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RIDING HER

Darren has four days to deliver an important hard drive halfway across the country. Since the post office is on strike and the private delivery companies are all backed up, Darren decides to deliver the drive himself, making the thirty-hour trip alone in his little sedan.

But once the drive is dropped off, he starts to dread the drive home: another thirty hours alone in that old car. To make matters worse, his engine has started to malfunction, limiting how fast he can drive. So to pass the long hours on that quiet highway, he decides to pick up a hitchhiker. She’s young and pretty, but she has a secret—or maybe she has a few secrets.


CHAPTER I

It’s a long drive from Saskatoon to Vancouver—especially alone. It’s the kind of trip most people would break up into two or three legs, but I was doing it in one straight shot, for the second time that week.

I managed to complete the drive in seventeen hours the first time, going to Saskatoon with that hard drive that needed to be on the client’s desk before the week was through. I only stopped for gas and for coffee. And for the first few hours, I was actually enjoying myself. I’d never seen the Rocky Mountains before, and I was excited to see the prairies for the first time. But once I reached Revelstoke and I realized I still had about twelve hours of driving left, the trip lost its magic. Every mountain started to look the same and I was starting to become fed up with all of the campers crowding the single-lane highway, going thirty kilometres-per-hour under the speed limit.

I thought about stopping in Calgary. I was horrendously tired, as I’d only slept three hours the night before, but stopping wasn’t an option. That drive needed to be in Saskatoon within ten hours, so I kept going. I cursed the post office as I drove by. I even thought about opening my window to scream at the postmen who were on strike outside of the building. Because of them, FedEx and all the other private companies were swamped with deliveries, unable to get that important hard drive to Saskatoon before the end of the week. Because of those striking workers, I was stuck doing the long haul myself.

Calgary to Saskatoon was certainly the worst part of the trip, and not just because I was tired, and not just because it was dark. The road was straight and flat. Everything looked the same on that long stretch of prairie. Every grain tower was the same, every field of canola was the same, every semi that roared by in the other direction was the same. I nearly nodded off more times than I could count. It was 4:00 AM when I finally rolled into Saskatoon. I went to my client’s office and slipped the drive carefully though his mail slot. Then I went back to my car and slept for four hours before the sun was up and I realized it was time to hit the road again, so I could be home in time to sleep before my shift on Monday.

The thought of another seventeen-hour long haul made my stomach churn with dread, so I tried not to think about it. My plan was to just get behind the wheel and start driving—take the trip one minute at a time. “It won’t be so bad,” I kept saying to myself. But the trip was already off to a lousy start. It was almost 9:00 AM and rush hour traffic was going strong. I should have gotten out of that town before traffic started up! I should have driven to the highway before falling asleep across my back bench.

So instead of taking ten minutes to reach the city limit, I spent an hour in slow moving traffic. “It’s not the end of the world,” I said to myself once I finally started cruising down the highway. But the universe wasn’t finished torturing me. Ten minutes later, I hit the first construction site. I nearly slipped through with the cars in front of me, but a woman holding a stop sign jumped out in front of my car and yelled at me to stop while a large dump truck pulled off of a dirt road, onto the highway. I waited patiently. Another dump truck pulled out. I continued to wait. A third truck pulled out, then a fourth, and then a fifth. Then nothing happened. The woman remained there with her stop sign, as if she was trying to torture me. I leaned out the window and said, “Sorry, but I’m in a bit of a rush.” She stared at me for a moment with a blank face before scoffing and rolling her eyes.

Ten minutes passed. Then cars started to come by in the other direction. I figured our lane would start moving soon. Then another ten minutes went by. I finished the rest of my coffee, which had already gone cold. I checked my e-mails on my phone, and then I watched the clock as another ten minutes went by. Finally, the woman stepped aside and flipped over her sign. It was my turn to go.

The construction site was long. I was tempted to speed through it, but I didn’t want to end up with a hefty ticket on top of my lost weekend—not to mention what I was already paying for gas. It took ten minutes to reach the end of that long site, and then I was finally on the highway again: nearly two hours into my trip and I could still see Saskatoon in my rear-view mirror.

And my bad luck continued. A camper pulled out in front of me thirty minutes later. He was going 80 in a 110. I tried to pass him, but traffic was too dense in the other direction. A few motorcycles passed us on the shoulder. I tried to pass again, but there still wasn’t a big enough opening. I sighed and bit down on my tongue. Why were there not more lanes on that damned highway?

It was an hour later when I finally made my pass. I was way behind schedule now—and it was about to get a lot worse. I was passing through the town of Kindersley—still in Saskatchewan—when I heard a loud pop. My car started to slow down, but not to a complete stop. I pulled over to look under the hood, even though I knew nothing about cars. Smoke rose up, making me cough. “Of course this would happen,” I mumbled to myself. Luckily, I was just two blocks from a mechanic. He took a look at the car (after I waited in his little lobby for an hour) and told me that some piece of my engine with a confusing-sounding name had blown. “Your car will still work, it just won’t go very fast,” he said. “I can order the part in—but it’s a special order. It would take about a week.”

But I wasn’t about to wait a week in Kindersley, Saskatchewan, so I decided I would travel slower for the rest of my trip. I wasn’t quite 200 KM from Saskatoon—what should have been an hour and a half—and I was already six hours into my journey. I pulled back onto the highway. Now, when I floored the gas pedal, I was only able to get my little sedan up to 85. “Shit,” I groaned. At least I was moving. At least I didn’t have to worry about getting a speeding ticket.

It was getting dark out when I finally reached the Alberta border, thanks to two more construction sites and a very busy police check stop. I checked my phone’s GPS and saw that I still had an estimated fourteen hours left until I was home. If I was going to make it in a single shot, I would have to drive through the winding Rock Mountains at night. I was already dozing off, so I knew that wasn’t a good idea. So I pulled over in a town called Cereal, Alberta, and I went to sleep in the back of my car. When I woke up, I used the local campsite’s shower to clean the BO off of my body. The campsite was desolate, which wasn’t a surprise, seeing as it was swarming with mosquitoes and it was only a few dozen meters from the busy highway.

I got into my car and I took a deep breath. I just wanted to be home. I knew it was going to be a boring and tedious drive—and I knew it was going to be longer than fourteen hours, seeing as my car was incapable of driving the speed limit. So I just started, tempted to cry at the thought of spending any more time in that cramped vehicle. My radio fizzled when I tried to put on music. I went to put a CD into the CD player, but instead of playing a song, it just beeped and showed the message ‘ERROR’. The CD player was broken, probably from playing the same three CDs over and over and over (they were the only CDs I had in the car).

“Fuck,” I said, banging my forehead into my steering wheel. If you aren’t careful, that long monotonous road can drive you insane. I’d heard stories of people hallucinating while driving long distances. I always thought it would be cool to hallucinate, but now I was scared I would hallucinate a second lane and I would end up driving off of a cliff.

I took a deep breath, chugging another quarter cup of coffee. It was no longer helping to keep me awake. The half dozen hours I slept in the back of my car were doing nothing to fight away the exhaustion. I needed something: something to keep me stimulated while I finished that horribly tedious drive.

Then, an hour before I reached Calgary, Alberta, I saw her standing on the side of the road. She had long, curly red hair, pale skin, and a dark band of freckles that you could see from a mile away. She was holding a skateboard at her side with one hand, and a sign that read ‘VANCOUVER’ with the other. She let go of the skateboard to wave at me, hoping I would pick her up.

My mother always told me to never pick up a hitchhiker. “You’ll end up being murdered on the side of a highway,” she would say to me. And I always thought that she was right, seeing as most hitchhikers were scary-looking men: greasy skin, long, dark hair, beady eyes, scruffy beards, and odours that could be smelled before their scary faces could be seen. But this girl wasn’t one of them. This was the kind of girl that shouldn’t have been hitchhiking. Some creep would end up picking her up and doing God-knows what to her. This was the kind of girl you see in the newspaper: ‘MISSING GIRL’S MUTILATED BODY FOUND ON SIDE OF HIGHWAY’.

I slowed down and took a good look at her, to make sure I wasn’t just hallucinating a woman’s face on a terrifying man’s body. But she was really a woman: young and soft, tight and pretty. She was wearing a tight white bodysuit and a pair of short jean shorts. Covering her calves were knee-high white socks, and she was wearing thick eyeliner around her big, Irish eyes.

She was pretty, but that’s not why I stopped. I needed the company. I needed to have someone next to me who could prod me every time I began to nod off. I needed someone to talk to, so I wouldn’t fall asleep and end up plummeting to my death in some Rocky Mountain valley. She was my solution; the fact that she was beautiful was just a bonus.


CHAPTER II

I had to reach across the passenger seat to unlock the door, as the unlock button apparently decided to stop working at some point between Kindersley and that rural Alberta road. She let herself in, tossing her skateboard in the back. Then she looked at me with a smile and said, “Thanks.” He voice was quiet and soft. She seemed timid and shy—not the type to be hitchhiking with strangers across the country.

I tried to say something along the lines of ‘You’re welcome’ but no words came out from my mouth when I opened my lips. She was prettier than I originally thought she was. Her pale skin was so smooth and flawless, and her band of freckles was perfect, as if painted on by some careful artist. Her lips were plump, and her bodysuit was tight, squeezing her braless tits. Even when I was looking forward, I could see the lumps of her nipples, pressing against that tight top.

That bust made my heart pound and stutter. What was she thinking, wearing an outfit like that while hitchhiking? Was she trying to get assaulted? I was tempted to give her a stern talking to, like a nervous parent. But I had a feeling my advice wouldn’t resonate. I’m sure she knew her outfit was sexy—that’s probably why she was wearing it. Hell, maybe she wore it intentionally, knowing she would have no problem at all getting a ride. Maybe that outfit had something to do with me picking her up, and I didn’t even realize it. I’d passed many hitchhikers before her, after all, and I didn’t pick any of them up. So maybe I was no better than all of the creeps out there. Maybe she even thought that I was a creep. Was I a creep?

I cleared my throat and finally broke my silence, almost three minutes after picking her up. “So where are you from?” I asked.

She looked over at me and stared into my eyes. It was a moment before she said anything, making my heart stammer down into my stomach. Why was she staring at me like that? Why wasn’t she speaking? Was it a rude question? Was I expected to keep my mouth shut, like a masseur at a spa? I worked as a masseur for a few years while I was finishing up my computer science degree, so I knew the drill. “I’m from Toronto,” she said softly.

I nodded my head and returned to my silence. It was a few minutes later when she brought her feet up onto her seat, making her jean shorts ride up, exposing a little bit of her bum and all of her long, smooth legs. I tried not to look, worried the slightest glance would make her think that I was a complete pervert.

“What’s in Vancouver?” I asked after clearing my throat again.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Something different,” she said.

“Friends?”

She shook her head. “I’ve just never been.”

“Just going to check it out for a few days?”

She smiled, not answering my question. It almost seemed as though she didn’t want to tell me why she was going to Vancouver. It made no difference to me, unless she was running away from some murder or something. I didn’t want to find out that I helped some murdered escape capture. I looked over at her, just for a second, just long enough to see her soft, harmless face. She almost looked childish, with her little nose and her big eyes. There was no way she could have been a murderer. Her frail hands didn’t even look strong enough to pull the trigger on a simple handgun.

It was clear that she wasn’t too interested in chatting, so I left her alone to stare out the window at the approaching mountains. They were small now: just little bumps on the horizon. But soon, we would be engulfed by their impressiveness. We would feel small and insignificant under the tall cliffs and steep terrain.

We passed through Calgary in silence. I looked over at her for a moment as we went by the downtown core. She was staring up at the buildings with glowing eyes. I wondered what she was thinking, but I was too afraid to ask. I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. I didn’t want her to ask to be let out, leaving me along with nothing but my thoughts for the next twelve hours or so. We were an hour out of Calgary when she finally ended that long silence. “Your car sure is slow,” she said with that soft voice.

“It wasn’t until yesterday,” I said. “If you want to get out and get a ride with a faster car, I’ll understand.”

She laughed as if I made a joke. She had a cute laugh, biting her bottom lip as if she was trying to keep her laughter under control. She looked back out the window as we entered into the mountains. It was ten minutes later when I heard her say, “Wow. They’re so big.”

“Have you never seen them before?” I asked.

“Never. This is my first time out West.”

“They’re pretty amazing,” I said. “I only just saw them for the first time the other day.”

She didn’t reply to this statement. She just stared up at the mountains with her feet pulled close to her denim-clad bum. I felt that tiredness creeping back. My eyes were heavy when we reached Banff, still very far from our final destination. My car wasn’t even able to reach 75 on those steep winding roads. I had to floor the pedal, worried some cop would pull me over and give me a ticket for driving dangerously slow. I pulled over constantly to let long lines of cars pass. I was almost relieved when I reached the first mountainous construction zone, where the speed limit was 30. It was nice to have ten minutes without people flipping me off from the passing lane.

“You really don’t mind the slowness?” I asked again, as we passed Lake Louise.

She let that cute laugh slip again. “I really don’t mind.” Then she looked into my back seat. “You wouldn’t have a snack I could steal, would you? I haven’t eaten since yesterday morning.”

“A snack?” I said, looking back. I had nothing at all, except for empty coffee cups from Tim Hortons. “We can stop for something. I think we’re getting close to a town.”

We arrived in Golden forty minutes later. I pulled over at the first gas station and said, “Go ahead and get yourself something while I fill up.”

I started filling my tank, and then I noticed she wasn’t going into the gas station. She was just lingering, pacing around aimlessly. After staring through the window for a minute, she looked down at her feet. Then she started walking back. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said with that soft voice. She made a smile that seemed forced.

“Aren’t you hungry?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m fine.”

“Do you want something different? There’s a McDonalds down the street. Want that?”

She shook her head. “I think I’m fine—really.”

And that’s when I realized she had no money. I looked down at her tight jean shorts as she walked towards the nearby bathroom house. I watched her tight bum bounce, and I could see that her pockets were empty. Had there been so much as a credit card in one of those pockets, I would have been able to see the contour of it.

So while she was in the bathroom, I slipped into the shop and bought a few things: an apple, a banana, a bag of chips, a small pack of beef jerky, some mixed nuts, a couple water bottles, and a sugar-free iced tea. It certainly wasn’t a nice home-cooked meal, but at least it was something. I got everything in the car before she was back from the bathroom.

But I didn’t want to make her feel bad. I didn’t want to put her on the spot or let her know that I knew she was moneyless. So when she sat down, I casually motioned towards the back seat and said, “I got some stuff in case we get hungry. We still have a long drive ahead of us.” She stared at the haul for a long moment, and then she looked forward with a smile.

“Thanks,” she said. And it was fifteen minutes later when she casually reached back and grabbed the apple. She looked at me with her big, childish eyes, and said, “You don’t mind, do you?”

“Go right ahead,” I said. I was happy to hear her biting into that crunchy apple. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the apple’s sweet juice running down her chin as she ate. It was obvious that she was trying to control her speed, so she wouldn’t look like a starving dog. She was trying to get that apple into her stomach as quickly as possible without it being too obvious that she was desperate for some sustenance. Once she was finished with the apple, she reached back for the nuts. She ate them one at a time, resisting the urge to take big handfuls. When I turned my head to look out the side window, I could see her scooping a big handful in the glass reflection. Why was she so hungry? Had she really gone so long without eating?

Two hours later, in Revelstoke, I stopped at a fast food joint and ordered a few hamburgers. I handed her one even though she didn’t ask for it, and she only said “Thank you” before eating the entire thing without pause.

Then she looked at me with a shy smile. “You’re really nice,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s just a hamburger,” I said. “It’s not a big deal.”

“Well it’s more than anyone else has done for me.”

I looked at her, smiled, and nodded. Then I looked back at the road. A car was coming from the opposite direction, flashing its lights, as if to warn us of an upcoming speed trap. I laughed. “Let’s hope it’s not a slow trap,” I said, and then I immediately regretted making the lame joke. But she laughed regardless—maybe a pity laugh, or maybe she was just easy to please.

A few minutes later, we saw the taillights. There was a line of cars stopped on the highway, stretching down for miles. We stopped in the line and waited. A few minutes later, taillights started turning off. People were turning off their engines. The a man stepped out from the large camper in front of us. He stretched out his arms and back and then reached into one of his camper’s side compartments and pulled out a folding chair. He put it down on the ground and then he started reading a book.

“What’s happening?” the hitchhiking girl next to me asked. “Is it a construction stop?”

“I don’t know,” I said. So I got out of the car and approached the reading man. I asked him if he knew anything.

“Didn’t you tune into the traffic station? There was an accident. It’ll be a few hours before it’s all cleaned up—at least a few.” Now, the line of cars stretched way behind us, beyond what I could see. Some people were turning around to head back to Revelstoke. I looked at my phone’s GPS to see how long it would take to go around the highway: fifteen hours and twenty minutes—seven hours if I stayed on the highway.

“I guess we’re waiting,” I said to the girl in my passenger seat.

“That’s fine,” she said.

“I suppose you could walk by the accident and hitch a ride with someone on the other side,” I said.

She looked into my eyes for a moment, and then she looked forward. “I don’t mind waiting.”

I couldn’t help but smile. She was happier waiting with me than taking multiple hours off of her trip. While I was trying not to smile, it dawned on me that I didn’t know her name. We’d been driving together for almost six hours, and I hadn’t even bothered to ask her what her name was. So I asked now.

“It’s Sandy,” she said with that cute, plump-lipped smile.

“Sandy,” I said. “I’m Darren. Nice to meet you.”

I had many questions I wanted to ask. I still didn’t really know why she was travelling across the country, so far from home. I had no idea why she was so poor and hungry. It was hard for me to wrap my head around how a beautiful girl could be so helpless.

It was a minute later when I noticed her reaching down and pushing her thumb into the side of her foot. She winced slightly as she pushed down.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Sorry—I’m fine. I just—I was stuck on the highway for a long time. I think I walked something like twenty miles before you picked me up. And yesterday I walked more than that.”

I watched her dig her knuckle into the soft tissue on the bottom of her foot. “Want me to rub them?” I asked.

Then she looked at me with a wide-eyed look, as if the creepiest words ever just slipped through my lips. I felt the colour drain from my face before redness started to fill my cheeks. “I used to work at a massage parlour. I did that for over three years.” I forced a smile, feeling more awkward than ever.

She looked down at her feet and then up again at me. “I guess you can give it a try,” she said. She leaned back and spun her body, so that she could reach her feet across the center console. I took her feet onto my lap and then I gently started to rub them. They were soft and petite. Her toes were cute, painted a red colour that nearly matched her curly hair. It was only a minute before she let out her first sigh of relief, letting me know that she was actually enjoying the massage and not just letting it happen because she felt awkwardly obligated seeing as I was giving her a ride.

I dug my knuckles in deep, working out all of the little knots. Her muscles were tense. She wasn’t kidding about walking forty miles in two days. It was no wonder she was so desperate to stay in my car instead of walking five miles up the road to pass the car accident. But why did nobody pick her up? It was hard to believe any sane man would pass up the opportunity to pick up such a beautiful, young woman.

I looked up at her face and saw that her eyes were closed. She was comfortably leaned back against the door. As I pushed my thumb into the middle of her sole, she bit her bottom lip and tilted her head back, as if she was about to have an orgasm. And I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t using an old trick that I sometimes used on women when I worked in the massage parlour. The nerves in the feet are connected to different parts of the body. There’s a nerve right in the middle of the sole that’s connected to the genitals, and women can have an orgasm if you press on the right spot for long enough. I was pressing that spot now.

She brought her knees up slightly, probably trying to squirm the pleasure away. Maybe I was crossing a line—maybe I was being a little bit too cheeky for my own good. But now that I had her squirming and nearly moaning, I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to keep her state of pleasure going. After all, she’d spent at least the past few days in a state of discomfort. The least I could do was help her relax, and having an orgasm is relaxing, isn’t it?

I pushed harder and rubbed faster. Then I noticed her hand reaching down between her legs, like a toddler reaching down to cover her crotch to stop herself from peeing. I fought back the urge to smile. Maybe I was just another highway creep. Maybe I was no better than the bearded truckers who pick up girls and beg them to sick their cocks after driving them out into the middle of nowhere. But how could I help myself?

She let a little groan slip. Her thighs pressed tightly together, and now I had a clear view up her little pair of jean shorts. I could see her red panties—and I could see something else as well: the tip of a penis, pressing down her thigh. I paused for a moment, waiting for my brain to correct the mistake it was making. But that penis didn’t disappear. It looked so real. The tip was so thick, and I could see it throbbing. It was erect and she was holding it down so that it wouldn’t push out against her little shorts. I don’t think she realized she was pushing it down into view.

I looked away quickly, my heart suddenly pouncing. Sandy wasn’t a woman at all—she was a male: a transgender. She had a cock between her legs where her pussy was supposed to be. I was rubbing a boy’s feet, about to give a boy an orgasm. I’d spent six hours in a car with a male: fawning over him, buying him snacks and lunch, enjoying the subtle smell of his floral perfume.

My gut turned.

She opened her eyes and looked at me. “Is everything alright?” she asked.

I looked at her quickly. “Huh? Oh yeah—I just thought I saw the cars moving. But it was just someone starting their car for a moment,” I lied. I forced a smile. Now that I knew she was a transgender, I could hear the slight masculine twang in her soft voice. That’s why she was speaking so quietly: to hide the boyishness of her voice.

But her body was convincing. Now, as she closed her eyes again while I continued to rub, I looked carefully at her shoulders. They were narrow. Her thighs were soft and curvy. She certainly wasn’t butch—though there was a slight lump on her throat, which I now knew was an Adam’s apple.

I’d spent the past few minutes staring at her ass. Now, I was afraid to look at it—afraid I would find it just as attractive as I did before I knew it was a man’s ass. It didn’t seem right. She was a boy! What the hell was I doing still rubbing her feet? Was I just too afraid to stop? Was I worried that I would offend her? Was I worried that I would feel transphobic if I just quit now? Was it rude of me to be put off by that long cock tucked into her jean shorts?

How could I not be shocked by such a thing? It was enormous, extending nearly halfway down her thigh. It was thick—almost as thick as her wrist. It now looked like she had an entire cucumber stuffed into her shorts. Was I just supposed to ignore it? Would she feel humiliated as soon as she looked down and realized her panties were no longer hiding her package?

I looked away quickly. Why was I even looking in the first place? My heart stammered. I found myself looking again, trying to see up her shorts. I had to sink down slightly to get at the right angle. And there it was: her throbbing tip. I was no longer rubbing the sweet spot on her foot, but now I was tempted to try again, to see how far I could get her by just rubbing her feet. I used to do the same thing with women at the massage parlour. I would rub that spot until I got them as far as I thought I could get them. But I never tried with a man. Why the hell would I ever try with a man? Why was I trying now?

As I rubbed into that spot, she moaned again. I pushed harder and watched as her tip twitched. It was getting bigger. It probably felt nice, tingling all the way up into her crotch. Could I make her come? Would I be able to make her cock shoot out semen without even touching her cock? And was I going to go that far? Was I going to keep watching her shaft as it throbbed in her jean shorts?

I tried to gulp down the lump in my throat. I kept watching nervously. I looked back up at her throat again. Her head was tilted far back now, exposing that Adam’s apple more than ever. But the rest of her looked feminine. Her face was impressively girly, though maybe her jaw was a touch broad. Maybe her cheekbones were a bit harsh—but she was still pretty. Oh God, I didn’t want to admit to myself that she was pretty, but how could I lie? How could I even attempt to convince myself that she looked manly after six hours of checking her out?

I was exhausted. Wasn’t that a fine excuse? I’d hardly slept in four consecutive days. Sleeping in the back of the car certainly shouldn’t count as rest. And being stuck in an uncomfortable driver’s seat is harder on the body than running up a steep hill. Maybe she was ugly. Maybe she did look like a man and I just couldn’t see it because I was exhausted. Maybe I would look her up on Facebook after all of this was said and done and I would see that she wasn’t a sexy minx after all.

Or maybe I was just attracted to a transgender girl.

I kept looking down at that cock. I pressed into that soft spot harder and harder. She moaned slightly, and then someone walked right by the window. I looked over as the man looked in. Then I released that foot instantly, worried he would be able to tell that Sandy was really a man. I didn’t want people thinking that I was giving a man a foot rub.

Sandy opened her eyes. Her cheeks were dark red and her pale skin was whiter than ever. “Are you okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “My hands are just getting tired,” I lied.

“Oh. Of course. You really didn’t have to do that,” she said, turning to face forward. She reached down and pushed on her crotch quickly before crossing her legs to hide her erect bulge. “But that was nice. Thank you.”

I nodded my head. “It was my pleasure,” I said.


CHAPTER III

The accident wasn’t cleaned up until 8:00 PM that night, and then the highway opened slowly with a single lane, traffic alternating every ten minutes. It was almost 10:00 PM when we reached Salmon Arm, still a good six hours from Vancouver.

I was beginning to slip. I was trying my hardest to stay awake, but even with Sandy next to me, I was still drifting away. It didn’t help that she wasn’t talking much—or that I was now afraid to talk to her, knowing that she wasn’t actually a girl. I couldn’t figure out why it mattered so much—she was still company, male or female, and that’s why I picked her up, right? It’s not like I picked her up because I had the hots for her. Or was that why I picked her up?

I nearly closed my eyes at one point. The temptation was strong to get a few minutes of sleep. I was so exhausted, I even found myself thinking that the car would stay on the road just fine if I just got five minutes of rest. Then I felt the hard trembling of my tire against the rumble strip and I perked right back up. I looked over at Sandy and she was staring at me. “You okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head and forced a smile. The thought of driving six more hours down that windy highway was dreadful. I saw a sign with the distance to Kamloops: 110 KM. I swear we drove for an hour before we reached the next sign: 99 KM. My gut turned. In that small lifetime, we’d only travelled 11 KM? Was God torturing me for some reason?

I looked over at Sandy again. She was staring into my eyes. “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked.

“Just tired,” I said, finally admitting that I maybe wasn’t in perfect condition.

“Why don’t we pull over for the night?” she said. “Just pull off and we’ll sleep the night in the car.”

I laughed. “To be honest, I’m a little bit sick of being in the car. I kind of just want to get home so I can get out of this damned car.”

“Well maybe we can get a motel room,” she said. “You can sleep in the motel and I’ll sleep in the car. I don’t mind. Unless you’re not comfortable with that. If you want to part ways, that’s fine too. I know that I’m being a bit of a mooch. I haven’t chipped in for gas and you’ve spent at least twenty dollars on feeding me now.”

“I really don’t mind,” I said. “You can stay. I can take you to Vancouver.” For some reason, I felt the sudden urge to insist that she stay with me. I didn’t like the idea of her hitchhiking with someone else—especially in the dark. Weirdoes become especially weird at night. And she was still wearing that little bodysuit and that tiny pair of jean shorts. She wouldn’t be getting the kind of attention she wanted if she stepped out onto that highway with her thumb in the air. And what if one of those creeps found out about that log in her panties? Would some embarrassed trucker put an end to her as some sort of humiliation revenge?

Maybe I was being paranoid. Maybe she was fine. She made it this far, after all. Toronto is a long drive from British Columbia. Maybe people aren’t as creepy as I thought. Maybe the highway is a safer place than the news makes it out to be. Or maybe she’d just gotten lucky up to this point.

As if on cue, a glowing neon MOTEL sign began to materialize in the distance. I had no idea which town we were approaching, but the thought of sleeping on a soft bed (or even a hard bed) was enticing. The urge to pull over was strong, especially when I saw the ‘$39.99’ sign tacked to the same pole as the neon MOTEL sign. Forty bucks for a good night’s sleep—how could I turn that offer down in my current condition?

“Okay—fine,” I said, caving to the offer as if I was a castaway being offered a real meal for the first time in five long years.

So I pulled over and went into the motel lobby while Sandy waited in the car. I rang the bell and waited, and a minute later, a chubby older woman came out. “Want a room?” she asked.

“Something with two beds, please,” I said.

“We’ve only got two rooms left—both with a single queen-sized bed,” she said in a dry, uncaring voice. “There’s a hockey tournament in town this weekend. All the hotels from Salmon Arm to Merritt are booked solid. You want a room or no?” Judging by her blunt tone of voice, she didn’t seem too keen for my business, or maybe she could just tell that I was desperate. I bit down on my tongue and considered the offer.

Would I make Sandy sleep in the car? Or would I let her sleep in the bed with me? I’d shared a bed with people before. When I was a kid, I would share a bed with my brother whenever we went on family trips. In university, I shared a bed with my roommate for two months while our landlord renovated the second bedroom in our flat. On a few different business trips, I shared a bed with one of my co-workers because the company wouldn’t pay for two rooms. And never had anything kinky happened, nor had there even been any awkward moments. Plus, I was so tired as I stood in that motel lobby, I knew that I would fall asleep the second my head hit the pillow—so what difference did it make?

“I’ll take the room,” I said.

She took my credit card and charged me for the night. Then I pulled the car around to the room and spent a minute insisting that Sandy come inside to sleep. She kept saying that she was fine sleeping in the car, but I felt bad. I knew how horribly uncomfortable that little car was to sleep in. The backseat was the most comfortable option in the little sedan, but even the backseat was slanted and hard, with an annoying spring poking right up the middle.

When I insisted the third time, I realized that I was possibly making her uncomfortable. Maybe she thought that I was trying to lure her into a bedroom so I could make a move on her. Maybe she was starting to think that I was one of the creeps that I was so afraid of. So I was about to stop pushing the idea of sharing a bed, then she suddenly said, “Okay—as long as you don’t mind.”

The room was small, and the bed was certainly smaller than a queen. My heart stuttered when I saw the small bed, worried that Sandy was about to think that I tricked her into sleeping in a tiny bed with me. And then I tried to remember if I even told her that the bed was a queen. Now, she didn’t seem to be too put off by the small bed. And it wouldn’t matter in a couple of minutes, when I was asleep. As soon as I started snoring, she wouldn’t be worried that I was about to make some perverted move on her.

She was in the bathroom now, inspecting the shower. “Maybe I’ll take a shower,” she said.

“Go ahead,” I said. “I’ll probably take one in the morning. But now, I’m just going to go to sleep.”

“Sounds good.”

I grabbed a clean shirt and a clean pair of sweatpants from my bag in the car. When I returned, I could hear the shower running on the other side of the closed bathroom door. I turned out all of the light except for the little table lamp next to her side of the bed. I got under the covers and I closed my eyes, keeping my body squashed to the edge of the bed, so she had plenty of room to get in and be comfortable. I didn’t need to be comfortable—I just needed the sleep.

But I didn’t fall asleep as expected. I couldn’t force my mind to shut off. The image of her giant cock—trying to poke out from her tight jean shorts—remained in my mind. I tried to push it away, but the image of her pretty face and long curly hair just replaced it. I could perfectly picture her bright, shining eyes—like the blue-grey ice in the arctic. How could those eyes belong to a biological male? How could those plump lips have ever been labelled ‘male’? That cock—that could certainly be labelled male. Hell, that thing was bigger than most of the cocks I’d seen in porn videos. If I’d seen such a huge thing in a porno, I would have assumed it was fake. But that thing wasn’t fake. I watched it twitch and throb. I saw her foreskin pulling back as her cock stretched long and wide.

But why couldn’t I get the image out from my head? Why was it pestering me? Why was it stopping me from sleeping? I just needed to get through another six hours on the road and I would never see her again, so why was my brain wasting precious sleeping time mulling over her anatomy?

I heard the running water stop, then I heard her bare feet stepping out from the shower. I looked over and saw the shadow of her naked body moving around underneath the door. There was a big gap under that door. A part of me thought about taking my phone and slipping it under that door to snap a secret picture. I could see if that big cock was real or just a figment of my tired imagination. Of course I wouldn’t actually do it. I already felt like enough of a creep after rubbing her feet and giving her an erection. I couldn’t possibly take a step further into Pervert Land. Besides: I knew the cock was there, so what exactly did I even want to see? Did I really want to see it again? Was it not bad enough that I’d already seen it once?

When she stepped out from the bathroom, I shut my eyes and pretended to be asleep. I listened as she carefully traversed the room to the other side of the bed. She gently pulled back the covers and slipped up next to me. The bed was small and our skin was almost touching. I could feel the heat radiating off of her warm, clean body. She smelled like a woman: a little bit floral and a little bit sweet. She rolled over slowly, and then her body grazed mine gently. I felt her bare skin, but it wasn’t the bare skin of her arm—it was the bare skin of her torso. Was she naked? Did she not put her clothes back on after getting out from the shower?

I tried to think of a way to figure out if she was naked without making her think that I was awake. I thought about rolling over slowly and peeking under the covers without making a sound—but that would be too obvious. Then I thought about yawning and reaching back to feel her body—but that would be too creepy. The only way I could know for sure without making her think that I was a complete creep was to wriggle my body back as if I was trying to get comfortable in my sleep, and I could gently feel her body with the back of my arm.

So that’s what I did, and it turned out to be a big mistake. She was almost naked—at least from what I could feel with the back of my arm when I nestled myself back. Her back was bare, but I could feel the strap of a dainty bra. Against my lower back I could feel the band of her panties, and a touch of her soft bum. She probably didn’t want to sleep in her clothes, seeing as she probably didn’t have many options to cycle through in her small bag. But now I was snuggled back into her, and I didn’t know how to get away. Why didn’t I consider this predicament? Why did I let myself cuddle into her without an exit strategy?

I remained still for the next ten minutes, trying to think of a way out. But at the same time, I was enjoying the feeling of her soft, warm body pressed against mine. She wasn’t leaping away or telling me to scram. Maybe she liked the subtle cuddle. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. The motel room was cold, after all. The air conditioner was turned on and the dial was broken, so it couldn’t be turned off—and that blanket wasn’t very thick.

She rolled over, possibly asleep. Now I could feel her breath against the back of my neck. Her breasts were pressed against my back now—only separated by the thin lace of her bra. Her thighs were touching my legs, but my sweatpants were keeping me safe from skin-to-skin contact. I listened carefully, trying to decide if she was asleep or if she was taking our little accidental cuddle to the next level. What if she thought I snuggled back intentionally? What if she thought that I was making a subtle move on purpose, and she was into it? The idea seemed preposterous, until she reached her arm over my body, getting her hand right on my chest.

I became tense and still, with my eyes wide open. Was she asleep, or were we snuggling like a real romantic couple? Was she dreaming about snuggling up with Chris Hemsworth, or was she thinking about IT specialist, Darren?

In my tired and confused state, I made a bigger mistake. Instead of squirming forward, away from her embrace, I snuggled back further, nestling my bum into her lap. Why did I do that? What was I thinking? Did I want to wake her up? And if she was already up, did I really want her thinking that I wanted to cuddle with a biological boy?

I felt her hand sliding down my body. She reached her hand up my shirt and began to caress my bare abs and chest. I have to admit: it felt nice. She had a gentle touch, and I couldn’t remember the last time a woman touched me in a sensual way. But I had to remind myself that she wasn’t entirely a woman. Though even with the reminder, I didn’t stop her. I didn’t want to stop her. I was now in the awkward situation, so it would be a waste not to try to enjoy it—because there would never be another awkward moment quite like this one.

I was too tired to process what was happening—or maybe that was just the excuse I was using to allow the little snuggle to carry on. Her fingers reached down my abs, to the waistband of my sweats. She pushed her hand down, into my pants and across my pubic bone. I took a deep breath into my lungs as her fingers slipped onto my cock. I still wasn’t stopping her, and now it seemed impossible to think that she was doing this in her sleep. And it also seemed impossible to think that she thought I was asleep. No man could sleep through being caressed and fondled.

She wrapped her hand firmly around my cock and began to massage it. It felt nice. Each little stroke felt so good, even though I knew it was so wrong. Why wasn’t I stopping her? Was I dreaming? Was this really happening? Was I about to wake up and find out that I was jerking myself off in bed next to her? My heart stuttered. It couldn’t be a dream. It felt so real—and it felt so good. I snuggled further back into her body. Now I could feel something big against my bum. It was hard and getting harder. And my God, was it ever getting big!

My heart was pounding ferociously now. I tried to take a deep breath in, but even my lungs were trembling. I reached back and felt the smooth skin of her hip, down her thigh and back again. This was my second biggest mistake, letting her know that I was not only awake but into her. My biggest mistake came next, when I reached down into her panties and grabbed her cock. I squeezed it firmly and then I pumped it a few times. Then I let go suddenly, realizing I was crossing a line that was not to be crossed—but the damage was already done. Now she knew that I knew what she was hiding between her legs, and she thought that I was into it.

She took my sweat pants and carefully pulled them down, exposing my bare ass. Then she pressed her gigantic cock against my butt crack. It was impossibly warm, and I could feel every thick vein throbbing. I felt embarrassed. She was so much bigger than me. But maybe it wasn’t right to feel embarrassed, because she was bigger than 99% of the world’s population.

She ran that big cock up and down the length of my crack. Then she brought her hand to her lips and spat. My heart skipped a beat. Why was she spitting? What did she plan on doing with that saliva? She reached down and slicked her cock with her warm spit. Then she continued rubbing her dick up and down, between my ass cheeks. She drew her long, thick stick down until her tip was against my asshole, and I finally realized what was happening—and for some reason (maybe the exhaustion), I didn’t even attempt to stop her.

She began to push in. I clenched tight and groaned. But she was pushing hard, and I didn’t want to embarrass her by rejected her penis. So after a moment, I relaxed and she penetrated me. She felt even bigger inside of me than she felt outside of me. She only had her tip in, but it felt like she’d just jammed an entire cucumber into my asshole. I groaned again, squirming slightly and clenching as much as I could. But now that she was in, clenching was pointless. She started pushing her shaft into me. She used her hands to hold me firmly in place. She was strong, considering how petite she was. Considering how pretty and petite she was, she had a lot of surprises.

That cock was sliding deep inside of me. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t quite feel right. I didn’t love the feeling of my hole being stretched. I don’t think assholes are designed to be stretched quite so wide. Would the damage be permanent? Would I have to wear diapers from now on? Or would it just take a week or two for my hole to squeeze back to its normal radius?

She pushed in further and further and further. I didn’t think I could take anymore—and I was sure I could feel her long shaft pushing up towards my lungs. Then suddenly, I felt the soft mane of her red pubic hair against my bum. She had her entire monster penis inside of my body!

She gently caressed my body. Then she started pulling out, all the way until her tip was just teasing my hole, and then she pushed herself back in. It was the strangest feeling: feeling completely stuffed as if I was about to explode, and then feeling completely empty, as if I was missing a massive part of my insides. After a minute of her thrusting, it was almost a relief whenever she was inside of me. Somehow it felt more normal when her big cock was filling my body than when I had nothing in me at all.

Now, she was thrusting faster, slamming down hard with each penetration. Her hard pelvis slapped against my ass each time, hurting a little bit, but somehow feeling nice at the same time. I could feel a tingling developing inside of me. That tingling was slowly working its way down my shaft, towards my tip. It felt nice, but foreign and strange. My whole cock was starting to feel hot, as if I was holding back my pee. I squirmed and groaned as that strange sensation became more powerful. She was thrusting hard and fast now, gripping my sides to keep me in place.

Then suddenly, she rolled me over onto my stomach and mounted me. She was sitting on top of me as if I was a limp horse. Her cock was pressed straight down, still deep inside of me, curving up impressively into my gut. My groaning was quickly becoming moaning. I loved the feeling of her on top of me, dominating me. She was in control, and I was hers to do whatever she wanted with. She leaned forward and pressed both of her hands against my back, pinning me down, and then she continued to pump. She had her knees planted firmly next to my hips, holding me straight.

“Oh God,” I heard her moan. And then I heard myself moan the same thing.

I didn’t want the fucking to end. I loved everything about it: her long cock massaging my insides, her small hands pinning me down, her soft body rubbing against mine. I even loved her long hair tickling my back as it hung down, still damp from her shower.

She dug her nails into the skin on my back. Her thighs closed hard on my body and I could feel her cock throbbing. I knew what was coming and I was ready for it. I wanted it. I needed to have it!

And I got it, though not where I was expecting it. She pulled out suddenly and then I felt her hot goo spraying all over my back—all the way up to my neck. Its possible some shots got into my hair, too—but I didn’t mind. I loved the way it felt, especially when it was drooling down onto my bare ass.

The room became silent. She carefully slipped back underneath the covers without saying anything. I rolled over, away from her, and then she cuddled up against my body, pressing her soft skin against my cum-covered back. That’s how we fell asleep, and that’s how we woke up.

But when I woke up, I wasn’t quite as excited and satisfied as I was when I dozed off. Instead, I was terrified and full of regret. I’d allowed a biological boy to stuff me with his giant cock. And now I had to spend at least another six hours with that same biological boy in my half-broken sedan.


CHAPTER IV

I took a long shower before Sandy was awake, letting the warm water wash the dried cum off of my back and out of my hair. I kept trying to convince myself that the little romp was just a dream, and the cum on my back wasn’t real, but of course I knew it was real, and I knew I would have to awkwardly face Sandy as soon as it was time to hit the road again. It was going to be horribly awkward—maybe even too awkward for her to handle. I had a feeling she would find a way to skip out on that final stretch, and find another driver to take her to Vancouver—and maybe that would be for the best.

I put on my cleanest shirt and my cleanest pair of underwear. Sadly, I hadn’t planned on this trip to take quite so long, so I didn’t pack enough to wear. Thankfully, I still had that one last outfit that didn’t stink. When I stepped out from the bathroom, Sandy was sitting naked on the edge of the bed. She looked up and me and quickly covered her breasts and cock before I had the chance to jump back.

“Sorry,” she said. “I thought you were going to be another minute. I’m just getting dressed.”

“My bad,” I said, even though I didn’t do anything wrong. Was I supposed to knock or something? How could I know that she would be changing in the open?

I waited a minute, and then she said, “Okay, I’m dressed.” During that minute, I came up with a good little speech that would convince her to find another ride to Vancouver. I was going to tell her that I didn’t feel comfortable driving the sedan the rest of the way, and that I was going to take it to the nearest mechanic and wait a few days while it got fixed up. I had no idea if she would believe me, seeing as it was going to be a lie—I still planned on finishing that drive, to be home before dinnertime.

But my speech went out the window when I saw her in her new outfit. She was wearing a little pink dress, which cut off just below the cusp of her perfect bum. The dress had a long slit down the front, tied up with crisscrossing laces, to tease her perfect cleavage. I wondered if that cleavage was the result of hormone pills or surgery. Either way, it looked amazing.

And she had her hair tied up into a messy bun, showing off her beautiful face and her stunning eyes. In that moment, I wasn’t ashamed of letting her fuck me; instead, I was proud and beaming. My lips parted but no words came out. Then she said, “Do I look okay?”

I nodded my head quickly. “You look good. You look great,” I said. I could feel redness rushing into my cheeks. Why was I so flustered? I knew that she wasn’t really a woman, but I felt just as infatuated with her now as when I picked her up thinking she was really a girl. Hell, I think I was more into her now, even though my gut was churning with a mixture of shame and regret. If I could go back in time and skip that romp—or even skip the stop at the motel altogether, I would. I didn’t want her thinking that I was into her, even though I was, and I didn’t want to feel into her.

“We should hit the road,” I said, grabbing my bag and turning around quickly, so I wouldn’t spend too much time admiring her and slipping into another regretful situation.

So we got into the car and started our journey. The day got off to a rocky start. A block from the motel, my engine turned off. I had to pull over and look under the hood. I couldn’t spot anything wrong. The engine fired back up without an issue, but now I was afraid the same thing would happen in the middle of nowhere, somewhere in the mountains between Merritt and Hope. All I could do was hope that it would work out. So we kept driving.

We stopped in Merritt for breakfast. I bought Sandy a meal at Tim Hortons. We ate while we drove. As soon as she was finished eating, she reached across the middle console and put her hand on my cock. I perked up. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m repaying you for everything you’ve done for me,” she said. And before I could say anything else, she pulled up the middle console and bent over, burying her face between my legs. I really perked up when she unzipped my fly and got my flaccid penis into her mouth. She sucked hard, bobbing her head quickly, slurping loudly. She buried her hand beneath my lap and used it to play with my ball sack, and then she toyed my asshole with the tip of her finger. I nearly swerved off of the road when that tingling set in. My legs trembled and buckled, but I managed to stay in my lane, still going as fast as I could—but even going as fast as I could, I was still being passed every thirty seconds, now on a four-lane highway.

Drivers side-eyed me as they passed, and the semi drivers that went by got to see a little extra, looking down into my car and seeing Sandy bent over, giving me head. One of the truckers honked his loud horn as he winked at me. He probably thought the blowjob was the reason I was going so slow—but really, my car was just a piece of junk.

I came after just a few minutes, filling her mouth with my hot load, which had been begging to be released since the moment she stepped into my car. She let the cum sit on her tongue for a moment before swallowing all of it. She opened her mouth to show me her accomplishment, making my heart stutter. I smiled with a dark red face. “That was nice. Thank you.”

“It was nothing,” she said. “You’ve done so much for me—it was really the least I could do.”

We kept driving, becoming silent now. The elephant was still in the car with us. We still hadn’t addressed that massive thing dangling between her juicy thighs. I still hadn’t told her that I couldn’t be with a trans girl. I couldn’t bring her home to meet my parents and I couldn’t have my friends and co-workers know that I’d ever been involved with another penis. I didn’t know how to tell her, so my plan was to remain silent until the trip was over. I could drop her off, give her a fake phone number, and then never speak to her or hear from her again. Was it a dick move? Sure. Was it the easiest solution? Absolutely. And I’m sure the guilt would vanish after a couple of days—or a couple of weeks at the most.

Though I could see her through the corner of my eye now, looking at me with a grin. She had the wrong idea. I could see, even through the corner of my eye, that she thought this was going to be more than it was. She thought we were going to keep our little relationship going once in Vancouver. And as soon as she called whatever fake number I gave to her, she would think that I’d just been using her for sex. She would think that I was the biggest loser on the planet—the biggest waste of human skin. But what else could I do? I was driving her across the country and feeding her—was that not enough? The only reason I was allowing her to suck me off was because I didn’t want the drive to be awkward. In a way, I was just saving her from an uncomfortable situation.

We reached Hope around lunchtime. I was hungry and I needed gas, so I pulled into the small town. I scanned the fast food options, and then settled on cheap and quick burgers. I was about to eat mine in the car, then Sandy suggested we find a nice place to have a picnic, to get a break from the car for a bit, before the final couple of hours. I didn’t love the idea, thinking it sounded a little bit too much like a date (and she had already gotten the wrong idea), but getting out of the car for a bit sounded nice, so we took our burgers down the river about ten kilometres, to a little private spot, nestled between two cute mountains.

We started eating. The scene was quiet, but she was looking at me with a grin, as if she wanted to say something. I did my best to pretend like I didn’t notice the grin. I didn’t want to lead her on any more than I already had. I ate quickly, hoping we could get on the road quickly. Then I stuffed my wrappers into the bag and hopped up to my feet. “Well, we’d better get on the road so we can beat rush hour traffic. It gets really bad on the highway after about 2:00 PM.”

She wasn’t quite finished her burger yet. She put it down on the hood of the car and then she grabbed the skirt of her dress and lifted it up. “Want to have a bit of fun before we go?”

My heart skipped a beat. I looked down at the massive bulge in her panties and then I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I tried to say something, but I wasn’t sure what to say. “Fun?” I ended up saying, sounding like a complete moron.

“You were a masseur, right?” she said. “Want to give my cock a nice massage?”

My legs trembled. My head began swirling, sending my thought flying in every direction. I could feel my eyes glazing over, and I probably looked like an idiot. A part of me actually wanted to walk over and feel that cock, but I knew that would only make my situation worse. But could it make it any worse than rejecting her right before the last leg of our long drive? I didn’t want the next two hours to be horribly silent. I didn’t want any tension between us—I hated conflict more than anything. So the best solution seemed to be to indulge, to play with her cock and satisfy her. Then I could stick to my plan of parting ways with her and never speaking to her again.

So I stepped forward and looked down at that bulge. She was smiling as she watched me, biting her bottom lip gently. I reached down and gently tugged her panties. A gentle tug was all that was needed to make her long shaft fall out. I grabbed it, feeling its warmth, and I began to tug it. It began to throb a few moments later.

I was staring at it, unable to look away. It was the first time I’d seen it in the open, in the light of day. I could see every little detail: every vein and every ridge. It was a beautiful specimen, smooth in most places and rugged in others. It was curved upwards—possible from the way she was fucking me the night before. She was uncircumcised, but her foreskin pulled back cleanly as soon as she was erect.

It was nearly as thick as her wrist, so I massaged it the same way that I would massage a wrist, back when I worked at the spa. I worked my thumbs down the base of her shaft gently, and then pulled up with a firm grip. She moaned slightly when I rubbed her bulbous tip. Then I found myself playing with her thick ball sack with my free hand. Now I was crossing another line, moving further into that ‘gay’ territory that I’d been so careful to avoid.

And it got worse. I sunk to my knees and allowed the cock into my mouth. I sucked it in a strange state of euphoria. I loved the feeling of the thick shaft sliding on my tongue and throbbing against the inside of my cheek. I wanted to taste her cum, even though the thought of another man’s cum was completely revolting. Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe the hypnotising road had affected my psyche.

She moaned louder. I pumped with my fist what I couldn’t fit in my mouth—which was a lot. Her legs started to tremble. Then she grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, slipping her cock out from my mouth. She held my hair firmly—and it hurt a little bit, rendering me still. She grabbed her cock with her free hand and squeezed it firmly. Then, cum blasted out. She coated my face with her big, hot load. Big globs dripped down off of my chin. I opened my mouth so that I could get a little taste—and I got a little taste. It was sweet and salty, and very, very thick. I swallowed it, wincing slightly, and then she finally released me.

A moment later, she was holding out a tissue so I could wipe my face. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I got carried away. I didn’t mean to make such a big mess.”

“It’s fine,” I said, wiping the cum off of my face. I felt embarrassed but strangely satisfied.

She smiled, and then she kissed me when I stood up. Once our lips were locked, they remained that way for a full minute. She slipped her tongue into my mouth to get a taste of her own cum, and then we gently pulled away from each other. “Do you have your own apartment in Vancouver?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Maybe I can stay there for a bit—with you,” she said. “I’ll make sure to repay you however you want me to.” She had a big grin on her face. I thought about the possibilities: fucking her every morning and every night—letting her fuck me whenever she wanted to get off. I would be in heaven, playing with that monster cock every day, stroking it with my hand, sucking it with my mouth.

But it just wasn’t right. I had friends over all the time, and I couldn’t have them knowing that I was involved with a tranny—even if they just thought she was my roommate for some reason. “I’m sorry, but I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Her smile disappeared. “Oh,” she said. “I didn’t mean to overstep.”

“It’s fine. I just—I think we should go our own ways once we’re in Vancouver.” I couldn’t believe I actually said it aloud. But I couldn’t stand keeping her in the dark. She needed to know that I couldn’t be with her.

She nodded her head slowly, looking completely defeated. “Do you mind if I ask why?” she said with that soft, timid voice that I remembered from our first few hours together.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Because I—I just can’t be in a relationship right now.”

“Is it because of the dick?” she asked bluntly.

And I was too ashamed to lie to her. So instead, I just shrugged my shoulders. “We should get back on the road before rush hour starts up.”

She said nothing else. She got into my car and turned to look out the window, refusing to make eye contact with me. I turned the key to start the engine, and then nothing happened. The car was dead. I tried again and then again, but it wouldn’t even make a clicking noise.

“Shit,” I muttered.

She looked over at me. “Why aren’t we going?”

“The car’s dead. We need a tow.”

I pulled out my phone, but I had no reception. We’d driven too far from the main road. “I guess we should start walking,” I said. I wasn’t surprised, but I was disappointed. It had been a trip filled with disappointments. Or maybe it was just karma striking me down for breaking the poor girl’s heart.


CHAPTER V

It was a long, quiet walk to that highway outside of Hope. As soon as we reached the road, we parted ways. Sandy only said, “I’m going to head towards the city.” And I only said, “Okay.” And then we were walking in opposite directions—with her headed towards Vancouver, and me headed back towards Hope to find a towing service. Five minutes later, she was no longer in sight.

I was lucky. Within ten minutes, a young woman who was driving to a family reunion in Saskatchewan picked me up. She had to stop in Hope for gas, so I got a ten-minute ride, saving me a few hours of walking. The local mechanic was open and he had his own tow truck, so we drove together to get my vehicle. He only had to look under the hood for thirty seconds to give me a diagnosis. “You’ll have to come back in a week—I need to order the part in,” he said. “Or you can have it towed to Vancouver, but that won’t be cheap.”

“It’s fine. I’ll leave it,” I said. I figured I could hitchhike the rest of the way home and then make a trip out with a friend once the sedan was fixed and ready to be picked up. So I made my way back out to the highway with a piece of cardboard that I grabbed from behind the mechanic’s shop. I wrote Vancouver on the cardboard and then waited for a ride.

My luck was turning out to be much better that afternoon—assuming you don’t count the car breaking down and the relationship with Sandy deteriorating in a matter of seconds. A car stopped only a minute after I stepped onto that highway. It was a long black minivan with a young family inside: the parents sitting up front, two kids in the middle, and now me alone on the back bench. The kids were watching cartoons on individual iPads, and didn’t even notice me stepping into the car. The parents were quiet up front, staring forward with nothing to say. I remained silent as well, not sure if it was my place to start a conversation.

I took the opportunity to take a nap. I closed my eyes and within minutes, I was asleep in the back of that minivan. I woke up the first time, briefly, when the family stopped for gas in Bridal Falls. I fell back asleep instantly, as though I hadn’t slept in weeks—and maybe I hadn’t slept, not even in that motel room. Then I felt the van stopping again, but this time I couldn’t even be bothered to open my eyes. The door slid open and I felt the minivan rock gently as another person stepped in. “Go ahead and make yourself comfortable back there,” said the father sitting in the front.

But the person hesitated.

“Is everything okay?” asked the mother in the front.

“It’s fine,” a soft, gentle, and familiar voice said. I opened my eyes and saw Sandy standing in the doorway, crouched so she wouldn’t hit her head on the roof of the minivan. The same generous family picked us up.

I was tempted to swear, but I didn’t want to be rude in front of the children. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. Sandy quietly took the seat next to me. She stared into my eyes as the minivan began to drive again. Now I was starting to think that the universe was torturing me for some strange reason. Apparently I’d pissed off some god, and now I was paying the price. Why couldn’t I just get home in peace? Why couldn’t I get away from Sandy?

The father driving the car put on some light music and the kids turned up the volume on their iPads to compensate. The mother closed her eyes and fell asleep. Meanwhile, Sandy and I remained silent with our wide-eyed gazes facing forward.

The minivan began to slow down. Up ahead, traffic was moving slowly. I checked my phone’s GPS and saw that traffic was backed up from Chilliwack all the way to Vancouver. My phone gave us a three-hour estimate to get to Vancouver. I figured I could get out in Abbotsford and take the bus to Surrey, and then the train to Vancouver. Sure, it would add some time, but at least I could get out of that minivan and away from Sandy sooner. But even Abbotsford was two hours away: two hours of pain and torture.

It was thirty quiet and horrible minutes before I couldn’t take the silence anymore. I gave myself two choices: get out and find another ride, or find a way to make the drive less awkward. I decided to give the latter option a shot. “Sorry about before,” I said quietly.

Sandy looked over at me. Her eyes narrowed slightly and I knew that she wasn’t accepting my apology.

“I just… I have to be realistic,” I said.

She made a pitiful smile and then turned away from me, as if to tell me that the conversation was over and there was nothing left to say.

But I wasn’t ready to accept that as closure. “I mean—before you decided to—you know—become a girl… Surely you knew that you weren’t going to be for everyone.” I regretted the words as soon as I said them. I meant them—but I could have worded my sentence in a nicer way.

She was looking at me again with those narrowed eyes, still saying nothing—but I knew exactly what she wanted to say: something along the lines of, ‘Then why did you sleep with me?’ To be fair, she slept with me first. She got into that bed and stuck her cock into my body. Sure, I played along and had some fun, but I never told her that I was willing to go any further than fun. It wasn’t fair of her to think that our little romps meant anything more than just fun—was it?

The minivan became silent again. The father was humming along to a tune on the radio and the mother was still asleep. The kids had their headphones on, with the volume turned up so high that I could clearly hear the dialogue damaging their poor little eardrums. They didn’t seem to care. Maybe the damage had already been done.

Sandy was still silent, and maybe it was time for me to take the hint. Maybe I’d made my case and it was time to accept that we just weren’t on the same page. She clearly didn’t agree with my way of thinking, and I wasn’t about to start agreeing with whatever was going through her head. If she seriously thought we would get to Vancouver and be a couple—that was her problem, not mine. Sorry I gave her the wrong idea, but if that’s all it took for her to get the wrong idea, she was going to have a hard time in Vancouver.

“I’m going to Vancouver to get my last operation,” she said suddenly, breaking that awkward silence.

“Operation?” I said.

She motioned down to her lap.

“You’re getting it removed?” I whispered, even though I knew no one could hear us in the back of that long, noisy minivan.

She nodded her head and looked away with red, embarrassed cheeks.

“Why?” I asked.


CHAPTER VI

She looked at me with narrowed eyes again—but this time those eyes were filled with confusion, as if she couldn’t figure out why I was asking such a dumb question. Then she looked down at the ground and bit her lip. “People don’t like it,” she said. “Well—they like it at first—or maybe they just pretend—and then when it comes to going any further, they say the same thing you said to me.” She cleared her throat and turned to look out the window, likely just to hide her wet eyes from me.

I bit down on my tongue. And then I thought for a moment about her predicament. Would it make a difference? If she had the monster cock removed from between her legs, would things be different? If there was a pussy there, and no testosterone producing balls, could I be with her? What difference would it even make?

The question burned in my head. I couldn’t seem to get my head wrapped around it. I started wondering if there was any operation that would make a difference. And what if she could take a pill that would make her biologically indistinguishable from a woman? Would I be okay with her then? And if there was a pill that would make her go back in time and be born as a woman—what about then?

She already looked like a woman. She had the mannerisms of a woman. She seemed to think and act like a woman. Her voice wasn’t perfect, but it was more-or-less feminine, and it would probably only get better with time. So what was wrong with her now? Was the cock between her legs really what I couldn’t accept about her? I’d sucked that cock and I’d allowed it into my body (with great pleasure), so I couldn’t possibly convince myself that the cock was really the problem. And my parents and friends—would they even be able to tell? I wasn’t able to tell until I saw the cock.

Then, as we inched further along the busy highway in that minivan, I started thinking about her without the cock. It was an unfortunate thought. Her cock was one of her best assets. In those couple of days on the road, we had a lot of fun with that thick dangler. I liked the feeling of her snuggled up behind me with her long shaft pressed up against my bum. I didn’t love the idea of some manufactured hole, which would need to be artificially lubricated before every romp.

“I have my consultation tomorrow at a clinic downtown,” she said after another quiet minute.

I bit down on my tongue. Why did the idea of her going through with the full operation make me so sad? What difference did it make to me? Maybe it made me sad because I knew it wouldn’t make her happy. I knew that she liked her long shaft—she wasn’t afraid to whip it out when it was time to have fun. And I knew that she liked being on top. Once the shaft was gone, she would be a bottom forever, and she would still have to come clean to every potential partner. It’s not like she could trick a guy into thinking she was fully female for the entirety of a lifelong relationship.

“Maybe I can come,” I said without looking over at her.

After a short silence, she said, “Why would you want to?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just have a feeling the doctor will try to convince you to go through with the operation. His livelihood depends on it, after all. Maybe it would be good to have another opinion in the room, so you can weigh the pros and cons.”

She was staring at me now—I could feel her gaze burning against the side of my face—but I was too afraid to look over and show her my dark red cheeks, even though she could probably already see them. “I don’t understand,” she said.

Finally, I looked over at her. “I don’t know. I just think you should keep it. You like it—and I like it. Just keep it, and if one day you’re really sure that you don’t want it, then get rid of it.” I shrugged my shoulders again and turned away, feeling my face getting even redder.

“But you told me you didn’t like it,” she said.

“I didn’t say that.”

“You said it couldn’t work because of it.”

And in that moment, I realized my fear of being with her had nothing to do with the cock. The cock was just an excuse—and it was probably just an excuse for the men before me, who now had her convinced she needed to chop it off if she ever wanted a chance at finding love. I was just afraid of being with a transgender. I had no idea what my friends would think if they found out. I had no idea what my parents would say if they caught on. I didn’t want to keep her a secret, and I didn’t want to have to worry someone would see the bulge in her skirt or her Adam’s apple or even just hear the slight masculine twang in her voice whenever we went out together. I was worried about living in a constant state of anxiety—and the guys she got involved with before me probably had the same fears.

“Well?” she said. “If it’s not that, then what is it?”

And I kept thinking, trying to come up with a good answer for her: something honest that would make her feel better about herself. But I couldn’t just tell her that it was the fact she was trans—that would be much, much worse. That was basically saying that there was no operation that could help her case… though maybe that was true.

But as I thought, I began to realize that she wasn’t the problem at all. I was the problem. It was an irrational fear in my own head that was holding me back from having her. It was my thinking that needed to change, not her body. Why was I so afraid of people knowing I was with a transgender girl? Why did I care so much about what my friends would think, or what my parents would say? I only saw my parents twice a year. And friends come and go. Opportunities like the one sitting next to me now—those don’t come and go. Sandy was a once-in-a-lifetime chance. There would never be another girl like her. I had feelings for her that I’d never felt before.

She was staring at me, still expecting an answer to her question. “You don’t need to change anything,” I said. “I like you the way that you are.”

“But you don’t,” she said.

“Come and stay with me in my apartment. You can stay as long as you want—forever if you want. And if you really want to go to that consultation, I’ll go with you.”

Her eyes were glowing now, but the reluctance was still obvious on her face. “But what about the stuff you said to me back in Hope?”

“That was just nonsense. It was just anxious rambling. I’m sorry I said what I said. I didn’t mean any of it. Well—maybe I did, but I don’t mean it now. I was just afraid, and maybe I’m still a little bit afraid. But I know one thing for sure: I don’t want you to change. I like you the way that you are. My friends might think that I’m a weirdo, and my parents might try to make me reconsider, but I don’t want to lose you again. I don’t want to watch you walk away from me again.”

For a second, her lips curled into a smile and her eyes glistened. Then she bit her lip and turned her head away. “I just don’t know,” she said.

I reached out and gently grabbed her hand, slipping my fingers between hers. Maybe she didn’t believe me. Maybe she thought that I would change my mind as soon as things started to get serious. All I could do was prove her wrong, assuming she would give me the opportunity again. After a moment, she squeezed my hand back. “Give me a shot.”

She stared into my eyes. My heart stuttered as I looked into those mystifying blue orbs. “Don’t let me down,” she said, letting that smile slip again.

Our relationship was put to the test that evening, when we finally made it to my apartment. A friend of mine was standing at the door to my building. I was holding Sandy’s had as we walked up and he turned to face us. “Darren!” he said. “I was just looking for you. I was wondering if you had a chance to fix that laptop I dropped off last week. I really need it for this project I’m starting up… Sorry—who’s this?”

He was looking at Sandy now. His gaze drifted down to our locked hands. And I have to admit: I was tempted to release that hand, worried he would see that she was trans and then run off to tell all of my other friends about the controversy. But instead, I held on. After that initial anxiety fluttered away, I found myself hoping that he would see that she was trans and that he would go and tell everyone, just to get that annoying little obstacle out of the way as soon as possible. Maybe it was inevitable that people would find out. The sooner they found out, the sooner I could stop worrying about it.

“This is Sandy,” I said. I didn’t let go of her hand.

“Terry,” he said, reaching out to shake her hand. He looked at me. “I didn’t know you had a girlfriend.”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “There’s a lot you don’t know.”

“I can come back for that laptop,” he said. “I didn’t realize you were on a date.”

“I’ll have it ready for you tomorrow afternoon,” I said. “I got wrapped up with a work thing.”

“No worries,” he said. He took another glance at Sandy, pausing for a moment. Maybe he could tell she wasn’t fully female. Maybe he could see what I couldn’t see—what so many drivers on the highway could apparently see. Maybe she was only beautiful in my eyes. Did it make a difference? Why would I care if my friends saw something completely different from what I could see? To me, she was unbelievably gorgeous. What else could a person want?

I didn’t wait until we were in the building to kiss her. Though I did wait until we were in my apartment before pulling down my pants and letting her stick her long, smooth erection up into my tight hole. She pumped me until cum was drooling down my legs, then we switched positions. I didn’t last long. How could I last long? My heart was pounding with adrenaline and lust, and she was the most beautiful specimen I’d ever seen. I ended up filling her tight back door with hot cum, and then we showered together and I told her that I loved her before we went to sleep. She said it back, making my heart swell.

THE END
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