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FUCK, MARRY, KILL

Daniel is heading to his hometown for the first time in ten years. Lori, the older sister of his childhood best friend has passed away in a tragic bus accident, and her funeral is in a few days. Lori had a big impact on Daniel’s life—not because she was like a mother to Daniel and his friends, but because she once pulled Daniel’s hand under her skirt to make him feel her giant package. Since that day, Daniel has questioned his preferences.

Daniel’s hometown visit isn’t going to be so simple or so quiet. He’s not even off the plane before he’s done the dirty with a trans chick in the bathroom. And his childhood best friend, who he hasn’t seen in a decade, has transitioned in his sister’s footsteps—and now he’s looking pretty cute. Then there’s Piper, the adorable virgin, Terri, the well-hung rookie cop, and Olya, the mysterious Russian beauty with a piece of meat the width of a Coke can.

The ultimate question is: which girls will be shagged, which girls will be killed, and which girl will end up with a ring on her finger?


CHAPTER I

NOTE: Patreon members were presented with Piper, Andi, and Lori. They were asked to fuck one, marry one, and kill one. By ‘marrying’ a girl, they were choosing to bring her into the next round, to possibly be married to Daniel by the end of the story.

It’s not how I wanted to be returning to my hometown. I’d never actually been to a funeral before, unless you count my grandpa’s funeral, when I was four years old. The only thing I remember from that funeral is when my brother tried to climb up to see my grandpa in the casket, and then the whole thing fell down. My brother broke his ankle under the weight of my dead grandfather, and the dead body landed on top of him, traumatizing a number of people in that room… And I remember that it was raining outside.

Now, I was on my way home to watch them bury Lori. I had to buy a suit just for the occasion, even though I didn’t really know Lori that well. I thought I would wear the suit once and then it would be a decade or two before I had to wear it again. Boy, was I wrong… That suit was about to get a lot of use.

Lori was Arnold’s older sister, and Arnold was my best friend growing up. Lori was twelve years older than us and we never really saw her much. She moved out when me and Arnold were little eight-year-olds, and then she would be gone for days, partying, doing drugs, getting drunk—the same stuff that every eighteen-year-old city girl does.

Lori and Arnold’s mom died after Arnold was born, leaving them with just their dad. But Lori was there to fill the gap, and she did a pretty good job when she wasn’t out partying. In fact, when we were really young, I thought that Lori was Arnold’s mom—and Arnold thought the same thing; at five years old, he was too young to realize that a seventeen-year-old probably wasn’t his mother. He called her ‘Mommy’ and she never corrected him—at least not while I was around. And he was too young to remember when Lori started transitioning—because she was born a boy.

I didn’t know that she had been born a boy until I turned eighteen and I ran into Lori at a bar in Vancouver. “What are you doing here?” I asked her. I was in Vancouver for college. She told me that she in town for a big party: her thirtieth birthday. She invited me, and I accepted the invite. The party was at a huge downtown club. It was busy, and all of Lori’s friends were there. Lori kept buying me drinks. Then, when she noticed that I was getting drunk, she started bringing me waters. She even ordered me some food, sat me down, and made sure I ate everything on my plate.

I remember laughing and saying, “You’re like my mom.”

“You can call me mommy,” she said with a grin. And I was too drunk at the time to consider how weird the comment was, especially since her hand was on my thigh. Then, her hand started sliding up my thigh, towards my crotch. In that moment, I forgot that she was trans. I reached over and put my hand on her bare thigh. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. I started sliding my own hand up once she had her fingers clutched around the girth of my bulge. She started massaging. I pushed my fingers up to her panties, under her dress. She let out a slight moan. I pushed my fingers under that thin cotton fabric, and then my hand grabbed onto a half-erect penis.

It was huge and completely unexpected. My face turned while and my heart skipped a beat. I stared into her eyes, trying to think of a way to let go without offending her. She was now stroking my cock under that club table. People were buzzing all around us, but nobody seemed to care that we were getting handsy under the table (it had a glass top, so it’s not like we were being too secretive).

“I’m sorry,” I said. “You—You’re my friend’s mom.”

“I’m Arnold’s sister,” she said with a laugh. “Not his mom.”

“But—But you were like his mom,” I said. Then I let go. A wave of relief washed over me. But even though I wasn’t holding that cock anymore, I felt like I could still feel it: that throbbing warmth as it stretched out, becoming erect in my palm. It wasn’t right, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

“You’ll like it,” she said, almost whispering with a grin on her face.

“Like it? Like what?” I said, still white all over.

“We’ll go to the bathroom and I’ll fuck you. I promise you’ll like it,” she said. “I’ll make you come without touching your cock. Have you ever come from being penetrated before? It’s amazing.”

I shook my head quickly. “I have school tomorrow,” I said in a panic. Then I jumped away from that table and rushed away from Lori. And that was the last time I ever saw her alive.

On my way out of the club, I ran into another old friend: Andi. I hadn’t seen Andi since we were in junior high, but I knew that she lived in Vancouver. I’d actually been meaning to reach out to her, but I never really had a reason. Now, she was staring into my eyes. I recognized her face, but not her body, which was now littered with colorful tattoos. “Where are you going, Ricky?” she said. “It’s so early. You’re leaving already?”

“I’ve got school in the morning,” I said. I looked over her shoulder to make sure Lori wasn’t coming. I still couldn’t stop thinking about the feeling of that cock in my hand. It was just so warm—and it felt so strangely… nice. There was something feminine about it, even though that made absolutely no sense. A cock shouldn’t be feminine. Cocks belong on men… don’t they?

“Are you okay?” Andi asked, narrowing her eyes. “You’re all zoned out.”

“Just tired,” I said.

“Well, I know you’ve got school in the morning, but you should stay for one more drink. We should catch up,” she said with a smile. It was a bit hard to focus on her words as she spoke to me. She wasn’t wearing clothes... not really. She was wearing leather booty shorts over a crimson lacy teddy: lingerie. I could see the contour of her breasts and her nipples, as if she was completely topless, and she didn’t even seem to care. I could see the thin scars from where she had her implants put it—because she was also trans, like Lori.

That’s how she became friends with Lori. She was twelve when she started transitioning at school. The kids in my class all made fun of her—I stayed out of it, not wanting to hurt anybody’s feelings, even though I thought it was weird at the time. Arnold told Andi to call his sister, and she did. Then, like the ‘mommy’ she was, Lori took Andi under her wing, and they’d been great friends ever since.

“I really can’t stay,” I said, looking around again to make sure Lori wasn’t coming for me. I don’t know what I was so scared of. I knew she wasn’t going to grab me and drag me against my will into a bathroom to fuck me. I think I was afraid that if I saw her, looking all hot and dolled up on her thirtieth birthday, I might convince myself to give it a try. I was afraid that I would like it. I was afraid that Lori was going to completely change me. I didn’t want to lose my virginity by taking a cock in the ass. And I knew that Arnold wouldn’t approve of me having sex with his sister.

“We should catch up some time,” Andi said. She looked down at my crotch, and it was a moment before I realized that I was still half-erect from being rubbed by Lori. I blushed all over and bit down on my tongue.

“Another time,” I said with a forced smile, and then I didn’t see her again for almost a decade.

I was sitting down on the plane, a late-night redeye, wearing my new black funeral suit, when I noticed a sleeve of tattoos next to me. I looked up that arm, and saw that the girl was wearing lingerie, as if lingerie was an acceptable form of clothing in public. The sight of her breasts through the thin lace made me remember Andi, and then I looked up at the girl’s face and saw that it was her. “Andi?” I said.

She looked up at me and her eyes became wide. “What are the chances!?” she said, lighting up. She reached out her arms and we hugged on that plane. I felt her soft lace and her squishy breasts. She smelled nice.

Finally, we had our chance to catch up. She was on her way to Lori’s funeral as well. She started crying as she spoke about Lori and all of her nice memories. I consoled her with a tight hug. I basked in the smell of that amazing perfume. Then, Andi had the brilliant idea of ordering drinks. It wasn’t the longest flight: only two hours. But somehow, we managed to get through four drinks each. We laughed as we caught up. And it wasn’t long before we started talking about our exes. Andi was quick to get into intimate details. “I had to leave my last boyfriend because he wouldn’t pull my hair,” she said.

“What do you mean, pull your hair?” I asked, sounding totally naïve.

“When he was fucking me. He wouldn’t pull my hair. I begged him to do it for months, and he said he wasn’t comfortable doing it. He just wouldn’t pull my hair.”

I laughed. “Well I would pull your hair for you, Andi,” I said jokingly. Then, we had a moment. Her eyes met mine and there was a silence. I started thinking about that moment with Lori, almost ten years earlier, when I had my fingers curled around that throbbing cock. I’d thought about that moment a lot. For years, I thought about what I’d missed out on. I wondered if I would have liked it. I’d watched porn featuring trans porn stars. I’d thought a lot about penetrating myself with dildos. I even bought a dildo, but I was too afraid to go through with using it; it never made it into my asshole.

Now, I had a tingling in my heart. After nearly ten years, I had another chance.

“We’ll be landing in fifteen minutes,” the pilot said.

“I really have to use the bathroom,” Andi said, still looking into my eyes.

“Me too,” I said. “You go first.”

We went together to the back of the plane. The plane was mostly empty, and the few passengers on the flight were asleep. Andi opened the bathroom door to go in. Then she paused and turned to me. Our eyes met again. She reached out her hand and I took it. We went into the bathroom together. A moment later, our drunken lips were locked together. My hands were on her sides, sliding up her shirt. I looked down and saw more tattoos than I could count. There was more ink than bare skin—by a large margin.

I pulled her shirt off and squeezed her breasts. She wrapped her leg around me and gently grinded herself against my body. I could feel her bulge, and it was big, making my heart race. I had no idea what I was getting myself into. I was terrified that I would regret it. I’d never been with a trans girl before. I’d never touched another cock, except for Lori’s, and that was by accident.

But I had to try it. I had to know what it felt like. I reached down into her tight shorts, pushing my fingers down along her lacy lingerie. I felt her enormous bulge and I squeezed it. I massaged and fondled it while she moaned. Then, I unbuttoned those shorts and slid them down to her thighs. My heart was racing fast now. My hands were trembling. I took her lacy lingerie and pulled it to the side, letting her meat fall out. I gasped, freezing at the sight of her cock. I couldn’t believe how big it was. I slowly dropped to my knees. I reached out to grab it. My fingers curled around it, and I felt like I’d been transported back to 2011, in that club with Lori. I lifted it up—and it was heavy—and I brought it to my lips.

Then, Andi grabbed her cock and pulled it away from me. “What are you doing?” she said. “I don’t want that.”

“You don’t? I—I’m sorry,” I said.

“Stand up,” she said. So I stood up. Then she dropped to her knees. She unzipped my fly and pulled my cock out. I couldn’t help but notice her free hand stuffing her cock back into her lingerie. I had no idea how her ten-inch monster stayed inside that tiny garment. She pulled out my throbbing erection and started sucking it. She moaned out a sigh of relief. She sucked me until I was rock hard. My head was spinning with confusion now. Why didn’t she want me sucking her cock? Why did I want to suck her cock? Maybe that moment with Lori did end up changing me, even though I didn’t go through with Lori’s offer.

Andi spat out my cock. She stood up and turned around in that small airplane bathroom. She pressed her hands against the wall. “Fuck me quickly. The plane will land soon,” she said.

I was slow to move in, slow to put my hands on her tattooed sides. I caressed her soft body and felt her squishy tits. I pulled on her nipples and then I took my cock and pushed it into her asshole. She groaned as I pushed in. She was tight. She had a tattoo on her left butt cheek that said, ‘PULL MY HAIR’. So I grabbed onto her pink hair, squeezed tight, and pulled her head back. She groaned loudly. “Harder!” she said. So I pulled harder. “Harder! Pull fucking harder!” I yanked on her head, scared I was going to break her neck—but she liked it. She moaned and her butthole clenched my cock over and over.

I pumped her hard, pulling her hair. She moaned and trembled as we both broke a good sweat in that poorly ventilated space. I reached around to grab onto her giant erection, but she swatted my hand away. “I don’t want that right now,” she said, almost as if I’d ruined the mood. So I didn’t try to touch her again. Her cock was off limits, and that made me feel a bit strange and uncomfortable—and very embarrassed. I felt like I was being rejected, even though my cock was in her ass and she was moaning loudly.

I pumped harder and pulled her hair as hard as I could. As her body trembled, her ass cheeks jiggled. Her skin turned dark red. She lifted one foot up and placed it down on the small sink. Now, I was fucking her at a peculiar angle, but I liked it. I used both of my hands to spread out her butt cheeks, so I could watch my cock sliding in and out.

I couldn’t hold on. I came inside of her, making her gasp. I filled her tight asshole with thick, warm cum. As I pulled out, she reached back, plugging her hold with her middle finger. I watched for a moment as she pulled her finger out of her hole. I had no idea what was happening.

As she pulled her finger out, cum came out. She let it pool into her hand. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Stand there and watch. Don’t talk,” she said. She turned to face me. She dug her erection out from her lingerie. It stood tall, throbbing, and thick. She spread my cum along her big shaft and she began to pump herself.

She just wanted me to watch her jerk off. I had no idea what to do. I was scared but also mesmerized. I couldn’t stop watching as she squeezed and pulled, making my cum gush between her fingers. My white cream was getting under her foreskin, and into her pink-dyed pubic hair. She didn’t seem to care. She stared into my eyes while she jerked herself. Was this her fetish? I liked it, but I knew I wasn’t supposed to be liking it. I knew it wasn’t normal.

She squeezed hard and moaned. Then, she froze, with her fist clenched around her tip. Suddenly, cum began spewing into the air. It flew up about two feet before falling to the ground with a heavy splat. Her whole body trembled—almost convulsing. She drained herself on that bathroom floor, and then she slipped her cock away, stuffing it back into that lingerie.

She took a deep breath, stared into my eyes for another long, intimidating moment, and then she turned to the sink to rinse off her hand. “That was cool,” she said.

“Y—Yeah,” I said.

“You should go back to your seat before they find us in here,” she said.

So I went back to my seat. She came out two minutes later, five minutes before the plane landed. We didn’t speak much after that. Once we stepped off the plane, she said, “I have to go exchange some money, so I’ll see you at the funeral.”

“Okay,” I said, still dumbfounded. I was completely confused. I had no idea what had just happened. I liked it, but I was left feeling unsatisfied, and terrified that I was about to be feeling a whole lot of regret. I could remember when Andi was Andy. I remembered when he was just a shaggy-haired boy, like the rest of us. That was fifteen years ago, but the memory was still fresh.

I went to the baggage claim. Now, it was 3:30 AM. The airport was silent save for the hum of the floor cleaner, and the squeeze footsteps of the janitor pushing it. I stood and waited for fifteen long minutes while the luggage made its way from the plane to the carousel. Finally, I saw my bag come down. I grabbed it quickly, wanting to get to my parents’ house, so I could get into bed. I knew that my dad was waiting outside, in the car, and he was probably wanting to get some sleep too. He was an older man, after all.

So I rushed out and hopped into the passenger seat. I didn’t even give my dad a hug. We sped off.

“It’s great to see you,” he said. “We’ll catch up in the morning.” Then he yawned and rubbed his eyes.

“Thanks for picking me up,” I said.

“It’s too bad that you come home for the first time in nearly ten years because of a funeral. You should really visit more often,” he said.

“I know. I’ve been meaning to,” I said, looking out the window at the city lights. That city had changed a lot since I left. It was so much bigger and so much newer. I hardly even recognized the place until we pulled into our neighborhood—then, it suddenly felt like I’d never left. And a part of me felt like I’d never left. A part of me was worried that I was just waking up from a long dream, and now, I was still living with my parents in my hometown: no college degree, no career, still a virgin… Well, I could still smell Andi’s perfume on me, so I knew I wasn’t still a virgin.

“So how did she die?” my dad asked.

“She was hit by a bus while crossing the road,” I said.

“Terrible way to go,” he said.

“Couldn’t have happened to a nicer lady,” I said.

We pulled into the driveway. My dad helped to get my suitcase out of the trunk, even though I insisted I could do it. Then he insisted on carrying it up to my old childhood room. “Goodnight, son,” he said.

“Goodnight, dad,” I said with a smile. He went off to sleep, and then I got undressed. The sheets smelled old, like they hadn’t been washed since I last visited. So I decided to put on some sweat pants to sleep in. I unzipped my suitcase and flipped it open. Then, I paused, staring down at a suitcase full of dresses, bras, and panties. I stared for a long moment before flipping the top back over and looking at the tag.

Apparently, I had grabbed the wrong bag. It was identical, aside from the tag. This bag belonged to someone named Piper Murphy.


CHAPTER II

NOTE: Patreon members were presented with Terri, Kris, and Anna. They were asked to fuck one, marry one, and kill one. By ‘marrying’ a girl, they were choosing to bring her into the next round, to possibly be married to Daniel by the end of the story.  

It was 9:00 AM when I pulled up to Piper’s house. I got the address from Piper after I tried calling the number on her suitcase. She didn’t pick up, but she ended up texting me ten minutes after I left a message on my machine. “I’ll be home until ten,” she said.

I was kind of hoping that my suitcase would have been on her doorstep, so I could just do a quick swap. Now, I had to ring the bell and I was going to have to deal with another person. I was tired and I knew how I was when I was tired: unpleasant and grumpy. I rang the bell and waited for an answer. When the door didn’t open within ten seconds, I could already feel that tired frustration setting in. I groaned. I thought about leaving Piper’s suitcase on the doorstep and then texting her to drop my suitcase off at my house. It only seemed fair. It was a bit annoying that she didn’t even offer to come to my house to do the sway; I had to go to her house.

But I bit my tongue and rang the bell again. Then, I heard her footsteps. “Coming!” she called out.

I wanted to do a quick swap. I picked up the bag and prepared to thrust it at her. Then the door opened and I saw her: long brown hair tied into a cute braid. I was surprised by the cat ears on her head: a cute headband, which was admittedly a bit juvenile, and it was a strange combination with her leather jacket. But there was something captivating about her. Her brown eyes flashed. She looked young and innocent. She had a smile on her face that made me smile, even though I was exhausted and frustrated.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hi there,” she said with her cute smile.

And then I just stared at her. “W—What’s your name?” I asked.

“It’s Piper,” she said.

“Hi Piper,” I said. “I’m Danny.”

She smiled and leaned against her doorway, looking cute. I stared at her for a long moment, and then I suddenly felt like an awkward teenager. I looked away quickly and bit down on my bottom lip. I tried hard to think of something to say to her.

Then she spoke. “That my bag?”

I looked down at it. “This? Huh? Yeah—this is yours. I mean—you’re Piper, right?” I laughed awkwardly, feeling more like an idiot by the minute.

She reached out and took it. “Yours is just inside. It’s heavy. Mind grabbing it?”

“Sure,” I said. She went inside, and it was a moment before I realized I was supposed to go inside to get my bag.

Her place was small, but cute. There were macrame decorations everywhere, all over the royal purple walls. The place smelled like pachouli, and her clothes were spread out all over her bed, which was just in the corner of the large open space, behind a curtain of—that’s right—macrame. “Cool place,” I said.

“It’s cute, right?” she said. “I just moved in—me and my roommate. Here’s your bag.” She pointed at the bag, which was right next to her bed. I walked over slowly and reached out for the bag. Then I noticed the lingerie on the floor next to bag and I paused.

Then, Piper jumped in and picked it up, but not fast enough; I was able to see what it was: a white lace teddy, like something a woman might wear at her wedding.

I laughed awkwardly. “Did your boyfriend spend the night?” I don’t know why I said it. I knew the question was horribly awkward and none of my business—so I was surprised when she said, “I don’t have a boyfriend.” And she said it so quickly, as if she wanted me to know that she was single. And did she want me to know that she was single? Did she think I was cute? Was I her type?

There was a long silence. Her cheeks were red, but mine were probably redder. It was the most awkward encounter with a girl since I was in high school, and I graduated ten years earlier.

“So what are you doing in town here?” I asked.

“I live here,” she said.

“Right,” I said. “I mean—what were you doing out in Vancouver?”

She smiled. “I was just visiting a friend,” she said.

And then there was another awkward silence. I felt my heart starting to race. I wanted to ask her out on a date. I knew I would regret letting her slip away. I didn’t know her at all, but I knew I wanted to get to know her, just to know if there could be something. I don’t know where the feeling came from—maybe it was a bolt of fate, striking me down suddenly, or maybe she was just beautiful, and I was fawning over her like every other man she’d ever met. “I’m in town for a week,” I said. “Let’s get dinner.”

“Dinner?” she said.

I nodded my head quickly. “Dinner. I know a place. I grew up here—not too far from here. I know the area. I can show you around.”

She giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. “I grew up here too, so you don’t have to show me around.”

Then I blushed, feeling stupid. “Right. Sorry. You grew up here? Funny—I grew up close to here and I don’t think I ever saw you.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment as her cheeks turned redder and redder. Then she bit her lip, pulled out her phone, and started busying herself on her screen. “I went by Peter when I was in school,” she said. I paused, trying to figure out what she meant. Before I could put it together, she showed me her phone screen: a picture of a young man with short hair and a bit smile. It was about five seconds before I recognized those high cheek bones and that cute button nose. Piper was a male-to-female transgender.

“Oh,” I said.

“I’ll understand entirely if you don’t want to go out now,” she said, looking slightly pale, with wide, uncertain eyes.

“No, no,” I said. “Um—that’s fine.” I laughed awkwardly. “I don’t care about that. Everyone’s doing it these days, right?” I knew I was being terribly awkward, but I just couldn’t help myself. “It’s fine. Let’s get coffee. Um—I’m busy now, but we should meet up tomorrow morning maybe.”

“Sounds like fun,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip. I still didn’t recognize ‘Peter’, but it was a big city—I didn’t know every kid growing up, and she was at least five years younger than me… maybe more.

“How old are you?” I asked. The more I looked at her, the younger I thought she was, and now I was starting to worry that I was asking a child out on a date.

“Eighteen,” she said.

I felt the blood rushing to my face. “You’re still a teenager? I mean—you look young. I’m not saying you look old. But…”

“Is that okay?” she asked, now looking like a frightened puppy dog.

“It’s fine. I’ll, uh, see you tomorrow. I should go.”

I smiled and waved and awkwardly saw myself out, and then the feeling of stupidity washed over me like a cold Atlantic wave. Why was I so awkward around her? I was usually pretty good with women. But something about Piper made me feel like a kid all over again—and maybe it was because she was practically a kid herself.

As I drove home, I started to feel even more uncomfortable. At first, I felt excited that Piper was actually trans. I remembered my romp with Andi in the airplane, and I remembered touching Lori’s cock so many years ago. I could feel myself growing a fetish in real-time, and maybe it was something I needed to squash before it consumed me. I had nothing against trans girls and I had nothing against dating them—but I didn’t want to pursue them simply as a fetish. Now, I found myself looking at every girl on the street and wondering how big her cock was underneath her tight panties.

“I need to see a girl,” I said to myself as I drove my mom’s car back to my parents’ house.

So when I got home, I downloaded an app that I hadn’t used in years: Tinder. I needed a good hookup, or even just a date. I updated my old profile with new pictures and a new description. I started swiping on girl after girl. But that weird thought was still in my head: ‘What if she has a cock? What if she was born a boy? What if she wants to fuck me and not the other way around?’ I kept trying to tell myself that it was rare—trans girls are probably less than 0.5% of the girls in the country, but my confused brain was starting to act like it was the other way around.

It was fifteen minutes before I got my first match. ‘You’ve matched with Kris!’ it said. My heart fluttered. I clicked on Kris’s profile, not remembering what she looked like when I swiped on her.

She was cute: long dark hair, bright flashing eyes, tall build. She had big, plump lips and huge tits. You could tell that her tits were natural without question. She had a number of bikini photos posted where those tits were on full display. Implants didn’t look so full and jiggly. And no amount of HRT can give a girl honkers like that. I thought about burying my face between her huge rack. I got an erection from ten seconds of fantasizing.

“I’m only in town tonight,” I lied in my message to her. “I’ve got nothing to do. I was really hoping to meet up with someone for a few drinks.” I was looking for a one-night-stand and I wanted to tell her that without being too blunt.

“Want to skip the drinks and we can just fuck in a hotel?” she replied, taking me by complete surprise. I thought it was just her weird sense of humor—and maybe it was her being a bit funny—but she absolutely meant it. We were only chatting for ten minutes before she sent me a picture of her wearing nothing but a dainty bra. “Want to see my tits?”

“I won’t say no to that offer,” I said.

“Beg,” she replied.

I paused for a moment. I didn’t want to beg. I wasn’t much of a beggar. I didn’t want her thinking that I was desperate, even though I really did want to see her bare breasts. “Show them to me,” I replied.

“Beg for it,” she said.

I took a deep breath and rolled my eyes. “Please show me your beautiful tits, baby,” I wrote. I felt so stupid writing it, but it was worth it. She sent me a picture of her big boobs plopped onto a table. There was a dildo sticking up between the boobs, and I knew now that she wanted me to beg her for a picture of that dildo in her pussy.

“Maybe we should save the fun for our date,” I said. I was worried that I was dealing with a prostitute, but she seemed to be too cute to be a prostitute. She had a surprisingly innocent face, with her big eyes and her soft features… But she was one of the bigger whores I’d ever talked to.

“Stick it in yourself, darling,” I wrote.

“This is for you,” she said. And then my heart fluttered. I felt my skin turning cold, and then she sent another shot of the dildo, this time with her breasts out of the way, uncovering the base where the dildo was attached to a harness: it was a strap-on.

And I have to admit that I was suddenly very excited. I wanted Andi to fuck me so badly, but she had no interest. Now, Kris was offering me the experience that I was looking for. She could satisfy my curiosity without me having to actually have a real, throbbing dick in my asshole.

“Is that what you’re into?” I asked, playing it cool.

“It’s what you’re into,” she said.

“What makes you think that?”

“I can just tell,” she said.

“I’ve never done that before,” I said, beginning to tremble. The excitement was still growing inside of me.

“That will change tonight,” she said. “If you’re a good boy and you take it well, then I’ll let you suck on my titties while I jerk you off.”

I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat. “I’ll book a hotel room. We can talk about the details when we meet,” I said, trying to play it cool. I called a hotel over in the quiet part of town. I booked a room and then I sent Kris the details.

I was buzzing for the rest of the day. It wasn’t exactly the one-night-stand that I was looking for when I downloaded that app, but I couldn’t possibly turn down the opportunity.

I hardly ate any lunch, and then I hardly ate any dinner. My parents kept asking me what was on my mind, and I kept telling them that I was just thinking about Lori.

“I had no idea you were so close with this woman,” my mother said.

“I wasn’t that close with her, but her death really hit close to home, I guess,” I said. But to be honest, I hadn’t thought about Lori at all that day—not until I needed that convenient excuse.

The time came to go meet Kris. I told my parents I was going out to meet up with Arnold, my old best friend. “Say hi to Arnold for us!” my mom said.

“Will do,” I said. And I meant to reach out to Arnold. I hadn’t spoken to him in almost a decade. But that was going to wait. Now, I was looking forward to spending the night with a tall, beautiful woman and a thick plastic strap-on.

I arrived at the hotel a bit late after getting stuck in traffic. I thought about messaging Kris to tell her I was running late, but for some reason I didn’t message her. She messaged me earlier and said, “I’m here early, waiting for you in the room.” This way, she had some time to get everything ready. I went into the lobby and looked around. There was a police officer talking to the woman at the front desk, but I thought nothing of it. I didn’t want anyone to see me—especially the cop. I had an uncle who worked as a cop, and I didn’t want to be recognized by one of his friends at a hotel that was known for hosting escorts and affairs.

I snuck down the hall towards the room I booked. I spotted it at the end of the hallway. The door was slightly open: just a crack. I went to open it, and then I hesitated. Maybe I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass. Maybe this was a big mistake. This was my last chance to sneak away. I could delete the conversation with Kris from my phone and block her from messaging me back. Maybe it was cruel, but I’d never been penetrated in the ass before, and maybe that’s just how I wanted it to stay.

I thought about it for a moment as I listened. I could hear someone moving around in the room. Maybe there were two or three people in that room. Maybe Kris was a catfish, and I was actually being set up. Maybe they were going to tie me up and rob me—or worse.

Panic started to set in. I couldn’t possibly go into that room. It was too risky. So I started backing away from the door, back towards the lobby, one step at a time. Then, those slow steps turned into a run. I was running backwards, probably looking like a fool, but a part of me didn’t want to take my eye off of that door, just in case she came out as I was leaving.

Then a hand grabbed my arm and I yelped. Before I could spin around to see who was grabbing me, another hand grabbed my other arm. With a violent tug, the man pulled my hands together. “Stop resisting,” the man said with a deep voice. I turned my head and saw that he was a police officer. Maybe Kris was a prostitute and this was a bust. I was going to be charged and put on a sex offender list. My life was going to be ruined.

“I didn’t do it!” I said. “I mean—I thought it would just be a date! A one-nights-stand! Please, let me go!” I was panicking. I had no idea what to say. Now, two cops were on me, hauling me across the hotel lobby. More cops were gathering around to look at me. They weren’t listening to me while I tried to tell them that I was innocent.

“You’re under arrest. Anything you say or do can be used against you in a court of law,” an officer said as they stuffed me into the cruiser. He kept speaking, but now my ears were ringing and I could hear nothing. Two cops hopped into the front seats and we took off. Within ten minutes, I was in a cold cement room in the basement of a precinct. I was alone with my hands tied behind my back as I sat upon a cold metal chair.

The next hour felt like a lifetime. I couldn’t move. I could hardly breathe. I wanted to cry, but I was afraid of looking too weak. They wouldn’t even let me make a phone call. They just stuffed me into that room.

But it wasn’t like a normal detention room—not like the kind you see in movies. There was no big mirror or cameras in the corners. It was just an empty cement room with a table and two chairs.

It was late when the door opened and a man stepped in. “There’s been a misunderstanding,” I said quickly, perking up. “I thought she was just going to be a one-night-stand,” I said. “She didn’t say anything about money.”

“Money, huh?” he said with a deep voice as he took his seat. “We’ll get to that. Why don’t we back up first? How did you find this girl?”

“Tinder,” I said.

“When?” he asked.

“Today,” I said, trying to remain calm. “This morning.”

He jotted down some notes. Then I noticed the little box on the table, recording our conversation. “Okay. So you met her this morning on Tinder. And she… seemed like your type?”

“Sure,” I said. “I mean—I was just looking for a girl.”

“You’re not from here, are you?” he said.

“I’m just visiting,” I said. “But I was born here. Why? Look—there’s been a big misunderstanding. I wasn’t going to pay her for sex. That wasn’t the deal.”

“Tell me about this… deal,” he said.

I felt so embarrassed. I looked down at the table. I didn’t want to tell a stranger about how I wanted to try getting fucked in the ass.

“Look, son. We have the messages. We already know everything. You were caught at the scene of the crime. It doesn’t look good. Just confess and you might get off with an easier sentence. I can’t promise anything—that’s up to the DA. I can just try to make your life easier right now.”

“Okay, so I just wanted to try it. It’s not something I’ve ever done before. She said she would… peg me, or whatever you call it, and I wanted to try it. Why is that a crime? I didn’t know that she was an escort. She never said anything about money.”

“And that’s why you killed her? Because you found out she was an escort? You couldn’t stand to think of her with another man?” he asked.

Then, my blood froze. I stared into his eyes. “W—What?” I said.

He kept staring into my eyes, waiting for me to respond.

“I didn’t kill her. I didn’t even meet her. I was running late for our date. Is she dead? Are you messing with me right now?”

His eyes narrowed. “Just admit it, son. You took that knife and put it into her throat in that hotel bathroom. Maybe you didn’t plan to do it. Maybe you were just angry when she asked you for money. We can get those details after. But right now, I just need you to tell me how you killed her so we can move on with this investigation.”

“I didn’t kill her!” I yelled. “I never even met her! I swear to God! I was just going to that hotel to fuck her… I mean, for her to fuck me.” I could feel that my skin was white. My hands were shaking. Was she really dead? Did someone really murder her in that hotel bathroom? I booked the hotel. She was there to meet me. They caught me sneaking away from that hotel room.

It wasn’t looking good for me…

I took a deep breath and I ran the officer through my day, exactly as it happened. He just stared into my eyes with an unimpressed look, as if he knew I was lying and wasting his time. He kept jotting down notes. I told him far more than I probably needed to. I even told him about Andi on the plane, and how that put the pegging idea into my head. “Maybe I’m a weirdo, but I’m not a criminal!” I said.

He nodded his head. “I’m going to see if Officer Smith is in. Maybe you can talk to her about all this. She’s usually pretty good at sniffing out lies. But I’ll warn you now, son: if you’re lying to us, it won’t be good for you. There’s a big difference between twenty years and an electric chair—especially for a young lad like you.”

He got up and left, and then I was alone in that cement room for another long hour. Finally, the door opened. I was expecting another burly male officer, but instead, I got a woman. She had a coffee in one hand. She was young—maybe even younger than me. Her police uniform was tight against her fit body, and it almost looked like she wasn’t wearing a bra under her white blouse. I was almost sure I could see the nipples of her small breasts.

“Daniel?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Officer Terri Smith,” she said. “Let’s get to the bottom of this little incident, shall we? I’ve been working since eight this morning, so the sooner we do this, the better.” She had a smooth voice, as if she was a jazz singer when she was off duty. She didn’t sit down in the chair. Instead, she sat down on the edge of the cold table. She reached over and turned off the recording device. Then she gently brushed back her black hair, pushing the fallen strand behind her ear. “You thought you were meeting a girl so you could get pegged, is that right?”

I was so humiliated. She was a young woman. Telling a man that I was hoping to get some weird kinky sex was one thing… admitting myself to a woman was far worse. I almost wanted to just tell her that I killed the girl—at least that would be less embarrassing.

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “That’s right,” I said softly.

“She was found with a strap-on tied around her hips,” Terri said. “So that was for you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, looking down.

“And the twelve-inch strap-on cock that was in her luggage—that was for you too?”

“I suppose so,” I said, turning red all over.

“But you never met her, correct?”

“Correct,” I said.

“And I was told that you got this idea—to let a woman fuck you—after you had intercourse with a transgender woman on an airplane, is that correct?”

I nodded my head slowly, burdened with embarrassment. “I was, uh, hoping to try being on the bottom, so to speak, but the girl didn’t want to be, uh, on top, so to speak,” I said.

“I have ways to know if you’re lying, you know,” she said.

“I’m not lying. I’m red because I’m embarrassed, but I’m not lying to you,” I said.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

“W—What?” I said.

“Take off your clothes. Take off everything. Strip down until you’re completely naked.” She walked around and unlocked my handcuffs. The relief was immense.

I stared at her in disbelief for a long moment. Then, I reluctantly stripped down. I felt so stupid taking down my boxers. I used my hand to cover my penis.

“Uncover your cock, Daniel,” she said. “You’re covering my lie detector test.” She smirked as if she thought she was being funny. I had no idea what was happening.

But I took my hand off of my cock.

Her eyes became wide and she nodded her head. “I thought you would be smaller, to be honest.”

“What does this have to do with anything?” I asked.

“Just bear with me,” she said. “So you’re saying that you’re attracted to cocks on women, is that correct?”

“I don’t know. I guess I’m curious.”

“Well, you were horny enough to book a hotel room with a woman who had a suitcase filled with strap-on cocks,” she said, smirking again. 

“Okay, fine,” I said. “I guess it, uh, turns me on.”

Officer Terri Smith suddenly stood up. She unzipped the fly of her tight pants and slid her pants down, leaving her in just her panties. She took a single finger and grabbed the bottom of her panties, wiggling until a long snake fell out: her long, thick cock.

I nearly gasped. She was now staring at my cock. “What do you think, Daniel?” she asked in a strangely calm voice.

“W—What do I think?” I said.

“What do you think of my cock?”

I paused for a long moment. “It’s, uh, big,” I said.

“Do you want to touch it? Do you want to suck it? Do you want it inside of your body? Be more detailed.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

She kept staring at my cock. Was she waiting for me to get an erection?

She rolled her eyes and walked around the table. “If you try anything, I’ll use my taser on you. Got it?” she said.

“Okay,” I said, feeling awfully confused.

“Grab my cock with your hand. I want you to hold it for me,” she said.

I was scared to grab it. Was she going to use her taser if I touched it? Was she setting me up?

“Grab it, Daniel. Don’t waste my time,” she said.

So I reached out and grabbed her cock. I wrapped my fingers around her thick, warm girth. My heart skipped a beat. I could feel it throbbing.

“Play with it, Daniel,” she said with that smirk on her face.

So I gently massaged her length, feeling her long rod. My skin tingled. My heart fluttered. She was big—almost as big as Andi, but not quite.

“How does it feel, Daniel?” she asked.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“Just fine?” she asked.

“I mean—you have a nice penis,” I said. “It’s big and thick. I guess that’s nice.”

“So you like it?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Then she leaned over to look at my cock, as if it was her way of seeing if I was lying. And thankfully, I was starting to get an erection. I couldn’t help it. Her cock really did feel nice in my hand. It was warm and smooth, and it was getting bigger and bigger in my grasp. I squeezed it tighter and she let out a soft moan. I started gently jerking her as her cock stiffened.

I couldn’t believe she was letting me do it.

“Do you like stroking my cock, Daniel?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “I—I guess so,” I said.

“Just be honest with me. Don’t give me vague answers. Those aren’t helpful. Tell me, Daniel: do you like stroking my big cock?”

“Yes,” I said.

And it was obvious because now my own cock was erect—even more erect than hers.

“Would you like to suck my cock?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. My voice cracked embarrassingly.

“If you tell me honestly what happened tonight, you can suck my cock. So tell me: did you kill Kristine Andrews in that hotel room?”

“No. I never even met her in person,” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Okay, suck me then.” I dropped down, pressing my knees against the cool cement. I tilted up her cock and pressed her tip to my lips. I groaned, swirling with embarrassment and exhilaration at the same time. I opened my lips and she pushed her cock into my mouth. My heart soared high in my ribcage. I pressed my lips around her girth and I sucked.

She pushed her fingers into my hair and pulled my head firmly into her pelvis, sinking her long cock down into my throat. I gagged, but I kind of liked it.

“That’s good. Suck it, Daniel. Massage my balls with your hand,” she said. So I followed her command. I gently gripped her ball sack and massaged it; it was warm and squishy, swelling bigger as her cock got harder. “So you weren’t lying. You like cock,” she said.

I closed my eyes. I felt so vulnerable, on my knees, butt-naked, with a cock in my mouth. I had no idea what was happening—or what was going to happen to me. My life was in the hands of this trans cop.

“So you want to be pegged, Daniel?” she said.

“Yes please,” I said.

“You want to feel a big cock in your tight little asshole?” she asked with that smooth, velvety voice.

“Please,” I said.

She slowly pulled her cock out from my mouth. As it left my lips, it sprung up, hitting me on the nose before bouncing and resting in an upright position. A glob of spit trickled down her veiny length. She grabbed her cock and gave it a slow stroke, pulling her foreskin as far back as it would go. She looked down at my cock and saw that it was rock-hard.

“Okay, Daniel. So you aren’t lying about liking trans girls, and you aren’t lying about wanting it in the ass. So maybe you’re not lying about all of it—I don’t know. But before I came in here, they found the knife. They’re running the prints now.”

She reached down and grabbed her tight police pants. She pulled them up. “Put your clothes on, Daniel,” she said.

I hesitated. I considered begging her to test me some more. I wanted to feel that long, thick cock inside of me—or maybe it was just too big for me. Maybe I wasn’t ready for a cock that was nearly ten inches long. Maybe I needed to pull myself together and get these trans ideas out of my head. My pursuit wasn’t exactly getting me very far in life. I still had no idea what was going to happen to me.

“I’ll be back,” Terri said to me once her belt was secure and her fly was up. She walked to the door and then she paused. She looked back at me with a small smile and a wink, then she left.

I was completely perplexed, now with a tiny bit of hope that I wasn’t going to spend the next twenty years behind bars for a crime that I didn’t commit.

It was a long two hours before anyone came back for me. At least I had my hands free this time—though there was nothing for me to do with them. I tried allowing myself to doze off at the table, but the stress of the situation wouldn’t allow me to fall asleep.

Finally, around 4:00 AM, Terri came back into the room, looking even more tired. “You can go home,” she said. “Your ride is here.”

I wanted to jump up and scream out with joy—but I was hesitant. Who did they call to pick me up? What did they tell them? Did my parents now know that I’d gone to a hotel for a kinky one-night-stand with a woman I met on Tinder? Did my parents now think that I was a suspect in a murder case? I didn’t exactly want any of this information getting around.

“W—Who is here for me?” I asked.

“A girl,” she said.

“What girl?” I said.

“Her name is Anna. She’s your emergency contact in our system,” Terri said, and then Terri turned around and walked away, leaving the door opened. I rushed to catch up with her, following her down the long cement hallway, up the long cement stairs, and into the dark, quiet precinct. There were thugs slouched in metal chairs, looking defeated and angry. A rough-looking woman with face tattoos was crying in the corner. Then, standing by the front entrance was a fair-skinned girl, about my age, with long blonde hair and a small build. She looked shy and nervous as she looked into my eyes and smiled. Was she my ride? Who was she?

“We’ll be in touch with you,” said Terri. “Don’t leave town until we tell you it’s okay to leave.”

“But I need to be back for work in a few days,” I said.

“Too bad,” she said with an unforgiving face.

I turned back to the young woman at the entrance. Her cheeks were red. She gently bit her bottom lip. “Hi Danny,” she said.

“Hi,” I said. I paused and stared into her eyes. She did look familiar, but I wasn’t sure how I knew her. “Sorry. Do I know you?”

She giggled, as if it was funny. Then she blushed and looked down at her feet. “It’s me,” she said. “Arnold. Though I go by Anna now.” She looked back up into my eyes. I was too shocked for words.


CHAPTER III

NOTE: Patreon members were presented with Iris, Cora, and Olya. They were asked to fuck one, marry one, and kill one. By ‘marrying’ a girl, they were choosing to bring her into the next round, to possibly be married to Daniel by the end of the story.  

Arnold had apparently followed in his big sister’s footsteps and transitioned. Apparently, that whole town was deciding to transition. Or maybe I was just noticing more trans girls now that I was starting to realize that I liked them.

And Arnold—I mean Anna—was surprising. Sure, Arnold had always been short and thin, but I never pictured him as a girl. Now, he—I mean she—was convincing. Her face looked like a girl’s face: soft jawline, cute little nose, big stunning eyes. But it was her lips that made her look like a woman more than anything: plump, with a pouty top lip, pronounced cupid’s bow, just like a magazine model. Maybe she had some work done, or maybe I never really looked too closely at her face during our lifelong friendship…

Though it wasn’t really a lifelong friendship. We were best friends by the age of three, and we stayed besties until I turned eighteen and decided to move away. Arnold was upset that I didn’t tell him I was moving until the day before my move. I was too afraid of telling him—too afraid of his reaction. Not telling him was the worst thing I could have done. And I made it worse after I got to Vancouver. I never made much of an effort to reach out to him; I was busy: with school and with my new friends. I tried connecting with him from time to time on Facebook, but he ended up deleting his Facebook when it became a trend to do so. I didn’t even notice that we hadn’t talked in years until I heard that his sister was hit by that bus.

What can I say? People fall apart. People’s lives move in different directions. Arnold stayed in our hometown while I went to pursue life in the big city. I never really thought anything would change in my hometown. I always assumed it would stay the same forever, and all of my hometown friends would always be there, unchanged, waiting for me to return. Boy, was I wrong.

Now, Arnold was Anna. She somehow looked smaller than she used to, but I was pretty sure there were no shortening surgeries. Maybe it was her outfit: her tight striped top and her short plaid skirt, showing off her smooth legs. It was hard not to look at those legs. She had nice legs—and I’m pretty sure there weren’t any surgeries for that either.

“Sorry to hear about your sister,” I said, looking again at her face, still in disbelief.

“Sorry to hear you were arrested,” she said.

I felt blood rushing into my cheeks. I cleared my throat and pressed my lips thin. “Did they, uh, tell you why I was arrested?” I asked.

“They didn’t tell me anything,” she said. “They just told me not to let you leave town, or I could be charged.” She looked at me with wide eyes and a smile. She was a totally different person than the friend I grew up with, but that smile was still the same: it was a mousy smile with sharply curled ends. She was always smiling at inappropriate times, and that smile was probably just as inappropriate as any.

“Well to be honest, I don’t even know why they arrested me. Wrong place at the wrong time,” I said.

“You’re not, like, some big city drug dealer now, are you?” she asked, still smirking, though I could tell that she wasn’t really kidding around.

“No—of course not,” I said. “Like I said: wrong place at the wrong time. I honestly don’t know what I’m allowed saying, but some girl was killed at the hotel I walked into. It’s basically as simple as that.”

“Basically as simple?” she said, narrowing one eye.

I felt that redness entering my cheeks again. Of course, I couldn’t tell her that I was meeting some kinky Tinder one-night-stand. “Basically,” I said. Then I noticed we weren’t headed towards my house. “Where are we going?”

“I thought we would get a coffee,” she said. “I work in two hours, so there’s no sense in trying to go back to sleep.”

“Okay,” I said. “That’s fine. I probably won’t be able to fall asleep anyway.”

She smiled. She had a cute smile… but it was the same smile she had when she was a boy. I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. My gaze went back down to her legs. Wasn’t she cold? How did she get her legs so smooth? Did she still have her cock? My heart fluttered and I cleared my throat. “So how’s life? Aside from, you know…”

Her smile went away. Her eyes glazed over and she shrugged her shoulders. “It’s been interesting,” she said. “It’s tough right now. Lori was like my mom, you know? I mean—she wasn’t my mom, but she filled that void. I think I’m still in shock, to be honest. I haven’t really wrapped my head around the fact that she’s gone.”

“It’s terrible,” I said.

“How long have you been in town for?” she asked.

“Hardly more than twenty-four hours,” I said. “I’m actually just here for the funeral.”

She smiled. “I’m sure Lori would be very happy you came,” she said. “She liked you.”

“Really?” I said.

Anna nodded her head. Then she pulled up to a glowing café. It was the only thing open on the street. She hopped out of the car and I followed her. We each ordered a coffee. I paid for hers. We sat by the window and then I looked into her eyes. Now, I was seeing her in proper light: not just muddled streetlight. I was expecting to see some more obvious male attributes, but she really was convincing. She didn’t even have an Adam’s apple that I could see—maybe she had it shaved down.

“When did you start transitioning?” I asked, sipping my coffee.

“At fourteen,” she said.

Then I paused. I narrowed my eyes. “I moved when I was eighteen.”

“Yeah, and I started transitioning four years before that.”

“What are you talking about?” I said with a small laugh. She must have been mistaken.

“When I was fourteen, I found a bottle of pills at my sister’s apartment. I looked them up and saw that they were for sexual reassignment, so I stole the bottle and took it home. I started taking the pills, just to see what would happen.”

“Just to see what would happen?” I said.

“I was fourteen, what can I say?” she said. Then she blushed. “It’s been so long since I’ve seen you, but you haven’t really changed at all. You look the same as the day you left, ten years ago.” She stared into my eyes, making my heart flutter. I’d spent more time around her than anyone else in my life; maybe even more than my parents. But now, it felt like I was sitting across from a stranger—like I was on a first date with a girl that I met on some dating app.

“I can’t say you look just the same,” I said with a laugh. “But tell me, because I need to know—why did you really take the pills? I don’t believe you when you say that you just wanted to see what would happen.”

Her face turned an even darker shade of red, verifying my theory: she was lying.

“Okay,” she said. “So maybe I thought the pills would make my skin smoother. I thought they would stop hair from growing in so thick on my arms and legs. And I was starting to get whiskers, and I didn’t want them.” She looked down at the table, biting her bottom lip. “Around thirteen, I started sneaking into my sister’s old bedroom to try on her clothes.”

“Crossdressing?” I said.

She nodded her head. “I don’t know why it’s so embarrassing. I would wear panties underneath my clothes at school. Even when we had sleepovers, I was wearing my sister’s lingerie under my clothes.”

Now I was blushing. My childhood memories were being twisted. “Really?” I said.

She nodded her head and sipped her coffee. “So I thought the pills would make me look cuter in the clothes. I didn’t think they would affect me in any permanent way, but then my voice started getting higher after about a year, so I just became quiet.” I remembered when she started getting quiet. I just assumed it was the nervousness that generally came with puberty. “I started growing boobs, so I wore tight bands to hold them down while I was at school. Shortly after you moved away, it became too hard to hide the changes, so I decided to just transition.”

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” I said.

“I didn’t think you would care,” she said. “You moved away and stopped talking to me. And don’t think I’m mad at you—it was just as much my fault as yours. I made no effort to reach out to you. I was mad at you. For the longest time, I felt like you abandoned me.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, but it wasn’t anything I didn’t already know. I could tell that she was mad at me when she wouldn’t message me. She was justified in being mad at me: I was being selfish and living my own little fantasy life in a big party city.

“Don’t be,” she said. “But that’s it: that’s how I transitioned. No surgeries: just HRT.”

“Well, you look great,” I said.

She bit her bottom lip and giggled. “Thanks, Danny,” she said.

I yawned.

“If you’re tired, I can take you home,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’m used to being tired.”

“Partying in Vancouver?” she asked with that cute smirk. She sipped her coffee.

I laughed. She was bang on the money. “It’s funny,” I said. “I told my parents that I was meeting you tonight when I left. Now here we are.”

“Why did you tell them that?” she asked. “Working on your alibi?” She grinned a devilish grin.

“It’s a long story,” I said, even though it wasn’t. I just didn’t want her to know that I was essentially meeting an escort. No, Kris wasn’t going to charge me for the night, but she was a promiscuous stranger and I wasn’t planning to see her again after a one-night-stand.

“Tell me about it sometime,” she said. “Now, let’s get you home. Or do you want to crash at my place? You can sleep in my bed if you want. I live around the corner here. I’m assuming your parents haven’t moved since we were kids, right? They still have that system that beeps when you open the doors? It would be a shame to wake them up.” She stared into my eyes, and for a moment I considered the possibility that she wanted to fuck. And for the first time, I considered the possibility. I mean—she was my type: cute, petite, blonde—and she was trans. I still hadn’t gotten to experience the back door pleasure that I’d been looking for: the pursuit that had gotten me into this whole mess.

“Sure,” I said, cracking a small smile. I tried to play it cool. I didn’t want to make any assumptions, but now I was excited; the idea was in my head. I had a feeling that her asshole was pinhole tight, and her cock was probably nice and small since she’d been taking hormone blockers since an early age. A nice small cock was probably perfect for a first time. Terri’s cock would have probably torn me to shreds, and Andi’s cock probably would have killed me. “Let’s go to your place.”

We hopped in her car and we were at her place in five minutes. It was a cute little bungalow. It needed a lot of work, but she impressively owned it. It hadn’t been renovated since the 50s, and some of the lights didn’t work. “I’ll get around to fixing it up one day,” she said. “But I couldn’t pass on the opportunity to own in this neighborhood.”

“Good for you,” I said, standing next to her. I was waiting for her to turn to me. I was waiting for her to throw herself into my arms. I was waiting for her to press her lips against mine, and her cock against mine.

“The bedroom is over here. I just cleaned the sheets two days ago,” she said. She opened the bedroom door, showing off her unmade bed. We both walked in. She sat down on the bed. “It’s pretty comfortable. Hopefully you can get a good sleep.”

I sat down next to her, feeling her smooth leg against mine. I looked into her eyes at the same moment she looked into mine. The feelings swirling inside of me were strange. I couldn’t decide if I wanted them or not. It was hard to scrub the memories of her as a boy out of my head. Even looking at her cute face now, I could still see that boy I grew up with in her eyes and in her cute smile.

“You really do look good,” I said. “I’m not just saying that.”

“Thanks, Danny,” she said. “You look just the same, but I kind of like that.” She giggled.

“So—just out of curiosity—are you… straight? I mean—do you like guys?”

She nodded her head, still looking into my eyes.

“Have you always liked guys? Like—when we were kids, did you like guys?”

She nodded her head, still looking into my eyes.

Now, I was blushing all over. I laughed awkwardly. “Did you ever like me?” I asked it in a joking tone, even though I really wanted to know the answer.

She shrugged her shoulders and grinned. I really thought we were going to kiss; it was the perfect moment: that movie moment, where the hero finally gets the heroine.

She pressed her lips thin. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I probably have the worst coffee breath.”

“I don’t smell anything,” I said. I could only smell the lavender that engulfed that whole house.

“I’ll go brush, then we can keep… catching up,” she said. And now, she was blushing. I watched her skip off to the bathroom. I watched her little skirt bounce up and down, teasing quick glimpses of her round bum and black panties. I already had an erection. Maybe she was perfect for me. Maybe she was just my type. Maybe everything does happen for a reason, and all that nonsense brought us together again for the first time in ten years.

I fell onto my back and closed my eyes. I was nervous; my heart was pounding. Anna was cute, but could I really sleep with my old best friend? Was it risky? Was I risking the destruction of so many childhood memories?

Suddenly, my exhaustion caught up with me. I began to doze off. I tried to fight it, but I was just so tired. I’d only slept a few hours after my redeye from Vancouver, and that was it since I’d arrived in town.

I fell asleep.

But I still got lucky. I don’t know how long I was asleep for, but when I started to wake, I could feel gentle fingers massaging my cock. The sun was just starting to come up, bleeding through the edges of the purple curtains. I was tired, so I didn’t open my eyes just yet. I just smiled and moaned. “That feels good, baby,” I said. Her fingers curled around my shaft and she started to stroke up and down. She had me rock hard in a matter of a minute or two. Then, she clutched the tip of my cock, squeezed with just the right amount of pressure, and began to jerk. “Shit—just like that,” I groaned.

I reached back and put my hand on her leg. I rubbed gently. She took my hand and pulled it under her skirt, placing my palm against her bulge. I froze for a moment, not expecting such a hefty piece of meat. Her cock must have been five pounds! It was thick and dense. She moaned gently as I gripped it. I massaged her for a minute before slipping my fingers underneath her panties to feel her impressive meat. “It’s so thick,” I said. As she started getting hard, my fingers started pulling apart. She was so thick that I couldn’t even touch my fingertips together.

How did she keep such a beast hidden?

She rolled on top of me. She sat down, resting her heavy ball sack on my abdomen. I started opening my eyes. I saw her glowing silhouette: her long blonde hair cascading down her bare shoulders. She wasn’t naked; she was wearing a beautiful piece of lingerie. It was lacy and decorative, with a halter top. Her small breasts were perfect, with her big nipples pushing against the sheer top. She was sitting on my cock, rocking back and forth, nestling my erection between her butt cheeks. And she was holding something in her hand. Was it a dildo? No—it was too small to be a dildo. Was it a comb? Why would she be holding a comb?

I blinked a few times and then I saw that her hair wasn’t quite as blonde as Anna’s. This girl was thinner than Anna. Her lips were plumper. She had a tattoo on her inner wrist: script, but it wasn’t in English. It was Cyrillic, maybe Russian or Ukrainian.

“Am—Am I dreaming?” I asked.

“No, love, this isn’t dream,” she said with a thick Russian accent.

The creeping sunlight caught the item in her hand, making it gleam, exposing it to be a knife.

I froze. My skin turned cold and I swear my heart stopped beating for a few seconds. “D—Don’t kill me,” I said.

“I probably won’t,” she said with that accent. “It would be a shame. Your cock is much bigger than I thought it would be.” She pushed her soft body hard against my erection and a small moan escaped her lips. “Not quite as big as mine.”

“Who are you?” I asked, pushing my head hard against the pillow, as if it would get my neck further from that blade.

“Don’t mind that,” she said. “Just tell me exactly what you told the police. Don’t be scared, love. Just tell me what you told that police officer.” She put the blade to my throat, making me freeze completely.

She kept rocking back and forth gently, grinding herself on my cock.

“I—I don’t know. I just told her what happened,” I said.

“Tell me exactly, love,” she said. “Don’t play games with me.” She pushed the blade harder to my throat.

“Please don’t kill me! I didn’t say anything. I don’t know!” I took a deep breath, and then I did my best to tell her the same story I told the cops. She listened carefully, taking some pressure off of my throat. I had a feeling she was the killer, and now she was going to kill me, worried I was a witness, even though I didn’t know anything. “I swear I don’t know anything about the girl you killed,” I said. “I never even met her in person. You can look at my phone! Read all the messages—that’s everything I ever said to her and everything she ever said to me. We were just going to have sex. Please don’t kill me.”

“Say again,” she said.

“Don’t kill me,” I said.

“Not that. You said I kill her? I didn’t kill her, silly love,” she said. “Do I look like murderer to you?” She smiled holding that knife up. And yes, she really did look like a murderer.

“N—No,” I lied.

“Good,” she said. “But it’s very important I know what you say to the police—exactly what you say, as you say it. Try to think for me, love.”

I took another deep breath. “I told you. That was it. I arranged to meet the girl. I booked the hotel room. I went to see her, and then the cops grabbed me. You can read the messages!”

“Yes, yes. I already read messages. Don’t worry about messages. And these police, did they ask you any question about Dmitry?”

“Dmitry? No. I don’t know anyone named Dmitry.”

“And how do I know if you lie?” she asked, lowering that blade to my throat again.

“I’m not lying!” I said. “They just asked why I was in town. That’s it, really.”

“What else did they say, love? Try to remember. Please, for me. Remember for me and I will make it worthwhile. Tell me something, love.”

“I—I don’t know. They said they found a knife and they were running prints.”

“They found the knife?” she said. “That’s good, love. That’s what I want to hear. What did they say about knife?”

“Nothing. They didn’t say anything else about the knife. They told me you—I mean, the killer used it kill that girl.”

“Again, you think I’m murderer. I’m not murderer, love. Please do away with such mean assumptions.”

“They told me not to leave town and that they would be in touch with me. I swear to you, that’s all they told me. You can read the messages—the police read them too.”

“I told you, I already read messages,” she said. “And love, if you’re looking to be stuffed, why you go to girl with strap on? The real thing is much better, love.”

“I—I don’t know,” I said, staring into her eyes. Now, I could see her face. She was stunningly beautiful—too beautiful to be a murderer. Her pouty lips made my heart flutter, even when she had that knife to my throat.

“Let’s make deal,” she said. “You don’t tell police about me, you tell me everything police tell you, and I give you this stuffing you want. Harasho?”

I stared into those eyes. Then, I let my gaze drift down her immaculate body. I saw that hefty bulge in her bottoms. “Okay,” I said hesitantly. It was a hard deal to turn down. I really did want to feel a cock inside of me, though I was a bit scared of her thick monster. And I was scared of her; I had no idea what she was capable of, and it seemed like she was in cohorts with a murderer—or she was herself a murderer and she was lying to me.

“This,” she said. She leaned over and grabbed a piece of lingerie, tossing it onto me. “Put this on.”

“You want me to wear this?” I asked.

“Da. Put it on,” she said.

She eased off of me, still holding that knife. I thought about dashing for the door. I thought about screaming for help. But my horniness was overriding my sensibilities. This was the chance I’d been looking for; sadly, it was under terrifying circumstances.

I took off my clothes and then I slipped into the tight one-piece. “Where did you get this?” I asked. It was too tight on me, but it was still surprisingly comfortable. The lace was soft.

“I found it in closet, while you sleep. It looks good on you, though you really should shave. No time for that now. Roll onto your stomach.”

I slowly rolled over. She crept up onto me, rubbing her Russian hands up and down my back. “I love this color on you, love,” she said. Then her hands slowly moved down to my bum. She picked the lingerie out from my butt crack and she pulled it aside, exposing my asshole.

“Please be gentle. I’ve never done this before,” I said through clenched teeth.

She giggled. “No, love,” she said, and that was all she said. She spread my butt cheeks wide. She leaned down and ran her tongue up my butt crack, tickling my hole. She spat, and then she used her finger to gently penetrate me, pushing that spit in, preparing me for her thick cock.

“Don’t move, love,” she said, caressing my back again, this time with just one hand. Her other hand was gripping her meat, guiding it into my tight hole. I clenched hard, terrified. “Relax, love.”

After a moment, I was able to relax my rectal muscles, and it was just enough time for her tip to push into me. I gasped. She was too thick: thicker than any cock should me. I groaned and rolled my face onto Anna’s pillow. I let out a muffled scream and I clenched again.

She moaned, rubbing her hands in circles on my butt cheeks. She pushed deeper. Finally, I was getting what I wanted: anal sex with a trans girl. Unfortunately, it felt a little bit like I was being forced into it against my will. I was terrified of saying no to this crazy woman. I wanted to live.

I could feel my hole stretching wide. I could feel her throbbing tip pushing deep into a hole that had never been penetrated before. I clutched the bed sheets on Anna’s bed. Where was Anna now? Was she at work? Did this Russian woman kill her? Was I going to be wanted for murder all over again?

“So tight, my love,” she said with that thick Russian accent. Then she started speaking in Russian. I couldn’t understand her, but she sounded cute. Her hands felt nice, moving up and down my body.

She pushed two more inches into me, stuffing me deeper. I felt my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I clenched hard on her cock. “I like when you squeeze my Russian cock, love,” she said. “Keep doing that.” I couldn’t help it: every time she pushed or thrusted, my hole would clench… At least she liked it.

She fell down on me, pressing her breasts against my back, breathing down my neck. Then she started humping me, pumping me with her coke can cock.

I was trembling all over: not with fear and not with pain. I don’t know what was happening to my body, but I was losing control of it. She pumped harder and harder, moaning louder, and speaking more in Russian. Her knife was now on the bed next to me. I thought for a moment about grabbing it and turning it on her, but I didn’t want to kill the mood or ruin the moment. I liked the feeling of her cock in my ass. I liked being plunged. I loved her thick veins rubbing my anal walls.

“Don’t stop,” I groaned.

She kept pumping, forcing her thick girth in and out of my body. She kept rubbing my sides, feeling my lingerie. I was terrified she was going to kill me while I was wearing that little lacy number. I didn’t want the police to find me clad in lingerie, with a butt full of cum.

She squeezed me hard with her hand, digging her nails into my skin. I groaned loudly. She pushed down hard, nestling her pelvis hard into my bum. She was squishing the entire length of her coke can cock into my asshole. I groaned loudly, and then I felt her cock bulge and twitch. I felt a heavy gush inside of me, making me gasp. Then I felt another one. Her nails dug into the skin on my back. She gushed again, and then again. Now, I felt like my stomach was filling up and about to burst. She kept gushing, as if she’d stuck a hose up my ass. “Oh my…” I said, clenching hard and straining to gather myself.

She gushed one last time: a heavy blast of hot cum, and then she slithered her cock out from my hole, leaving me gaping and numb. I took a deep breath and managed to roll my head onto my side. I could see her standing up behind me, stuffing her thick cock back into her lingerie.

“Do me big favor, clean up my cum,” she said. “Let’s not leave evidence.”

I cleared my throat and felt her enormous gallon of cum rushing out of me, pouring down my legs. I tried to clench it back, but no amount of clenching could stop that tidal wave.

“Remember to tell me everything the police says to you,” she said, picking up her knife.

“How can I reach you?” I asked.

“I reach you,” she said, and then she leaned over and kissed me with her pump Russian lips, right on the cheek. “Goodbye, love.”

And just like that, she was gone. I spent the next hour cleaning. I had to used half a roll of paper towel to clean up the cum, and then I had to wash Anna’s bed sheets. Anna wasn’t home. Her car was gone, and I assumed she was at work. I made sure not to leave any mess behind before I left to catch a bus to take me across town. Once I got home, I crawled into my own bed and went to sleep.

It was 2:00 PM when I woke up. Finally, I felt rested. I felt calm, with a smile on my face. I let the sunlight warm my face for a few minutes before reaching to grab my phone. Then, I saw the two messages from Piper: “I’m here now! I got a table in the corner.” And the other message said, “Are you still coming?” Both were sent three hours earlier, thirty minutes apart. She must have felt so embarrassed.

I slapped myself in the face and groaned. I felt terrible. The poor girl must have been sitting there for an hour, waiting for me—and I totally forgot about our date.

I tried calling Piper, but she didn’t pick up. Either her phone was off, or she blocked my number. I bit down on my tongue. I called again, but still wasn’t able to get through. I sent a message, but she didn’t answer or even read it. I could understand why she would be mad at me, and I could understand if she didn’t want anything to do with me now, but I just had to apologize, so I took the keys to my mom’s car and I headed over to her house.

I was so embarrassed, and not looking forward to showing my pathetic face, but I just had to apologize. I got out of the car and walked up to her door. I hesitated before knocking. I didn’t have a plan. I wasn’t sure what I was going to say to her, because I couldn’t tell her about being arrested. I couldn’t tell her about Kris. I couldn’t tell her about Anna or the Russian chick. I didn’t have a made-up tale yet, so all I could do was apologize. ‘I slept in,’ was all I could really say.

I knocked a second time, starting to worry that she wasn’t going to answer. She’d probably already peered out her window and saw me. She probably had no interest in my apology, and I really couldn’t blame her.  I knocked a third time, and I was just about to leave when I heard the lock turning in the door. I perked up, closed my eyes, and took a deep breath.

“I’m so sorry, Piper,” I said. “I slept in. My night last night got out of hand and I didn’t get home until late. I feel absolutely horrible…” And then I realized I wasn’t talking to Piper. I was face-to-face with a young man. He had a tight man bun on his head and a perplexed look on his face. “Sorry,” I said suddenly. Is, uh, Piper here?”

“She’s at work, bro,” he said, staring into my eyes. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, showing off his slender build. But he was decently toned, without a bit of body hair on him. Was this dude Piper’s boyfriend? He leaned against the door and crossed his arms. “What are you sorry about?”

I didn’t want to get Piper in trouble. I didn’t want to make her boyfriend think that I was dating his girlfriend. Maybe Piper didn’t think it was a date. Maybe there was some misunderstanding. “I was, uh, supposed to meet Piper this morning, but I slept in. I’ve tried calling her, but she’s not picking up.”

“She turns her phone off at work,” he said. “Want me to leave a message or something?” He sounded hesitant, like he didn’t trust me. And maybe I looked crazy—I felt flustered and now I was confused. I even felt a bit jealous. Piper was cute and I felt like we clicked when we first met. And her boyfriend was a handsome young guy. Maybe they had a good thing going. Maybe I was just stepping on toes, making assumptions.

“Um, maybe you can just tell me when she’ll be home,” I said.

“Probably soon,” he said. “She said she was working until four. It’s four now. You’re, uh, welcome to wait inside for her. She usually comes right home.”

“You don’t mind?” I asked.

“No. As long as you don’t mind sitting alone. I have to get ready for a party, so you’ll have to entertain yourself.” He stepped away from the door, letting me inside. I felt like I was invading Piper’s privacy by being there. I stepped in slowly and looked around. There were no signs of a boy living in that place, but maybe he wasn’t a permanent resident. Maybe he just stayed the odd night. Maybe he didn’t even have a toothbrush in the bathroom.

“Feel free to sit down,” he said, pointing at the small couch facing the TV. The TV was playing the news. “Put on whatever you want.”

“Thanks,” I said. I felt awkward sitting and watching TV, like some bum. I was just there to say sorry, not to catch up on Game of Thrones.

“I’m Cory, by the way,” he said. And I was tempted to ask him if he was Piper’s boyfriend, but I bit my tongue instead.

“I’m Danny,” I said.

He went to a room across the small space. I grabbed the remote and tried to change the channel, but I couldn’t figure out the system. I’d always been terrible with TVs. I didn’t want to mess up their setup, so I just left it on the news. I watched the weatherman describe the next fourteen days. Then I watched the longest string of ads ever. It felt like I’d been sitting there for an hour.

I began to squirm. I thought about leaving. I felt out of place. I didn’t even know Piper, and now I was sitting in her home, waiting to confront her. I didn’t want to make anyone uncomfortable. She was a nice girl. She deserved better than me. I was a mess, especially since arriving in town.

I heard Cory’s door open. I heard him walking behind me. I turned to smile at him, trying to make my presence a bit less awkward. Then, I paused, staring at a young woman in her underwear.

She looked at me and smiled. Was that Piper’s roommate? Was Cory the roommate’s boyfriend? I looked away suddenly, feeling even more awkward. Now I was invading the privacy of at least two people. I kept watching the TV: more ads. That news program had too much ad space.

Finally, the front door opened. Piper stepped in, wearing a headband with cat ears, a leather jacket, and a short skirt. She put her black backpack down on the ground as I stood up. I could feel my face turning red. I’d honestly forgotten how cute she was—and she really was cute. But I’d also forgotten how young she was. She was a whole decade younger than me—almost a child. She was so soft and tight—but so damn cute.

“Danny?” she said, pausing by the door.

“Hey, I just came over to say sorry,” I said. “I feel so bad about this morning. I really didn’t mean to stand you up. I just slept in. I had this crazy night, and… I don’t know—I don’t have an excuse. I forgot we had a date, and I feel awful about it.”

She stared with wide eyes. “It’s fine, Danny,” she said with a giggle. “I get coffee there every morning. It was a good opportunity to catch up on some old emails.”

“It’s still not right. I’m really sorry about it, and I’d like to make it up to you.”

“Don’t you have to leave town soon?” she asked.

“Well,” I said. “I might be staying longer than I thought.”

“Really? Why?” she asked.

I bit down on my lip and forced a smile. “It’s a long story,” I said.

Then the bathroom door opened. That same girl came out, smiling as she went back to Cory’s room, still clad in nothing but a bra and panties. She was gorgeous—and also young, like Piper. Her long eyelashes made my heart tingle, and her figure was the epitome of a perfect woman. It was almost hard to turn my head back to Piper, even though Piper was cute too.

But that girl was something else—a whole different level of beauty, like a supermodel or some famous celebrity.

I tried to stop my face from turning red. “That’s my roommate,” Piper said, apparently feeling the need to address the break in our dialogue.

“Oh really?” I said. And then I became silent again, trying to figure out why that skinny guy was dating that stunner. She was way out of his league… but maybe he was rich, or maybe he was famous or something. Maybe he just had the confidence of a Greek god.

I cleared my throat. “Well, she’s, uh…”

“Pretty?” Piper said with an accusatory grin.

“Is she?” I said awkwardly. “I mean—yeah, she’s a pretty girl, I guess. But you—you’re, uh… She’s not like you.”

Piper started laughing. “Do you have a crush on my roommate, Danny?”

“No!” I said suddenly. “I like you. I mean—I want to take you out for coffee. We can go now. Or when you’re free. I promise I won’t blow you off this time. I’ll make it up to you. Your roommate is cute but I like you.”

Then Cory’s door opened again. Now, the girl was dressed, wearing a coral dress, which fit her body amazingly. “How do I look?” she asked Piper. Her makeup was spot-on. I couldn’t stop myself from staring at her face. I’m not sure I’d ever seen a woman as beautiful as Piper’s roommate.

“That dress is cute on you,” Piper said. “But it might be a bit too short.”

I wanted to scream, ‘IT’S PERFECT!’ because it was perfect, like every inch of the woman’s body, but I kept my mouth shut. I’d already made a fool of myself enough. I was there to see Piper, not her supermodel roommate, who was already taken.

The girl did a little spin, making my heart throb. The dress danced around her magnificently. “Too short?” she asked.

I wanted to scream, ‘NO! NOT TOO SHORT. IT’S PERFECT!’ But again, I kept my mouth shut while Piper said, “It’s close, but it’s probably fine.”

I must have been as red as the apples on the kitchen counter. Piper turned back to me. “We can go for coffee tomorrow. I’m going to this party with Cora tonight.”

I laughed. “Cora and Cory. That’s cute,” I said.

They both stared at me strangely.

I cleared my throat. “I mean, it’s cute that you and your boyfriend almost have the same name.”

Piper giggled. Cora blushed and smiled at her friend. “What?” I said.

“I am Cory, silly,” said Cora. Then she grabbed a little purse off of the couch. “I need to run to the store to grab a few things before the party. Do you need anything?”

“I’m good,” said Piper. “Thanks though.”

Then Cora took off, leaving me feeling confused and embarrassed. Piper let another giggle slip. “Are you okay, Danny?”

“I’m fine. Why?” I said, though I could feel sweat forming on the back of my neck.

“You’re funny,” she said.

Then, as I was staring into Piper’s eyes, I heard the breaking news story: “Two women were stabbed and killed last night. Police announced the names of the victims just minutes ago: Kristine Andrews and Iris King. Police are not saying whether or not they have any suspects, though the killings were supposedly remarkably similar. At this time, they are not releasing any more details, but they’re asking people to be careful.” The feed cut to an interview with the police chief. Piper turned to the TV.

“If you see anyone that seems suspicious, don’t approach them. It’s that simple. The killer is still out there, so the public needs to remain vigilant. At night, don’t go out by yourself. Just stay safe until we’re able to catch this guy.”

The news reporter came back. Now, a picture of Kris was on the screen, next to the girl named Iris King.

“Oh my God,” Piper said. “That’s Iris.”

“Did you know her?” I said softly, trying not to sound too horrified. I didn’t want Piper knowing that I’d been tangled up in this mess.

“Yeah,” she said. “She was a senior when I was in the tenth grade. Nice girl—usually pretty quiet. She was trans too. She kind of took me under her wing when I started transitioning. Nobody screwed with her because… well, she could be kind of scary. I can’t believe she’s dead. That’s so horrible… And she was stabbed! That’s just awful.” Piper started to tear up, so I wrapped my arm around her.

She turned into me for comfort. Her soft body was nice, but I was trying not to think about sex while consoling her; it didn’t seem like an appropriate time.

“She was so nice,” Piper said, sniffling. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to cry.”

“You can cry. That’s fine,” I said.

“It’s just so sad,” she said. “I’ll never forget: it was the first time I went to school as a girl. I still sucked at doing my makeup, and I was wearing a terrible wig. God, that wig was so awful. I don’t know what I was thinking. It was blue with pink highlights. Anyway, it was going well, until lunch. I was outside when two guys came up to me. They pulled that wig off of my head and then they pulled my skirt down. One guy held me down while the other pulled down my panties. They wanted everyone to see my… you know. They called me faggot and other mean names, and then Iris came over. She grabbed one of the guys by the throat and nearly made him pass out just by squeezing. The other guy tried to push her, and then she kicked him so hard in the nuts that he missed the next week of school.

“And it was so funny—she didn’t even weigh a hundred pounds. She overpowered these two big dudes. Then, a week later, she heard that they were still making fun of me. I don’t know how she found out because I didn’t tell her. Well, she went after the guys. She found them smoking in the woods behind the school. One of the guys ran away when he saw her coming. The other tried to confront her. And I didn’t see any of this, but I heard about it. She apparently pinned the guy down, pulled her leggings down, and made him… you know.” Piper blushed all over. She bit down on her lip and she smirked. “She made him suck her off—just for a minute, but apparently he ended up actually getting her off. You know, like, she came. And he ended up coming out as gay a month later. I’m not saying Iris made him gay, but he definitely didn’t make fun of me after that. Nobody made fun of me after that. Oh my God, I can’t believe she’s dead. That’s just so tragic.”

Piper nestled herself into me even more. “I’m so sorry,” I said.

She sniffled. “I know I hardly know you,” she said. “But do you think you could stay here with me for a bit. It sounds so pathetic, but I don’t if I want to be alone right now. Just until Cora gets back from the store.”

“Sure. No problem,” I said, smiling. I felt so relieved, knowing I hadn’t ruined things with Piper.

But now, I was more unsure than ever before. Just how long was I supposed to stay in town for? And if I wanted to try things with Piper, then what about Anna? And why couldn’t I stop thinking about that Russian beauty that held the knife to my throat?

I had a lot of soul searching to do. My situation was complicated—and it was about to get a lot more complicated.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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