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PROMISCUOUS

Brett walks his dog at the same park every day at the same time—because that’s when the beautiful petite blonde walks her little dog at the same park. She’s a head-turner, but after six months, Brett still hasn’t built up the courage to talk to her.

One afternoon, they finally meet. And after a little bit of chatting, she’s got a kinky little proposal for him—an especially kinky proposal, considering what she’s hiding between her legs.


CHAPTER I

I must have seen her one hundred times before I finally talked to her. She always walked her dog at the same park as me. She had a little white Pomeranian that wouldn’t wander more than ten feet away from her.

In fact, that girl was the reason I went to that park—or I should say, one of the reasons. There was a park that was closer to my house that I went to every day for two years, when I was still living with Julie. After our big break-up, I felt like I needed a change of scenery. That old park just reminded me so much of her. So one day, I loaded Whiskey up into my truck and we drove around looking for a new park. We found the new park—the park where the beautiful blonde walked her Pomeranian—about ten miles from my house.

I would walk around that big, fully fenced park for hours while I recovered from my big break-up. It was the only real reason I had to leave the house, and Whiskey appreciated it. Sometimes I would just go for long drives, hoping to find things to do—any reason to be out of the house that I shared with my ex-fiancée. I found a billiards hall and taught myself to play pool, but that got expensive quickly. I found an old arcade that took up a good few days of my time, until I got bored of the old games, and tired to wasting money on games that were probably free on my computer at home. I even did the whole sit at bars and watch sports games thing—but I hated the glares I got from the bartenders when I stopped ordering drinks but kept occupying a seat.

So the dog park became my sole refuge. It was free and I could spend as much time there as I wanted. When it started getting cold out, and the snow began to fall, it was even better. The place became desolate for the most part. You could walk around that five hundred and fifty acre park for hours and never walk the same path twice. There was a lot for Whiskey to explore while I let my mind wander.

It was one of those cold, snowy days when I first saw that blonde and her yappy little Pomeranian. She must have been the only other person at the park. She was wearing a white parka with a big fur hood and tight jeans. Those jeans made her ass look great—even from way across the park. I cautiously followed her, keeping my distance, trying not to be creepy but feeling creepy-as-hell nonetheless. I caught a glimpse of her face at one point, as she turned around to make sure her little dog was still following her. My heart jumped even though she didn’t look at me. She was gorgeous, all dolled-up for her walk at the park. I was fifty yards away from her but I could still see her blue eyes shining.

I found myself staring at her, fantasizing about her—about being with her, even though I didn’t even know her name and I’d never heard her voice. Sure, I felt a bit like a crazy person, but it was strangely relieving. It was the first time I’d had feelings for anyone that wasn’t my ex-fiancée in the better half of the decade. For the first time, I felt like I had hope—that I could potentially get over that failed relationship.

I saw her again a few days later, on another cold, desolate day. I pulled into the parking lot while she was loading up her little dog into her big truck to leave. She smiled at me before hopping into the driver seat. My heart melted a little bit. I smiled back, but it was after she’d already turned away. I felt my cheeks become warm. And I thought about that smile for the next two hours while I wandered around that big off-leash dog park. God, she was beautiful.

I made note of the time. It was eleven in the morning. The next day, I showed up at nine. I wandered around, staying close enough to the parking lot so I could spot that truck pulling in. And sure enough, it pulled in at ten. Whiskey was confused. He kept looking up at me with that tilted gaze of his, probably wondering why we were walking the same boring path over and over, not going into the wooded area, which was his favourite.

I tried to convince myself to go and talk to her, but just the thought of approaching her made my joints go stiff. My mind was set awhirl with anxiety. It was hard to pinpoint any precise thoughts. But I eventually grabbed hold of one, and it was of my ex-fiancée. Even though we’d been split up for a couple of months already, I still felt like I loved her. I still felt like I would be cheating on her if I went for another woman—even though she’d cheated on me, and even though we weren’t even together anymore.

But I had this crazy idea in my head that she would come running back to me, that she would realize her fling with that bartender she was fucking was a big mistake, and somehow our relationship would be stronger than ever. It would take another month before that peculiar and ill-founded hope would begin to vanish. And it did eventually vanish, thanks to that blonde at the dog park.

But still, I couldn’t build up the nerve to go and talk to her. I came close a few times, when we would cross paths (sometimes by chance, sometimes because I was trying to get a good look of her). But as soon as she was within twenty feet of me, a lump would form in my throat and my legs would tremble. I’d never felt that way around a woman before. But then again, it had been almost seven years since I’d last tried talking to a woman as a single man.

It was a warm spring morning when I finally decided I would talk to her. I’d come close so many times before, but now I was ready. I still had thoughts about my ex, but I knew those would never go away completely, unless I made that next big step and realized that the grass could be greener. I had to stop waiting for fate to make a move and realize that I controlled my own fate. I showed up at that park around nine-thirty, half an hour before she always arrived. I stayed close to the parking lot, performing breathing exercises, trying to get my mind straight before she showed up. There were a few other people at the park that morning, as the weather was unseasonably warm and the last patches of snow were quickly melting.

I was over-dressed, wearing jeans and a sweater. I was only there for ten minutes before I started breaking a sweat. Everyone else at the park was wearing shorts and t-shirts. I felt a little bit silly in my outfit. But I convinced myself that I was just being paranoid, trying to give myself any reason not to talk to the blonde bombshell.

She pulled up. I was ready to talk to her, ready to introduce myself, ready to ask her if she wanted to grab a coffee with me after her walk. I bit down on my tongue as her truck door opened. “I can do this,” I mumbled to myself, taking another deep breath.

But as soon as I saw her leg step out from the truck, I realized I couldn’t do it. She was way out of my league. She was too beautiful. For the first time since I’d started going to that park, she was dressed like the babe she was, in tiny jean shorts that didn’t even cover her whole tush, and a loose-fitted tank top over her braless tits. Her hair was down and uncovered. Her body was to die for. She looked like a goddamn supermodel stepping out from that big truck. She put on a pair of diva sunglasses and started her walk.

And I turned around and walked the other way. I thought I was prepared to talk to her, but I was not prepared for that. My heart was pounding. I watched as other men turned to look at her with glowing eyes. And I convinced myself that I would never have a chance with anyone that beautiful.


CHAPTER II

Even though I’d decided I would never have a chance with her, I still caught myself daydreaming about her from time to time, and I still showed up at the park at the same time, just so I could catch a glimpse of her to brighten up my day. Occasionally, I would see other guys approaching her—usually muscly, tattooed beef-heads with their Rottweilers and Pit bulls.

I would tell myself that she wouldn’t go for them, because I liked to think that she had better taste in men. But sometimes I would see her laughing with the guys, and my heart would sink into my gut. It was none of my business, but it still stung to watch. Sometimes that jealous feeling was exactly what I needed—a kick in the gut, a reminder that I was little more than a creepy stalker, scheduling my day around seeing her at the park.

And even though I’d decided I had no chance, my heart would still melt whenever our eyes met and she smiled. And for a brief moment, I would have a glimmer of hope that it was possible, that I could get a girl like that. But that feeling was always short-lived when I actually looked at her and saw that she was way out of my league. It was an early summer morning when she showed up in a tiny bikini. She went down to the end of the park where the park met the river, and she went into the water with her little dog. I got close enough that I could watch as she emerged from the water, her perfect body dripping-wet. She saw me and smiled and my instinct was to turn away and start walking.

I felt so stupid as I walked away—it was so obvious… so painfully obvious. But my anxiety just took the reins. I wanted to dig a hole and crawl into it and just hide my face for the next month until she forgot about the embarrassing moment. But instead, somehow I gathered the courage to show up at the park again the next morning.

It was near the end of the summer when I finally talked to her. It was completely by accident. I was in the little wooded area that Whiskey loved so much. I thought I was alone. I went to pick up a fresh pile of Whiskey’s poop when a female voice behind me said, “You dropped your leash back there.”

I didn’t turn around while I picked up the poop, wincing away like I always did. “Thanks. That happens from time to time. I go through so many leashes.”

“You should clip them to your belt loop,” she said.

“That’s not a bad idea. Thanks,” I said as I turned around. I froze when I realized it was her. She was standing ten feet away from me, smiling, holding Whiskey’s leash.

“Well, do you want it?” she said, giggling as she held it up.

My cheeks burned hot. “Uh, yeah, thanks, I’ll just, uh, take that from you.” As I took it from her, my hand brushed hers. “Sorry,” I said.

“For what?”

“For touching your hand,” I said, and I felt so stupid saying it.

She laughed. “That’s okay. I think I’ll survive,” she said. “I love your dog. Is he a purebred?”

“Him? Yeah, he’s purebred shepherd, although you wouldn’t think so because he’s not elegant at all. He’s kind of a big goof.”

She dropped down to one knee to pet Whiskey, who immediately dropped to the ground and rolled over so she would pet his belly. “What’s his name?” she asked.

“Whiskey,” I said. My heart was pounding. I was actually talking to her. I had to take a breath, biting my tongue, making sure I wasn’t dreaming. “What’s, uh, your dog’s name?”

“Potato,” she said. Potato crept up to Whiskey and cautiously sniffed his bum. “What’s your name?” she said to me.

“Whiskey,” I said before realizing she was asking me and not the dog, whose name she already knew. “I mean, I’m Brett.”

“Brett? I’m Ashley. Nice to meet you.” She reached out her hand.

“Nice to meet you, too,” I said. I shook her hand. It was so small and soft, almost like a child’s hand. But she was no child, though she couldn’t have been a year older than twenty. “Uh, what do you do, Ashley?” I asked. My heart was racing. I felt like I was in, and this was my chance. I didn’t want the conversation to go stagnant and have her walk away.

“What do I do? That’s kind of a loaded question—maybe for another time.” She smiled at me. “What about you? What do you do?”

“I write articles for a website. News kind of stuff.”

“News kind of stuff, huh?” she said with a little giggle. She was staring into my eyes now. Her eyes were mesmerizing. She bit her bottom lip. And my God, I was pretty sure she was coming onto me. I’d seen that look a few times before in my life—whenever Julie came home from the bar drunk and horny.

My head was spinning. I felt like I needed to up my game. I needed to make some sort of move or I would lose my window. “You’re very beautiful,” I said. And I instantly regretted saying it. It was so out of place, so uninvited.

Thankfully, she took it well. “Awe, that’s so sweet of you to say,” she said. “Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said. I bent down to pet her little dog. But her dog jumped away and growled.

“Sorry, he’s not very friendly,” she said. Her dog backed away from me, off of the path. And then, once he was over me, he decided to make a poop. “Do you have a bag I could borrow? He doesn’t usually go twice on the same walk, so I never bring more than one bag.” I gave her a bag and then I found myself staring at her as she bent over to pick up her dog’s business. She had a fantastic ass and her legs were pure perfection.

She looked back at me with a smirk. “Were you just staring at my ass?” she said.

My heart sunk into my gut with a splash. A tingle ran through my body, down to my fingertips. “Huh? No, I was just thinking and, uh, I mean…” I was completely flustered.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m flattered if you were. I spend a lot of time at the gym getting it like this,” she said. “Do you want to feel it?”

Now that tingling was intense. Was she really coming onto me, or was she just teasing me? “What?”

“Do you want to feel my butt? I do fifty squats every day, trying to get it perky and firm. Just feel it.” She turned around and bent over, making her tiny jean shorts ride up enough to expose the skin of her bum. I hesitated and then reached down and quickly felt her ass. “Give it a real feel,” she said. So I slipped my whole hand under her rump and gave it a little squeeze. My heart was pounding powerfully. “What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s good,” I said.

My face must have been so pale. She turned around and looked into my eyes. I had no idea what the hell was happening. “You’re looking at me like you want to fuck me,” she said. “I’m flattered.”

“Huh? I was just looking at you. I mean, you’re very beautiful. But I’m not like that. Really—I just think you’re super pretty.”

She bit her lip again, making my heart flutter. “Do you want to fuck? I’m really horny right now.”

“What?” I said, my head spinning. She must have been teasing me, setting me up for some sort of humiliation as revenge for staring at her for the past eight months.

“If we go into the woods, no one will see us. It’s up to you. I know you want to, and I want to—so let’s just skip all the formalities of getting coffee, and then going out for dinner, and all the texting and phone calls and all that bull-crap. Let’s just fuck. It’s not a big deal, right?”

“I guess not,” I said. I must have been dreaming. I carefully reached down and pinched my thigh. But I didn’t wake up. Was she really asking me to fuck her? Or was I really falling for some sort of trap?

“So let’s go. There’s just one catch.” She had a big smile on her face that she tried to tame by biting her bottom lip. She was so fucking hot; I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“What’s the catch?” I asked.

“I still have a dick. But I’ll hide it while you fuck me in the ass. I promise you won’t even see it.” My heart skipped a beat and I felt the colour rush from my face. I had to let those words ping around in my skull for a moment before I realized they really came out from her mouth.

“You’re a… You’re a dude?” I asked.

“I was. If that’s a deal breaker, I’ll understand. Otherwise, let’s fuck. It’ll be fun.” Her smile only got bigger, as if it was a big joke, a big prank, maybe a test, though I didn’t know which reaction would pass.

Do I call her on her bluff? Or would that be rude, if she was telling the truth. She sure as hell didn’t look like a man. There was no way I’d been fawning over a man for the better half of the last year. She had no Adam’s apple, but some guys don’t… She didn’t have broad shoulders or a harsh jawline, but again, some guys don’t. There was only one way to know for sure whether she was telling the truth, and that was to go through with it. But it’s not like I really had to go through with it once she had her cock out—if she did indeed have a cock. And if she was just bluffing, then I got to fuck one of the most beautiful women on the planet. So what did I really have to lose? “Okay, let’s do it,” I said.

She reached her hand out and I took it. She led me into the woods, far from the path. Our dogs followed.


CHAPTER III

She stopped suddenly, putting her back against a tree, and she looked me in the eyes. Her eyes were big and shining—no way they belonged to a man. I looked down at her body. Her tits were real—at least, they weren’t just pads inside of a bra. I could see her cleavage. But maybe they were implants. I couldn’t know until I felt them, and even then, I didn’t know what was possible with implants. And can’t men get real tits with enough hormone therapy, if they start early enough?

“Well, are you going to kiss me?” she asked.

I put my hands on her hips and I leaned in. My heart skipped a beat as I considered the thought that I was possibly about to kiss a man. But those lips just couldn’t belong to a man. I kissed her. Her lips were soft. She was an amazing kisser. It wasn’t long before she slipped her tongue into my mouth. I carefully slid my hands up towards her chest. I got her tits cupped and I started to squeeze. They did feel a bit stiff, but that could have just been the bra. She liked it when I squeezed her rack, moaning gently, biting my lip playfully.

I reached down and squeezed that perfect ass of hers next. If she was a man, she had the most feminine man’s body ever. But did that make it less gay? If I found out that she wasn’t lying about the cock, would I instantly regret every moment of our little romp? Would I regret every day of the last eight months, coming to the park just to see her? I pulled her shirt up and over her head and then I unclipped her bra.

Her tits were perfect. She leaned her body back while I sunk down and sucked on her nipples. Her fingers slipped into my hair and she pulled me tight into her body. “You don’t think I’m a slut, do you?” she asked.

“What? Of course not,” I said.

She laughed. “Well then you’re a fool, because I am a slut,” she said. “But I don’t think there’s anything wrong with that.” She brought me back up to continued kissing her. After another minute, she said, “Well are you going to fuck my asshole or not?”

She spun around and reached down to undo the button of her jean shorts. She tugged them down to her ankles, along with her panties, and then she stepped out of them. Her thighs were too thick so see what was on the other side of her body—a cock or a pussy. But it couldn’t be a cock. That body couldn’t possibly have a cock on it…

“Fuck me,” she said.

I dropped my jeans to the ground. My cock was fully erect and throbbing. I stepped forward, pressing it up between her butt cheeks. Her small body made my average cock look huge. Her tight hole was puckering, begging for a stuffing. But I hesitated—

If she was a woman with a pussy, why did she want me to fuck her in the ass? Did she just like anal? Or was it possible she was telling the truth and there was a cock on the other side that I couldn’t see. I peeked over her shoulder with caution, but she was covering her crotch with her hand. “What are you looking for?” she asked, her cheek pressed against mine.

I couldn’t bring myself to say it. But I couldn’t see anything. My heart was throbbing mercilessly. Could I really go through with it with the uncertainty? I’d already come this far…

I brought my throbbing tip to her puckering hole. I pressed it in, sinking in about an inch before she clenched, stopping me. “It’s so big,” she said. She took a deep breath and then I felt her anal muscles relaxing. I slowly sunk in deeper. I watched as her fingers curled against the tree bark. I tried to peek over her shoulder again, but she was still covering whatever she was carrying.

I had half my dick in when I stopped, noticing her face turning red as she strained. I thought that I was maybe hurting her, going too deep too quickly, but then she said, “Deeper. I want all of it inside of me.” So I slowly pushed in deeper. She bit down on her lip and winced slightly in pain, but I was giving her what she wanted. “Fuck that feels good,” she said once my pelvis was pressed against her bum. “Fuck me.”

So I started to thrust in and out of her. It felt good—amazing, even. But my heart never stopped pounding. There was a chance that I was fucking a man. Though I’m not sure many sane people would classify her as a man, even if she had a cock. She still looked and felt and sounded like a woman. So what was the difference really? Well, for starters, every single cell in her body had a Y chromosome…

I peeked over her shoulder again, but still with no luck. But the euphoria was starting to pulse through me, and I found myself in awe of her body. She was perfect in every way. In that moment, I could have cared less what was between her legs. As she started to moan, I thought to myself that it made no difference, that she was fucking hot regardless.

I was on the verge of orgasm when I noticed she had both of her hands pressed against the bark of that tree, which meant her crotch was uncovered. I hesitated. I considered not looking, revelling in my ignorance. But her tight butthole felt so good, and her body was so damn sexy, that I didn’t even care. Or maybe I just assumed I didn’t care because I thought it was impossible for her to be a man.

But she was a man. I peeked over her shoulder and saw her flaccid cock bouncing up and down. It was small, but it was real. I was fucking a biological man. And for the next minute, I didn’t care. I didn’t slow down, I didn’t say anything, and I didn’t even think much of it. She did warn me, after all.

But once I came inside of her tight tush, and reality started rushing back to me, I realized what I’d just done: I’d fucked a man. I’d fucked a tranny. I came, bareback, inside of a t-girl’s asshole—and I hardly knew her. I knew her name and her dog’s name, and otherwise, she was a complete stranger. I felt sick.

“Are you okay?” she asked as she tugged up her panties. When she bent over to tug up her jean shorts, I could see the wet spot forming on the butt of her panties where my creampie was oozing out. And I could see the bulge of her ball sack.

“Me? I’m fine,” I said. But I wasn’t fine. I didn’t know what to do, what to say. Do I say something? What could I say? She warned me and I went ahead with it anyway. But somehow I felt deceived. But was I feeling deceived by her or by myself? If anything, I was angry with myself for enjoying it. It felt so good—why did it have to feel so good?

“I should be getting to work,” I said.

She looked at me with a distant look. “Really?” she said.

“Yeah. I’ve got a big deadline.”

“Maybe I’ll see you here tomorrow,” she said.

“Maybe,” I said, forcing a smile. “C’mon, Whiskey.” I got out of there fast, my heart aflutter my stomach turning. Did that really just happen? Did I really just have sex with a tranny?


CHAPTER IV

I lost sleep over my anxiety. My brain was in a constant tug-o-war with itself—one moment trying to convince itself that there was nothing wrong with what I’d done, the next moment in complete meltdown mode over it. What scared me the most was the fact that I could only remember the encounter in a positive light—I could remember every euphoric second of our fuck. I could remember squeezing her soft tits, running my hands down her bare-naked sides.

But I could also remember that little cock, flopping from side for side as I penetrated her over and over. I could remember that more than anything. But that memory didn’t repulse me, didn’t make me cringe—and that’s what bothered me more than anything.

I even found myself online, at three in the morning, anonymously asking the Internet whether I was insane or not—whether the encounter made me gay or perverted. The answers were split. Some people told me I had nothing to be worked up over, and that I should be happy I got to fuck a beautiful woman. Others told me to seek therapy, to consider the fact I may be gay. But I didn’t want to be gay. It was easier to side with the positive responders—but I had to consider the others. What if they were right? What if all of this anxiety did mean that I was actually gay? I mean, I did come after seeing her cock. The sight didn’t turn me off of her.

I finally fell asleep around five in the morning. When my alarm went off at seven, I reached out and turned it off, and I went back to sleep. I planned on skipping the park that morning. I was seriously considering changing my schedule, avoiding her completely from now on. But Whiskey had other plans.

It was nine when he stuck his big nose in my face, startling me awake. I wiped the slobber off of my face and then looked at him with groggy eyes. He was holding his leash in his mouth, wagging his tail, staring at me with those big, glowing eyes. “Later,” I said, but he just wagged his tail even harder, doubling down on the pity train. “We’ll go later,” I said, but he wanted to go now. I’d made the mistake of getting him into a set schedule. “Fine!”

I pulled myself out of bed and got dressed in whatever was at the top of the pile. Whiskey was excited. I wasn’t. I thought about walking him over to the park across the street, the one I would go to with my ex, but the thought of digging up all of those old memories was even harder than the thought of confronting Ashley at the big park ten miles away. Besides, Whiskey preferred the bigger, fenced-in park, and it was big enough that avoiding her should have been easy enough. So that’s where we went.

I went in a different direction that morning, getting far from the parking lot as quickly as I could. I knew I would have to confront Ashley about our romp sooner or later if I was going to continue to use that park, but I needed time to figure out what I was going to say, how I was going to let her down easy. I was far away when I saw her big truck pulling into the parking lot. I quickly slipped into the wooded area nearby, calling Whiskey to follow me.

I decided to walk around those woods until eleven, when Ashley usually left the park. Whiskey didn’t mind. It was an area he rarely got to explore, and there were plenty of puddles for him to roll around in.

I even waited until fifteen minutes after eleven before emerging from those woods to return to my car. She was gone, thankfully, but I still wasn’t closer to knowing how to confront her about the whole thing. I had a feeling that I was just going to have to do it, I was just going to have to say, I’m sorry but I’m not interested, and I was inevitably going to look like a real asshole. But what else could I do? My other option was to forfeit the park.

I started arriving at the park early, at eight-thirty. I made a point of getting there before she arrived at ten. But it was a week later when my phone died on me shortly after I showed up (I forgot to plug it in the night before), and I didn’t have my watch, so I was stuck assuming the time. The overcast sky wasn’t helping at all, making it feel like it was still very early. I was returning to my car when her truck pulled into the lot.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. I tried to pretend not to notice as I made my way to the gate. But she got out of her car with her little dog and headed for the same gate. She had big dark sunglasses on, but I knew she noticed me when she perked up and smiled. This was it—I had no choice: I had to confront her.

“Hey there,” she said with that big smile. “Are you coming or going?”

“I was just leaving, actually,” I said, forcing a smile, wishing I would have walked a little bit faster when I decided it was time to leave.

“So you don’t want to walk with me—just for a few minutes?” she said.

I hated how beautiful she was. I wished that I could just look at her and see through her implants and her makeup and her careful fitness and her hormone therapy. I wished I could just see the biological man that she was born as, so I wouldn’t have to feel like there was something wrong with me, with the way I saw people. But I knew it wasn’t just me. I’d seen other guys checking her out. I’d seen macho-type dudes approaching her and flirting with her. It’s not like I was the only one who thought she was a babe.

“I should probably be going,” I said.

“Oh c’mon. Just walk with me,” she said, looking over her dark sunglasses at me. It was those eyes that got me. I couldn’t understand those eyes. I understood that a man could have a female body—small and thin with narrow shoulders and wide hips. I understood that a man could obtain that voice with enough practice and enough hormones, and I understood that a man could grow his hair long and style it just like a woman—but I couldn’t understand how a man could have those eyes. They were distinctly feminine, and she was hardly wearing any eye makeup. The way they glowed—how could a man have those eyes?

“I guess I could kill a few more minutes,” I said. I just couldn’t say no to her, even knowing what was hiding in those little jean shorts. My heart still throbbed at the sight of her. I still couldn’t force my eyes away from her, and I couldn’t focus on anything else when she was in my peripheral vision.

Our dogs played while we walked towards the same little wooded area where we had fucked. She walked close to me—close enough that I could smell her floral perfume. I liked that smell—it brought me back to that moment where I was holding her hips and sinking my cock into her tush. “Potato loves Whiskey,” she said, pointing at our dogs. “He doesn’t usually like other dogs.”

“Really? Whiskey loves every other dog he sees.”

“He’s cute,” she said.

“Thanks.”

“So tell me why you’ve been so weird. Didn’t you have fun the other day?” she said, looking over at me.

“Weird? What do you mean?” I said, forcing confusion. I knew I’d been weird, and I’d hoped that she hadn’t noticed. But how could I just act like everything was normal? Even if she did have a pussy between her thighs, we were still strangers who fucked randomly at the dog park. But of course, it was the cock that made things especially awkward.

“Well, you’re suddenly on a whole new schedule. You’re walking in parts of the park that you never walk in. You’re trying to avoid me. What gives?” So she’d noticed. I couldn’t help but smile at the fact she’d noticed the change in my schedule. Because if she noticed the change, that meant she’d noticed my usual schedule before, which meant she’d noticed me before. And to think that someone so out of my league had noticed me before was flattering.

“I’ve just been trying to keep it interesting for Whiskey.”

“So you’re not weird about my whole downstairs mix-up then?” she said.

“What? No. Of course not,” I said, biting my tongue, trying to be as believable as possible.

“So you want to fuck again?” she said. My heart skipped a beat, right on cue.


CHAPTER V

I couldn’t believe that I was actually going off into the woods with her, with everything I knew, after everything I’d told myself. But somehow, my brain rationalized it: I had nothing to lose. I’d already done it once before, what was one more time? I knew it felt good, and I’d managed to convince myself that I wasn’t crazy in thinking she looked like a chick. Even with her clothes off, she still looked like a chick, as long as she was covering that cock between her legs—and I knew she would be covering it. As long as I didn’t look over her shoulder again, there was nothing wrong about it—right?

A shudder ran through me. I was really rationalizing this. I was really about to fuck her again, knowing what she was, and I wasn’t hesitating.

We were deep in the wooded area of the park. Our dogs were off playing together, twenty feet away. She had her back to the tree and she was looking into my eyes. I took a step forward and she tilted her head up, ready for a kiss. But could I kiss her? Fucking her tight hole was one thing, but kissing her was a whole different thing. Fucking was a pleasure thing, kissing was a romantic thing. Although we didn’t have any sort of romance—so was it really? “What’s wrong?” she said.

“Nothing,” I said. I had to do it. If I wanted to stuff her ass, I needed to kiss her. It wouldn’t be so bad. I’d done it before. And she kissed like a girl. She had soft lips. I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and I stepped forward. We locked lips. Her hands slipped around me. My heart stuttered. It was like the last week had gone out the window—all of my deep thinking and regret was nowhere to be found. But how could I resist her when she had that face and that body? She was still the same person I’d been drooling over for the better part of the last year—despite her cock.

I reached under her loose shirt and I cupped her tits. She wasn’t wearing a bra. As I squeezed, I could feel her hard nipples against the palms of my hands. I loved the way she gently moaned as I squeezed. Those tits were perfect—I wasn’t crazy. I wasn’t just irrationally convincing myself that she looked and sounded and felt like a woman; she absolutely looked and sounded and felt like a woman—even more than my ex-fiancée, who had a pussy and a womb and ovaries and all that.

“Fuck, I’m horny today,” she said with a little giggle. She had the cutest giggle. “Fuck the foreplay. Let’s just fuck.” She spun and around and wiggled out of her little shorts, exposing that perky, perfect tush of hers. She bent over slightly and gave it a shake, making her cheeks jiggle. She laughed. “Slap it,” she said, so I did. I loved the way it jiggled for a moment after contact.

I found myself on my knees, spreading her cheeks with my hands, drawing my tongue across her butt crack, right over her puckering hole. She liked it. She gently pushed her bum back, her cheeks into my face, and my nose into her crack. I started eating out her asshole. I was being driven by a trembling lust, a foreign entity—my actions were out of my control. I knew I was eating out a biological man’s asshole, but I was still doing it anyway. And still, my cock was as hard as stone, begging to be let out from my pants, begging to be inside of that wet, tight hole.

So I stood up, got my cock out, and I pressed it up to her hole. I took a deep breath, the euphoria already beginning to swirl inside of me. And I began to push in. I noticed both of her hands on the tree. She wasn’t covering her cock. I was tempted to look over her shoulder but I resisted. I liked what I saw from behind—a beautiful, horny woman, bent over, desperate for my cock. I liked it.

I stuffed her deep and started to pump her. She loved it, moaning, pushing her bum back with each penetration. She even loved it when I spanked her ass, grabbed her tits, made her suck on my fingers. I was pumping her hard—way harder than the last time, even harder than I’d ever fucked my ex-fiancée. I felt more driven than ever. My blood was hot. I just wanted to unleash myself on her.

And I couldn’t stop myself from peeking over her shoulder. I just had to see it. She wasn’t flaccid this time. She was rock hard, though her cock was still small. She must have really liked it. She looked over and noticed me looking down at her rod. “Give me your hand,” she said, reaching back. So I gave her my hand. She brought it down to her erection, curling my fingers around her little dick. “Jerk me off,” she said.

I was touching a cock that wasn’t my own. I could feel it throbbing. I could feel her bulbous tip. I took a deep breath and then I started stroking. My brain was screaming at me to let go, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I wanted to get her off. I wanted to make her come.

Now there was no question about it—I was having gay sex. Maybe it wasn’t traditionally gay, but I was pumping an erection with my bare hand. And I was enjoying it—at least in the moment. Not only was I enjoying it, but I was watching, with my chin on her shoulder, my cheek pressed against her cheek. “You like this?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“You’re a little slut,” I said.

“You know it,” she said with a big grin. She was straining. Her face was turning red. I could feel the throbbing in her cock intensifying. She was about to burst. I clenched my grip tighter and pumped faster. I was ramming her so hard with my cock that she was hardly able to stand upright, her legs now trembling. “Oh shit,” she said, her head tilting back.

Warm jizz began to billow out from her rod like a volcanic eruption. It oozed down my fingers. As I came up, a shot blasted into the palm of my hand. And then as I came back down, I spread it down the length of her rod. She was trembling all over, moaning, her head rolling in euphoria. I wiped her cum off on her breast and then I bent her over, clutching her hips, and pumping her harder than ever. I was about to come.

I had to hold her up so she wouldn’t collapse. I was so deep inside of her—I didn’t know you could get so deep inside of a person. “I’m going to come,” I warned her.

“Come inside of me,” she said.

So I did. I came hard and deep, filling her nice and full. And as the final blast of jizz oozed out of me, reality hit hard. Now I had a whole new problem on my hands—literally and metaphorically: I enjoyed fucking that trans chick more than I’d ever enjoyed fucking any woman.


CHAPTER VI

I knew that what I’d done was wrong. I’d gone too far. I kept telling myself that it didn’t matter, as long as no one found out about it—but that was the whole problem. Why was I allowing myself to do something that I didn’t want anyone finding out about? Was it not bad enough that I knew what I’d done?

I saw her again at the park the very next day. She smiled at me and waved me over. I’d thought about arriving at the park at a different time, or changing up my route to avoid her, but I knew avoiding her would just make the whole drama so much worse. I knew running into her was inevitable, and I didn’t want to have to explain myself anymore than I already had to.

But I did have to explain myself—explain why it wasn’t going to work between us. I couldn’t keep having little flings with a transgender chick. It simply wasn’t good for my sanity.

“How’s it going?” she asked.

“Fine. Tired,” I said, forcing a smile. I wanted to just tell her that I think we should stop seeing one another. I was willing to take any other time at the park—she could keep the 10:00 AM window, or any window she wanted. I’d make it work. Hell, at that point, I was even willing to go to a whole new park. And yeah, I thought about just abandoning that park. She didn’t know where I lived. She didn’t know my phone number. She didn’t even know my last name, to look me up online. But I felt like I had to leave her with some closure, so that I wasn’t being a complete jackass.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, looking into my eyes. And then I made the mistake of looking into her eyes—her bright, shining eyes. I should have seen it coming. Those mesmerizing eyes made me weak. It wasn’t fair—I was powerless around her. I was more attracted to her than I’d ever been to anyone. And was it because of what was between her legs or was it just a coincidence?

But as I looked into those eyes, those unwanted feeling started seeping into my mind. Was it really so bad? Could we go at it just one more time? It’s not like I had anything left to lose. We both enjoyed it—so what really was the harm?

It was a look that we got from a passer-by that made me hesitate. Ashley noticed the look, too. She looked away, looking suddenly vulnerable. “What’s wrong with you?” I asked.

“Nothing. I guess some things are just bound to catch up with you,” she said. I didn’t know what that meant. Did she know that person? It was a normal-enough looking woman—probably in her late forties. Maybe the mother of a past lover? Or someone who knew her family? “Do you want to go fool around a bit?” she asked me. She was smiling now but the smile was forced. That strange look we got from that woman seemed to be resonating with her.

“Not today,” I said. “I’m not feeling great. I should probably be going, actually. I’ve got a lot of work to do.”

She forced another smile. “Sure,” she said. She could tell that I was lying. But I just couldn’t bring myself to let her down.

I said goodbye and then I started for the parking lot. While I was loading Whiskey up into my car, that woman from earlier approached me. “Do you have any idea who you were just talking to?” she said. She had a grouchy look on her face, with scowling eyes, as if I’d done something so heinous, it was inexcusable.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Just a girl walking her dog,” I said.

“She does nasty pornography. You should stay far, far away from her.”

“What? How do you know?” I said.

“Everyone knows. And if someone doesn’t know, you should tell them. It’s our job to keep our community safe from these perverts.” She shook her head and walked away, leaving me speechless. Ashley did pornography? And everyone knew? I’d been fucking a transgender porn star?

I looked over. Ashley was standing there, looking my way, sad and broken. She was way out of earshot, but she knew exactly what I’d just found out. I couldn’t look her in the eyes. I don’t know why I felt so surprised—I should have seen it coming. She was awfully promiscuous considering her ‘condition’. I should have been more careful. I got into my car and I left.

I saw her again the next day. She arrived at the park early, wearing big shades. She saw me at the same time I saw her, but she looked away quickly, unable to face me knowing what I now knew. I couldn’t see through those big dark shades, but I knew that she was hurting, that she’d been crying. Maybe the giveaway was the redness of her cheeks on her pale face. I felt bad for her, but what could I do? I felt deceived, but was I really? It’s not like she lied to me, and it’s not like she made me fuck her. That was all voluntary. Had I known she was a porn star, I probably wouldn’t have done it.

I walked on the other side of the park. I didn’t see her again until I was loading Whiskey up into my car. She was loading Potato up into her truck. We made eye contact briefly but we both looked away quickly. She got into her car and drove off. And I had the sudden urge to confront her. So I got into my car and I followed her. I kept my distance. I didn’t want to freak her out. I just wanted to ask her if it was true, ask her why she didn’t tell me—but I don’t know why I cared to hear her excuse. I should have just let it all go. I should have cut my losses, found a new park, forgot the whole thing ever happened. It’s not like we were in a relationship. We’d just fucked a few times.

I pulled up behind her truck as she was walking up to the front door of her little house. The house was in the suburbs, painted yellow, shaded by a big oak tree. I hopped out from my car and called out to her. “Ashley! Wait!” I said.

She stopped and faced me. “Brett? What the hell are you doing here? Did you follow me?”

“No—I mean, yeah, but just because I wanted to talk to you.”

She stood there, looking weak and vulnerable. She was cute when she was vulnerable, but I had to stay strong. I had to remind myself that she wasn’t really a woman, and she was a porn star—sleeping with strangers on camera for money. I could never be with anyone like that for so many reasons. “What?” she said as I walked up to her.

“Is it true?”

“Is what true?”

“That you’re… you know… a porn star?” I said in an almost-whisper. I felt so stupid saying it out loud, terrified one of the neighbours would overhear us talking.

She scowled. “I’m not a porn star. It’s… It’s not that simple. I make a living, okay? It’s none of your business and it’s none of that cruel woman’s business either.”

“If you aren’t a porn star, then what are you?” I asked.

“I just told you, it’s none of your business.” She looked like she was about to cry.

“I’m making it my business,” I said.

“Why?”

“I don’t know, because I want to like you. I mean, I like you, but I’m afraid.” I caught myself raising my voice. I bit my tongue and took a deep breath. “I mean… I don’t know what I mean.”

She stared at me, her eyes watering but glistening with a hint of what looked like happiness. “You like me?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah. And I just had to know if it was true. If it’s really not, I’ll go find that woman and I’ll give her a piece of my mind.”

“Come inside,” she said, leading the way. I went into her house. She led me through her living room, past her kitchen, down the hall, and into her bedroom. And in her bedroom, there was a computer and a camera set up, pointed at the bed. “I’m not a porn star, but I’m not too far off.”

“What is this?” I said. Her walls were painted pink. There were little lingerie outfits on the ground.

“I… I play with myself on camera… for money.” That vulnerability seemed to fill her up in a heartbeat, and once again, she stood there looking weak and sad. And I looked at the room. So the woman wasn’t technically lying to me: Ashley really did make porn. “Just solo stuff. I have a bit of a following and… well, since I’ve been getting more popular, people have started recognizing me. I’ve had to move five times in the last three years.”

I liked Ashley a lot, but could I be with a transgender cam whore?


CHAPTER VII

She looked at me with a sadness in her eyes—a sadness that just killed me inside. I hated seeing her like that, especially knowing that it was because of me. She didn’t deserve it. She’d been through enough in her life. “If you don’t want anything to do with me, I’ll understand,” she said. “I’m used to it. If you want to just keep things between you and me, in the woods at the park…” She couldn’t finish the sentence, the tears welling up in her eyes.

“I want to be with you,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction. I wondered if I really meant it. Did I really want to be with her, not just when no one was around, not just as long as she kept her truth a secret? Would I still want to be with her if everyone in the world knew about her? Would I still want to be with her if my friends and family knew what was dangling between her thighs? My heart stammered.

“Prove it,” she said.

I took a deep breath. How could I prove it? What could I say? There was nothing I could say. But sometimes actions hold more impact. I reached down for her computer mouse.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

I clicked on that big red ‘Go Live’ button. Her camera turned on there we were on the screen, in her bedroom, with a little empty chat window on the right side of the screen. It didn’t stay empty for long. After a few seconds, there was a ding. And then another. And then another. My heart was racing. Each ding was a real person, watching, staring at me as I sat next to Ashley.

“What are you doing, Brett?” she said.

“I’m going to prove that I want to be with you, and not just in secret,” I said. I slipped a hand around her head and I leaned in for a kiss. She seemed reluctant. Her computer kept on dinging.

“People record these sessions you know—they end up on porn sites. People will see this—people you know. Trust me—I didn’t think anyone I knew would ever find this, but they did,” she said, looking into my eyes.

“I don’t care,” I said.

“I don’t think you understand,” she said. “It’s a guarantee, not a risk.”

“I don’t think you understand,” I said, and then I kissed her. She gave in, her body relaxing, her arms wrapping around me. I gently laid her down and then I began to kiss her neck. That computer kept dinging.

“Are you really sure about this?” she asked.

“Totally sure.” I lifted up her shirt, exposing her tits. I grabbed them, squeezed them, kissed them, and sucked on them. She moaned, letting her head fall back. There was still a lot of tension in her body, but she was starting to relax. There was probably a lot in my body—how could there not be? This cam show was going to end up on every porn site, with my face: me with a tranny cam whore. And still, I was going through with it.

I sunk lower, kissing her sternum, kissing her abdomen. I undid the button of her jean shorts and tugged the shorts, along with her panties, down to her ankles, exposing her little flaccid cock. I looked up at her and she looked down at me. Her cheeks were red. She bit her lip, and then I went for it, slipping her little cock into my mouth. I started sucking.

Now her computer was dinging every second. That chat room was filling up. She was right—someone was bound to be recording. But I just didn’t care. I wanted to be with Ashley no matter what anyone thought.

I got her so hard with my mouth. She was small enough that I could fit all of her in my mouth, only gagging a little bit from time to time. I fondled her balls while I sucked. Her knees rose up and pressed against my shoulders as a squirt of pre-cum blasted my tongue. She liked it. Apparently I wasn’t so bad at sucking cock.

She was squeezing her tits, her chest heaving, breathing heavily. She loved it. I loved it. I’d never been so happy in my life. Nothing had ever felt so right. “You’re going to make me come,” she said.

“Good,” I said, surfacing only for a second before slipping that little erection back into my mouth. She was throbbing hard, ready to burst at any second. I wanted it so badly. I bobbed my head, massaging her girth with my lips. I wanted that cum more than anything.

She groaned, her fingers clutching handfuls of bed sheets. Her knees pressed hard inwards, squeezing me tight. I pulled my head back, grabbing her rod with my hand to pump out the finale. I wanted to let her come in my mouth, but I didn’t want to take the finale away from our audience. She erupted, all over her own abdomen and pelvis. Her body trembled as she moaned.

The last shot oozed down the length of her rod. Before it reached her pelvis, I licked it up. It didn’t taste so bad—it didn’t really taste like anything. But I liked it. I crawled back over her and we kissed. “You’re officially a porn star,” she said with a chuckle. “I hope you’re ready for the repercussions.”

“I’m ready,” I said. We kissed some more. I really didn’t care what anyone had to say. So there was a video of me sucking off my promiscuous girlfriend online—big deal.

The next morning, we went to the park together, in my car. I’d stayed the night at her place. It was busier than usual, even for a warm weekend morning. People looked at us as we got out from the car and entered the park. There were some weird looks, for sure, but that was their problem—not ours. We got some especially strange looks when I held her hand and kissed her.

I loved her so much, I didn’t care that everyone knew, and I didn’t care what anyone thought. We were meant to be together and that was our business—not anybody else’s.

THE END
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