from a thousand different escort listings. “Maybe,” I said. She reached down and tucked her cock into her panties.

“We should get moving,” she said softly. She went to the bed, bent over, flipped up her skirt, and spread her butt cheeks. Her panties had a convenient hole for her asshole, as if they’d been designed for anal sex. They conveniently kept her cock out of my sight.

I was slow to mount her, that nauseous anxiety hitting me hard. And then I remembered that I didn’t want regret to ruin the moment. I took out my cock, put on a condom, and pressed it to her bum hole. “Ready?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said in that soft voice that was so much softer than it was on the phone.

I pushed it into her. She let out a sharp yelp, her fingers clutching the bed sheets. And then I started to pump her ass. From behind, it just looked like I was fucking a girl in the tush. But I knew there was a hidden surprised between her legs. I always knew it was there. And I had the strangest urge to reach down and fish it out from her lingerie, to play with it, to stroke it, to make it hard and make it come. But I resisted that urge as soon as that familiarity hit me again, but this time it wasn’t so vague.

The beautiful blonde escort was my neighbour. Not just my neighbour—but she was my neighbour’s teenaged son. My heart stopped when the realization hit. I felt cold all over. And I tried to rack my brain to figure out how old he—I mean she—was. And thankfully, I remembered her eighteenth birthday, just a few weeks before. Her parents bought her a crappy little car as a gift—I mean they bought him a crappy little car. Damnit, I don’t know what I mean anymore. I bet they had no idea their son was getting dolled up and fucking strangers at a nearby hotel…

I had to close my eyes and push reality away to make myself come. I came as quickly as I could. It felt fucking fantastic, her tight asshole puckering on my dick while she moaned and clutched those bed sheets. But the guilt and anxiety quickly made that euphoria vanish. And I got out of there as soon as humanly possible. As soon as I got home, I closed my blinds, turned off my lights, and I sat in my dark living room, heart pounding. I haven’t moved since.

And I have no idea what the fuck I’m going to do.


CHAPTER II

You’re probably thinking I’m some weird pervert, but I swear I’m not. At least I don’t think I am—maybe I’m wrong. I certainly didn’t used to be. She was the first escort I’d ever slept with, the first escort I’d ever even considered sleeping with. And I’m not sure I even slept with her to satisfy some perverse desire. I think I just did it to see if I could, to see if I had it in me to do something unpredictable, to surprise myself. I don’t know if that makes any sense. It probably doesn’t, but it rings true in my mind.

It started out as a simple question: could I really do it? There was nothing physical stopping me, especially after I saw her rates. I didn’t know escorts were so cheap (I really had never considered sleeping with one before). I looked at other ads, and the others were even cheaper. Had I known they were so cheap, who knows—maybe she wouldn’t have been my first…

What am I saying? Maybe I really am a pervert. I must be.

But it was that simple question that lingered in my mind. Like in Dostoyevsky’s Crime and Punishment, when Raskolnikov begins to wonder if he really is capable of committing murder. He only does it to satisfy that curiosity. Because if he didn’t do it, that curiosity would linger and burn for the rest of his life. Because by not doing it, he would never really know if he could or not. The only concrete answer is in action. So I guess I’m a lot like Raskolnikov. Doesn’t he also hook up with a prostitute in that book? I read it in college, I can’t remember…

At least I was fairly certain I couldn’t murder anyone, and I wasn’t feeling too curious on that front. Now I know I can sleep with an escort. I know I can sleep with a transgender escort. And maybe I wouldn’t be regretting it had that escort not been my neighbour’s eighteen-year-old son.

I get into bed and I try to sleep, but sleep isn’t interested in me the way I’m interested in her. She’s only interested in taunting me, making my eyes heavy and my body drained of energy. But she doesn’t take me away the way I want her to. I can’t blame her though. I can only blame myself, for not looking at those pictures closer. I spent a whole week staring at them—how did I not notice? Now, I could see him in that face. The eyes were unmistakable. But in my defence, who considers the possibility that the hot naked model is actually their neighbour’s teenaged son? Maybe I should have considered it once I saw that she was in my area, working at a hotel just down the street. I should have at least considered the possibility that it was someone I knew.

As I lay in bed, I consider another possibility: that I’m mistaken. I just slept with a transgender escort for the first time—I’m under a lot of stress. Maybe I’m just being crazy, making connections where there aren’t any. Maybe she just looks a lot like my neighbour’s son. Maybe she’s the cousin or something, I don’t know. Though I’m not sure that makes things much better. At least if that’s true, I can open my blinds again, and I won’t have to run from my front door to my car any time I need to go anywhere, hiding my face from that house.

There’s only one way to know for sure, if that transgender honey is actually my still-in-high-school neighbour: by watching him. My home office window looks right into his bedroom window. If I walk by him on the street and he acts strangely, maybe that would be enough to convince me.

As this thought occurs to me, I hear the spinning of bicycle tires. I look at the clock. It’s almost 4 AM. I peek out the window and there he is, parking his bike against the side of his house, wearing a backpack. Is that lingerie in that backpack?

And what about those tits? They were real—at least, they were real implants. They weren’t just a stuffed bra. I squeezed them. I could see the plump cleavage, unless it was just extraordinarily, Hollywood-level impressive makeup—but that was unlikely. Now, he is wearing a baggy sweater. Come to think of it, he’s always wearing baggy sweaters, the way a pregnant girl might in an attempt to hide her baby bump. But he’s hiding two bumps, not just one—maybe, I should say. He’s maybe hiding two bumps.

I make sure to stand very still while I watch him. He doesn’t use the door. He climbs through his open bedroom window with precision, as if he’s done it hundreds of times before. His light turns on, and then he goes to close his blinds. But he leaves them open just a sliver—a sliver that is useless from my vantage point, but I instantly remember the binoculars I got for free when I signed up for that bird watching magazine trial. I run to get them, and I return to my office. After a bit of adjusting, I can see through that slit, but I can’t see much—just the occasional cross.

He’s changing. At one point he moves by the window topless, but it’s too fast to make anything out.

And then I think—why close the blinds? It’s 4 AM and every window in the neighbourhood is dark. The only window that looks into his bedroom is my office window. So is he that concerned that I might be in my office at 4 AM? He would be if he’d been out sleeping with strangers for money, myself included.

I keep watching, hoping for the slightest sign that he was (or hopefully wasn’t) the escort I’d just fucked in the ass. I didn’t get the proof I was looking for—after another quick cross, the lights go out.


CHAPTER III

Like Dostoyevsky’s Raskolnikov, I get another pounding curiosity the next morning, after watching my neighbours take off for work, their son getting on his bicycle and taking off for school. I know for a fact no one is home, I know they have no guard dog, I know that their son’s bedroom window is unlocked (it’s been left open a crack). And if he didn’t set any alarm off the night before, I can safely assume they don’t have an alarm system, at least none hooked up to that bedroom window. So I figure I’ll break in.

It’s not like I plan on stealing anything or breaking anything. I just want some answers for the sake of my sanity. Not only will it not cause anyone any harm, it will cause me a great deal of good, so morally speaking, it’s the right thing to do.

So I casually step outside, look around to make sure no one is watching. In case anyone is watching from behind closed windows, I decide to pretend to pluck some weeds from my yard. I get close to that bedroom window. With a quick move, I reach up and open it. Then I go back to plucking weeds. And once I’m close again, and sure no one is around, I quickly vault through the open window, into the boy’s bedroom.

My heart is pounding. It’s the second crime I’ve ever committed in my life—my first crime the night before, when I slept with an escort. I suppose my life is spiralling out of control by that measurement, but I feel strangely okay with it all. It takes me a minute before I remember what I’m doing in that room, before I get over the fact I just broke into a teenager’s bedroom as a grown man.

I start searching. The proof must be somewhere. I check drawers. I figure there must be some hormone pills, but I find nothing. They must be somewhere. The escort I slept with wasn’t just a man in drag. There was more going on with that trans beauty—the voice, the soft skin, the facial features. Boys don’t work like that without some chemical assistance. But I find no hormone pills, no pills at all.

I check the closet for outfits, and again, my search turns up nothing. I check under the bed, under the mattress, my heart pounding harder and harder with each passed minute. Nothing, nothing, nothing. The room belongs to a teenaged boy and that’s it. I’m not sure whether to feel relieved or if I should be feeling worse about my situation. Finding evidence would have at least made the situation decisive. Finding nothing leaves me with doubt—maybe the boy keeps his secret stashed away better than I’m giving him credit.

So I keep on looking. I pull books out from his bookshelf—maybe there is some hidden compartment. Nope. I pull clothes out from his closet. No hidden compartments filled with sexy lingerie. I look under his rug—maybe there’s a cellar door. Nothing. I’ve made the room into a mess, but I have all day to clean it up. His parents don’t usually get home until five or six, and his school isn’t out until three. It’s 9 AM now.

So I keep searching. I turn that room upside-down. And then, just as I begin to give up hope, I notice the orange gleam of a pill bottle in the corner of my vision. One of the books I pulled out from the bookshelf is open, hollowed out. And there is a little pill bottle inside of it. I look at the label. It’s a hormone blocker. Now there is very little doubt that I pumped the asshole of my neighbour’s son. I feel a combination of vindication and nausea. I really fucked up.

And then I notice the backpack in the far back of the closet. I don’t know how I didn’t notice it sooner. I go to it, open it up. It’s filled with textbooks, but I take those out, and there is his skimpy outfit: teddies, fishnets, a little makeup kit, a pair of heels, and a long, blonde wig.

There is now zero doubt. It’s official: I slept with my neighbour’s son. My neighbour’s son is a transgender escort.

I hear the front door open and close. And I hear footsteps enter into the house. My heart stops, along with every muscle in my body. I’m rendered frozen. Someone is home—but why? Did they forget something? Their wallet? What if it’s the son, home because he forgot a textbook?

I look to the window. I can make my escape in just a few seconds, but the room will stay a mess. And will they just assume it was a random break-in? Or will he know it was me, trying to find that proof? I don’t have time to think it through. I make my escape, crawling through the window. I’m in such a hurry that I bash my knee on his windowsill. It hurts like a bitch, but I have no time to bitch and moan about it. I escape onto the grass and I sprint over to my yard. I get into my house and I jump back into my bed. I don’t know why I jump into bed—maybe it’s some childhood instinct, like when you don’t want your parents to know that you’re actually awake.

It takes a good five minutes before I’m able to pull myself up to peek out from my office window. I make sure to keep the lights off as I look through the slit between my blinds. And in the boy’s bedroom is his father, looking around, calling out for his son. There is panic on his face. He yells louder and louder, and it’s the fifth or sixth call when I can hear him through the double-paned window. He pulls out his phone and makes a phone call—probably the police.

I’m right. Ten minutes later, the police are at his door. He lets them inside. I watch from my office as they enter into the boy’s bedroom. They all look around, the father included. I’m pretty sure I can read the officer’s lips when he says, “Did they steal anything?”

And I can read the father’s when he says, “I don’t know.” The father looks around, pawing through the piles of clothes I left behind, through the books. He makes note of the laptop that’s still on the desk, and the iPad that’s one the bedside table. And then he finds that bag. I left the lingerie and the wig on top of that bag. My heart stutters. I’m pretty sure I can read his lips when he says, “What the fuck is this?”

I use my binoculars to get a better look. I feel a strong sense of relief when I see the closed book—the hollowed-out book that held the boy’s hormone-blockers. No one investigates that book, so at least there’s that. The father would just think his son is a cross-dresser. He doesn’t find out that his son has been taking pills and transitioning.

The police stay to take reports. The dad makes a call, and twenty minutes later, his son is home early from school. The police take reports, the boy’s face is white. And then, once the cops are gone, the father digs into his son. I can hear the yelling. “What the fuck is this, Richard?” he yells, holding up the lacy teddy and the wig from the backpack.

I can’t hear the boy’s response, but the father’s face turns dark red. “A school play? What kind of school play? You’re telling me if I call your school, they’ll tell me there’s a play where you wear fucking lingerie?” The boy stands stiff, his eyes wide, skin paler than his white bed sheets. “If you think I’m going to pay for your college now, you’re mistaken!”

I slip away from the window. I’ve made a huge mistake—another huge mistake. Did I just ruin that kid’s life? Or did he ruin his own life? He is the one sneaking out to sleep with strangers for money. He’s the one hiding a secret life from his parents. Sure, I made his situation much worse, but… but… surely I can’t be the one to blame, right?


CHAPTER IV

Richard is grounded. His dad throws out his little outfit and his wig and his makeup kit. As far as I can tell, his dad never finds the pills, and he’s oblivious to the whole escort thing.

And as for the break-in, Richard’s father has two motion-sensitive floodlights installed—one on the back and one on the front of the house. He also has a locksmith come and put new locks on the doors and windows. I suspect the floodlights aren’t really for the potential burglars though; my guess is that they’re for Richard, to deter him from going out in the night. One could only assume, after finding that little outfit, that he was using it for something…

So Richard can’t leave the house without setting off the very bright lights. Will that stop him? I don’t know. He’s a crafty kid, he’ll probably find a way. He could get out onto that laneway without setting off the lights. Maybe he would climb over my house. He could get to my office window without setting the lights off—maybe he would sneak through my house.

My heart flutters at the thought. I don’t know why, but the thought leaves a cold tingling in my nerves.

I watch that night to see if he tried to leave. I check every twenty minutes or so, but there’s no sign that he’s gone. His bike is still there and his window is still closed. His blinds are closed, too, so I can’t be certain that he’s in his room.

It’s the same story the next few nights. I watch periodically, to see if he sneaks out. If he is sneaking out, he’s doing an awfully great job of being stealthy. I don’t notice a thing.

And I can’t help but think that it’s a shame. I find myself looking at those photos of him all dolled up—the ones that lead me down this path, that started this whole ordeal. He looks good all dressed up and pretty. Looking at those pictures again helps to lift some of the guilt and regret from my shoulders—helps me to remember that I’m not going insane. She really was a babe.

Looking at those pictures again reignites that feeling that I had when I first found those photos, when I first found out that she was available to fuck in my area—that buzzing, warm excitement. I remember that heart-pounding exhilaration I felt when I called and asked if she had any availability, and that swirling adrenaline I felt the entire time leading up to my date.

Now, the only regret I have is being responsible for putting an end to her escort career. Because now I can’t fuck her again. Now she is out of commission to everyone.

Or is she?

I find myself punching her number into my phone, hovering my thumb over that big, green ‘dial’ button. I press it, my heart skipping a beat. It rings a few times, and then she answers, in her girl voice, whispering. “Hello?” she says.

“Hey, I was wondering if you had any availability in the next few days,” I say.

There is a long pause. “I, um, am taking a break for a while. I would really love to, though. I’ve been so horny, I can’t even handle it.”

I take a deep breath. That voice brings me back to that hotel room, her bent over, my cock slipping into that beautiful butt while she moans and clutches the bed sheets. “Why can’t you meet up?” I ask.

“It’s a long story,” she says. “If I could, I would. Believe me.”

“Do you know who this is?” I ask. Now my heart is really pounding, up in my throat, nausea swirling in my gut.

“Who?”

“We met up a few nights ago. I, um, think you recognized me.”

There is a long pause, one that makes my nausea so much worse. “Yeah, I know who this is,” she says. “That was a fun night. It felt really good with you. But something… happened. And I can’t really leave the house now. It’s a long story.” She doesn’t know that I know the story too well.

“Can you come over here?” I ask. My hands are trembling. Am I really doing this? Am I really having this conversation?

“Not exactly. I don’t really have all of my… stuff. It wouldn’t be right. I have to go, I think my dad is coming.” She hangs up the phone.

I watch from my office as her bedroom lights up, her dad checking in on her.

I find myself at the mall the next morning, shortly after it opens. I feel nervous as I walk into the lingerie store. The cute little store clerk looks at me and asks if I’m shopping for my girlfriend. I smile and say yes, but I feel like she can see right through my lie. But how can she? How can she possibly assume I’m here to buy a new outfit for my eighteen-year-old neighbour, so he can get dressed up like a little slut for me.

I try to find something I think he will like—she will like. I shake my head every time ‘he’ makes an appearance. She’s a girl. She looks like a girl, sounds like a girl, and feels like a girl. So she’s a girl. I find a white lace teddy that looks like it’s maybe for brides, but it’s sexy. I take that. I find a pair of fishnet stockings, a garter belt, a two-piece black lace set, and a few more things. The bill comes out to two-hundred dollars, more than I’ve ever spent on myself at a store, but I don’t hesitate. I buy the slutty haul and get out of there quickly.

Surprisingly, buying the makeup is far more awkward. No one believes you when you say you’re buying makeup for your girlfriend. No man buys makeup for their girlfriend. So I just fill a basket with a bunch of items that are easy to grab, and I hope for the best. In the haul is a basic makeup kit, so I figure she’ll be able to make it work.

I stop at another store to buy a pair of heels. Now, the anxiety has gone away. I’ve gotten a few strange looks, but none of these people know me, and they will all forget my face within the hour. So it makes no difference. So when I make my last stop at the wig store on my way home, I have no problem asking to see a variety of options. I find one that looks just like the one she had, long and straight and blonde. It’s expensive—made from real hair—but I don’t mind. I feel like it’s the least I can do, seeing as I got her into the mess she’s in.

When I get home, I pack everything into an old FedEx box and I put that box on my doorstep. I give her a call and I leave a message. “There’s a box on my doorstep. It’s for you. Come get it when your dad isn’t around.”

I peek out at that box every hour or so. When I peek out around 9 PM, as the sun is beginning to set, the box is gone. I can only hope she grabbed it and not some mail thief.

I get a text message around midnight. “Are you awake? The stuff you bought is all great. Can’t wait to show you.” My heart throbs aggressively and I smile stupidly.

“When can I see?” I message back. My hands are already trembling. There’s already a lump in my throat.

“Tonight, around three. I know it’s late, but my dad stops checking in around two, and he doesn’t check in again until six. We will have to be quiet though.”

I’m so nervous that I’m shaking all over. It cost me about five-hundred bucks, but I’ve got another date, and I can’t wait. Except now I have a lot more to consider. Not only am I about to sleep with an escort, not only am I about to sleep with a transgender, not only am I about to sleep with my neighbour’s son—now I’m going to be doing it all just feet away from her father, who will kill us both if we’re caught. And if he doesn’t kill me, I’m still stuck living next to him. I can think of dozens of bad-ending scenarios. And only one happy ending. But that happy ending is so damn appealing, I can’t help myself—and I can’t wait.

As soon as the clock reads 3 AM, I slip out from my office window. I would use one of the doors, but I don’t want to set off the floodlights.


CHAPTER V

She opens the window for me and gives me a hand into her bedroom. Her cheeks are red and she says nothing. But she makes a big smile and she’s as cute as hell. I say nothing either, not sure how thin the walls are, not sure how quiet we need to be.

She looks around. The silence is awkward. “What do you think?” she whispers very quietly, motioning at her body. The white teddy fits perfectly, though a bit tight on her breasts, which are squished and billowing out the sides of the outfit—but that only makes it hotter. I think she knows it, too. Her makeup looks great, though it’s dark in the room. We keep the light off to avoid potential suspicion.

“You look great,” I whisper into her ear. She has to strain to hear me, I’m speaking so quietly, but I’m not about to risk anything.

“We should probably be quick,” she says. “My dad checked in about forty minutes ago. I think he’s asleep, but let’s not take any chances.”

I reach into my pocket and fish out the money. I hand it out to her and she just looks at it. “What’s that?” she asks.

“The money.”

“For what?”

“For this,” I say. It’s just her rate plus an extra fifty as a tip.

Her face flushes and she looks away. “This isn’t that,” she says.

“Oh,” I say. “I’m sorry.” I’m not sure whether I’ve offended her or not. I didn’t realize we were fucking recreationally. I didn’t realize I was anything more than a client to her. “Maybe just take it anyway and buy some new outfits or something,” I say.

She smiles and looks at the money again. “I’ll buy things you’ll like. Promise.”

“Deal,” I say. And then we kiss. I forgot how soft her lips were, how soft her skin was. I run my hands up and down her sides, and I cup her breasts. Her breasts feel different—much less stiff, more like the real thing.

“They’re starting to relax,” she says. “They’re not nearly as sore anymore.”

“They feel good,” I say. I give them a firm squeeze, making her moan ever-so-slightly. She likes it. And she loves it when I start to play with her nipples.

“You’re making me hard,” she says.

“Good.”

She’s not kidding. Her bulge is growing, pushing out the tiny strip of fabric. That little strip isn’t nearly enough to hide her shaft, like her old lingerie could. Though this time, I don’t mind. In fact, I’m strangely mesmerized by it. I want to touch it. I want to reach down and hold it. And she can tell. She takes my hand and brings it down, over that bulge. “Rub it,” she says softly, so I start to rub it, my cheeks turning dark red. I feel like I’m indulging in something I shouldn’t be indulging in, like I’m crossing a line that should never be crossed. But I can’t stop myself. I keep rubbing her big, hard cock. “Fuck, I’ve been so horny,” she says.

“Me too.”

“Are you feeling adventurous?” she asks.

“Maybe. Why?”

She puts her hands on my shoulders and pushes me down to my knees. “Suck it a bit,” she says, her cheeks rosy as she bites her bottom lip. I look at that bulge. It’s huge. I hardly touch her little lingerie strip and the cock springs out. It slaps her abdomen, it’s so hard. I can see it throbbing, even in that dark room. I’m nervous to touch it skin-on-skin. I’m terrified. Now I’m really about to cross a line that shouldn’t be crossed. But I do it anyway, and fuck does it feel good. It’s so warm, and it fits in my fist so perfectly. I love the way it feels as I pull back her foreskin. I lean forward and I lick the tip of her cock.

Her fingers slip into my hair. She pulls my head into her crotch, and I give in completely. I start to lick her whole shaft. I rub my rose into her trimmed pubes. And it isn’t long before her whole cock is in my mouth and I’m sucking like a desperate whore. I’ve got my hands on her plump butt. I squeeze. What a great fucking ass.

She starts to thrust gently into my throat. I don’t mind. Her gentle moaning is enough for me. I slip one of my fingers under her thong and I penetrate her asshole with my fingertip. She lets me. She seems to like it. I sink it deeper and deeper until I’m up to my knuckle. And with my free hand, I fondle her ball sack. Now she’s really moaning. She puts one hand to her mouth to muffle herself, to ensure her father stays asleep.

She eventually pushes my head back before she screams. “How adventurous are you feeling?” she asks.

“I don’t know. Why?” I ask. My heart is a pounding mess. I’m shaking all over.

“Bend over the bed,” she says, and I do as she says.

She gets up behind me, presses her warm, wet rod between my butt cheeks. “If you feel like you’re going to make any noise, just bite the pillow,” she says. I realize in that moment that she’s going to fuck me in the ass. I don’t know what I thought was going to happen—maybe she was going to eat out my asshole or something. I am terrified, frozen, but slightly excited. I am feeling adventurous—at least adventurous enough to let her carry on.

I feel that big throbbing tip against my anus. I feel her pushing. She readjusts a few times to find the right angle, and she keeps trying. She’s got a big dick. I wonder if it’s even going to work. And if it does, will it hurt?

As the thought crosses my mind, she breaches her first barrier. The tip of her dick slides into my butt. And she pauses and I clench the sheets hard. I want to scream, but I take her advice and bite the pillow. I can feel my asshole stretching. But still, I do nothing to stop her. I want to play it through, see where it goes, see how it feels. She sinks deeper and deeper and deeper. I bite the pillow harder. And then I feel her pelvis against my butt. She’s all inside of me—eight inches of hard cock, deep in my asshole. I’m impressed with myself.

She starts to plunge my asshole, her hands clutching my hips. It hurts at first, but each plunge is easier to take than the one before it. She lets out a long, euphoric sigh. “I won’t last long,” she says with a slight giggle.

I try to reply, but I feel like the cock is sliding up my throat, preventing me from saying anything at all. I clutch a new handful of the sheets. I feel like I need to hold something. Her dick is pressing something in my ass that just feels too good. Each penetration sends a jolt through my body, a buzzing in my cock. It feels so good. I want to scream, so I keep biting that pillow. The pain is all gone now, replaced by something else. I can’t tell what that something is, but it’s building fast.

“Shit, I’m going to come,” she says.

And I have the strangest hot sensation in my dick, like I’m about to piss everywhere. I obviously don’t want to piss everywhere, so I clench as tight as I can, but that just makes the sensation more powerful. Finally, I can’t hold back anymore. “Fuck!” I yell into the pillow. It is the most intense euphoria I’ve ever felt. I look down and see my big erection spewing come all over her bed sheets. And then I feel her climax, blasts of warm cum deep inside of my body. I tremble all over, melting into the bed. My own cock won’t stop coming. Where is all the cum coming from? How long will this orgasm last?

It all ends as she stumbles back, her cock sliding out of me, leaving me feeling empty. I feel her creampie flowing down to my anus. I try to clench to hold it back, but it all falls out of my gaping asshole. I can’t move. The lingering euphoria won’t allow me to move. She giggles at the sight of me, climbs up on the bed, and starts kissing the side of my face. “You’re so cute,” she says. I muster up the strength to turn my head and give her a kiss on those sweet, plump lips. “Tomorrow night, same time?” she asks, running her fingers through my hair.

“It’s a date,” I say.


CHAPTER VI

I nervously pace the house until 3 AM rolls around, and then I’m out that window, sneaking across the grass, nerves pounding, heart racing. She’s there to open the window for me, that adorable smile on her face, those shining eyes staring into mine. I can’t wait. I’m only sad because I know it will be short-lived, that I will have to wait another twenty-four hours to see her again once we finish up. I want to make it last as long as possible, but it’s too risky with her father’s periodic checks.

We fuck again, taking turns on top. By the end of our romp, we’re both walking funny, bums sore from rough poundings. It’s a small price to pay for the incredible euphoria and those few minutes spent together.

Once I’m dressed and as I’m making my way to the window, she stops me. “I need to tell you something,” she says, but she has a hard time saying it. She looks at the floor, unable to look me in the eye for longer than a second at a time. “I’m going away for a while. I don’t know when I’ll be back.” Her father is sending her away to a special Christian camp. He thinks she’s mentally ill and only God can help her.

I don’t know what to say. My heart throbs and hurts but I know there’s nothing that I can do. I simply say, “I’m sorry,” and I give her a kiss on the forehead. “Don’t let them change you.”

“I’ll try,” she says.

When I get back home, I go straight to my computer and I look up the camp her father is sending her to. It’s two states over, far from any major city. The program is designed to set gay youth and young adults straight, in the literal sense. I don’t feel particularly nauseous about the camp until I find the testimonials page, and read about all the former gay men who have sworn off those feelings. There are even a couple of testimonials from former trans women, now straight men. The camp supposedly has the highest success rate of similar programs, though I don’t know how they can determine such a thing. Maybe people are just lying about their feelings so they can go home. That’s what I would do.

Hopefully that’s what my little lover next door does.

Or maybe this is for the best. Maybe this is what we both need—to have the reality slammed back into us. I currently have a sexual relationship with my neighbour’s son, who dresses up like a little slut at night. How absurd is that? I’m an aging man. I should be valuing my time, using it to find a nice girl to settle down with, to have kids with, who I can bring home to meet my family. I shouldn’t be fooling around with a teenaged boy in lingerie.

I didn’t realize how soon she was going. After I wake up to the sound of her father loading her things into his truck, I watch from my window. I want to go out and try to stop it, but I know there’s nothing I can do. So I just watch. And as she hops up into the passenger seat of the truck, she looks back at me and waves. It’s a quick wave, while her father is looking the other way. My heart is somewhere in my gut, throbbing in grief.

And she’s gone. The hum of the truck fades to nothing, and when it returns the next morning, she’s not in that passenger seat. I watch from my office as her father goes into her bedroom and starts to pull everything out: the whole closet, everything in every drawer, everything from under the bed. He strips the bed, checks under the rug, like she’s an addict, and he’s trying to find her stash. All I can do is watch. And I watch him find the expensive wardrobe I bought her, the little makeup kit, the new wig.

And I watch him shake his head and throw all of it to the ground with a red face. I’m just glad she’s hours away, so he can’t hurt her. I’m not too broken up over the loss of the lingerie and the wig and the makeup. That can be replaced. In fact, it’s salvageable. I watch him throw it out, and then I retrieve it from the garbage after he leaves for work. I give it a good wash and then I stash it away for her return.

Every morning I look from my office into her barren bedroom. Every morning I expect to see her there, but weeks go by and that room remains empty. I look online to see how long the program generally lasts at that camp, but it doesn’t say. One of the testimonials says that they were there for three months, and that it was worth it in the end.

Finally, after three weeks of silence, I decide to close my office blinds, and leave them closed. I won’t open them again until I’ve fixed myself. I’m the one that needs to go to some rehab camp. I’m the one who’s sick. Closing those blinds is like pouring the booze down the drain. And the next part of my rehabilitation is finding a woman. I have a theory: that all I need is a real woman to set me straight. To feel a real woman, to squeeze her breasts, to feel her tight, warm pussy around my cock—then I’ll realize how absurd all of this neighbour’s son business has been.

I create a profile on one of those popular dating websites—one of the free ones where people are more interested in fucking than real relationships. Either way, I think it will help. I spend the night going through profiles that have been matched to me. I message about a dozen girls who seem interesting enough, and I wake up the next morning to a couple of replies. One of them wants to meet up that night for drinks. I tell her to meet me at a nearby bar at eight, and then I spend the afternoon preparing.

I want to be nervous, but I’m not nervous. That heart-pounding excitement that I always had before seeing my little neighbour isn’t there. I try to muster it up by imagining all the ways the night could go south: I say something awkward or inappropriate, she thinks I look nothing like my picture, I give a lousy kiss, or worse, a lousy fuck… But I could care less. So what if she rejects me, slaps me, pities me, or whatever else. I feel nothing for the woman.

Nevertheless, I meet up with her. She’s a pretty girl, brunette, thin, big lips, dark eyebrows. She looked younger in her profile pictures. She’s probably a year or two older than me, judging by the crow’s feet around her eyes. She hugs me upon introduction, which I find strange, seeing as we’ve never met or talked and we know absolutely nothing about one another. I feel her breasts pressing against my chest when we hug. They’re soft and big and real, but unfortunately they don’t rouse any excitement out of me. As we walk over to our table, I see her tits bouncing. She’s not wearing a bra, and why would she? Her breasts are perfect—may as well show them off.

But I can’t help but think of the firm beauties of my little neighbour girl. I push that thought away. I’ll get thoughts like those during my recovery—they should be expected.

Throughout the night, my date drones on about her work, how she’s spent the last fifteen years working her way up through a company because she wanted to prove that women can compete in the workplace. Now, she’s realized that she only has a few years left before having a baby will be too difficult, so she wants to settle down and start a family. She asks me how serious I am about having kids. She shows me pictures of her friends’ kids. They’re all pre-teens. She tells me about how much she laughed at her friends when they got pregnant in their twenties, and now she envies all of them—she doesn’t say that last part, but it’s all over her face.

She clearly doesn’t drink much. After just two drinks, she’s beginning to sway in her seat. Her hands begin to sleuth around; one ends up on my thigh, and it’s not even a minute before it’s on my crotch. She bites her bottom lip while she massages my package. It feels awkward even though it’s exactly what I was looking for. “Want to go back to my place?” she asks.

I pay the bill and we grab a cab back to her place. Once we’re in her apartment, we’re making out. She has her tongue in my mouth, her hands all over my body. I squeeze her tits for a while. They’re great, but still, I can’t stop thinking about my pretty little neighbour’s rack. I can’t stop thinking about my pretty little neighbour’s soft lips, her glowing eyes, everything about her. My internet date just seems like she’s trying too hard, like she thinks she’s being sexy, but she’s really just being pathetic, the way she keeps reaching down and massaging my dick.

She drops to her knees and fishes my cock out fast, like she can’t wait any longer. She immediately begins to suck me off, slurping wildly, trying to deep throat but failing. She keeps looking up at me with those glaring eyes, but they’re more of a turn off than anything. I have to put my hand on the back of her head to tilt her head down, so she doesn’t see me closing my eyes, so I can think about my little neighbour whore.


CHAPTER VII

I don’t end up fucking the woman. Instead, I end up pushing her back and telling her I want to take it slow. She looks devastated for a moment, then she smiles and agrees, and then she cries. “I can’t take it slow,” she says. “I might not be able to have kids in two years.”

I try not to cringe as I do up my belt. She excuses herself for the bathroom, and I sneak out. I wait until I’m a good five blocks away before I call a cab. And I ignore my buzzing phone as she leaves message after message, begging me to come back, apologizing for coming on too strong, and finally scorning me for wasting her precious time while her biological clock is drying up.

It’s just one bad date, right? We just didn’t click. That didn’t mean that I would rather have a trans escort over a real, proper female. I spend the rest of that night messaging more potential dates online. Over the next week, I go out with five different girls, some nicer than the others, some prettier than the others. Some of the dates end with sex, some with a kiss, some end when the girl is in the bathroom and I sneak out of the restaurant because the date is going so miserably.

It’s Saturday afternoon and I’m standing in the mall waiting for my date to arrive. She has a strange work schedule and can’t meet during the evenings, so we’re going to see an afternoon movie. She’s running late. The movie has already started. I already bought the tickets. I end up giving them to a couple of kids who are standing and staring at the movie poster. They run into the theatre all excited. Another fifteen minutes pass and then she shows up. “Sorry I’m late,” she says. She tells me that she was stuck in traffic, but while I was waiting I checked her Twitter, and saw that she was on another date with another guy. Oh well, I couldn’t have cared any less.

She asks if I still want to see the movie and I tell her not really. We end up walking around the mall for a bit before she bails. She claims she forgot about another engagement, and she gives me an awkward hug. As she runs off, I realize I’m standing outside of the same lingerie store where I bought my neighbour that sexy little outfit. I look in the window at all of the little outfits, and I wish I could see her wearing all of them.

And then I find myself wandering through the mall, looking at clothes I think she would look great in. “Shopping for your wife?” one store clerk asks me as I’m looking at a cute little sun dress.

“Something like that,” I say.

I buy it all. I buy dresses, skirts, shoes, cute bras and panties, lingerie, skinny jeans, leggings, short-shorts, tank tops, racer backs—all of it. I spend over a thousand dollars on adorable outfits that I think would look so cute on her. I load all of the outfits up in my car and I go home to grab the wig and the makeup. My only other stop is at the gas station, and then I take off for that camp, a five hour drive across two state lines.

It’s so clear to me, so obvious. To resist it any longer would be asinine, simply lying to myself. I want to be with her. I want her to be happy. I don’t want them to change her. And I don’t care what anyone thinks, not her parents, not my own parents—no one.

I find the camp around sundown. I drive up to the gate and I press the button and wait a good ten minutes before anyone comes. “Can we help you?” asks a man in a plaid dress shirt and a priest’s collar.

“I’m here to pick up Richard,” I say. “Richard Brown.”

“And who are you?”

“I’m his uncle. There’s a bit of a family emergency.”

“Okay, come on in. Let’s get this sorted out so we can release Richard. You said you’re his uncle? What’s your name?”

“Timothy Brown,” I say, giving a the first fake name that comes to mind.

I’m brought to a little cabin where another man is working. They ask me about the family emergency, I tell them one of Richard’s grandparents has passed, they call one of the counsellors to bring Richard in. “We just have to call Richard’s father to confirm this,” says the priest. I watch him go to the phone. He pulls out an address book and starts to look for Richard’s father.

And then I see her coming down the pathway towards the cabin. She’s dressed like a boy, her hair cut short, but she’s still the young-woman-next-door to me. Those eyes are still the same, that face is still the same, and I can’t wait to see her all dolled up again. Her eyes widen at the sight of me. I wink at her and she smiles.

While the priest is on the phone, waiting for an answer, I go out to her. “Hey, I’ve missed you,” I say.

“I’ve missed you, too,” she says.

“Let’s get you the hell out of here. Anywhere you want to go in particular?”

“I don’t care. Anywhere but here.”

“We’ll have to run. Are you ready to run?” I ask.

“Let’s do it.” I take her hand and we bolt for the gate where my car is parked. It’s a minute before they notice us leaving. They start chasing, but it’s too late—we make it to the car long before they make it to the gate. I spin the car around and rip away, her hand in mine. She looks back at the stash of shopping bags. “What’s all that?” she asks.

“It’s our new life. I picked it all out myself,” I say.

She digs into one of the bags and pulls out that cute little sundress. “Oh my God, I love it,” she says in her girly voice—probably the first time she’s used that voice in over a month. She feels the fabric, her cheeks becoming rosy. She can’t help the big smile from her face. “I think it screams Florida. What do you think?”

“Florida sounds great to me.”

It’s a long drive, but the longer the better. With her, every second is perfect, whether it’s in a car, in her bedroom, or in a hotel room. We stop at a motel somewhere in Georgia. The first thing she does is slip into the bathroom to get herself dolled up. When she comes out, she’s more beautiful than ever before, and she looks happier than ever before. She does a little spin to show off her new dress. “What do you think?” she asks.

“I think I made the right decision,” I say.

She pounces on top of me, on the motel bed, and she looks down into my eyes. “I think you made the right choice, too,” she says. We kiss. My heart pounds. I can feel her heart pounding. I squeeze those perfect tits of her, and I reach back to feel that bum that I’d missed for so long. I feel her big cock growing against my sternum. I can’t wait to play with it. I can’t wait to feel it inside of me. I can’t wait to feel the inside of her.

And who cares what anyone else thinks?

THE END
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